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Shared For The First Time:




The Hotwife-To-Be Book One
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Chapter One
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Ismiled across the table at my boyfriend, Julian. It was the third anniversary of our first date, and he’d brought me back to the same restaurant he’d taken me to on that very first night. He had obviously been trying to impress me at the time, because it was a very fancy Italian restaurant, and it had worked, considering the fact that I’d been crazy about him ever since that night.

“Thank you for bringing me here tonight, love. I can’t believe we haven’t been here again since that first night. But it makes tonight feel even more special.”

He grinned at me and reached across the table to take my hand in his. “And I can’t believe you’ve put up with me for three years already. I keep waiting for you to tell me you’ve had enough of me, but it still hasn’t happened yet.”

I laughed and swatted his hand playfully before taking hold of it again. “Don’t be silly. You know how much I love you.”

“True,” he said, with a smile on his face, suddenly looking more serious. “But I was thinking that maybe I should make it permanent before you change your mind.”

Julian reached into the pocket of his slacks to pull out a small velvet box, and I couldn’t help but gasp loudly. Surely that couldn’t be what I thought it was. Could it? He opened it slowly to reveal a gorgeous ring with a single solitaire diamond. I stared at it with my mouth open for a few moments, my heart pounding rapidly in my chest.

“Camille,” he said, pulling my attention away from the ring and bringing it back up to his face. “I love you so damn much, and I’ve known for a long time that I want to spend the rest of my life with you. And nothing would make me happier than if you agreed to be my wife. Camille, will you marry me?”

I squealed much more loudly than I should have done in such a nice restaurant, and I got out of my chair to throw myself into his lap. “Yes!” I answered without hesitation. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I hadn’t even realised I was crying until I felt the wetness on my cheeks. And through the blur of tears, I saw Julian smiling widely at me. He pulled me close for a tight hug, then carefully took the ring out of the box. I held my left hand out for him, noticing how much it was trembling with my excitement, and he slid the ring onto my finger before hugging me tight once more.

My heart was pounding as I clung tightly to him, happy tears streaming down my face.

“God, I love you, Julian. I can’t believe this is actually happening!”

He laughed, embracing me in his arms as I stayed curled up in his lap. “We have talked about marriage several times, so it can’t have been a total surprise.”

I grinned sheepishly at him. “Well, no. But I didn’t think it was going to happen tonight!”

When I heard a throat clearing behind me, I turned and saw a waitress standing beside our table with a bottle of champagne. It was at that moment I realised we’d drawn the attention of several people sitting at nearby tables, and I felt my face burn.

“Congratulations to you both,” she said, while pouring out two glasses of champagne. “I wish you a lifetime of happiness.”

The woman disappeared as quickly as she had appeared, and I slipped out of Julian’s lap to settle back in my chair. I still felt flushed and flustered, and even though I knew the champagne was only going to make those feelings more intense, I couldn’t resist taking a sip.

Julian was smiling from ear to ear as he took my hand in his again, my left hand, and twirled the ring around my finger.

“It’s a beautiful ring,” I said. “Thank you, Julian. Thank you for everything.”

The playful grin was suddenly back on his lips again. “It’s okay. I’ll let you thank me properly later, though.” He winked at me, and I squirmed as a sudden heat appeared between my thighs.

“With pleasure,” I responded, a grin plastered across my own face.
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APPARENTLY, JULIAN wasn’t able to wait until we got home from the restaurant for me to show him my appreciation. Sitting beside him in the back of the cab on the way home, his hands began to roam up and down my thigh, moving higher each time until his fingers were brushing against my panties. I tried to stifle a moan, as I didn’t want the driver to hear me and know what we were doing.

The two glasses of champagne I’d drunk had caused me to feel a lot more bold than usual, and I let my hands roam, too. Julian was already rock hard when I brought my hand to the crotch of his pants, and when I stroked him through his clothing, I could feel his cock throbbing. Just the feel of it had me squirming, aching to feel him inside me.

I watched as Julian bit his lower lip, trying to hold back a moan of his own, and I was pretty sure it was the sexiest thing I’d seen in a long time. It made my cunt quiver to know I still affected him and that he still wanted me just as badly as he had the night we first met. I unfastened his zip and slipped my hand inside his pants to wrap my fingers around his dick. It was thick, hot and heavy in my hand, and the urge to straddle his lap and take him inside me had become overwhelming. But it would take a lot more than two glasses of champagne to overcome my inhibitions that much, so I satisfied myself by stroking his cock and feeling it pulse in my gentle grasp.

Lucky for me, Julian seemed to be able to feel the crazy lust I was feeling for him right then, and his hand that had been stroking up and down my thigh disappeared altogether up my skirt. His fingers brushed against my slit through my damp panties, forcing a little whimper from my lips. A blush heated my cheeks, and I glanced over at the driver to see if he was paying any attention to us, but his focus seemed to be firmly on the road ahead of him. I was grateful that he wasn’t the chatty kind of cab driver.

I parted my thighs wider for Julian, trying to show him how badly I needed his touch. Never one to pass up such an invitation, he swiftly pulled the gusset of my panties to one side and slipped a finger inside me. My pussy was already wet and more than ready for him, and I had to clamp my lips tight to stop myself from moaning out his name.

Julian leaned closer and brushed his lips against my ear. “Don’t worry, Camille. We’ll be home soon, and then I’ll give you the hard fucking I know you need.”

I whimpered and nodded my head, increasing the pace of my strokes up and down his cock. My hand was slick with his precum, making it easier for it to slide along his hard flesh. At the same time, Julian started pumping his finger in and out of me, fucking me with the digit. With each movement, the length of his finger dragged along my sensitive clit, adding to the pleasure of his touch. My body trembled as the sensations built within me, and it was growing harder to control the urge to cum.

“We’re home,” Julian whispered in my ear just as the car came to a standstill. He withdrew his finger from my needy cunt, leaving me whining softly as he took care of the payment.

I reluctantly pulled my hand out of the front of his pants, bringing it to my mouth to surreptitiously lick the precum that coated my skin. When Julian saw what I was doing, his eyes darkened, and I was almost certain I heard a small growl coming from him. That little sound was practically a guarantee that I was about to be on the receiving end of a good time.

We quickly got out of the cab and rushed inside the house. Once inside, Julian wrapped one arm around my waist and lifted me off my feet. I wrapped my arms and legs around him while he carried me up the stairs and I dipped my head to lick and nibble along his neck in the way that never failed to drive him wild.

Another growl emerged from him. “Playing that game, huh? I think somebody wants to be fucked really hard tonight.”

I grinned; my face hidden in the crook of his neck. “Maybe. Although if I really wanted to be fucked hard, I know the best way to get that would be to beg for your cock.”

Julian groaned. Nothing turned him on more than when I begged him to fuck me. “Don’t worry, babe. You will be begging plenty by the time I’m finished with you.”

A shiver of delight ran through me as I heard the delicious promise in his words. Although I was incredibly shy around most people, Julian always knew how to bring out a more wild and wanton side of me. That was one of the things I loved most about him.

I wriggled against his body, trying to grind my needy pussy against his abs in an attempt to relieve the ache between my thighs. But as soon as we were in the bedroom, he threw me down on the bed, leaving me without the contact of his body against my aching centre.

Although when he started pulling off his clothes, I stopped my disappointed whining and got on my knees on the edge of the bed, helping him to strip. When we were finished, we got to work pulling off my dress and my lace panties until I was naked, too. After the teasing in the car, it seemed we were both desperate for one another.

As Julian remained standing by the edge of the bed, he gripped my long hair in his fist and guided my head down towards his cock. “I need to feel your mouth on me, Camille,” he said, his voice low and gravelly with his desire. “Suck my cock, babe. Then maybe I’ll give you that fucking you need.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. With an eagerness I always felt when I was around Julian, I parted my lips wide and slid them down over the head of his cock. I suckled gently on the tip, enjoying the way it made Julian moan and his cock pulse, while flicking my tongue against the little slit. Drops of precum oozed out, filling my mouth with the taste of his arousal.

“Don’t tease me, Camille,” he moaned as he pushed his cock deeper into my mouth.

I couldn’t help but squirm as he moved his hips, sliding his dick back and forth between my parted lips. The head hit the back of my throat, almost making me gag, but I relaxed just the way he had taught me so I could take the full length of him. Soon enough, he was thrusting into the tight channel of my throat at a steady pace and, as always, the feeling of being used for his pleasure had my cunt dripping with desire.

The need to have my pussy fucked was getting overwhelming, and I tried to pull off his cock so I could beg him, but his hand in my hair held me firmly in place. I looked up at him with wide eyes, whimpering around his cock as he took what he needed from me.

He simply grinned at me. “Not yet, Camille. But soon. It’s almost time for you to beg me to fuck that greedy little pussy of yours.”

His words made me moan, and I squirmed on the bed. My pussy was definitely feeling greedy tonight, and I had to fight the urge to touch myself. Instead, I wanted to wait until he touched me.

My eyes watered, and saliva leaked from my lips as he fucked my throat, ignoring my aching cunt as he took his pleasure. Julian brushed his thumb across my cheek, dabbing away the tears on my skin, before pulling his cock out of my mouth. I gasped for air for a few moments, catching my breath before I started begging.

“Please, will you fuck me now, Julian? I need your cock inside me so badly. I want to cum on your cock while you fuck me hard.”

Julian grinned at me before lifting me up from the bed and laying me down on my back. He settled on top of me, and I could feel the tip of his dick touching my slick folds. I squirmed beneath him, trying to wriggle my way down onto his cock, but he pulled his hips back just enough to make it impossible.

“Please,” I said again, blushing at how needy and whiny I sounded. My pussy was pulsing with arousal, and I needed to be filled so fucking badly.

He reached down between our bodies to grip his cock in his hand, then slid the engorged head back and forth along my slit without entering me. The teasing was too much, and I let out a loud groan.

“Is this what you want, babe?” he asked with a wicked grin on his face. I wanted to hate him for getting enjoyment from teasing me, but the truth was, I loved it just as much as he did.

“Yes!” I cried out, frustration filling me. “Please, I need your cock, Julian. Just fuck me, please.”

With one swift thrust of his hips, he impaled me with the full length of his cock, making me cry out in surprise at the sudden invasion. My back arched and toes curled, a wave of satisfaction washing over me as I suddenly got what I had been craving.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, wrapping my arms and legs around him to pull him closer.

Julian started pumping his hips, thrusting his dick hard and deep into my wet cunt. I bucked my hips beneath him as much as I could, meeting his thrusts, and our moans filled the air.

As he fucked me hard, pounding my pussy at an almost brutal pace, he looked down at me, stealing my breath away with both the love and lust visible in his eyes. The pressure was quickly building at my core, making my entire body tremble as an orgasm threatened to consume me.

With his legs, he pushed my thighs wider apart so he could thrust deeper with each movement of his hips. “That’s it,” he moaned. “Cum on my cock, Camille. Cum for me.”

All it took was a few more powerful thrusts, and I unravelled, surrendering completely to the orgasm that ripped through me. My body arched and shuddered, while my pussy squeezed tight around Julian’s cock, milking it with the spasms of pleasure. At the same time, Julian’s loud moans filled the air while he erupted within me, filling me with his hot cum. We moved together frantically, drawing the pleasure out for as long as we could, before he rolled off me and pulled me in close to his side.

I placed my head on his chest, listening to the rapid beating of his heart while I tried to catch my breath.

“Well,” he said, sounding as breathless as I felt. “If tonight is anything to go by, the rest of our life together is bound to be hot and exciting.”

I grinned softly. “Definitely. And I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”
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Chapter Two
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The next day, as I tried to return to the real world after such a special night, I was sitting staring at the computer screen and trying to work out what to write. Being a ghostwriter was my dream job. I got to create fantastical worlds in which wonderful things happened, but I didn’t have to market the books or myself to the public. I could hide in my own little anonymous world and still get paid to do what I loved, while my clients did the selling. What more could I ask for?

Except, the story I had been commissioned to write this time was a tough one. At least, it was for me. A few months ago, I had been approached by a new client who wanted me to write an erotic short story. It wasn’t what I usually did, but she had enjoyed the samples of writing I’d sent her so much that she was willing to pay me a little extra to try something new for her. It wasn’t actually so hard, as I’d written plenty of romance stories and I was no stranger to writing steamy scenes. The client had loved my work and had promised to come back with more jobs for me in the future.

And she had been telling the truth. The story I was currently working on was the third story she had commissioned from me, and she was quickly turning into one of my most frequent clients. Except, this time, the theme she had given me seemed a lot harder to write.

The problem was that I didn’t have a whole lot of experience with sex. At least, not the kind of experience that would help me with the story I had to write. Sure, Julian and I had an amazing sex life, and I didn’t have a single complaint. He was attentive, exciting, and he knew how to push all the right buttons. Oh, and he was hot as hell. But he was the only man I’d ever fucked, and this story was calling for me to imagine being surrounded by men all wanting to use my body.

I mean, surely different sized and shaped cocks would feel different. And surely different men would touch your body in different ways; some gentle and some rough. Maybe there were various different ways to have your pussy eaten, but I wouldn’t know because I was only used to Julian’s technique. Not that I was complaining, though, because his technique was always very effective. I just felt as though I didn’t have enough experience to do my best work on this story.

I let out a sigh. Usually if I was asked to write about a topic I knew little about, I would research it, but how the hell was I supposed to research what a gangbang would feel like? Well, I guess there was always porn. I could certainly think of worse ways to spend a Wednesday morning.

Sliding my laptop closer to me, I started browsing the naughtier parts of the internet. A thrill ran through me at the idea of doing something that felt so illicit. It had been years since I had watched any porn. Truth be told, since moving in with Julian, I hadn’t needed to watch it as he always took good care of my needs. But when the images of one woman surrounded by several men appeared on my screen, a rush of excitement headed straight to my pussy.

It was hard to keep track of how many men were gathered around the lucky lady because they all kept moving, but I think I counted eight. Christ, I had no idea how she was planning to please all the men. After all, I found it exhausting just keeping up with Julian’s needs. But watching as the men all took turns using her mouth first, then sharing her pussy, had me squirming in my chair as a heat flooded my nether regions.

Then the men all decided they weren’t willing to wait, and all of a sudden, the woman was having both her mouth and pussy used at the same time, while all the other men stood around stroking their huge cocks as they watched. I couldn’t help but moan, and as I leaned back in my chair, I reached down between my thighs to gently rub my fingers against my pussy. It wasn’t my intention to make myself cum. I just needed something to ease the ache between my thighs.

The office door behind me opened suddenly, and I quickly pulled my hand away from my cunt and lurched forward to slam my laptop closed. But judging by the look on his face, Julian had seen what I was doing. His lips had curled up into an amused smirk and he walked over to me, leaning down to kiss my lips while his hand reached between my thighs to cup my mound.

I was already so needy from watching that woman getting fucked by multiple men that his touch felt heavenly, and I lifted my hips to press my sex harder against his hand.

“So, is this what you do when you say you’re working, huh? You sit in your office watching porn and touching yourself?”

My face started to burn, and I imagined I must be glowing bright red, but I was relieved to see that he looked amused rather than angry. As his fingers pressed more firmly against the sensitive button of my clit, I let out a soft moan as ripples of pleasure spread through my body.

“I... I was just doing research.”

When I said that, I could see he was trying to hold back a laugh. “Research? So, are you writing porn for a client?”

“Well, no. Not porn, exactly. Erotica.” I opened my laptop once more and brought up the email detailing what the client wanted up on my screen to show him. As I did so, he pulled his hand away from my pussy and perched on the edge of the desk so he could read it.

“Oh wow,” he said. “I guess this would be considered research then. I didn’t realise you wrote erotica!” He flashed me a wicked grin, and I was pretty certain my face must have turned an even deeper shade of red.

“It’s only something I’ve been doing for a few months. This client liked my writing style and wanted me to try writing something erotic for her. I must have done an okay job on it, though, because this is the third erotic story she’s commissioned from me now. But it’s a gangbang story and you’re the only man I’ve ever been with, so I feel a little out of my depth with this one. I don’t have experience with various men that I can bring to the story.”

Julian looked thoughtful for a moment. “Do you ever wish you’d got to experience what it was like to be with other men before you settled down with me?”

“No!” I answered quickly. “Of course not. You make me so happy that I could never regret meeting you when I did. It’s literally just this story has left me feeling like I’m a little too innocent to write it well.”

“You know, it’s not like we’re married yet. You could always have some fun before the big day.”

His words shocked me until his lips curved up into a grin and I realised he was joking. I burst out laughing. “Uh huh. Of course I could. Have you ever seen the way I flirt? I’m a socially awkward disaster.”

Julian started laughing along with me, and he pulled me up from my chair for just long enough to slide into it himself before he guided me down into his lap. “I think you’ll find that most men are very forgiving of a woman’s social skills when the woman in question is as beautiful as you. After all, you managed to make me fall for you in no time.”

I giggled and hid my flushed face against his chest. “Yeah, but you were easy.”

He laughed and shook his head at me. “Maybe. Anyway, let’s watch that video together. It looked fun.”

As I wriggled in his lap, squirming at the thought of watching porn with my fiancé, I felt a telltale bulge in the front of Julian’s jeans. It seemed he was excited about watching the gangbang with me. I hesitated a moment before he took hold of my laptop and opened up the tab for the adult site. He clicked the play button, and the sounds of moans suddenly filled the room.

Julian positioned me in his lap so that my back was against his chest and my legs were spread wide, so that I was open for him with my skirt riding high up my thighs. Without saying a word, he slid a hand down between to my pussy, his fingers teasing gently along my slit. I let out a whimper and squirmed even more. It had felt strange when I was watching porn on my own, but with someone else in the room, too, it felt embarrassing and awkward. I could barely even bring myself to look at the laptop.

He brushed his lips against my earlobe, nibbling at the little bit of flesh there before whispering. “Just look at it, babe. See how much she’s enjoying all the attention. The guys are all rock fucking hard because they want her so bad.”

I slowly turned my attention towards the screen, watching from the corner of my eye because it still felt like too much to stare at it head-on. But even with all the embarrassment I felt, the sights and sounds were creating an intense tingling sensation between my thighs. It really did look like she was enjoying all the attention, especially as she was screaming with pleasure through an orgasm. Hands were all over her, touching her everywhere, while her mouth and pussy were fucked relentlessly by the group of men. From what I could tell, none of the men had cum yet, but they were happily sharing the woman around between them.

Julian pushed my panties to the side, then slipped two fingers deep into the wet heat of my cunt. I let out a soft moan as the digits filled me, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. As he slowly fucked me, his other hand roamed over my body, cupping my tits and kneading them through my dress. My nipples hardened instantly, and he focused his attention on those stiff little peaks, dragging his thumb back and forth to send even more tingles down between my thighs.

As the need built up inside me, it was getting harder and harder not to stare at the scene playing out on my laptop. I wriggled and writhed in Julian’s lap, moving against his fingers as they pumped in and out of me, and I could feel his dick throbbing. The combination of his touch mixed with the hot video playing right in front of us was making me desperate to have his cock inside me. I ached to be used hard, just like that woman on the screen.

“Please,” was all I had to whimper for Julian to slide his fingers out of me, lift me from his lap, and then bend me over the desk. In seconds, his thick cock was pushing deep into my cunt, and I moaned with relief.

Being bent over the desk meant my face was practically pressed against the laptop screen, forcing me to watch the porn while Julian pounded my pussy hard. Oh fuck, his cock felt so damn good as he slammed it hard and deep into my quivering cunt.

Julian grabbed my hair in his fist, wrapping the long locks around his hand to hold my head steady, making sure it was impossible to look away from the woman still pleasuring multiple men. His other hand came to my mouth, and he pushed the two wet fingers into my mouth. I sucked greedily on the digits, moaning as the taste of my nectar filled my senses. I kept sucking as if it was a cock in my mouth, my body working entirely on instinct as lust consumed me.

Suddenly, Julian’s voice was in my ear again, his cock held deep within my sheath as he leaned down over my back. “Imagine how it would feel to be in her place, Camille. It feels good having two holes filled at the same time, doesn’t it?”

His fingers in my mouth made it impossible to respond verbally, so all I could do was suck even harder on the digits, little whimpers spilling out around them.

“But they aren’t even using her properly. They should be using her ass, too. One cock in each hole, and one in each hand. That’s how a good little slut should be used, isn’t it?”

The images put in my mind by his words created an insistent pulsing ache in my core, and I squeezed gently around his cock. Julian’s moan in my ear was heavenly, but he still didn’t move his hips like I wanted him to. I needed to be fucked. The desire to be used in just the way he described was driving me feral with lust, and I had no idea why. That wasn’t me. I couldn’t be that little slut. I was too shy and awkward to be like the woman on the screen. But it was getting harder to deny there was a part of me that wanted to be a perfectly pleasing little slut.

Julian pulled back slightly and started pumping his hips once more, driving his cock deep into my cunt at a merciless pace. His loud grunts filled the air as he took me so hard I knew I was going to be feeling it for the rest of the day. I moaned around his fingers, sliding my lips up and down the length of them, imagining it was another cock that might fill me with cum. Lost in the fantasy, I surrendered to an intense orgasm, my entire body shuddering as continuous waves of pleasure swept me away.

Behind me, Julian roared with his own climax, his thrusts growing erratic as the pleasure consumed him too. He filled me with his warmth, pumping it deep into my pulsing cunt until we were both spent.

He wrapped his arms around me, then collapsed back into my chair, taking me with him to land in his lap with his cock still buried inside me.

“I think you like the thought of being used by a group of men, don’t you?”

Now that the crazy lust I’d been feeling had been sated, the embarrassment came back once more. There was no way I could admit that to my fiancé. Instead, I chuckled and kissed his cheek. “You certainly helped me get in the mindset. Now I think it will be much easier to write this story!”
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Chapter Three
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“Are you really sure you want to read it, Julian?” I asked a few days later while shifting nervously from foot to foot.

Julian laughed and nodded his head. “Of course I do. What could be hotter than reading the gangbang story that my future wife wrote?” He paused for a moment before lowering himself into my office chair and gesturing towards the spot in front of him under the desk. “Oh wait, I’ve thought of something even hotter. Reading the gangbang story my future wife wrote while she is giving me head.”

I grinned at him, before lowering down onto my hands and knees and crawling under the desk to the spot he had pointed to. Julian flashed me a wink then turned his attention to my laptop sitting on the desk above my head.

While he started reading my story, something that would leave me cringing with discomfort even if he wasn’t reading my lewdest work to date, I distracted myself by opening the button and zip on his jeans to release his cock. If anything could make me feel better about the situation, it was having Julian’s cock in my mouth.

I squirmed a little as I wrapped my hand around his shaft, leaning in to swirl my tongue around the engorged head. He let out a soft moan, and I consoled myself with the fact that if he didn’t like my story, my mouth could be a distraction for him, too.

As I teased Julian with my tongue, flicking the tip of it against his sensitive flesh, his cock hardened within my grasp, pulsing with his growing arousal. The taste of his flesh combined with the salty taste of his precum as it oozed from the tip created a hunger deep inside me that was so intense I could almost forget he was reading one of my stories at the same time.

I parted my lips and slid them down over the head, sucking gently while I stroked my hand slowly up and down his shaft.

“Fuck, this is such a hot story, Camille.” I felt a blush heat my face as he complimented me, but I didn’t stop my gentle sucking. “I can just imagine you on your knees with a group of men around you, all wanting to use your mouth. You’re such a good little cocksucker that I bet they’d all get addicted to you.”

I whimpered, feeling my panties grow damp as his words caused a definite flutter of excitement between my thighs. What was the matter with me? Why did my body react that way to the thought of pleasing more than one man at a time? I was just an introverted writer, not a confident sex kitten. It was ridiculous to think I could do something like that. But my pussy sure seemed to like the idea of it.

Julian gripped my long hair in his hand, guiding my head down to take him deeper into my mouth. I pulled my hand away from his shaft and slid my lips all the way down to the base, gagging slightly as he filled my throat. I held myself there for as long as I could before dragging my lips all the way back up to the tip.

He let out a loud groan. “Good girl. Keep sucking my cock while I imagine you being a pretty little fuck doll for me and my friends.”

God, he was driving me crazy with the images he was putting in my head. I sucked hungrily on his cock, feeling him throbbing deliciously in my mouth. At the same time, I reached down between my thighs, tugging my dress up enough that I could reach under it and rub my pussy. My panties were already soaked with my arousal, and each gentle touch of my fingers caused my cunt to quiver.

A growl suddenly emerged from Julian, and I lifted my eyes up to his face. “I see you took my suggestion for your story. About how a good little slut would have a cock in all three holes and one in each hand. Fucking perfect. And I hope you know that as I’m reading this, I’m imagining you in her position.”

I moaned around his cock, feeling my face burn as it turned an even brighter shade of red. His hand gripped my hair tighter, and he used his hold on me to guide my movements, making my mouth stroke rapidly up and down his dick. More precum flowed from the tip, and I captured it on my tongue, whimpering at the delicious taste. For a brief moment, I wondered if all men’s pleasure tasted the same, or if they all had individual flavours, but I quickly pushed that thought aside.

Suddenly, Julian pulled my lips all the way up and off his cock, leaving me whining pathetically. “Tell me, babe, do you like the idea of being used by other men? A group of men, all at the same time?”

I had no idea how to answer a question like that. My entire body trembled with arousal at just the thought of it, but my brain was telling me there was no way I would be good enough for something like that. Julian must have seen my thoughts flitting across my face, and he stroked my cheek tenderly.

“Whatever it is you’re thinking; don’t. You are amazing, and you would be such a hot little slut with a group of men surrounding you, all wanting to fill you with cum.”

I let out a soft moan, unable to hide how much the thought of it turned me on. And judging by the way Julian’s cock was throbbing right in front of my face, I had a feeling it turned him on, too.

“It... it does excite me,” I admitted, and a grin instantly spread across his face.

“Good girl. Now I’ve almost finished reading your story. You get back to sucking my cock.”

As always, whenever he made such requests, I was happy to oblige. I was addicted to him, and could never seem to get enough. I took his cock back into my mouth, sliding my lips up and down his thick shaft while sucking so hungrily it made my cheeks cave in. Moans escaped me, vibrating around his hardness in a way that had him writhing in the chair.

Julian grabbed my head in both hands, holding me in place as he started pumping his hips to fuck my greedy mouth. “God, that story was fucking perfect. And I’m looking forward to turning you into my pretty fuck doll, Camille. Reach down and rub your pussy. I want you to cum with me.”

At his command, I started rubbing my pussy once more, my fingers moving in a frantic circle over my clit. I was so aroused that it wasn’t going to take long for the much-needed orgasm to consume me. My entire body trembled as the sensations built within, while I tried to keep my focus on pleasuring his cock. It always made me feel insanely turned on when he took control and used my body for his own pleasure. But doing that while talking about having a group of men use me just took my arousal to a record high.

I sucked harder on his dick, curling my tongue around the underside to offer extra stimulation in my desperation to make him cum. When he came, I would be allowed to cum too, and in that moment, my body was on fire.

Just as I thought I couldn’t hold back anymore, Julian moaned loudly and erupted in my mouth, feeding me rope after rope of cum. I swallowed eagerly, letting the knowledge that I’d pleased him sweep me up in my own release. As an overwhelming pleasure washed over me, I kept rubbing frantically at my clit, unable to stop. My body shuddered violently with each wave of bliss that consumed me, but still, I couldn’t stop sucking on the perfect dick in my mouth.

When he was spent, Julian pulled my lips up off his cock, and tenderly wiped the saliva from my chin. “Do you have any idea how beautiful and amazing you are, Camille?”

His words made me feel instantly shy, although they also made me light up inside. Unsure what to say, I turned my head to press gentle kisses to the palm of his hand, then crawled out from under the desk to climb up into his lap. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in close against his body.

“I can’t wait to watch you being used by other men, Camille. You are going to be so fucking beautiful with all your holes filled with cock.”

Now that the haze of lust had disappeared after my orgasm, I couldn’t help but laugh. “Don’t be silly, Julian. We both know I’m too shy and damn awkward to be sexy with other people.”

Julian looked at me a moment, his eyebrows bunched together in confusion. “But... I thought you wanted to do this, too?”

I gasped. “Wait, you were being serious when you were talking about it?”

“Of course!” he answered. “Not only would it be insanely hot to watch you with other men, but I thought you wanted to get a bit more experience with men before we got married. I thought we both wanted it.”

“But... wouldn’t that just be the same as cheating?” I asked, trying desperately to process the fact that he actually wanted us to go through with this.

“Not if I’m there with you, giving you all the encouragement you need to go for it.” Julian grinned at me, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively and making me giggle.

“True, I suppose,” I said with a smile on my lips. “But how am I supposed to seduce men and get them to want me? I think you are forgetting how socially awkward I am. Or do you think it’s sexy when I make a fool of myself?”

Julian threw his head back and laughed. “I know I’ve told you this before, but I’m going to tell you again. You are seriously underestimating how beautiful you are. Men would be chasing you after the smallest amount of attention, even if you are awkward.”

He flashed me a grin, and it was hard to know if he was teasing or not.

“Look,” he said, stroking his fingers through my hair, “if this is something you’d like to try, I can help you with it. I might even have an idea of something that would make the first time easier for you, so you won’t feel so shy. But I’m not going to force you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

I thought it over for a moment, and whenever images of me in the centre of a group of men flashed through my mind, an intense arousal would cause my pussy to clench. There was no doubt that a part of me wanted it. Badly. I just didn’t know how to come right out and say it to Julian.

“What is your idea?” I asked instead, peeking up at him through long lashes.

A wide grin spread across his face. “I don’t want you worrying about the details, so I will keep it as a surprise. Do you trust me, Camille?”

That was a question I didn’t even need to think about, and I nodded my head quickly. “Of course, I do! I trust you completely.” I hesitated then as a question of my own came to mind. “But, whatever the idea is, you would be with me, right?”

“Oh, definitely. I wouldn’t want to miss a single second of it. I can promise you that.”

I laughed and covered my face with my hands, unable to believe what I was about to say. “Okay, let’s do it then.”

Julian pulled me even tighter against him and smothered my flushed cheeks with little kisses. “Thank you. I promise you will enjoy it, babe. I’ll make sure of it.”
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Chapter Four
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It had been two weeks since I’d agreed to go along with Julian’s surprise plan, and the anticipation had been killing me. I was desperate to know if it was going to involve just one other man, or maybe more. I wanted to know where it was going to be and if I had to buy anything special to wear for it. Admittedly, I already had a pretty extensive supply of pretty lingerie thanks to Julian, but I still worried I might need something else.

To keep my mind off things, he offered to take me out to dinner, and I jumped at the chance to get out. When we arrived at the restaurant, a gourmet place I’d never been to before, it was empty.

I paused in the doorway, unsure whether I should take another step. “Perhaps we should go somewhere else tonight, Julian. This place doesn’t look open, and I’m hungry.”

Julian’s chuckle rumbled close to my ear as he leaned down towards me. “Don’t worry, Camille. I’ve made sure you’re going to be well fed tonight. We can’t leave, otherwise it will ruin my surprise.”

When I whipped my head round to look at him, he was grinning from ear to ear.

“What’s going on?” I asked, feeling a strange mixture of anxiety and arousal in the pit of my stomach. Was it actually happening? Tonight? My heart was suddenly pounding in my chest, and I gripped Julian’s hand harder.

“Tonight is your special surprise, babe. Let’s go in.” He tugged me into the restaurant, then closed the door behind us and flicked the lock shut. “We don’t want anybody else walking in, do we?”

I followed along behind him as he led me down a corridor to a small room in the back. A few tables had been pushed to the outer edges of the room, and a large wooden partition had been put up, stretching along the length of the room. In the centre, there was a hole which I assumed would be at head height if I were on my knees.

“A glory hole?” I squeaked, looking at him out of the corner of my eye.

Julian grinned and nodded. “Yes! I thought it would be perfect. You get to enjoy someone else’s cock without having to try to seduce them or without even having to make small talk. They come here with the knowledge they are going to have their cock in a warm wet hole until they cum, and you get to enjoy experiencing another man’s cock.”

When he put it like that, it did sound perfect. I turned to face him, grinning up at him. “Okay, I want to try it. But you’ll stay, right?”

“Of course, babe.” He leaned down to kiss my forehead, before grabbing one of the wooden dining chairs at the edge of the room and pulling it over towards the hole. He sat down in it, then gestured for me to come over.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves, then I stepped closer. Before lowering to my knees, I turned to Julian. “You’re sure this is okay, Julian?” I whispered. “It won’t cause any jealousy or fights between us?”

He smiled and took my hand in his, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “It is more than okay. I can’t tell you how excited I’ve been about this. The thought of you pleasing other men is a huge turn on for me, so if this is what you want and need, you absolutely have my blessing.”

I held his gaze for a long moment, searching for any sign that he wasn’t completely certain, then I flashed him a nervous smile and got to my knees in front of the hole. Just the thought of the sordid things I was about to do had my cunt tingling with arousal. I squirmed, looking up at Julian before turning my attention back to the hole, looking for signs of activity on the other side of the partition.

“Do you know who it is?” I asked in a breathless whisper.

“I do. But I’m not going to tell you who. Just know it’s someone I trust.”

I considered begging him to tell me, until I realised that while it might satisfy my curiosity to find out who would be on the other side of the wall, it might also make me feel more self-conscious. If I had no idea who it was, I would have no need to worry what they might think of me.

There were noises coming from the other side of the wall, and I held my breath as I stared at the hole. A few seconds later, a hard cock appeared, and I gasped softly. I licked my lips, wetting them before I leaned in. Just as my lips were about to touch the swollen tip, I turned my head slightly and looked up at Julian. He nodded his head once, a dark look of lust in his eyes, and that was all the encouragement I needed.

I flicked my tongue against the tip and was rewarded with the sound of a sharp intake of breath coming from the other side of the partition. That was enough to make me moan softly against the hard flesh and I felt it pulse in response. Slowly, I pressed little kisses along the shaft, moving up and down the entire length to worship the cock. I had no idea who it belonged to, but I felt a desire to thank him for being a part of this special night, and showering his dick with adoration seemed the perfect way to do that.

The longer I spent kissing the stranger’s cock, the more it throbbed against my lips, as if asking for permission to enter. With one last look towards Julian, who was watching my every move with rapt attention, I parted my lips and slid them down over the head, taking him as far into my mouth as I could without gagging on him. The unknown man let out a deep moan, and I had to fight the urge to try and work out who it was from the sounds he made.

“Good girl,” Julian groaned. “You look so perfect with that cock in your mouth.”

I whimpered, although the sound was muffled while my mouth was full. Sucking greedily, I bobbed my head to stroke my lips up and down the thick shaft. It was pulsing between my lips, and when a drop of precum landed on my tongue, I found out that all men do taste different. His essence had a slightly more bitter taste than Julian’s, but it wasn’t unpleasant. If anything, it was a refreshing change, and I sucked with more vigour.

Both men were moaning as I worked, and the mingled sounds of their pleasure added to my arousal. The cock in my mouth began pulsing wildly, then it erupted to spray thick globs of cum over my tongue. I sucked and swallowed hungrily, eager for my reward, but when he pulled out of my mouth and disappeared back through the hole, I was left disappointed. I wasn’t ready for it to be over yet.

I crawled the short distance back to Julian, looking up at him as I moved my hand to the crotch of his pants. He was rock hard, and I stroked him through his clothing. Just as I was about to open the fastening to release his cock, he placed his hand over mine, stopping me.

“Do you still need more, babe?”

I whimpered and nodded my head. “Please?”

“No, you’re not finished with your surprise yet.” He pointed towards the hole, and when I turned to look, I was surprised to see another hard cock waiting for me.

“Oh,” was all I could say, as I stared at it open-mouthed.

“Don’t leave him waiting, Camille. Show him how much you still need more cock.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. No doubt the other man could hear everything, just as I’d been able to hear the first man through the partition, so he would have heard me say I need more. Would he think I was a slut? That question had me simultaneously blushing and dripping in my panties.

I moved back to the hole, not even waiting until I was settled on my knees before taking the waiting cock into my mouth. As soon as my lips were wrapped around his thick shaft, I let out a moan, enjoying the feel of his velvety smooth skin surrounding the hardness within.

This man started moving his hips straight away, pushing his erection deeper into my mouth, which was a contrast to the first man who had remained still and allowed me to control the pace. The engorged head pressed at the entrance to my throat, then pushed deeper until he was filling that tight channel.

“Oh fuck,” I heard from beside me as Julian watched. “That’s it, Camille. Suck him just like that. Make me proud, babe.”

I realised more than anything that I wanted to make Julian proud. They were men he knew. Maybe they were friends of his. Or colleagues. But either way, I wanted them to know I took good care of my man at home.

Moving back and forth, I stroked my soft wet lips up and down the entire length of his shaft, pushing all the way down to the base with each forward movement. Each time I engulfed every inch of him in the wet heat of my mouth, he let out a guttural moan.

My cunt was throbbing with a need for attention, so I reached down to rub at my pussy underneath my skirt. The feel of my fingers against my aching clit sent shivers of pleasure running down my spine, and I moaned loudly around the cock in my mouth.

“No, babe,” Julian said. “No touching. If you want to cum, you’ll have to fuck my friend to make it happen.”

I pulled my lips off the stranger’s cock so I could turn and look at Julian. He had a wicked grin on his face, but I knew he was being serious. My fiancé wanted me to fuck the other man.

With a whimper, I got to my feet and lifted my skirt up around my waist before pushing my panties down to the floor. My pussy was dripping, and I could feel the slick evidence of my arousal on my inner thighs. Slowly, I turned around, so I was facing away from the partition and I bent forward. I reached down between my thighs to gently hold the cock steady while I slid back onto it.

I gasped as the first man other than my husband filled my cunt. He was thick and stretched me wider than Julian did, which felt a little uncomfortable at first until I got used to it. I started rocking back and forth on his dick, moaning low as his thick shaft touched upon sensitive little spots within that felt new.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly. It felt so damn good, and even as I fucked another man, I still couldn’t quite believe it was happening. And that it was all thanks to my fiancé.

Julian moved his chair so he was sitting directly in front of me, and he cupped my face in his hands. I looked deep into his eyes, drowning in them for a moment, until he closed the distance between us and claimed my mouth with his. I parted my lips eagerly for him, feeling his tongue sweep into my mouth to caress my own. At the same time, the stranger started pumping his hips, thrusting into me hard and fast.

Resting my hands on Julian’s thighs, I used him to keep myself steady, pushing my ass back against the partition so the stranger could thrust as deep as possible. I moaned into the kiss as the cock moving inside me created all kinds of tingling sensations between my thighs.

Both my fingers and toes curled as I grew closer to my orgasm, causing my long fingernails to dig into Julian’s thighs through his pants. He let out a loud moan.

“Cum for me, Camille. Cum on his dick while I watch you.” Julian’s voice was a low growl; the voice he used whenever he expected me to obey him.

But with the way the stranger was pounding my cunt hard and fast, it would have been impossible not to obey Julian’s command, anyway. The pressure inside me continued to build until I exploded, crying out as an intense orgasm washed over me. My tight inner walls quivered, squeezing the cock inside me and milking it until the stranger erupted, filling me with a big load of hot cum.

I rocked back against the partition over and over, taking his dick as deep as possible until we were both satisfied; then the stranger slipped out of me and disappeared without a word.
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Chapter Five
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“Are there... ummm... are there any more?” I asked in a breathless whisper.

Julian grinned softly and shook his head. “No, Camille. I didn’t want to overwhelm you the first time with too many people. Do you still need more?”

I felt my cheeks burn slightly. “I just need you,” I whimpered, before leaning forward to crash my lips against his in a searing kiss.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into his lap, brushing his tongue against my lips until I parted them for him, letting him claim my mouth in a deep kiss. My whimpers spilled against his lips, and I found myself pressing my body against his in my desperation to be close.

I wriggled in his lap, moaning each time my needy pussy rubbed against the bulge in the front of his pants. The need for him was so intense that I couldn’t resist grinding myself wantonly against his erection, even though his pants were still creating a barrier between us.

Reaching down, I got to work unbuttoning his pants and lowered the zipper. A moan escaped him when I reached inside to wrap my hand around his cock. He was already rock hard after watching me please two different men, and my hand quickly became slick with his precum as I stroked him.

Julian broke the kiss, breathing hard as he looked into my eyes. “Did you enjoy your first time with other men, babe?”

With a whimper, I nodded my head, too embarrassed to say I’d enjoyed it out loud. No doubt he would have been able to see for himself just how much I loved every second of it.

He reached behind me, grabbing a handful of my hair in his fist as he tilted my head to the side. A shiver moved through me when I felt his teeth grazing gently against the side of my neck, nipping against the sensitive skin. I increased the pace of my hand as it moved up and down his cock, and he throbbed wildly with my touch. I was almost certain he was going to cum before I’d even managed to slide down on his cock, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. More than anything, I wanted to please my fiancé, and if that meant making him cum with only a hand job, then so be it.

Julian grunted and pushed my hand away at the last second, leaving me whining quietly as he stopped me pleasuring him. “I’m not going to be able to get tonight out of my head, Camille,” he growled low against my neck. “No matter what I’m doing, I’ll never be able to forget the way you looked while you were on your knees sucking another man’s cock, or the look on your face as someone else fucked you and made you cum hard.”

I groaned as his words created a deep ache at my core. “You enjoyed it that much?” I whimpered.

“Fuck, yes. And I want to see it again. Without a partition next time. I want to see you riding another man’s cock while his hands and mouth are roaming all over your body. I want to see you looking up into the other guy’s eyes while you suck him off. I want to see it all, babe.”

While staring into his eyes, I pulled back as much as I could. But I could see nothing that made me think he was joking. All I could see was a storm of lust raging inside him.

Julian suddenly stood, lifting me up with him, and carried me over to one of the tables at the edge of the room. He laid me down on one of them, spreading my legs wide apart as he grabbed his cock and slid it easily inside my soaked cunt with one quick thrust.

I cried out with the pleasure of being filled again; then he started pumping his hips, slamming into me so hard that the opposite edge of the table banged repeatedly against the wall. Reaching around him, I grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him towards me, trying to get him as deep as possible with each thrust.

“I want you to fuck other guys again, Camille,” he grunted between powerful thrusts. “Will you do that for me, babe? Do you want it, too?”

The look of crazed lust on his face took my breath away, and I nodded quickly. “Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck, yes.”

“Good girl. I can’t wait to watch you again. And I can’t wait to fuck your tight cum-filled pussy all over again. It feels so goddamn perfect.”

His eyes rolled back as he pumped his hips faster, and I could feel his thick cock pulsing wildly inside me as it moved in and out. Julian leaned down over me to press his lips against mine, although still he kept up the frantic pace of his thrusts.

I’d had no complaints about my sex life before. Not one. But tonight, Julian was wild with lust, and fucking me harder than I’d ever been fucked before. The knowledge that he craved me so much had me clinging to him, kissing him with a desperate desire. The fire between us was burning hotter than ever, and I knew it was because we were both so fucking turned on by what had just happened.

When the first wave of pleasure swept over me, I pulled him tighter to me and a loud cry escaped me. My body shuddered beneath his, convulsing with the intense orgasm as it consumed every part of my being. Within seconds, Julian was grunting loudly while he filled me with his cum, pumping his hips hard and fast until he’d emptied himself completely inside me.

He kept thrusting until we were both trembling and weak, clinging to one another as I kissed his lips hard. My whimpers spilled against his lips each time little aftershocks of pleasure made my cunt quiver around his dick.

Julian lifted me once more, carrying me tenderly to a chair and placing me in his lap as he sat down. I nuzzled my face into the crook of his neck while he held me and stroked my hair.

“I think you really enjoyed watching me tonight,” I said with a playful smile on my lips, even though I knew he couldn’t see my face.

He let out a hearty laugh. “And what makes you think that, Camille?”

I lifted my head, looking him in the eye. “Because you’ve never fucked me like that before. I’ve never felt so desired.”

He furrowed his brow for a moment before leaning in to brush his lips tenderly against mine. “Then I was a fool, because you deserve to be fucked like that every day of your life. I think it was just more intense tonight because I was at a distance, and I could see every little bit of you as you worked to please those guys. You’ve never seemed more beautiful to me.”

My face burned, and I could only imagine how much my cheeks must be glowing after receiving a compliment like that. “Did you really mean it when you said you wanted to watch me again?”

Julian nodded his head, and another laugh escaped him. “Hell, yeah. Of course I did. I’d watch you again right now if my friends hadn’t already left.”

I grinned at him. “I think I might need a little break, though. Certain parts are feeling a little tender.”

“Hmmm, I can’t have that. How about I kiss those parts better as soon as we get home?” he asked.

I giggled and pretended to think it over. “I guess that would probably work.”

“Good,” he said with a chuckle. “Then I can start planning your next fun little surprise.”

His words made me moan softly as I wondered what he might organise next.
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Chapter One
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Istepped out of the shower, steam billowing out behind me, to find Julian stood at the bathroom sink brushing his teeth. He’d still been sound asleep when I crept out of bed about thirty minutes before, but as it was a Sunday, I hadn’t felt the need to wake him. He worked hard during the week and deserved a rest. I wrapped a towel around my dripping body and moved to stand beside him.

He turned towards me, flashing me a big, frothy toothpaste smile.

“Good morning, love,” I said, leaning towards him to kiss his cheek as I reached for my own toothbrush.

“Good morning, babe,” he responded, the words slightly muffled as he continued scrubbing his teeth.

When he was finished, he stepped behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me back against him. I grinned and squirmed slightly as I felt his erection press against my ass, but I kept brushing my teeth, knowing I’d need minty fresh breath for what he seemed to have in mind.

“Oh, I forgot to mention it earlier, but I invited Lachlan over later to watch the football game. Is that okay?”

I dropped the toothbrush back into the little holder by the sink, then rinsed my mouth out before answering him. “Sure. Of course it is, Julian. So long as you don’t expect me to watch the game with you two.”

I flashed him a wicked grin, and he laughed. It wasn’t that I didn’t like Lachlan. He was Julian’s best friend, and I had spent a lot of time with him over the last few years. It was just that I hated all sports with a passion.

Julian grabbed my waist and twirled me around to face him, pushing me back until my ass cheeks were against the edge of the basin. “I thought it might be more fun if you joined us.”

He grinned down at me with a wicked gleam in his eye, and I felt a heat instantly forming between my thighs.

“You know I don’t like sports,” I said, intentionally ignoring the hidden meaning behind his words.

Ever since Julian had shared me with two other men at a glory hole two weeks ago, we had been discussing the idea of him sharing me again. Except next time, there would be no partition between me and the other men. I wondered if he was implying that he wanted to share me with Lachlan, but he was Julian’s best friend. It would feel a bit like I was fucking his brother.

“I know you don’t, Camille. But I know how much you loved being a good little slut for me at the glory hole, and I know how much you are missing it already.”

I let out a soft groan and felt a blush heating my face. He wasn’t wrong. I had loved giving in to the primal desire to be used for the pleasure of men, and every time I thought back to that day, it was enough to leave me dripping with desire.

Julian pushed his hips forward, letting me feel how hard he was as his cock pressed against my pelvis. “See. I can see it in your eyes, Camille. I can tell by the way you’ve been insatiable ever since that night. You crave cock, babe. And I crave to watch you pleasuring as many men as possible. We are such a perfect match.”

“We are,” I said with a whimper. “You really crave it, too?”

“I do. Can’t you feel how much I want it?”

He grinned at me again, grinding his pelvis against mine to make me shudder with longing.

“I can,” I said with a soft laugh. “But he’s your best friend. Wouldn’t that be a little weird? He might not even want to do anything with me.”

Julian laughed. “I’ve seen him watching you, babe. It wouldn’t surprise me if he’s got a huge crush on you, so I doubt he would turn you down.”

“Don’t be silly!” I squealed. “Of course he doesn’t have a crush on me! He’s a good friend, so he’d never do that.”

“No, babe,” he replied with an amused look on his face. “He’s a good friend because he hasn’t hit on you, even though he has a crush. But maybe I’ll let him know later that he can do whatever he wants to you with my blessing.”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it.

“Oh, I think you like that idea, don’t you?”

My face was burning. Even though he’d watched me suck and fuck two complete strangers a couple of weeks ago, I still felt shy admitting how much I had enjoyed it. So admitting I wanted more felt impossible. Especially when it was his best friend. But Lachlan had always been incredibly sweet and kind to me, and the idea of getting a whole different kind of attention from him had my pussy aching.

In an attempt to distract Julian, I pulled his black boxers down to the ground, letting his hard cock spring free. When I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, he let out a soft groan.

“The fact that you’re trying to change the subject like this only tells me how much you want us both to fuck you later today,” he said, his voice a low growl.

“I... ummm... don’t know what you mean, love.” I looked up at him with the sweetest smile I could muster spread across my face.

Julian smirked and pulled the towel away from my body before bringing his hand between my thighs to cup my mound. His touch set off fireworks within my body, with little jolts of pleasure moving through me. It took all of my self-control not to start grinding against his hand.

He leaned down to growl against my ear. “I call bullshit, babe. You are dripping wet at the thought of it.” He slipped two fingers easily into the welcoming heat of my cunt, forcing a moan from my lips.

When he started moving his fingers slowly in and out of me, I matched his pace with my hand on his cock. Julian rocked his hips, moving within my gentle grasp, and I could feel him throbbing with a need that seemed as urgent as my own.

As much as I was enjoying his fingers inside me, it wasn’t enough. I craved his cock desperately. So I pushed his hand away and slid down into a crouch, leaning back against the bathroom sink as he stood in front of me. His cock was directly at head level, or more importantly, at mouth level, and I leaned closer to swirl my tongue around the tip.

Julian growled softly, and his dick pulsed against my lips. I licked again, enjoying the way he reacted to my attention. He placed his hands on the edge of the sink, looking down at me with wild eyes. Unable to hold on to his self-control any longer after I teased his cock with my tongue a third time, he reached down to grab my hair and held my head steady. At the same time, he pressed the engorged head to my mouth.

I parted my lips eagerly around him as he slid into my mouth, delighting in the feel of his hardness. Julian let out a loud moan, holding himself deep in my mouth for a long moment, and I sucked greedily on his hard length. Then he started moving his hips, sliding the thick shaft in and out of my mouth. I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of his rock hard flesh between my lips. The sound of his moans joined mine in the small room.

“Just think, Camille,” he said in a slightly breathless voice. “Today, you could have two cocks to suck. Two cocks to ride until you are cumming hard. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

Even though it was impossible to answer him with my mouth as full as it was, my needy little whimpers probably told him everything he needed to know. I sucked harder, cheeks caving in around him as I focused on pleasing him. The heat between my own thighs was growing out of control, and I couldn’t help thinking that it would be perfect if another man were there to use my aching pussy at the same time.

“You need a cock in your pretty little cunt, don’t you, babe? I can see it in your eyes.”

My cheeks burned with both shame and arousal, wondering if he could really see that need within me, or if it just turned him on to say these things. Either way, he was right. I moaned loudly around his cock to send pleasurable vibrations through his hard flesh. He was fucking my mouth with little restraint, taking the warm wet hole in exactly the way he needed to.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air as I looked up at him from my position on the floor. Using his hand in my hair, Julian pulled me up into a standing position before turning me around to face the bathroom mirror. He pressed up against my back, his erection hot and hard as it rested between my ass cheeks.

“Look at yourself, Camille,” he growled into my ear. “Look at how beautiful you are when you are feeling wild and wanton. I can’t resist you like this.”

I did as I was told, taking in the flush of my face, the wide eyes, and the heaving of my chest. Even though I never usually enjoyed looking at myself in the mirror, something about the desperate need on my face did spark an even deeper desire within me.

“Fill me, Julian,” I moaned. “Please.”

“How can I resist when you ask so nicely, babe?”

Slowly, he slid into me from behind, filling my pussy with his hardened length. I let out a moan, writhing on his cock as he held it deep within me for a few long moments. It took me a while to realise that the pathetic whining sound filling the room was coming from me, as I hoped the way I wriggled on his dick would make him want to fuck me. But Julian seemed to have plenty of patience today, keeping himself fully sheathed within my cunt for as long as he desired.

“Something wrong, babe?” he whispered in my ear, his voice carrying an almost mocking tone.

“You’re not fucking me,” I complained, trying to ignore the way my reflection was pouting back at us from the mirror.

“But you only asked me to fill you, Camille. You should have made it clear you needed more than that.” Julian flashed me a wicked grin in the mirror before he started pumping his hips in a way that took my breath away.

He fucked me hard and fast, making me moan with abandon each time he filled me with the full length of his dick. My legs trembled as he took me hard, but luckily, the edge of the sink was keeping me upright. I gripped it tight, my entire body jolting with the force of his brutal thrusts. All around us were the sounds of moans, grunts, and the wetness of my cunt each time he slammed his cock home. They were primal sounds. Animalistic. But neither of us cared as we surrendered to our desire for one another.

Julian kept his hand in my hair, keeping my head up so I could watch us both in the mirror. His eyes were dark, holding mine in our reflection, and I couldn’t look away even if I’d wanted to.

“You’re going to cum for me, Camille,” he groaned through gritted teeth between his merciless thrusts.

I was already close to the edge, but when he slipped his free hand around to my front and between my thighs to rub at my clit, there was nothing I could do but obey his command.

With only a few strokes of his expert fingers across my tingling clit, Julian sent me soaring into an intense orgasm. My body shuddered, and my pussy clamped tight around his cock as I gave into the pleasure he always gave me so easily and willingly.

While I was lost in my intense climax, I felt Julian release himself inside me, pumping me full of his warmth as his own orgasm washed over him. He held his cock deep inside my spasming pussy, and I could feel it pulsing, somehow adding to my own bliss.

When he’d emptied every drop of his release inside me, Julian slowly pulled out, pressing tender kisses along my spine. His cum dribbled down onto my inner thigh, adding to the feeling of satisfaction I already felt from being used hard.

“I can’t wait for Lachlan to get here,” he said with a grin on his face. Then he smacked my ass and headed for the shower.
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Chapter Two
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Afew hours later, I was laying out a few snacks while Julian was letting Lachlan in. I had nervous butterflies fluttering around in my stomach, but not because I disliked Julian’s plan to share me with his best friend. In fact, it was for the exact opposite reason. After talking it through with my fiancé that morning, I really wanted it to happen. There was just still the unknown factor of whether Lachlan would want to join in with us.

“Hey, beautiful,” Lachlan greeted me as usual, except this time, his affectionate pet name for me caused the flutters in my stomach to head somewhere a little further south.

I smiled at him, my heart stuttering a moment as I took in his appearance. He was dressed casually, wearing light blue jeans and a simple black t-shirt, but he looked mouth-watering. He’d recently started shaving his dark hair into a buzz cut and it suited him, allowing everyone to see the way his blue eyes sparkled whenever he smiled. Which was all the time.

“We’re happy you could come over,” I said, walking towards him before wrapping my arms around him.

Lachlan pulled me into a tight hug, which was something he always did, but knowing what might be about to happen had my hormones rushing all over the place. The physical closeness created an ache between my thighs as I considered how it would feel to have him holding me while his cock was deep inside me, and I was reluctant to let go of him.

I heard Julian chuckle behind me, which broke the spell just enough that I could drag myself away from the hug.

“Ummm, can I get you a drink, Lachlan?” I asked sweetly, needing a moment alone to get myself under control once more.

“Sure, I’ll just have a soda if you’ve got it?”

His blue eyes lingered on me for long enough that I felt a blush creeping up my face, so I quickly turned and headed towards the kitchen. Once alone, I paused and took a deep breath. God, I hoped he wasn’t about to turn me down, otherwise I’d never be able to face him again.

After a long moment, I grabbed a can of cola from the fridge and a glass from a nearby cupboard. I poured out the drink, then added a few ice cubes before joining the men in the living room once more.

My fingers brushed with Lachlan’s as I handed him his drink, and it was as if jolts of electricity passed between us. His eyes widened for a second, before a slow grin spread across his lips. I wondered if Julian had already told him anything about wanting to share me today, but I couldn’t bring myself to ask.

“Thanks, beautiful,” he said before taking a sip of his drink. “So, are you staying to watch the game with us today?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah, is that okay?”

“Of course it is. It’s just unexpected. I thought you hated sport?” Lachlan flashed me a teasing grin, and I was pretty sure my panties just got a lot wetter. It was crazy how he could have that effect on me with nothing more than a movement of his lips. It had me thinking that he could probably get me even wetter if he did other things with his mouth, but that just brought another blush to my cheeks.

I cleared my throat before speaking. “I do. But all my time lately has been spent either working or planning the wedding and it would be nice to have a break.”

Julian remained quiet, but grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the couch. He sat down on one end before pulling me into his lap, while Lachlan got seated at the other end. Even though the TV was on, there were still a few more minutes before the game started.

“How is the wedding planning going?” Lachlan asked.

Now we were onto a topic of conversation I could talk about in my sleep, and if Julian was to be believed, that was something that happened occasionally, so I felt able to relax a little. I curled up on Julian’s lap and rested my head on his shoulder, looking towards Lachlan.

“It’s actually going really well! We’ve already booked the venue for the wedding and the reception, found a florist and picked the flowers we want, and booked someone to make the cake. Now we are just getting started on looking for the clothes. I’ll be going out dress shopping with my mom and sister next weekend, but it might take a while to find the perfect dress.”

“That’s all great,” he said with a wide smile on his face. “And how is your work going? Written any fun stories lately?”

At that question, I blushed. “The fact you’re asking that makes me think Julian has already told you what I’ve been working on lately,” I said, laughing softly.

Lachlan’s eyebrows furrowed, and he shook his head. “No, he hasn’t mentioned anything. Why do you say that?”

“Oh,” was all I could say for a long moment, feeling the rapid rise and fall of Julian’s chest as he snickered to himself. “It’s doesn’t matter. But yeah, work has been good.”

Julian laughed and patted my thigh. “Oh, come on, babe. Tell him what you’ve been working on.” He turned to Lachlan. “I’ve been reading all her stories lately. They are amazing. I might even have to commission her to write a few for me, too!”

“Sounds fascinating,” Lachlan said with a grin. “What is it? You can tell me, Camille.”

I grumbled loudly, embarrassed to have put myself in this situation in the first place. “Well, there’s this woman who has been commissioning me to write erotic stories for her. It’s not something I usually write, but she was willing to pay me well for it, so I took the job. It has been interesting, to say the least.”

“Oh wow,” Lachlan said, grinning at me. His eyes seemed to sparkle even more than usual, and there was a hint of mischief in the upward curve of his lips. “That does sound interesting. Maybe one day, I might be allowed to read it too?”

I nodded my head, suddenly feeling a bit shy, but Julian seemed happy to take over speaking from where I had left off.

“Oh yeah, I’m sure she won’t mind you reading it,” he told Lachlan. “For the latest story, Camille had to write a group sex scene. One woman with multiple men. It was insanely hot.”

I let out a soft groan and buried my face in the crook of my fiancé’s neck, trying to hide the bright crimson glow on my cheeks. But apparently, Julian wasn’t finished yet.

“In fact, I even helped her out with some research for it and took her to a glory hole where she pleasured two different men. I watched the whole time, and she was so damn sexy. I can’t wait to watch her being used by someone else.”

I lifted my head from his shoulder just in time to see Julian winking at his friend. So this was how he was going to bring the topic up with Lachlan. I’d been wondering how he was going to do it. Although I wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d just come right out and asked if Lachlan wanted to fuck me senseless today. At least he was using a modicum of discretion.

“Wow, that’s wild. I didn’t know people actually did that kind of thing. I thought it was just in porn,” Lachlan said with a small laugh. “So, do you have plans to do anymore wild things like that?”

With the way Lachlan was looking at me now, I was almost certain that he was interested in me, and it made me squirm in Julian’s lap. Apparently, the conversation was affecting him too, because I could feel a growing bulge pressing against my ass.

“Definitely,” Julian replied with enthusiasm. “In fact, because I was the first guy she’d ever slept with, I’ve promised to help her experience a lot more before we get married.”

Lachlan’s only response was a small groan. I squirmed some more, trying to hold back a whimper as my needy pussy brushed against the firm muscle of Julian’s thighs.

“You’ll have to excuse my pretty little slut, Lachlan. Talking about being fucked and used by multiple men always makes her very squirmy.”

“Hmmm, I can see that.” Lachlan’s voice, which was usually deep, suddenly dropped an octave lower as he watched me fidgeting and squeezing my thighs together. “It looks like maybe she needs to be used again now?”

The fact that they were discussing me as if I wasn’t even there, talking about how much of a needy slut I was, just made the ache in my pussy even more intense. I was wearing a summer dress and, as instructed by Julian, I wasn’t wearing any underwear beneath it. My nipples were hard, brushing against the thin cotton of my dress in a way that sent tingles through my entire body. And I was hoping that I wasn’t leaving a wet patch on the back of my skirt with the way their teasing was affecting me.

“I think you’re right, Lachlan,” Julian responded as he wrapped one arm around my waist to pull me in close against his body. “I think she would love to be used right now. Although I doubt just one cock would be enough to satisfy her. Maybe we should take care of her together?”

“Yeah,” Lachlan said, as he kept his eyes on me. “I think that sounds perfect.”

Without another word, Julian used his free hand to pull my dress up around my waist and push my legs apart, exposing my wet folds to Lachlan. He moaned softly, his gaze trailing down to my exposed pussy. With Julian’s strong arm holding me in place against him, it was impossible to wriggle away. Not that I really wanted to, but there was a part of me that felt I shouldn’t act too eager in front of Lachlan the first time. Or maybe it was already too late for that, anyway.

Julian brought his hand between my thighs, brushing his fingertips along the length of my slit in a way that made my breath catch in my throat. Instinctively, I drew my legs together, feeling shy and shamefully aroused all at the same time.

“No, Camille,” Julian said in the stern voice he used whenever he wanted to turn me into a needy mess. “How are we both supposed to make you cum if you won’t let us touch you? Open for us. Now.”

I moaned and spread my legs wide, obeying him quickly. His fingers continued their slow, teasing pace along my slick folds.

“Good girl,” Lachlan said, and the unexpected praise made whimpers flow freely from my lips. If they were both going to be acting so dominantly today, there was no way I would be able to resist doing every little thing they told me to do.

Lachlan placed his hand on my ankle, then slid it slowly up my leg. My skin tingled under his touch, and I had to fight the urge to squirm even more than I already was. Julian pulled his hand away from my pussy, making space for his friend, but Lachlan’s hand lingered on my inner thigh.

“Do you need both of us to touch you, beautiful?” he asked.

The fact that he was asking consent when I was already so exposed to him only made my arousal grow even more. I nodded quickly and spread my legs wider in invitation to him.

“Good girl,” he said again, sliding his hand higher up my thigh until his fingers were caressing my wet pussy lips. He moaned softly, then slid a finger inside me. “God, you feel so perfect, Camille. I can’t wait to find out how good you feel wrapped around my dick.”

I writhed needily, moving against the digit in an attempt to relieve the growing ache between my thighs, but he quickly slid it out of my pussy again. He brought his hand to my mouth, pressing the wet digit against my lips. I opened eagerly for him, suckling his wet finger in a way that caused both men to moan.

“I can see how much you enjoy sucking on a finger covered in your juices, beautiful. But now I want to see how much you love to suck cock. Why don’t you get on your knees and let me watch you suck Julian’s dick? Then if you do a good enough job, you’ll get to suck mine too.”

Julian let out a soft moan. “You’re a fucking genius, Lachlan. That’s a perfect idea. Why have I never shared her with you before?”

Lachlan laughed. “I don’t know. But I’m hoping there will be lots more sharing in the future.”

With a whimper, I slid down from Julian’s lap and settled on my knees in front of him, ready to be used.
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Chapter Three
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Iwatched impatiently as Julian unfastened his pants, stood to push them down around his ankles, then sat down again, spreading his knees wide so I could fit between them. I shuffled forward, my eyes on his cock as it stood up hard and proud.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Lachlan standing to push his pants down, too. I looked over at him, letting out a small gasp as his hard dick sprang free. When he sat back down, he noticed I was watching him, and he winked at me while he wrapped his hand around his thick shaft.

After I’d spent a few long moments staring at Lachlan as he stroked himself, I felt a hand in my hair. With a gentle tug, Julian brought my attention back to him.

“I know you crave to suck my friend’s dick, babe. And you will. But right now, it’s time to focus on pleasing me. Open wide, Camille.”

With a whimper, I did as I’d been told, parting my lips as wide as I could while both men watched me. Julian used his grip on my hair to guide my head down into his lap, sliding my lips over the engorged head of his cock.

Instinctively, I sealed my lips around his thick length and began sucking hungrily, my head bobbing as I stroked my lips up and down the shaft. I was rewarded with a loud moan from both men, and the sound caused an intense quiver deep inside my needy cunt.

Julian gripped my hair in both hands, using his hold on me to guide my movements. I relaxed, surrendering to his control as he took what he needed from me. His cock was pulsing in my mouth while the taste of his precum filled my senses.

“God,” Lachlan moaned. “She loves to suck cock, doesn’t she?”

I whimpered, feeling my cheeks burn, but I didn’t stop what I was doing. The desire to please was too intense to fight. And I wanted to impress Lachlan, so he’d let me suck him off, too.

“Fuck, yes,” Julian growled in response. “She’s such a good girl.”

The praise only sent further tingles down between my thighs, and I moaned around Julian’s rock hard cock.

He suddenly changed tactic, using his hold on my hair to keep me still while he started thrusting his hips upwards. I relaxed my throat as much as I could while he pushed his cock deep over and over, using the tight channel for his pleasure. His dick pulsed, and I guessed he was close, but after a few seconds of frantically fucking my throat, Julian pulled my head up so that he slipped from between my lips.

I gasped for air, then opened my mouth wide again, trying to show my eagerness to be used.

Julian grinned at me, then leaned down to flick his tongue against my parted lips. “I’m finished with you for now, Camille. You’re such a good little cocksucker that if I keep using your mouth, you’re going to make me cum. And I’m not even close to being done with you yet. So you should crawl over to my friend and ask him nicely for permission to suck his dick, too.”

Before doing as I’d been told, I lifted higher on my knees to press my lips to his. He growled, pushing his tongue into my mouth to deepen the kiss. I melted against him, suckling on his tongue until he pulled back, leaning back on the couch so he could watch me.

“Go ahead, babe. Go to Lachlan.”

With a whimper, I got on my hands and knees and crawled over to my fiancé’s best friend. At this height, I had the perfect view of his cock. He was already rock hard, his shaft thick and slightly curved in a way that I imagined would feel so good inside my pussy.

I licked my lips, staring at his cock as I spoke. “Please, can I suck your cock, Lachlan?” Even to my own ears, my voice sounded breathless and full of arousal.

He didn’t answer straight away. Instead, he continued to slowly stroke his cock, milking drops of precum from the tip right in front of my face. I couldn’t help but whimper as I watched a droplet of his essence trickle down his length and onto his hand. More than anything, I wanted to lean forward and capture that drop with my tongue, but he hadn’t yet given me permission for anything.

“Please,” I whimpered again when the wait became too much.

Lachlan grinned down at me. “Go ahead, beautiful. It’s time to find out how good that pretty little mouth of yours really feels.”

Without hesitation, I leaned in and ran my tongue along his length, gathering up as much of the precum as I could. When my tongue reached his tip, I swirled it around the engorged head and then lapped at the small slit for any remaining drops I might have missed. Lachlan let out a loud moan, and the sound was so arousing it made my cunt quiver. My lack of panties meant I could feel my own moisture leaking from my lower lips to coat my thighs, and there was a part of me which felt pride over the fact that I was ready to be fucked if either of them wanted that.

I licked his turgid length over and over, starting at the base and moving all the way to the tip, enjoying the way his cock pulsed with every single touch.

“That’s enough teasing now, Camille,” Lachlan growled. “I’m ready for you to take my dick into your mouth and suck it good. Just like you sucked Julian’s cock. Are you ready for that, beautiful?”

“I am,” I whimpered breathlessly, before sliding my lips down over the tip, wriggling my head slightly from side to side as I worked every inch of him down into my throat.

My efforts were rewarded with a loud moan and a hand on the back of my head to hold me in place. I squirmed needily, enjoying the helpless feeling as he held me down on his cock. My pussy was pulsing with an insistent need of its own, and while I desperately wanted to touch myself, I knew better. I was here to please, and they would reward me with orgasms of my own if they so desired.

Just as I was starting to panic about having my throat filled for so long, Lachlan curled the fingers of one hand into a fist to grab a handful of my hair and pull me up off his dick. I gasped for air, feeling lines of spittle dripping from my chin.

Lachlan stroked my cheek tenderly with his free hand, smiling down at me. “You are a good little cocksucker, Camille. Would you like to keep sucking?”

I hesitated for a moment, trying to decide if I’d prefer to keep sucking his cock or beg him to fuck my pussy instead. His eyebrows lifted as he waited for my answer, making me squirm on my knees.

But he’d called me a good cocksucker. If he was enjoying using my mouth, then he could use it for as long as he liked. “I really want to keep sucking, Lachlan,” I responded, my voice little more than a moan.

I parted my lips and started to lean forward, but his hand in my hair stopped me from getting to the object of my desire. Pathetic little whimpers spilled from me as I tried again, moving forward only to find I couldn’t move enough to reach his dick.

“You hesitated, Camille. Are you sure this is what you want?”

“I am, Lachlan. Very sure.” I answered as quickly as I could so he would hopefully see how certain I was and let me get back to the task I loved, but he continued to hold me firmly.

“Why would you hesitate if you are sure, beautiful?”

I opened my mouth to answer quickly, but then my shyness suddenly took hold and I couldn’t find the words. Julian, who had been silent up until now, started laughing. When I glanced towards him, I noticed he still had his hand wrapped around his cock and was stroking himself slowly.

“Tell him, babe,” he said. “I know you well enough that I know exactly why you paused, but he doesn’t know this greedy side of you yet. So tell him. I promise Lachlan will like your answer.”

One corner of Lachlan’s lips curled up into a small smirk. “Oh, now I’m even more intrigued. Tell me, Camille.”

“It’s just that...” I started with a whimper. “I was trying to decide if I should keep sucking or... or ask for more.”

My face was burning as I squirmed on my knees, admitting to my fiancé’s best friend that I wanted him to fuck me. The small smirk on his face had morphed into a wide grin.

“Julian was correct. I did like that answer very much. But tell me what you mean by ‘more’. Show me what you would have asked for if you hadn’t decided to keep sucking my cock.”

I took a deep breath before speaking. “Please, will you fuck me, Lachlan?” I asked, every bit of longing I felt dripping from my words.

“Your mouth?” he asked. “You want me to fuck your mouth?”

He was grinning down at me, and I whimpered. My gaze flickered back and forth between the two men, feeling an intense flutter between my thighs as they teased me. I just wanted to be used, and the way they were making me wait was driving me crazy.

I slowly shook my head as much as I could with his hand still firmly holding my hair. “My pussy,” I whispered. “Please fuck my pussy.”

Lachlan let out a low growl. “Stand in the middle of the room and get undressed while we watch,” he commanded.

Julian moaned quietly, and nodded at me, encouraging me to do as I’d been told. I quickly stood and took a few steps back until I was in the middle of the room. Even though I was blocking the TV and the game they were supposed to be watching, I didn’t think they cared too much. After all, they hadn’t watched a single second of the game so far. Their attention had all been on me, and it didn’t look like that was about to change.

I reached down and grabbed the hem of my summer dress, swiftly lifting it and pulling it off over my head. It fluttered down to the floor, and I stood there feeling shy. Seeing as I’d only been wearing the dress with nothing beneath it, I was already completely naked for them. They didn’t seem to notice my awkwardness, though. Instead, they were jerking their dicks with renewed vigour as they watched me, their hungry eyes roaming over every inch of my body.

“So fucking beautiful,” Lachlan moaned, and Julian nodded in agreement.

“Come over here, babe,” Julian said, while patting the couch cushion between them both. “Let us take care of you now.”

With a whimper, I moved closer, lowering myself down into the offered seat and wondering which one of them was going to fuck me first.
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Chapter Four
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My entire body was on fire while I waited for either Lachlan or Julian to make the first move. But for the longest time, they just stared at me lewdly while stroking their cocks. It was getting harder to resist the need to touch myself, as every inch of my skin tingled with desire.

Just when I thought I wouldn’t be able to take it anymore, Lachlan pulled his hand away from his cock and brought it to my breasts instead. He gently cupped one tit in his hand, squeezing it firmly for a moment before lowering his head. When Lachlan flicked my nipple with his tongue, a loud moan emerged from me, and I arched my spine to push my breast closer to his hot mouth.

As he continued to tease the bud with his tongue, little ripples of pleasure spread out through my body, filling me with a heat that I already knew was going to consume me. My nipples were rock hard, and each flick of his tongue against it was enough to have me writhing with desperate need.

I turned my gaze to look at Julian, who was staring intently at his best friend, watching every move as Lachlan expertly stoked the fire within me. When my fiancé realised I was staring at him, he lifted his eyes to my face.

“Does it feel good, babe?” he asked, his voice low and breathless.

“Oh god, it feels amazing, love.”

I felt a satisfied growl rumble through Lachlan when he heard my words; then he sealed his lips around the sensitive nipple to suck it deep into his mouth.

I arched my back more, unable to control myself, and loud cries of pleasure slipped from my lips. It felt so damn good. And the harder he sucked, the more intense the tingles grew between my thighs.

“Please, more,” I moaned.

Julian responded quickly, lowering his head to my other breast to take the neglected nipple into his mouth. With both of them giving their full attention to the sensitive buds, it was impossible not to writhe wildly as the pleasure built within me.

It wasn’t long before they both lost control and started handling me a little more roughly. They bit and tugged at my nipples, lighting little fireworks throughout my body. I brought my hands up to the backs of their heads, holding them firmly against me.

When Lachlan slid a hand down between my thighs, parting the slick folds to find my clit, another loud cry emerged from me. He rubbed slowly at the sensitive pearl while both mouths feasted on my tits. The sensations were overwhelming, but it felt so fucking good to be the centre of their attention.

Lachlan pressed more firmly on my clit, rubbing in confident circles until I couldn’t hold back anymore. Pleasure washed over me, making my entire body shudder violently as I remained sandwiched between the two men. Their mouths and fingers worked to heighten the pleasure, making me soar higher than I’d ever done before, and neither of them stopped until I was limp, trembling and breathing hard.

While I recovered, their mouths moved from my breasts to kiss along the side of my neck. I tilted my head back, elongating my throat to give them both space. They gently licked and nibbled all the sensitive spots, making me whimper quietly as they built the need within me once more.

Lachlan moved his hand up my body, leaving a trail of my juices along my bare skin, then brought his fingers to my lips. Once more, I licked the digits clean, delighting in the naughtiness of cleaning my own mess from his fingers.

Julian kissed his way up to my ear, taking the lobe gently between his teeth to nibble at it before speaking. “Is my beautiful little slut ready to be used now?”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned.

Both men chuckled softly at my eagerness, but I didn’t care. The orgasm had been amazing, but it had done nothing to satisfy my craving to be filled and fucked hard.

Julian moved away from me, repositioning himself so he was sitting on the arm of the couch, both his feet on the cushions. “Then come here, babe. We want you on your hands and knees, and I want your mouth back on my cock.”

I let out a loud groan and moved quickly into position, getting onto my hands and knees on the couch with my head facing my fiancé. Of course, that meant both lower holes were being clearly displayed to Lachlan, who was still seated behind me.

Without hesitation, I slid my lips back over the head of Julian’s cock, letting them glide down his thick length as I took him deep into my mouth. I moaned around him while sucking hungrily on his rock-hard dick, my head bobbing in his lap.

From behind me, a felt a large hand run up the back of one thigh before coming to rest on my ass. His fingers curled, digging into my ass cheeks slightly, before his hand came down hard on my flesh. Another moan spilled out around the cock in my mouth as the sting spread across my bare skin.

“She enjoys being spanked, huh?” Lachlan asked, his voice coming out as a soft growl.

“Fuck, yeah,” Julian responded. “She loves it.” His voice was breathless, and he had both hands on the side of my head to guide me, making my mouth move up and down on his cock at the pace he enjoyed.

I sucked desperately on his thick shaft, feeling it throbbing in my mouth. At the same time, I felt a tongue drag along the length of my dripping folds, making my body shudder as pleasurable sensations shot through me.

Now Lachlan had both hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them apart while he lapped at my pussy with his tongue. His moans vibrated against my flesh, adding to the pleasure he was creating rapidly.

Unable to help myself, I rolled my hips in a circle, grinding myself against his mouth until I was almost ready to explode again. But before I could, Lachlan pulled back, leaving my pussy aching with unfulfilled desire.

I tried to lift my head to complain, but Julian tightened his grip on me so I couldn’t pull away. All I could do was keep sucking on his cock, feeling the hunger grow as they took control of me together. I wasn’t sure I’d ever been as turned on as I was now, and it was making me wanton with my desire for both men.

“Don’t worry, Camille,” Julian said soothingly. “I think Lachlan just has something else in mind for you, babe.”

Suddenly, I felt the head of Lachlan’s cock teasing through my wet folds. I let out a moan and pushed my hips back, trying to impale myself on his thick shaft, but he pulled back again and swatted my ass hard.

“No, Camille. Calm down. I will take you at my own pace. Is that understood?”

I whimpered around Julian’s cock, doing my best to nod my head to show I’d understood. In an effort to make him lose control, though, I spread my legs wider apart, wantonly showing him the warm, wet hole I needed him to take so badly. Judging by the loud moan that came from behind me, my efforts hadn’t gone unnoticed.

Julian tightened his grip on my hair and tugged, pulling my mouth off his cock. I whined softly in protest until I felt Lachlan’s cock teasing my pussy lips once more. My fiancé guided my head down onto his thigh and stroked my hair.

“Be a good girl and take my friend’s cock,” he whispered soothingly. “I want to watch him fuck you, Camille.”

I closed my eyes, panting hard as I nuzzled my face affectionately against Julian’s legs. My body trembled with the anticipation, knowing I didn’t have too much longer to wait until I would feel Lachlan’s cock filling me for the first time.

Over and over, he dragged the head of his dick along the length of my slit, making my pussy quiver with its need to be filled. Just when I was starting to believe he had no intention of fucking me and was only going to tease me endlessly, he pushed his hips forward to slowly fill me.

I gasped as I felt Lachlan stretch me inch by inch, claiming my cunt with his hard cock. When he was fully sheathed inside me, he gripped my hips in his hands and leaned forward to press gentle kisses along my spine.

“Are you both ready for this?” he growled softly.

“Yes!” we both moaned simultaneously.

That was all Lachlan needed to hear. He straightened up behind me and began pumping his hips, thrusting his cock deep inside me. The force of his movements made my body rock back and forth, pushing my head further into Julian’s lap.

I couldn’t stop moaning as Lachlan fucked me hard, his thick cock creating all kinds of pleasurable tingles deep inside my body. He gripped my hips hard enough that it hurt slightly, but I didn’t care. I just didn’t want him to stop what he was doing.

Julian was moaning almost as loudly as I was, and he moved his hands beneath me to my breasts, absentmindedly playing with my sensitive nipples as he watched his friend’s cock disappearing inside me repeatedly. He pinched and tugged the hard little buds to send little jolts of pleasure all the way down to my cunt.

“Fuck,” Lachlan grunted between thrusts. “Whatever you just did, Julian, keep doing it. She just clamped down on my cock so fucking hard it almost made me see stars.”

Julian pinched my nipples harder, making me cry out as the pain mingled deliciously with the pleasure shooting throughout my body. I pushed my hips back in a steady rhythm, meeting Lachlan thrust for thrust, taking his cock deep inside me each time. My orgasm welled up, building until I reached that crest and called out Lachlan’s name while an intense pleasure consumed me. He kept pounding hard into my tight sheath, grunting with the effort he was putting into it.

I shuddered and moaned with my head still in Julian’s lap, and he whispered words of encouragement in my ear until I was sated and gasping for air. He stroked my hair tenderly, and I was so lost in my blissful state that I almost didn’t feel Lachlan pull out of me. When I realised I was empty, a pitiful whine escaped me.

“Don’t worry, babe,” Julian growled. “Lachlan isn’t finished with you yet. Look.”

I lifted my head and turned to look at the other man over my shoulder. Sure enough, he was back to sitting on the other end of the couch, his cock still rock hard and standing up proudly from his body. He patted his thighs.

“Come over here, beautiful,” Lachlan commanded. “Staddle my thighs and ride my cock like a good little slut.”

I sure as hell didn’t need to be told twice. Without hesitation, I turned and crawled over to him before swinging one leg over his thighs. In that position, it was easy to slide down onto his dick, and I couldn’t help but moan as he filled me once more. I bounced up and down in his lap, slamming down onto his cock in a way that had us both moaning.

Before I realised what was happening, I felt Julian’s warm chest pressing against my back as he lowered himself down to sit on Lachlan’s knees. I gasped in surprise when cool liquid trickled down between my ass cheeks, and I suddenly knew what Julian was doing.

Oh god, he was going to fuck me too. At the same time.

“Do you want both of us inside you, babe?” he whispered in my ear from behind.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck, yes.”

Suddenly, he was pressing at my rear entrance with the head of his cock. Lachlan brought his hands to my hips and held me still while Julian slowly entered me. Loud moans escaped me as I felt impossibly stretched with both of them filling me. It was almost too much. But then Julian began moving his hips, thrusting slowly into my ass so I had no choice but to bounce gently on Lachlan’s cock.

Pleasure sensors I hadn’t even known existed until that moment were being triggered, sending me spiralling into a kind of heaven I could only have dreamed of. I gripped Lachlan’s shoulders, my long fingernails digging into his skin as I held on desperately.

It was difficult to even move once the two men had worked out their own rhythm, with one pulling almost all the way out while the other thrust deep. But in a way, that made it all the more perfect. All I could do was accept their cocks and the pleasure they gave.

The pleasure slowly built inside me, like a storm gathering power within, just waiting for the right moment to unleash itself. Lachlan and Julian picked up their pace, thrusting faster and slamming deeper each time. When Lachlan leaned forward to take one of my nipples into his mouth, I shattered apart, screaming incoherent words as I surrendered to the pleasure. The orgasm was so intense it almost felt painful, and my entire body shuddered with wave after wave of joy.

As if it had been perfectly choreographed, Lachlan and Julian found their release inside me at almost the same time, pumping me full of their pleasure as their movements became frantic. Our moans mingled in the air to become one enormous symphony of bliss.

After what felt like the longest time, they both slowed their thrusts until they were both only making the smallest of movements, and my inner walls quivered around them both with little aftershocks of pleasure.

Lachlan wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into the warmth of his broad chest, while Julian settled onto the couch beside us, gently rubbing my back. I was almost purring with contentment. My body had been well used and was feeling very satisfied, while my heart was singing from the affection I was now receiving.

With my head resting on Lachlan’s chest, listening to the rapid beating of his heart, my eyes met Julian’s, and we smiled at one another. If this moment was any indication of what our life together was going to be like, being Julian’s wife was going to be a truly satisfying and happy ride.
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Chapter One
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Iknocked on the door of Julian’s office and waited for him to invite me in before entering.

“Camille!” he said, a wide smile appearing on his face as soon as he saw me. “What you are doing here? I wasn’t expecting you.”

I pulled out the picnic basket from where it was hiding behind my back and held it up to show him. “I’ve barely seen you all week because you’ve been so busy with work, so I thought I would surprise you with lunch!”

Julian grinned from ear-to-ear, as he took the basket from me and set it down on the desk. “How did I get to be so lucky to find a woman like you?”

A giggle escaped me, and I followed him over to the desk, slowly wrapping my arms around his waist as I pressed close against his body.

“I was just missing you, and it’s been a long time since I did something like this. You deserve to be spoiled when you’re working so hard.”

Julian worked in real estate, and he’d been working as much as he could ever since we had got engaged. With the wedding only a few months away now, we needed every extra penny we could scrape together.

He leaned down to kiss me, and I felt my knees go instantly weak. Luckily, he pushed me back against his desk until I was perched on the edge of the wooden surface, so I didn’t have to worry too much about my legs giving way beneath me.

I brushed my tongue against his lips, and he parted them for me, giving me access to deepen the kiss. I moaned softly as our mouths danced passionately against one another, but just as I reached for his tie to loosen it, he backed up and broke the kiss.

Julian grinned at me as he saw the way my lips turned down into a pout. “I’m starving, baby. But don’t worry, I fully intend to have you for dessert.” His eyes darkened as he stared down at me, making me squirm.

“Okay,” I said, knowing how to pick my battles. “But I hope you are going to feed me dessert, too.”

He laughed and nodded. “Oh, I can happily agree to that deal, Camille.”

“Good,” I said, moving to sit in the chair on the opposite side of the desk.

I unpacked the food I’d brought with me. It was nothing fancy. Just some sandwiches, a salad to share, and some left-over chicken from last night. Oh, and some sparkling water, too. I’d even brought paper plates and little plastic cups for the occasion. I knew they weren’t great for the environment, but I’d walked to Julian’s office rather than using my car just to make up for it.

“How has work been today?” he asked, before taking a bite out of a sandwich.

I felt my cheeks grow hot, and I shifted slightly in my chair, looking down at my salad so I wouldn’t have to look at him. “It was fine. Busy. But that’s a good thing at the moment, right?”

“Did you get commissioned to write another erotic story, babe?” he asked, and when I looked up at him, he had a knowing smile on his face.

“She pays me good money for them,” I said, suddenly feeling rather flustered. “And you know we need the extra cash for the wedding.”

I was a ghostwriter, and I had recently been hired by a lady to write several erotica stories. She seemed to love them, because not only did she pay more than my usual rate for them, but she also tipped well.

Or at least that was why I told myself I kept accepting the work from her. It had nothing to do with that fact that I loved losing myself in the filthy adventures of the characters.

“So, is it another story about group sex?” he asked with a grin on his face.

My face turned an even deeper shade of red. “Yes. It seems to be what my client enjoys most.”

“And you don’t enjoy that at all, right?” Julian winked at me, and I couldn’t help but squirm.

Ever since I had started writing these stories, Julian had been helping me to explore my own wilder fantasies. It started with him organising a gloryhole where I pleasured two of his friends. Then he’d invited his best friend over and they had both shared me. I knew he was planning more for me. I just didn’t know what it would be or when it would happen.

Ignoring the question altogether, I grabbed a glass of water and took a sip. I met Julian’s gaze, and the dark look in his eyes had me dripping. My panties had already been wet when I’d arrived after writing a sordid group sex scene in the morning, but now they were soaked.

“You know how much I like that, love,” I said, my voice coming out as a breathless whisper. And Julian had enjoyed watching me be used by other men just as much as I had enjoyed being used.

“It won’t be long until I watch you with even more men,” he said, and a small whimper escaped me at the thought.

My pussy was aching, in desperate need of some attention, and his teasing was only making it worse. He sat back in his chair, watching me squirm.

“I’m starting to think you only came here to have lunch with me because whatever you wrote this morning left you feeling so needy that now all you can think about is how much you need to be fucked.”

I laughed softly. “Is that a bad thing? I asked, holding his gaze, unashamed of the wanton need that was no doubt written all over my face.

“Oh no. Not at all. It’s just one of the many reasons why I love you.” Julian tossed his sandwich back onto the desk, pushed aside everything in front of him, then patted the edge of the desk. “Get over here, Camille. I’m hungry for dessert, and I don’t want to wait any longer.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I jumped up from my chair, leaving my salad behind as I rushed around to Julian’s side of the desk. He grabbed my hips and lifted me up onto the table before pushing my thighs wide and lifting my skirt.

Julian let out a loud growl when he saw what I was wearing under my clothes. “You came here because you needed to be fucked, and you wore panties? I’m disappointed, Camille.”

He flashed me a wicked grin as he grabbed the waistband of my panties and pulled hard. The little scrap of lace ripped, making me squeal in surprise, and he pulled it out of his way.

“I guess I’ll remember to leave the panties at home next time,” I whimpered.

“Good girl. You’d better, otherwise I’ll just have to ruin another pair.”

Julian sat back down in his chair, which was now positioned between my parted thighs and lowered his head. As soon as his tongue brushed against my folds, I let out a loud moan and shivered with pleasure. I was so damn worked up that even the smallest touch felt heavenly.

As Julian lapped at my dripping pussy, I reached down to grip my fingers in his hair. “Oh god,” I moaned, rolling my hips to grind myself against him. I could already feel the pleasure starting to build at my centre, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he made me explode.

His moans vibrated against my heated flesh, increasing the pleasure I felt when he sucked my clit into his mouth. He suckled on the swollen pearl until I was dizzy with longing and grinding shamelessly against his mouth in my attempt to get myself off.

The pleasure was building rapidly, pushing me closer to the edge. When Julian began flicking his tongue against my clit even as he kept his lips sealed around the sensitive bud, I lost all control. I moaned loudly as I shattered apart, the most intense pleasure swirling through me and making every inch of my body shudder with my release.

Julian kept suckling and licking, drawing out my orgasm for as long as he could, until I was a trembling mess, trying to catch my breath.

Slowly, he pulled back and grinned up at me, the evidence of my pleasure glistening all around his mouth. “Mmmm, the picnic food was great, Camille, but you are infinitely more delicious.”

I smiled at him, noticing how even my lips seemed to hold a slight tremble. “But you promised me dessert too, love. And I’m even more hungry now.”

I slipped down from his desk and lowered to my knees in front of him. It didn’t take me long to unfasten his belt and pants to free his cock, and I was satisfied to find it was already rock hard.

Without waiting for even a word from Julian, I leaned forward and slid my lips down over the head of his dick. Usually, I would spend time teasing him with my lips and tongue, but today I was just too hungry. I needed his cock inside me, and nothing less would satisfy me.

Julian groaned loudly, and I felt his erection twitch happily in my mouth. I stroked my lips up and down his thick shaft, taking him deep. Even when the head of his dick pushed against the back of my throat and made me gag, I still didn’t stop. I pushed myself further until my tight throat was stretched and filled.

He placed his hands on the back of my head and started pumping his hips, thrusting into my eager mouth. I sucked as well as I could while he fucked my throat, but I could feel saliva dripping down from my chin to soak into my shirt. A part of my brain lingered on how I would explain the wet patches on my clothing when it was time to leave, but for the most part, I didn’t even care.

I slurped and sucked on his cock, trying to satisfy the intense hunger I felt. No matter what I did, I couldn’t seem to get enough. I was addicted to him, and I needed him so badly that most of the time it was all I could think of. And it had only got worse since I started having to write filthy stories for work. It kept my mind on being used almost all the time, and it had turned me into a wanton slut.

Feeling Julian tensing, I started sucking harder, wanting him to blow and feed me his cum. But then I heard his office door open and my natural reaction was to try to pull away.

Julian wouldn’t let me, though. He pushed down harder on the back of my head, making me take every inch of his throbbing cock into my throat. My nose was pressed against his stomach, and I couldn’t move away. I squirmed on my knees and tried to stay quiet, not wanting the person who had just entered to know I was under Julian’s desk.

“Hey Lachlan!” Julian said brightly, although his voice was breathless. “What can I do for you?”

I relaxed a little when I realised who it was. Lachlan was Julian’s best friend. The one he had shared me with recently. When I heard the office door shut again, I continued to suck greedily. It wasn’t as if Lachlan hadn’t seen me do this before. Hell, I’d let him fuck my pussy while my fiancé took my ass at the same time, so him seeing me suck Julian’s cock would probably be considered tame.

“Am I interrupting something?” Lachlan asked, obviously taking note of the picnic supplies strewn around the room. “Did Camille come to visit you? Has she gone already?”

“Oh, she’s still here. She said something about being hungry for dessert. Come take a look.”

I heard footsteps come around to our side of the desk, and then the sound of Lachlan exhaling loudly.

“Fuck, you are a lucky man, Julian.”

I whimpered around Julian’s cock, but I still didn’t stop sucking. The ache between my thighs was back again, and it was intense. I needed to cum again already, but right now, all I needed to worry about was making my fiancé cum.

“Don’t worry,” Julian said with a moan. “I bet she’ll still be hungry when I’ve finished feeding her, so then it can be your turn.”

I let out a loud moan at the thought of being allowed to suck Lachlan’s cock, too. But I didn’t have too long to focus on that delicious thought before Julian took my breath away, literally, with his dick. He fucked my mouth hard and fast, until he was moaning and shuddering, shooting his cum down my throat.

I swallowed hungrily, wanting every drop of his seed in my stomach. Knowing that Lachlan was standing beside us and watching only seemed to make me feel even more wild with desire.

When he was finished with me, Julian tugged on my hair, pulling my head up until his cock slipped from my lips.

“Such a good girl. But you know what to do now, don’t you?”

With a whimper, I nodded my head and crawled towards Lachlan.
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Chapter Two
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On my knees in front of Lachlan, I suddenly became aware of how much of a mess I was, with drool dripping from my chin and wet patches on my shirt. He didn’t seem to mind though, because at this level, it was easy to see that his cock was rock hard and throbbing in his pants.

He quickly unfastened his slacks and pushed them down around his ankles, letting his erection spring free right in front of my face. Without hesitation, I leaned in and wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking wantonly on the engorged head. His flesh was silky smooth, and I couldn’t resist swirling my tongue around the tip as I held it in my mouth.

Lachlan let out a low moan, and I felt a hand on the back of my head, but when I looked up at him, I realised both his hands were still down by his side. I let out a moan as understanding washed over me.

Julian used his hand on the back of my head to push my mouth further down onto his friend’s dick until I’d swallowed every thick inch. Then his fingers curled to grip my long hair, and he used his hold on me to guide my lips up and down the shaft.

I squirmed on my knees as I realised Julian was basically using me to pleasure his friend’s cock. Something about the entire situation had my pussy dripping. Maybe if I was a good girl, then I might get fucked soon, I thought to myself. More than anything, I ached to cum on a big hard dick.

“Does that feel good?” Julian asked, and it took me a moment to realise he was talking to Lachlan and not to me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned in response.

I sucked hungrily, letting Julian guide my pace. He knew well enough how much I could take, so I trusted him to take control. At the same time, Lachlan began slowly moving his hips, thrusting into my eager mouth. Between the two of them, I felt completely helpless as I was used for their pleasure. But it felt so fucking perfect, and I knew I wouldn’t want it any other way.

“Touch your pussy for us,” Julian growled against my ear from behind me. “But don’t cum. You are just getting that sweet little cunt of yours ready for us to use. Okay?”

I nodded my head as much as I could, considering the fact that he was controlling my movements and Lachlan was fucking my throat. Reaching down between my thighs, I began rubbing my clit in slow circles, knowing that if I rubbed any harder, it would make me cum in seconds.

My touch created an intense heat in my pussy, making me even more desperate to be filled and fucked. The ache only produced an even more fervent hunger within me, and I sucked Lachlan’s cock shamelessly, taking every inch of him into my throat with each stroke of my lips.

It wasn’t long before my fingers were soaked, even with the gentlest of touches. I was dripping wet and more than ready for either of them to fuck me.

All of a sudden, Lachlan stepped back, leaving me gasping for air as his cock slipped out of my mouth. I tried to shuffle forward, my mouth open and ready for him to continue using, but Julian’s grip on my hair made it impossible.

“It’s time for me to fuck you properly, beautiful,” Lachlan said, his voice a low growl.

Looking up at him, he looked so damn hot in his suit, with his trousers around his ankles, so his rock-hard cock was on full display. It made my cunt ache even more for relief.

Suddenly, Julian was gently tugging on my hair again, pulling me to my feet. I followed his lead, whimpering as he bent me over his desk. My fiancé stood in front of me, pressing the head of his cock against my lips, while Lachlan stood behind me. I could feel the tip of his cock teasing against my folds.

Slowly, both men pushed their hips forward, Julian sliding his cock into my mouth while Lachlan filled my pussy. I moaned loudly, feeling like I was in heaven with all the attention I was getting. I sucked hungrily on Julian’s dick once more, while clenching around Lachlan in a way that had him groaning.

“Good girl,” they both moaned, almost at the same time.

I brought my hands forward, placing them on Julian’s ass cheeks as I helped him move, wanting him to fuck my mouth. He was happy to oblige me, and soon enough, he was thrusting deep into that tight channel, occasionally pulling out for just long enough to let me take a deep breath. At the same time, Lachlan was pounding my pussy hard, slamming deep inside me with each forward motion of his hips.

My eyelids fluttered shut, and I relaxed across the desk, surrendering to the intense desire to be used like a little slut. I sucked harder, feeling Julian throbbing deep in my throat, while Lachlan pushed me closer and closer to my impending orgasm.

“Touch your clit, babe,” Julian moaned. “Cum on Lachlan’s cock like a good girl.”

I quickly obeyed, reaching down between my thighs to rub frantically at my clit. I was so desperate to cum that it never occurred to me to touch more gently. The pressure built quickly, forcing me to moan loudly around Julian’s dick.

“Fuck, good girl. Cum for me, beautiful,” Lachlan growled.

With both of them urging me on, it became difficult to obey. A few more swirls of my fingers over my clit were all it took to push me over the edge, sending me spiralling into an intense climax. My body shuddered violently, and I was suddenly even more grateful that Julian’s cock was filling my mouth as it muffled my moans. I wouldn’t want anybody outside the office hearing my screams of pleasure.

Lachlan started thrusting harder, his own body tensing as he pumped me full of his cum. My pussy quivered around him as my orgasm continued to wash over me, helping to milk him completely.

Now all that was left to do was make Julian cum. I sucked desperately, curving my tongue around his shaft to tease the sensitive vein running along the underside. With a few more thrusts of his hips, my fiancé was emptying himself inside me, too, feeding me with another load of cum.

I swallowed gratefully, savouring the taste of his pleasure as it splashed over my tongue and flowed down my throat. Both men were grunting and moaning, filling the air with the sexiest sounds imaginable.

When they were satisfied, they both pulled out of me, leaving me whimpering as I lay sprawled across the desk with my skirt still lifted over my waist.

Julian leaned down to press a gentle kiss to my forehead before helping me to my feet. My legs were still shaking from the intensity of the pleasure I had just experienced, but Lachlan wrapped his arms around me from behind to hold me steady.

I felt cum dribble down onto my inner thigh and I couldn’t help but grin.

“You are so damn perfect, babe,” Julian said, leaning across the desk to kiss me while his best friend held me.

I melted into the kiss, growing more breathless with each second that passed. Then he pulled back suddenly, lifting his gaze to look up at Lachlan.

“Want to join us for lunch?” he asked his friend. “I think Camille brought plenty for all three of us.”

“Sure,” Lachlan replied. “I’d love to!”

We all straightened up our clothing and sat down. I shifted around as I realised cum was still leaking out of me and I didn’t have any panties on to soak up the mess. Luckily, I was wearing a black skirt, so hopefully any wet patch wouldn’t show up too much.

“I sure am glad you decided to stop by today, Camille,” Lachlan continued. “Julian asked me something important this morning.”

“Oh?” I said, a playful smile appearing on my lips. “He didn’t ask you to marry him too, did he? Because I hate to break the news to you, Lachlan, but he’s already taken.”

They both laughed, and I had to admit to myself it felt a little surreal to be sitting here chatting normally after they’d both used me so hard.

“No, nothing like that. Don’t worry, Camille. If I try to steal either one of you, it will be you.” He grinned playfully and winked at me, and I squirmed a little in my chair. “Actually, Julian asked me to be his best man. And I accepted!”

“That’s great!” I said, my voice coming out with an excited squeal. “I did know he was going to ask you, but I didn’t know when he was going to do it.”

“I admit it took me longer than planned,” Julian interjected. “But whenever Lachlan and I start chatting these days, the conversation always seems to steer back to you, Camille.” He grinned at me, and a small groan escaped me before I could stop it.

“Surely you two have got much better things to talk about than that,” I said, feeling my face burn more than ever.

“Not really,” Lachlan said, placing a hand on my knee before sliding it up my thigh and under my skirt. “It seems we are both quite infatuated with you.”

I wriggled needily as both his words and his touch started another fire between my thighs. Instinctively, I parted my legs for him, and his fingers brushed against my wet folds.

Turning to my fiancé, I saw he was watching us with dark eyes, his gaze transfixed on that spot where his best friend’s hand disappeared up my skirt. Unable to resist myself, I pulled my skirt up and spread my legs wider, making sure Julian could see everything as Lachlan touched me.

Lachlan slipped one finger inside my needy pussy, then a second, pulling them apart slightly to stretch me even wider. Both Julian and I moaned.

“God, your pussy feels so good when it’s full of cum, Camille.” Lachlan looked over at Julian. “Have you ever fucked her when she is dripping another man’s seed?” he asked.

Julian growled softly and nodded his head. “I have, and it feels fucking heavenly. Maybe you should try it soon, too.”

Lachlan was pumping his fingers in and out of me as the two men chatted, while I moaned and writhed against the digits.

“I would love that. I mean, I could fuck her again now, but it’s just my cum inside her, and I’ve experienced that before with other women. Now I want to experience fucking Camille when it’s another man who has filled her.”

I whimpered as I listened to them, enjoying the sensation of Lachlan’s fingers sliding in and out of my needy hole.

A knock at the door interrupted us, and Lachlan quickly slid his fingers out of me and I readjusted my skirt, making sure I wasn’t showing off anything that I shouldn’t have been.

When Julian was certain we were all looking presentable, he called out to whoever was on the other side of the door.

“Come in!”
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Chapter Three
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The door opened, and another one of Julian’s colleagues entered the office. It wasn’t exactly a huge room, and it was starting to get cramped now with the four of us in there.

I had met the new arrival a few times at office parties when I’d attended with Julian, but I couldn’t seem to remember his name. His smile brightened when his gaze landed on me, but he quickly turned his attention to Julian.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t realise you had company. I can come back later if you like?”

Julian shook his head and waved him in. “No, it’s fine. Warren, do you remember meeting my wife-to-be, Camille?”

Warren chuckled softly before answering. “How could I forget?”

I fidgeted slightly in my seat, feeling like they knew something I didn’t, but I wasn’t sure how to ask what was going on. So instead, I simply smiled and wiggled my fingers at him in a small wave.

“Anyway, Julian, I just wanted to let you know the boss has organised a staff meeting at nine tomorrow morning,” Warren said, seemingly unable to pull his gaze away from me even as he spoke to my fiancé. The dark look in his eyes had me feeling flustered and unsure what to do with myself.

“Okay,” Julian replied. “That’s not a problem. I’ll make sure I’m there.”

Julian leaned closer to me and wrapped his arm around my shoulders. His lips brushed against my ear as he spoke in a low voice.

“Do you remember Warren, Camille?”

I chuckled softly, feeling a little uncomfortable now all three men were looking at me.

“Of course,” I said quickly. “I’ve met him at a few of the office parties.”

Warren smiled at me and nodded his head, confirming my thoughts.

“That’s right,” Julian said. “But he was also there the night I set up the gloryhole for you.”

“Oh,” I gasped breathlessly as realisation dawned on me. He was one of the men I had pleasured that night. No wonder he had been looking at with such an intense expression.

“I really enjoyed it,” he said, flashing me a big grin. When I lowered my gaze, I noticed a large bulge in the front of his pants, and I whimpered quietly, hoping nobody had heard me.

“We have both just finished using her,” Julian said, pointing between himself and Lachlan, “but I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you wanted to use her, too, Warren. I just heard her whimpering, so I think she’s still a bit needy for attention.”

I let out a small groan and shifted in my seat. The way Julian was just offering me around casually to his friends now was insanely hot, and like something out of the erotica stories I had been writing recently. It made my pussy ache, and I blushed even more when I felt another drop of cum ooze from that needy little hole.

“Is that true, Camille?” Warren asked, his eyes boring into mine. “Do you still need more?”

As he spoke, Warren reached down to readjust his erection, and I couldn’t help but follow the movement of his hand.

“Yes, please,” I whimpered quietly, not sure if he would have even heard me.

“And it’s okay with you, Julian?” Warren asked.

“Absolutely,” my fiancé growled. “So long as you don’t mind a small audience.”

Warren unzipped his pants, turning his attention back to me. “I don’t mind an audience at all. So, Camille, why don’t you come over here and let me get reacquainted with that talented mouth of yours?”

Without the slightest hint of resistance, I lowered onto my hands and knees and crawled over to Warren. I kneeled tall before him and reached shamelessly into his pants to release his hard cock. It felt so perfect in my hands that I couldn’t resist the urge to spend some time stroking it, feeling it pulse and harden within my gentle grasp.

Warren moaned softly and rocked his hips to slide his dick between my curled fingers.

“That feels so fucking good, Camille,” he moaned. “But what I really need are those soft lips wrapped around my cock. So, what are you waiting for?”

Never one to resist such a tempting offer, I leaned in and flicked my tongue against the head to take a small taste, then I took the head into my mouth. I sucked eagerly, slowly sliding my lips further down the shaft to engulf him fully within the wet heat I knew he craved.

He instantly tangled his fingers in my hair, holding me still as he pumped his hips, using my mouth at the pace he desired. I gagged as the head touched the back of my throat, but he didn’t stop. He kept pushing until his dick was as deep as it could go.

I moaned around him, the sound completely muffled by his cock, and I squirmed on my knees as the fire between my thighs began raging out of control once more.

“Good girl, Camille,” Julian moaned. “It’s much better watching you suck his cock when there isn’t a partition in the way.”

Knowing that Julian and Lachlan were watching me, right after they had both finished using me, was driving me wild. It felt so good to let loose and surrender to all my filthiest desires, knowing the man I loved was with me every step of the way and enjoying it just as much as I was.

Warren continued fucking my mouth, his thick cock throbbing as he used me for his own pleasure. I sucked greedily, wondering if he was going to feed me with cum, or empty himself in one of my other holes. I didn’t really care where he came, so long as it was inside me. Or maybe on me. My mind started to drift to images of my face covered in multiple loads of cum, bukkake style, and I made a mental note to include a scene like that in my next story.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me whining and desperate for more. He guided me back to my feet with his grip on my hair, and I followed eagerly. Something about being dominated by each of these men was driving me insane with lust. It made me want to be fucked relentlessly and mercilessly.

“I want to see her naked,” Warren said, looking over at Julian. “Am I allowed to take her clothes off?”

“Yes!” Julian groaned softly. “Use her however you want, my friend. You can strip her and fuck all three of her needy little holes if that’s what you really want.”

Warren turned back to me, staring deeply into my eyes.

“And you are okay with that? You want that, too?”

I shifted on my feet, feeling another blush heat my face.

“I do,” I whispered. “You can do whatever you want to me, Warren.”

He grinned softly and started unbuttoning my shirt, slowly revealing the lace bra hidden beneath it. My nipples hardened instantly, pushing against the fabric, eager for attention. Warren slipped the shirt off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, before cupping my breasts in both hands.

I let out a soft moan and arched my back, pressing myself into his large hands. Warren firmly massaged my flesh, causing the lace to rub against my nipples to provide a delicious friction. It sent little bolts of pleasure straight down to my clit, adding to the lust I was already feeling.

“So responsive,” he said with a smile. “I wonder how responsive you’d be if I was fucking you with my fingers rather than just playing with your tits.”

He trailed his hands lower down my body and unzipped my skirt. It fell down to the floor, and I stepped out of it, leaving me in only my bra and my black heels. Being so exposed in front of three men who were all essentially still fully clothed made me feel breathless and needy.

“Take your bra off too, Camille,” Julian commanded. “But keep the shoes on. You look sexy as fuck just wearing heels.”

Feeling three pairs of eyes on me, I reached back and unclasped the bra, pulling it off my shoulders before dropping it onto the pile of clothes.

Warren took a step closer, pressing up against my side so I could feel the warmth of his body radiating through his clothes. He trailed one hand down my spine, moving it lower until he was cupping one of my ass cheeks. At the same time, he slid his other hand between my thighs, gliding his fingers through my slick folds.

“God, your perfect little pussy is a mess already. Whose cum is leaking from you?”

Slowly, he sank two fingers inside me and started thrusting them, making it suddenly difficult to think. “It’s Lachlan’s,” I moaned, spreading my feet wider apart on the floor to give Warren better access to my needy cunt.

“Oh, so Lachlan has fucked you and filled you with cum, but what about Julian? Is any of this mess Julian’s?”

Before I could even answer, Julian chuckled. “No, but I have fed her two loads of cum since she got here.”

Warren grinned as he heard about how much I’d already been used during the lunch break.

“Hmmm, I wonder if she is still hungry.”

He slowly pulled his fingers out of me and brought them to my lips. I could see they were coated with a glistening mixture of cum and my juices, but I still opened my mouth eagerly and started sucking on his sticky digits.

Warren let out a low moan. “Good girl,” he said, his voice breathy with lust.

Unable to resist myself, I reached out and wrapped my hand around Warren’s cock as I continued to lavish his fingers with attention. He growled softly as I stroked him, his dick pulsing insistently within my gentle grasp.

“You really do love cock, don’t you?” he said, with a wicked grin on his face. “If it’s not inside one of your holes, you need to touch it instead.”

I whimpered around his fingers and nodded my head.

“And do you need my cock inside you, Camille?”

Warren dragged his fingers out of my mouth, leaving me free to speak. “Yes, please,” I moaned softly.

He grinned and pulled up a chair before properly unfastening his pants and pushing them down to the floor. Once he was lowered into the seat, he pulled me down onto his lap so I was facing away from him and looking towards Julian and Lachlan.

With his hands on my hips, Warren guided me down onto his rock hard cock, forcing a moan from my lips as he stretched me. He leaned forward, pressing his chest against my back and bringing his lips to my ear.

“Ride my cock, pretty girl. Let your fiancé see how much you love being a good little slut for him and his friends.”

Those words caused a shiver to run down my spine, and I instantly started moving on his dick. It felt so damn good as I bounced up and down on it, the tip pushing deep inside me each time I slammed my ass down into his lap.

My eyes met Julian’s, and he was staring at me with an intense hunger that only made me ride Warren’s cock with more urgency. The moans flowed from my lips as I let myself get swept away in the pleasure of the moment.

Warren brought his hands around to my front, cupping my tits and preventing the voluptuous globes from bouncing quite as much as they had been. He teased my nipples with his fingers, gently tugging on the hard little buds to send ripples of pleasure down between my thighs.

I was getting so close to the edge when Julian spoke.

“Lachlan, why don’t you go get Michael and bring him in here? If Warren is getting a second chance to fuck Camille, it’s only fair that Michael does as well.”

I gasped as I was hit with the realisation that Michael must have been the other man I pleasured at the gloryhole. My mind raced, and I stilled my movements, settling in Warren’s lap with his cock still buried deep in my warm, wet cunt.

His voice was in my ear again. “It looks like you are going to be very spoiled for attention today, pretty girl.”
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Chapter Four
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Ilet out a soft groan as Lachlan stood up from his chair and disappeared from the room, presumably to fetch Michael. Instinctively, I started moving again, bouncing on Warren’s cock again in an attempt to ease the ache that was burning deep in my core. I needed relief, but it didn’t seem to matter how many orgasms I had, I could never be satisfied.

I’d met Michael at several office parties too, and truth be told, I’d always had a crush on him. Until recently, I never would have dreamed of having sex with anyone but Julian, and I had always been faithful all through our relationship, but Michael was someone who always caught my eye whenever he was in the room. He had such a commanding presence that I couldn’t resist staring at him.

Julian had, of course, noticed, and he had teased me about it a lot, but I had always denied it. I guess I wasn’t at all surprised that he had thought to include Michael in our new adventures.

Warren pinched my nipples hard, tugging them in a way that blended pleasure and pain perfectly. I bounced harder on his cock, feeling my climax building once more. His dick was throbbing inside me, stretching me deliciously, and it only took a few more seconds before I was exploding. An intense orgasm consumed me, making my body shudder and forcing loud moans from my lips.

I was only vaguely aware of Julian staring at me as if I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. That drove me on to even higher pleasures, fucking Warren’s cock shamelessly. At that moment, Warren moaned loudly in my ear, his body bucking beneath me as he started to cum, too.

When Lachlan returned with Michael, I was slumped back against Warren, breathing hard as my body trembled with little aftershocks from my orgasm. A heat spread across my face as the man I’d always had a crush on walked in to find me in such a state.

He grinned down at me and stepped closer, brushing gentle fingertips against my flushed cheek. “Wow,” he said, his voice deep and breathless. “You look even better naked than you did in all my dirty fantasies about you.”

“Thank you,” I groaned softly, unsure what else to say in this surreal situation.

“Feel free to do what you want to her, Michael,” Julian said, a warm smile on his face. “I know she’s always had a thing for you, and I’m sure she’d be more than happy to do whatever pleases you.”

Michael returned the smile and pulled up another chair, positioning it so all the four men were in a circle. Once he was seated, he curled his index finger at me.

“Come over here and stand in front of me. Let me get a proper look at you.”

I stood up, letting Warren’s cock slip from my well-used pussy. I felt more cum dripping from me, coming to gather on my inner thighs. With a whimper, I walked over to Michael and stood directly in front of him.

His face was intense as his eyes slowly travelled over every inch of my body. I wanted to fidget nervously, but he was so calm and self-assured that I suspected he wouldn’t be pleased with such behaviour. But then he wasn’t the one standing naked within a circle of gorgeous men.

Michael remained quiet for the longest time as he devoured me with his gaze. The tension in the room was growing, making me whimper quietly. It was an air of anticipation, and I had a feeling that the three other men were all waiting almost as impatiently as I was for Michael to do something.

Slowly, he reached his hand out towards me, trailing his fingers down my sides and over my hips. He caressed my body with gentle touches that sent sparks of longing through my body.

“Spread your legs wider,” he commanded.

I did as I was told, and his eyes instantly moved to that spot between my thighs. Michael let out a low growl.

“I see you’ve been well used already,” he said. It was a statement rather than a question, but I nodded in response, anyway.

“Both Lachlan and Warren have filled her pussy with cum,” Julian added helpfully. “And I have fed her two loads.”

Michael grinned over at Julian. “You’ve been training her well, I see. Do you think she can handle being used one more time?”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it, and Michael lifting his gaze to my face, his eyes dark with lust.

“I think she would love to be used again,” Julian responded. “Use her however you want, my friend.”

Now he had my fiancé’s permission, Michael quickly brought his hand between my thighs to run his thick fingers through my folds. He groaned when he felt how wet I was. It seemed they were all turned on by the way my pussy dripped with cum, and it only stoked the fire that was burning within me.

I rocked my hips, working my aching flesh against his fingers, moaning softly as his touch felt so damn good. But when he slipped two fingers inside me, I gasped with pleasure.

He pumped the digits hard and fast inside me, making my entire body tremble in response to the sensations that were flooding my body. I had to put my hands on his shoulders to keep myself steady, worried that my knees were going to give way beneath me.

“Do you need to cum again, pretty slut?” Michael growled.

“Yes!” I cried, feeling helpless as his fingers continued to pound my needy hole. “Please, make me cum, Michael.”

He didn’t say a word, but kept thrusting relentlessly. It was hard to think or even breathe as I became completely overwhelmed. All I could do was hold on and let him do what he wanted with my willing body.

My pussy clenched around his fingers as I felt the first stirrings of another orgasm. I cried out, desperate for my release, but Michael quickly slipped his fingers out of me before I could cum. I groaned, my entire body screaming with frustration.

By now, low moans were filling the room, and when I looked around at the other three men, I saw they were all stroking their cocks as they watched the show.

Michael snapped his fingers loudly, quickly bringing my attention back to him. He was unfastening his pants and pulling out his cock. “The only place you will be cumming, pretty slut, is on my cock. So slide down on it for me.”

Without hesitation, I straddled his lap and lowered myself down onto his cock. He stretched my tight hole in the most delicious way, my inner walls gripping him firmly.

Before I even had a chance to start riding him, he gripped my hair in a fist and brought his mouth down on mine. I parted my lips eagerly, allowing him to devour me with his tongue. Then, as quickly as he had started the kiss, he used his hold on my hair to pull my head back.

Michael looked over my shoulder at the other men. “Her mouth is free now if anybody wants to use it.” He flashed them all an evil smirk, and I couldn’t help but whimper.

Suddenly, he swatted my ass with the flat of his hand. “Now start riding my cock, Camille. Work for another load of cum in your perfect little pussy.”

I moaned and started moving up and down, bouncing on his cock as hard as I could. His cock plunged deep inside me, making me cry out every time I was filled with his entire length.

“That’s it, pretty slut,” he growled. “Ride my cock hard. I know it’s what you need.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “It feels so good.”

Michael grinned at me, then gripped my ass cheeks hard, his fingers digging deep into my flesh as he guided my movements. Both Warren and Lachlan appeared, one standing either side of me. They were both still stroking their cocks, jerking frantically.

“Mind if we take turns using her mouth?” Lachlan asked, and the question made me feel like I was about to combust with desire.

I turned to Lachlan and opened my mouth while still bouncing relentlessly on Michael’s cock. Lachlan pushed his hips forward, sliding the head of his dick past my parted lips. I sealed around him instantly, sucking hungrily.

At the same time, I felt Warren take my hand on the other side and guide it to his cock. I wrapped my fingers around his thick length to stroke him. He was dripping precum, and it wasn’t long before my hand had grown slick with it.

All three men were moaning, and then suddenly, I heard Julian’s voice over all the sounds of pleasure.

“Good girl, Camille. You are making me proud. Keep pleasing my friends like the good little slut you are.”

The praise had me moaning around Lachlan’s cock. It felt so fucking good to surrender to my darkest desires, unleashing the wanton slut who hid beneath the shy and awkward exterior.

I sucked hungrily, letting Lachlan control the pace as he pumped his hips and fucked my eager mouth. That left me free to focus on stroking Warren’s cock while bouncing in Michael’s lap.

The pleasure was building within me once more, and I was desperate to cum again. Michael moved his hands to my hips and gripped tight as he held me down on his dick. Keeping control of my movements, he rolled my hips, forcing me to grind my sensitive clit against his pelvis.

That was enough to send me over the edge, moaning loudly around Lachlan’s cock as I surrendered to the pleasure.

“Good girl,” Michael growled. “Cum on my cock for me.”

It wasn’t as if I had much choice. The pleasure washed over me in uncontrollable waves, making my body jolt and shudder.

While lost in my release, I felt a hand in my hair pulling me away from Lachlan’s cock. Instinctively, I kept my mouth open, and it was soon filled once again with Warren’s erection. My body responded in the most natural way possible, by sucking desperately on the thick length.

Lachlan guided my hand to his cock, and I started stroking it. My saliva coated his flesh, making his easy for my hand to glide up and down his throbbing erection.

I wasn’t sure how much time passed while I was lost in the pleasure of being used, but suddenly, Warren and Lachlan both stepped back out of reach. Then Michael grabbed my waist and lifted me off his lap, and I whined when his cock slipped out and left me feeling empty. He hadn’t even filled me with his cum yet.

He stood with me still in his arms, then settled me on my feet.

“Get down on your knees, pretty slut. We are going to make you look even prettier.”

Even though I wasn’t sure what he meant by that, I quickly lowered to my knees, anyway. The three men crowded around me, looking down at me as they jerked their cocks. From this angle, all I could see was the way their erections pulsed with their impending orgasms.

Michael gripped the hair on the top of my head with his free hand and tilted my head back, forcing me to look up at their faces.

“Open your mouth and hold out your tongue, Camille. We’re all going to feed you at the same time.”

I instantly obeyed, holding my tongue out as far as it would go in my eagerness for their cum. Lachlan was the first one to let out a loud groan as his sticky load splashed across my face, landing on my cheeks and my outstretched tongue. Warren quickly followed, his body shuddering as his cum coated my other cheek, a few droplets reaching my open mouth.

Michael kept his grip tight on my hair, holding me in the perfect position for him. I whimpered and shuffled closer to him on my knees, so fucking desperate to be covered in his cum, too.

“You look so damn pretty, Camille. Like a masterpiece. Are you ready for me to paint your face, too?”

I nodded my head quickly, unable to respond verbally with my tongue hanging out the way it was. His words made me squirm, and even though I knew my face was a mess, in that moment I felt beautiful and loved.

Michael’s body suddenly tensed, and a loud groan was ripped from somewhere deep in his chest as an orgasm swept over him. Rope after rope of cum splashed out over my face, and I allowed the seed of all three men to pool on my tongue, wanting to wait until they were all sated before I swallowed it down.

When he was finished, Michael looked down at me and nodded his head, panting hard while he watched me draw in my tongue and delight in the taste of all three men. I swallowed eagerly, letting out a soft moan as the salty flavour filled my senses.

“Go back to Julian now,” Michael commanded. “Show him what a pretty little slut you are when you’re covered in cum.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered before getting on my hands and knees to crawl over to my fiancé.

When I reached him, he tenderly stroked my cheek, smearing the cum into my skin.

“Such a good little slut,” he moaned softly. “And so beautiful. You made me proud today, babe. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, wrapping my arms around his legs and pressing as close to him as I could. Happiness filled me, knowing he loved me even when I was surrendering to these desires, and I was certain this was only the beginning of our exciting exploration together.
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Chapter One
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Ipulled my jacket closer around me while I waited for the car’s heating to start working. It was the middle of December and already dark outside even though it was only 7pm, and there was a very sharp chill in the air. Usually it was nights like these when I preferred to curl up under a blanket on the couch at home while reading a book or binging a TV show with my fiancé, Julian. But tonight it was Julian’s office Christmas party, and the boss was taking everyone out for a meal.

“So, who will be there tonight?” I asked, trying not to let my nervousness show.

Julian chuckled, but kept his eyes forward as he focused on the road ahead of us. “Lachlan will be there, and so will Warren and Michael. I believe you remember all those guys?” His lips curled up into a wicked grin, and I couldn’t help but squirm.

“Yes, I remember them well,” I answered with a little whimper.

Ever since we had got engaged, Julian had been helping me to gain more experience with men before the wedding came, and it was time for us to settle down. Before that, he had been the only man I’d slept with, but over the last few months, he had been getting much enjoyment out of sharing me with his friends.

The first time he’d shared me, it had been at a glory hole, and I’d pleased two men. Although I hadn’t realised it at the time, it was Warren and Michael, a couple of guys who he worked with. I’d loved the anonymity that had come with being used at a glory hole, as it had left me feeling sordid and dirty in the very best ways, but Julian had decided he wanted more. He wanted to see me being used without a partition in the way.

So the next time, he had invited his best friend Lachlan over to watch a game, but let’s just say that they had both been much more interested in me and the game on TV had been ignored.

The third time, I had stopped by to have lunch with Julian at his work one day, where I had ended up being shared by all three of his friends–Lachlan, Warren and Michael–while my fiancé had watched every minute of it.

I had to confess that I loved being Julian’s slut. I’d always been shy and kind of awkward, but there was something about all the attention I was now getting from him and his friends that had made me feel a lot more confident about myself. I felt desired and sexy in a way that I don’t think would have been possible if I were only getting attention from just one man. Plus, it seemed to have awakened a part of me I’d never known existed. Now I was spending more and more time thinking about how much I needed to be fucked, and I felt as though I was always wet and ready to be used. I had become insatiable, and Julian was doing everything he could to encourage this new development, including constantly teasing me about who he was going to have fuck me next.

“So, is that everyone?” I asked, thinking about what it would be like to sit around a table in a restaurant with them all, knowing that they all knew what I looked like naked.

“Oh, and Gareth, obviously. He’s the boss, so he’s the one picking up the tab tonight.”

“Of course,” I said, looking out the passenger side window. “It’s going to be strange going out for a nice dinner, knowing that most of the people know me quite... intimately.”

Julian laughed. “Then I probably shouldn’t tell you that I’m the only one bringing a guest tonight, so you are going to be the only woman there.”

I turned to stare at him, my mouth wide open. “But why? Don’t they have girlfriends or wives they can bring?”

“Nope. The only one who had a wife until recently was Gareth, but they’ve just been through a bit of a messy divorce. I’m sure having you there will bring a smile to his face and make him forget all about his problems, though.”

“Oh my god, are you planning something tonight, Julian?” I asked, unsure whether I was embarrassed or insanely aroused by the idea. It had been a few weeks since that time he and his friends had all used me in his office, and my body reacted instantly to the thought of being shared with a group of men once more.

“No, I swear I haven’t got anything planned besides having an enjoyable meal out with you, my colleagues, and my boss.” As I tried to work out if I was relieved or disappointed, he turned to flash me a wicked grin. “But if anything does start, I’m not going to try to stop it.”

I groaned and squirmed in my seat, feeling a familiar heat blossoming between my thighs. My panties were soaked, and my face burned with the knowledge that I desperately craved to be used tonight. And, the worst thing was that I was going to have to try to hide that while eating a civilised meal in a nice restaurant.

Julian placed his hand on my thigh and slid it up under my skirt. When his fingers brushed against my pussy, I let out a soft moan as his touch sent ripples of pleasure through me.

“What’s this?” he asked, sounding almost annoyed. “You came out wearing panties tonight?”

“I... ummm... of course. Why wouldn’t I?”

The stern tone of voice was making me fidget even more. It always turned me on when he let the more dominant side of his personality shine through, and this was no exception.

“Because what if something does happen tonight? My pretty little slut should be ready to be used instantly by any one of my friends. So take them off, Camille.”

“Right now?” I asked, my voice little more than a soft whimper.

“Yes, babe. I want you to take your panties off right now. You want to be ready for my friends, don’t you?”

I moaned and nodded, before tugging up my skirt and wriggling out of the pretty lace panties I’d chosen for tonight. As soon as they were off, Julian brought his hand back between my thighs, while keeping his other hand firmly on the steering wheel. He kept his eyes on the road as he easily slipped two fingers inside my dripping wet pussy.

Instinctively, I spread my legs wider apart for him, and he rewarded me by moving his fingers in and out of me, fucking me with the digits.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels good.”

“I know, baby,” Julian replied, his voice soft. “My pretty little slut needs to be fucked hard, doesn’t she?”

“God, yes,” I moaned, wondering if there would be enough time before we arrived at the restaurant for me to cum.

“Maybe you’ll be a lucky slut tonight, babe. Maybe you’ll get a chance to please all my friends for me.”

I writhed in my seat, working myself against his fingers as he pumped them in and out of my greedy cunt. His touch ignited a fire that always seemed so close to consuming me, and I dropped my head back to let out a loud moan.

The car slowed as we reached the restaurant, and Julian turned into the car park and manoeuvred into a spot without ever once slowing the pumping of his fingers. To my surprise, Lachlan stepped out of the car beside us and opened my car door, even though I was nowhere near ready to get out yet. He crouched beside me, taking a moment to see what was happening, before he slipped a hand inside my jacket and groped my breasts through my clothing.

I moaned and arched my back, pushing my tits further into his hand. The wet sounds rising from my sopping pussy were embarrassingly clear, and Lachlan grinned at me.

“I always love seeing you so desperate for attention, Camille. It’s beautiful.”

Before I could respond, Lachlan was leaning into the car to crash his lips against mine. I kissed him back desperately, while their hands on me pushed me ever closer to the brink. It didn’t bother me that we were in the middle of a car park, or that anybody might come along and see us. Literally, the only thing I cared about was the way these two men made me feel.

The pressure built inside me until the only thing I could do was explode. I moaned loudly on Lachlan’s lips as I got swept away by my orgasm, with waves of intense pleasure wracking my body until it became difficult to even draw in a breath. My pussy quivered and clenched around Julian’s fingers, but he continued with the same brutal pace that had my entire body spasming with bliss. Lachlan’s hands on my tits added to the pleasure as my nipples became rock hard. Even through my layers of clothing, each brush of his hand against those sensitive buds sent ripples of pleasure all the way down to my clit.

Julian wrung out as much pleasure from me as he could before gently slipping his fingers out of me. He brought those wet digits up to my mouth, where I eagerly parted my lips and sucked them clean.

“Oh look, here comes the boss,” Lachlan said as he stood up beside our car.

Julian quickly pulled his fingers from my mouth and leaned in to brush his lips quickly against mine. “Let’s go, babe. Ready to meet my boss?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Look at me!” I squealed. “I look like a mess.”

He grinned back at me. “You do not! You just look a little dishevelled, in a sexy way, of course. He’ll think you are beautiful, just like the rest of us do.”

I eyed him sceptically, but figured I would slip into one of the bathrooms once we were inside so I could straighten myself out.

“I don’t believe you, but let’s go, anyway. I’m hungry.”

We both got out of the car and followed Lachlan over towards their boss. He smiled at me as soon as he saw me coming closer, and he gave me the kind of predatory look that created a heat between my thighs despite the fact that I’d literally just had an orgasm.

He reached for one of my hands and enclosed it in both of his. “You must be Camille, Julian’s beautiful wife-to-be. I’ve heard so much about you, so it’s a pleasure to finally meet you. I’m Gareth.”

I smiled at Gareth, but I felt my face burn as I wondered what exactly he had heard about me. All the other men working in their office had made use of me on at least a couple of occasions, and it wouldn’t be unreasonable to think I might be the source of some office gossip.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too, Gareth. Thanks for taking us all out for dinner tonight.”

“Well, it’s the Christmas season. It’s a time to celebrate! Now let’s go inside. It’s freezing out here.”

Gareth looped my hand through his arm and led me into the restaurant, while Julian and Lachlan followed behind us.
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Chapter Two
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As soon as we entered, the waitress led us to a private room where Michael and Warren were already waiting for us. There was just one large table in the middle of the room, and a Christmas tree in one corner, which was brightly decorated with a multitude of colourful ornaments. Fairy lights hanging from the ceiling completed the festive look and added a warm glow to the room.

Both Michael and Warren rushed over to greet me with hugs and cheek kisses, and all the attention left me feeling a little flustered. Gareth was watching me with a dark look in his eyes that left me feeling almost certain he knew what I had done with all the other men.

We all got seated, and I found myself between Julian and Gareth. I fidgeted a little in my chair as I listened to all the guys start talking about office stuff. They worked in real estate, and I soon lost interest as they discussed buildings I’d never seen and people I’d never met.

I felt a warm hand come to rest on my thigh, and when I realised it was Gareth’s hand and not my fiancé’s, I let out a small whimper. He gave my leg a gentle squeeze, and I lifted my gaze to his. Gareth was staring intently at me in a way that stole my breath.

He leaned in close to me, brushing his lips against my ear. “I hear all my employees have been enjoying you immensely, my dear. Not that I’m surprised. You are a deliciously beautiful woman. I know I’d enjoy you too if I were ever allowed that privilege.”

“I... ummm... thank you, Gareth.” I had no idea what else to say to such a compliment, and he had confirmed what I’d already suspected–that he knew all about the things I had been getting up to recently.

Julian leaned in on my other side. “I can’t believe it’s only a month until she’ll be my wife. I feel so damn lucky to have such a sexy woman as mine.”

Gareth grinned. “You are a lucky man indeed, Julian. I think I might even be a little jealous.” He turned his attention to me for a moment and flashed me a wicked grin.

“Oh, there’s no need to be jealous. Camille loves being shared around. In fact, Camille, why don’t you get under the table and show Gareth how much you love being a pleasing little slut for me?”

I whimpered and felt my face flush an even deeper shade of red. Glancing around, I saw all eyes were now on me, and all the men had the same eager expressions on their faces. The ache between my thighs was getting so damn intense, making the desire to be used grow even stronger. I only hesitated for a second, before realising that we were in a private room and the door had been closed. Nobody would see me under the table sucking off my fiancé’s boss.

I slipped under the table, getting into position on my knees in front of Gavin. He reached under the table to stroke my hair while I made quick work of opening his pants and sliding my hand inside to gently pull out his cock. It was already semi-hard, and it was big, even though he wasn’t even fully hard yet. My cunt twitched in excitement at the thought of feeling this huge dick inside her, but I didn’t even know if that would be possible here in the restaurant. I would just have to be satisfied with sucking hungrily on it instead.

Keeping my hand wrapped around the thick base, I leaned in to swirl my tongue around the head. I heard a groan emerge from somewhere above me, and I lifted my gaze, only just able to look into his eyes past the edge of the table.

Gareth nodded his head, encouraging me to do more, and I was all too happy to oblige. I parted my lips wide and slid them down over his shaft, taking his cock into my mouth. My lips only reached halfway before the head was pushing at the entrance to my throat, making me gag softly.

“Slowly, little slut,” he moaned. “Take your time and worship my cock.”

I whimpered quietly around the thick meat in my mouth, but I dragged my lips back up his shaft until only the tip was in my mouth. Slowly, I bobbed my head in his lap, taking him a little deeper with each downward motion while I suckled greedily. His cock was fully hard now, and I’d never sucked such a big dick before, but it felt perfect. Being in service to such a massive cock just made me feel like even more of a slut, and all I ever wanted these days was to be the perfect whore for Julian.

Gareth tangled his fingers in my long hair and used his hold on me to slowly guide my head up and down. Recently I’d become used to having my mouth fucked hard, knowing that my purpose was to be used for the pleasure of men, but Gareth didn’t seem to be in any kind of rush to get himself off. Judging by the moans coming from above the table, he was just enjoying having a hot, wet mouth on his dick.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Julian had unzipped his pants and pulled out his own cock. He was rock hard and stroking his erection.

Gareth must have noticed the direction of my gaze. “It’s not just Julian jerking off while you suck me, Camille. Look the other side too.”

I shifted slightly so I could look towards where Warren was sitting on the other side of Gareth. Sure enough, he was jerking his cock hard and fast, and I couldn’t stop staring at the way it was throbbing in his hand. I let out another little whimper, the sound muffled completely by Gareth’s cock and the way I was sucking on it greedily.

“Actually, I think all the men are jerking off, Camille. I imagine they would all love a chance to have your talented little mouth making them feel good.”

I whimpered, and Gareth gripped my hair tighter in his fist before pulling me up off his cock. My gaze instantly dropped to his throbbing erection, and I licked my lips, already missing the feel of him in my mouth.

“Go to Warren,” Julian commanded. “I am sure you will have more time to please Gareth a little later.”

“Fuck, yes,” Gareth moaned as he wrapped his hand around his dick and started jerking it again. “Next time, though, I’ll be using that wet little pussy of hers.”

While my fiancé and his boss discussed how I would be used, I crawled to Warren under the table. Seeing as his cock was already out and already hard, all I had to do was slide my lips down over him and start sucking hungrily. His flesh was slick with precum, and the musky taste of his arousal filled my senses immediately.

I stroked my lips up and down his length, feeling him throbbing in my mouth from my attention. Soft gagging noises emerged from me as I swallowed him desperately, craving every fucking inch of his cock.

Suddenly, the door to our private room opened, and I heard footsteps entering. I made a move to pull away from Warren’s cock, but he placed his hand on my head and held me there. A conversation started above the table when all the men placed their orders with the waitress, including Warren, who did a good job of sounding as if there wasn’t a woman currently under the table sucking gently on his dick. Julian ordered for me, although I was pretty certain I’d be happier staying under the table for my feast. I couldn’t help but notice how all the guys continued playing with their cocks while she was in the room with us, although they had slowed their pace to make sure it wasn’t too obvious they were all jerking off.

After a few minutes, the woman disappeared again, and the room almost instantly filled with moans as everyone continued frantically stroking their dicks. Except for Warren, of course. His cock was still in my mouth, and I let out a moan of relief that I could get back to feasting hungrily without fear that the waitress would have heard me.

I was so ravenous that I made myself choke on his cock in my eagerness to swallow down every inch of him. He was throbbing wildly, and I could tell he was close, but before I got a chance to make him explode in my mouth, he pulled me off his cock.

“Good girl,” he groaned softly. “I love how you are always so hungry for cock. But it’s Michael’s turn now, so off you go.”

The way the men were all ordering me around the table was so hot it had my cunt dripping. My inner thighs were soaked as I crawled towards Michael.

“That’s it,” Julian said. “Make me proud, babe. Show all my friends how much you love being shared around by the man you love.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, before taking Michael’s cock into my mouth.

I sucked desperately on his thick length, unable to get enough of him in my frenzied state. Michael gripped my hair hard in his hand and pushed my head all the way down until my nose was pressed against his coarse hair, then he lifted me up again, repeating the motion over and over again as he took complete control and used my mouth as if it was nothing more than a fleshlight.

Wet, sloppy sounds came from my mouth, and drool leaked from my lips as I kept them stretched wide around his shaft. My pussy was almost throbbing with its need for some attention too, and I had to fight the urge to reach down and play with my clit. Somehow, knowing that I was being a pleasure toy for my fiancé and his friends was so much hotter when I was left wanting and craving. The ache between my thighs just made me even more desperate for their cocks.

Michael pulled me up off his dick, leaving me gasping for air while saliva leaked down onto my shirt.

“You are such a good little cocksucker, Camille. Now go over to Lachlan. It’s his turn to use that mouth of yours.”

I whimpered and crawled over to Lachlan, who was already frantically jerking his cock. I could see precum trickling down the length of his shaft and coating his hand. He released his grip on his dick and held his hand out to me.

“Lick it clean first,” he commanded. “Then you can have my cock.”

Without hesitation, I began licking his fingers, dragging my tongue along the digits to clean up the precum. The taste just made me even more hungry, and I was disappointed that nobody had fed me their cum yet. But that also gave me hope that they weren’t finished with me yet. Maybe they would all fuck me once I’d sucked them off.

When Lachlan pulled his hand away, I lunged for his cock and slipped my mouth down over it, too hungry to even wait for him to tell me it was time to suck him. I gripped the base of his cock, holding it steady while I stroked my lips up and down his shaft, sucking desperately on his flesh. My cheeks caved in, and I knew I was making loud slurping noises, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. Literally, the only thing I cared about was that I had a big hard dick in my mouth that was throbbing with its need for my attention.

Lachlan brought both hands to the back of my head, gripping my hair in his fingers as he helped guide my movements.

“Let go, beautiful,” he growled through gritted teeth. “I want you taking every inch of my dick. I know you can do it.”

I quickly released my grip on his shaft, and he pushed me all the way down on his cock. It made me cough and splutter as his erection filled and stretched my throat, but I didn’t fight it. I surrendered completely, relaxing my throat as much as I could so I could take him. He held me there for a long moment, until I began squirming as a slight panic filled me, then he pulled me up again, letting me catch my breath.

“Good girl. That’s enough for now, beautiful. Go to Julian now.”

With a whimper, I crawled to my fiancé and reached for his cock, but he pushed my hand away. “Dinner will be arriving soon, so come sit up here again, babe.”

I tried to ignore the disappointment I felt as I crawled out from under the table and got settled once more in my chair. Even though I was feeling famished, it wasn’t food I wanted.

Just as I got seated, the door to our room opened and a couple of servers entered, carrying our plates of food. I squirmed in my chair as I noticed Julian call over our waitress and whisper something in her ear while he handed her some money. She nodded her head, smiled, and backed out of the room with the other server before closing the door.

Everyone at the table looked over at Julian, wondering what had just happened.

“I asked them not to come in here again for a while, until one of us goes to fetch them,” he said, looking at me with a smug grin on his face.
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Chapter Three
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All eyes were on me once more, and judging by the way their bodies were shuddering, I had to guess that they were all back to jerking off under the table. If we had the room to ourselves for a while, Julian was obviously planning something for me, and my greedy little pussy quivered in anticipation of what was to come.

“Where would you like me, then?” I asked Julian, turning my gaze to him and realising that he looked almost as frenzied with lust as I felt.

“Well,” he responded, “Gareth is the only one here who hasn’t had an opportunity to fuck you yet, so why don’t you ask him that question? It’s only fair he gets to use you first.”

I turned towards Gareth, mouth open as I prepared to repeat my question, but he wrapped a strong arm around my waist and pulled me into his lap before I could say anything.

“This seems like the perfect place for you right now, don’t you think?”

I whimpered and nodded my head, squirming in his lap as my position straddling his thighs forced my skirt to ride up enough that I could feel his hard cock pressing against my pussy. It felt too perfect, and I couldn’t resist the urge to rock my hips, grinding the length of my slit along the belly of his cock. It was throbbing, pressing insistently against my wet folds as if seeking permission to enter.

A loud growl rumbled from somewhere deep inside Gareth’s chest as he watched me grind against him with wanton abandon. “Slide down on my cock, little slut. There’s no need to hold back with me. I can see how badly you need to be fucked.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered, the words coming out so quietly I would have been surprised if he’d heard it over the sounds of everyone moaning.

I reached down and gently gripped the base of his cock, holding it steady as I lined it up with my dripping entrance and slid down onto him. He let out a loud moan. “Fuck, Camille. You are so wet and so fucking tight. Your pussy feels so damn perfect.”

Gareth gripped the hem of my skirt and pulled it up even further, so that the garment was around my waist. Then he gripped my ass cheeks hard, digging his fingers into the flesh while he helped me bounce on his cock.

“I’m happy to see you are a good little slut who doesn’t wear panties,” he said, his voice breathless already as it hissed out through gritted teeth.

My face flushed as I remembered what had happened in the car, and I made a mental note not to bother wearing panties any time I went out with Julian in the future.

“Can you believe she tried wearing panties, Gareth?” my fiancé said with a small laugh. “But I realised it in the car on the way here and I made her take them off.”

Gareth grinned at me. “You don’t need panties. This perfect little cunt of yours should be available at all times.”

“I’m sorry,” I whimpered.

Gareth just grinned at me, and his food went ignored while I rode his cock. He ripped open my shirt, sending a few buttons flying across the room, and made quick work of mauling my tits through the lace bra I was wearing. My nipples were rock hard, with tingles spreading outwards from the little buds whenever his fingers brushed against them. His touch only made me even more frantic with lust, and I couldn’t control the urge to bounce harder on his cock.

His dick felt so damn good every time I impaled myself on it fully, and he flexed his hips beneath me, pushing himself deeper each time I slammed myself down against him. Our moans were loud in the room, and so was the sound of our flesh slapping together with our desperate movements. My pussy was already quivering around his cock as an orgasm threatened to overwhelm me.

Gareth gripped the lace cups of my bra and pulled them downwards, letting my tits fall free. He instantly gripped those mounds of flesh in his powerful hands, squeezing them together as he leaned in to take a nipple into his mouth. I cried out in surprise as his teeth grazed against the hard little bud, sending lightning bolts of sensation shooting through my body.

I could hear the men around us moaning, and I had to imagine they were all stroking their cock while they watched me ride their boss’s cock. But I couldn’t bring myself to turn around to find out. Gareth held my gaze with his blue eyes and refused to let go. I was mesmerised, staring down at him as he moved back and forth between my breasts, sucking and biting both nipples. He wasn’t being gentle, and I didn’t want him to be. Everything from his rough hands and mouth to the way his huge cock stretched my pussy so wide it was almost painful all made me so fucking desperate to cum.

I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer, and I wanted him to cum with me. Squeezing my inner walls, I clamped tight around him as I slammed my hips against his at a brutal pace. He groaned and moved his hands back down to my ass to grip it tight, pulling me down harder onto his cock even as he pumped his hips upwards.

It all became too much for me, and waves of pleasure consumed me. My entire body filled with an intense heat as an orgasm swept over me, making me shudder and moan. But even through my pleasure, I was aware of Gareth’s cock pulsing wildly within my cunt while he pumped hard and fast into me, filling me with his cum.

“Yes!” I cried out, needing his pleasure as desperately as I needed my own.

Gareth’s moans were muffled as he feasted on my tits, causing the sounds to vibrate against the nipple in his mouth.

Even when my orgasm had faded, he kept moving me up and down with his hands on my ass, using my body until he’d completely emptied himself inside me. When he was finished, he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in close to his body, giving me a moment to catch my breath.

“Fuck,” he groaned under his breath before turning to look at Julian. “Please tell me you’re going to start bringing her into the office more often. I think I’m going to need more of her in the future.”

“I’d be happy to, boss. I can bring her in a couple of times a week and share her around if you want?”

“That would be fucking perfect, Julian. Thank you.”

I squirmed in Gareth’s lap, feeling his cock still buried inside me. Julian hadn’t bothered asking my permission to take me regularly into his office and share me with his colleagues, but then he didn’t need it. I’d happily go along and be a good little slut for him and his friends. We’d talked about doing this up until the wedding, which was only a month away, so I wanted to have as much filthy fun as I could before that day.

Gareth patted me gently on the bottom. “I think there are other men wanting you. Off you go, pretty slut.”

With a whimper, I lifted up off his cock, whining softly as I was suddenly left feeling so empty. I turned around to face the other men all sat around the table, waiting for somebody to call me over to them or for Julian to command me where to go next.

After barely a second had passed, Lachlan was patting his lap for me. “Over here, beautiful. I want that sloppy pussy of yours on my cock now.”

Without hesitation, I weaved my way over to him and straddled his lap. As I lowered myself down, he lined up his cock perfectly, so that I slid directly down onto him. I let out a moan as he filled me, and I started moving up and down instantly.

From beside me, I felt Julian leaning in closer to growl in my ear. “You are being such a good girl for us, Camille. I fucking love watching you like this.”

I whimpered, then took a sharp intake of breath as something cold touched upon my asshole. It took me a second to realise that it was Julian smearing lubricant around that tight hole.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’m just getting you ready for the next guy.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered, slowing my movements so that Julian could prepare my ass.

Lachlan grinned at me as he brought a hand up into my hair, gripping those long locks tight to tilt my head down to his. “I think Michael wants to take your ass, beautiful, and he’s looking mighty impatient. But I’m nowhere close to being finished with you yet. Think you can take us both at the same time?”

A loud groan emerged from somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach. “Yes,” I moaned. “I... I think I can.”

It wouldn’t be my first time having both holes taken at the same time, and I’d enjoyed it so much that I was eager for it to happen again.

“Good girl,” Julian moaned in my ear. “I’m going to enjoy watching this.” He leaned back in his seat, taking his rock hard cock back into his hand and stroking it while he stared intently at me.

Now his hand wasn’t near my ass; I was free to move as much as I desired. I bounced hard and fast on Lachlan’s cock, riding him frantically. My pussy was already quivering around his hard length, signalling that another orgasm was on the horizon.

But then I felt a large hand on my shoulder and I stilled my movements once more. Looking over my shoulder, I realised Michael was standing behind me, pumping his cock in his hand. Judging by the way his hard flesh was glistening, he had applied lube to his dick as well.

“Ready for me too, little slut?”

“Oh god, yes,” I whimpered, holding still while he crouched down behind me.

I felt the head of his cock pressing against my tight entrance and I held my breath as he pushed gently. A gasp escaped me as he slowly entered my rear, my muscles stretching around him as he pushed deeper and deeper. I closed my eyes, sinking further into ecstasy with each extra inch inside me. God, it really did feel so fucking good, and my entire body felt as if it was lighting up with fireworks.

Both Lachlan and I remained motionless until Michael was balls deep inside my ass. The only movement was Lachlan’s thumb as it brushed back and forth over one of my hardened nipples, adding to the stimulation that was making me thrum with arousal.

After a long moment where I focused on breathing and relaxing around both the cocks inside me, Michael began to slowly move his hips. Each thrust of his cock forced my hips to move forward, which, in turn, caused me to move on Lachlan’s cock. Ripples of pure bliss surged through me with each thrust Michael made, as I felt both cocks moving slightly within me, reaching pleasure centres I’d never even known existed.

I didn’t even have to do anything as both Lachlan and Michael ground their hips, moving in a slow and steady rhythm that soon had me panting and moaning.

Suddenly, Warren was standing behind Lachlan’s chair, right in front of me, with his hard dick in his hand. He brought his free hand up to tangle in my hair, and he tilted my head back until I was looking up at him.

“I couldn’t help but notice you had a hole that wasn’t being used. Mind if I fix that for you?”

Rather than answering with words, I simply opened my mouth to offer him my one remaining hole. Warren took another step closer and slid the head of his dick past my lips. I sealed around him instantly, sucking hungrily on his hard length as he pumped his hips.

I closed my eyes and moaned loudly, savouring the sensations of having all three holes fucked at the same time. It was fucking heavenly, and I was almost certain I was growing addicted to being used by multiple men all at once.

“God,” I heard Gareth moan. “Your girl really is a greedy little slut, isn’t she?”

“Yep,” Julian replied. “Isn’t she so damn perfect?”

“Definitely. Any man would be proud to have such a hot woman as their own.”

The praise made my face burn a little, but it wasn’t like I could react to it. Not with the way Warren was fucking my mouth with his hand on the back of my head to make sure I couldn’t pull away. At the same time, Michael and Lachlan were both thrusting their hips, picking up the speed as they pumped into my lower holes.

Lachlan cupped my bare tits in his hands, kneading them roughly to add even more stimulation to my overwhelmed body. My pussy was quivering around his dick as I got closer to my release, which made me moan loudly around Warren’s cock. They were all grunting with an animalistic ferocity as they thrust hard and fast into my willing body.

Michael was the first one to fall over the precipice into ecstasy, his entire body going still for a moment before he began jack hammering my ass hole. He roared loudly as his seed poured into that tight hole, his hands gripping my shoulders tight as he thrust mercilessly.

Hearing his pleasure, and feeling my ass fill with the warmth of his release, was too much for me, and I quickly followed behind him into an orgasm. I couldn’t help but scream around Warren’s dick as the pleasure consumed me, filling me until I felt I was going to burst at the seams.

Suddenly, Lachlan’s cries rose into the air as he surrendered to his own climax. His body shuddered beneath mine while he pumped his hips frantically, pumping me full of his cum.

Warren was the only one left, and even though I was exhausted, I was determined that I needed to please him, too. I sucked hungrily on his throbbing cock, while I remained seated in Lachlan’s lap, both of my holes still stuffed full even though neither of the men were completely hard anymore.

Michael placed his hand on the back of my head from his position behind me, and he gripped my hair hard. With his tight hold on me, he guided my head back and forth to pleasure his friend’s dick with my mouth. I shivered with lust, unable to get enough of this feeling of being a fuck toy for all these men.

After a minute or so, Warren succumbed to his own needs, and his seed pumped out over my tongue to slide down my throat. I swallowed desperately, needing to take every drop of his cum just as I’d taken every drop of Michael’s, Lachlan’s and Gareth’s so far tonight. I was greedy, and I was not at all ashamed of that fact.

When he was finished, Warren took a step back, letting his cock slip from my lips. A pathetic little whimper escaped me, which only grew louder as Michael moved away too, leaving my ass empty.

As I remained in Lachlan’s lap, Julian leaned closer and tenderly ran his fingers through my hair. I leaned into his touch, almost purring with contentment.

“You are amazing, Camille,” he said, and the amount of awe in his voice almost blew me away. “I love you.”

“I love you too, Julian,” I said, beaming at him despite the exhaustion that was now hitting me hard.

“I can’t wait until I put that ring on your finger next month, so I can really make you mine.”

I glanced around, seeing everyone watching us with smiles on their faces. I sure was going to miss being a little fucktoy for this group of men, but I was also so excited to finally marry Julian. He was everything I’d ever wanted in a husband, and I had no doubt we would be happy together. I leaned into him and wrapped my arms around his neck, holding onto him as he tenderly kissed the top of my head.
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Chapter One
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Ilet out a happy sigh as I collapsed into the back seat of the limo. My feet were killing me after standing all day in these heels, and all the dancing over the last few hours hadn’t helped with that either. Being able to take the weight off my feet was heavenly. Unfortunately, the ache in my cheeks from smiling so much wasn’t so easily fixed. Even now that I was alone with my new husband, Julian, I still couldn’t stop beaming from ear to ear.

“Did you have a good day, Mrs Watkins?” Julian asked me as he leaned in closer to kiss me briefly.

My smile only got wider as he called me by my married name.

“It was an amazing day. Thank you so much for everything, Mr Watkins.”

He grinned back at me, and this time when he kissed me, his lips lingered for longer against mine. An ache appeared instantly between my thighs as his body pressed against mine. If I wasn’t so aware of the fact the limo driver could see us, I would be straddling Julian’s lap and taking his cock inside me right now.

We’d been so busy over the last couple of weeks with wedding plans that we hadn’t even had a chance to be intimate with each other, and my body was desperate for some attention. It didn’t help that Julian hadn’t even shared me with any of his friends since his office Christmas party a month ago.

When we’d got engaged, he’d promised to help me gain more experience with other men since he was the only man I’d ever been with, and it would be too late for that after we were married. So he had been sharing me around with all his friends and colleagues at every available opportunity, and I’d found myself in the centre of a gangbang more than once during that time. But I was a married woman now, so all of that was going to have to stop.

I tried to ignore the disappointment I felt about that. It wasn’t that I didn’t love Julian. I was crazy about him. It was just that it had been so much fun I hadn’t wanted it to end. But at least I had lots of very steamy memories to look back on.

Pulling my attention back to Julian, I cupped his face in my hands and deepened the kiss, allowing him to probe my mouth with his tongue. I suckled hungrily on the appendage, and my husband let out a low growl.

He pulled back slightly to whisper against my lips. “You are such a hot little slut. I can’t wait to claim your body properly tonight now that you are my wife.”

Unable to help myself, I whimpered quietly, and squirmed as the heat between my thighs grew even more intense.

“I need you inside me,” I moaned as quietly as I could, not wanting the driver to overhear me.

“Don’t worry. I will be fucking you soon, Mrs Watkins. In fact, if I have my way, you’re going to be sore as hell tomorrow and having trouble walking.” He flashed me a wicked grin, and I let out a soft groan.

“Thank god,” I whimpered. “I hate that we’ve been too busy lately to give each other that kind of attention.”

“I know,” Julian said, his face turning serious again. “I can imagine you’ve been feeling neglected. But tonight is going to be all about you, and then we have got two weeks in Italy for our honeymoon. We’ll have nothing to do but eat glorious food and fuck each other senseless.”

I giggled softly and nodded. “That does sound like the perfect way to spend those two weeks.”

The limo slowed down, and when I looked out the tinted windows, I realised we were at the hotel already. We stopped, and then I gathered up my long skirts in my arms while I waited for the driver to rush around and open the door for me. When he held out his hand for me, I gratefully took it as I stepped out of the car. It was hard to do some things with this dress on, but I had to admit I was reluctant to take it off. I’d felt like a beautiful princess all day, and I wasn’t ready for that to end yet.

Julian and I went into the hotel, and I admired the lobby while he checked us in. It was a huge place with lots of shiny marble and dark wood. I could only begin to imagine how much even one night here must have cost, but Julian had insisted on taking care of everything about our wedding night and honeymoon by himself.

After a few minutes, we were heading upstairs, with Julian carrying both our overnight bags. Once we had found our room on the second floor, I opened the door with the card key we had been given downstairs. I jumped in surprise as I realised the light was on and there was somebody sitting in the armchair by the window. In my shock, it took me a moment to realise who it was.

“Lachlan!” I squealed. “What are you doing here?”

My heart was pounding, and my first thought was that maybe Julian had invited him along for some fun on our wedding night. After all, Lachlan was his best friend, and today was his best man, and Julian had shared me with him on several occasions. But we were married now, so surely that wouldn’t be the case.

“I asked him to come tonight, babe,” Julian told me, as he entered the room behind me, kicked the door shut, and dropped the bags on the floor. “But before we talk about that properly, I have another gift for you. Something very special.”

I turned to look at my husband, watching him curiously as he crouched down to retrieve a small parcel from his bag. Judging by the size of it, I had to guess that it was jewellery of some kind. Julian handed me the box with a smile on his face.

“Thank you,” I said breathlessly, surprised by this turn of events. I opened the box to find a beautiful gold chain with a heart pendant attached to it. “A bracelet? It’s beautiful, Julian! Thank you!”

I took the gold chain from the box, but he took it from me before I could put it on. “It’s not a bracelet,” he replied with a soft chuckle. “It’s an anklet.”

“Oh, sorry. It’s still beautiful though. I love it!”

Julian smiled at me, still holding the thin chain. “Do you understand the symbolism of an anklet, Camille?”

I shook my head, more curious than ever about what was going on now.

“An anklet is usually a symbol that a woman is a hotwife. A married woman who is allowed to do whatever she wants with other men, with her husband’s permission.”

“Oh,” was all I could think to say as my brain churned wildly in my attempt to process what was happening.

“Camille, I want you to be my hotwife. I want you to be free to fuck whoever you want whenever you want. All I ask is that there are no secrets between us. I would like you to tell me all about what you do, or even let me watch if I can. I’ve realised over the last few months that it drives me wild when you are being fucked by other men, and I don’t want that to stop just because we are married now. So will you be my hotwife?”

I stared at him in shock for a moment, before squealing and throwing myself into his arms. He laughed as he caught me and lifted me up off my feet. “I will be your hotwife on one condition, Julian.”

“And what is that condition?” he asked with a grin spreading across his lips.

“That you’ll keep sharing me with your friends, too.”

Julian groaned softly before pressing his lips to mine for a deep and hungry kiss. He pulled back only a few seconds later, but I was still left flushed and breathless.

“That’s a given, babe. After all, why do you think Lachlan is here tonight? Because it’s a special night, which means you deserve more attention than just one man can give.”

I whimpered, and Julian slowly lowered me back down onto my feet before crouching down in front of me. He still held the anklet in his hand, and I gripped my many layers of skirt and pulled them up to reveal my ankle to him. In moments, he had secured the gold chain and was standing in front of me once more.

“Now go to Lachlan, and let’s start our marriage the way we intend to carry on; with you being the sexiest and sluttiest hotwife a man could ever wish for.”

A soft groan emerged from somewhere deep inside me, and my core was already flooding with heat at the thought that the wild few months we’d just experienced together were going to last a lot longer. I stood up on my tiptoes to kiss his lips, before walking over to my husband’s best friend.

Lachlan watched me with a feral look in his eyes that had me whimpering continuously by the time I reached him. He took my hand and tugged it, causing me to fall into his lap.

“Is it wrong that all day, all I’ve been able to think about is how much I want to fuck you while you are still in your wedding dress?” he asked, grinning at me.

I giggled and shook my head. “No, Lachlan. There’s nothing wrong with that at all.” I whimpered and lowered my voice slightly before speaking again. “I like knowing that you fantasise about fucking me.”

Lachlan groaned and brought his hand up to cup my breast through the layers of silk and lace of my dress. “Some days it’s all I can fucking think about, Camille.” He turned his head towards Julian, directing his next words to my husband. “Please tell me I don’t have to take her out of this dress before I fuck her.”

Julian let out a guttural moan, and when I looked over at him, I saw he was already rock hard and stroking himself through his pants. “Fuck, no. Keep it on her for as long as you like.”

I squirmed in Lachlan’s lap, enjoying the way both men seemed so worked up already. Not that I could blame them for that. I was already desperate for them to start using me hard.

“I think your husband likes the idea of watching you being railed hard in the beautiful wedding dress that he paid a fortune for,” Lachlan said in a gruff voice. He was still kneading my tits roughly through my dress, and each touch was stoking the fire deep in my pussy.

“Just please fuck me, Lachlan,” I whimpered. The intense ache between my thighs was driving me crazy, and I needed a big hard cock inside me to make it go away.

The next thing I knew, Lachlan was standing with me in his arms, then carrying me over to the large four poster bed that was in the middle of the room. He threw me down onto it, then started stripping out of the suit he was still wearing from the wedding. I watched wide-eyed as he revealed more and more of his delicious body, and I couldn’t help but moan when he pushed down his pants to free his cock. It was rock hard and standing to attention in a way that had my cunt dripping with lust.

Lachlan got onto the bed and crawled on top of me before lowering himself down. With the kind of roughness I craved, he pulled down the top of my dress, lowering it down my shoulders until my tits were spilling free. He wasted no time and lowered his head as soon as my dusky pink nipples were on display. Taking one hard bud into his mouth, he sucked and nibbled on it, sending tendrils of lust throughout my body.

At the same time, I reached down to find Lachlan’s cock and wrap my fingers around it. He was already leaking so much precum that my hand instantly became slick with it, and I couldn’t help but moan as I thought about his essence dripping over the skirt of my wedding dress.

Lachlan moaned against my breast as I began slowly stroking his dick. Using his hands, he pushed my skirts up around my waist and settled himself between my legs. We were both so fucking frantic with our need for one another that we couldn’t wait any longer. I turned my head to look over at Julian as he sat on the edge of the bed, holding his gaze while I guided his best friend’s cock to my pussy. Lachlan easily slid deep as my juices lubricated the way for him.

All three of us moaned at the same time, and I squirmed beneath Lachlan with the sudden feeling of fullness. He let my nipple fall from his mouth as he repositioned himself between my legs so he was up on his knees. At this angle, I could feel the head of his cock even deeper inside me, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt anything so fucking perfect.

Lachlan readjusted all the layers of my skirt so he could grip my waist, then he started pounding hard and fast into my quivering pussy. I cried out with both surprise and pleasure as he fucked me harder than I’d been fucked in a long time. The fat head of his cock slammed deep inside me over and over until the force of his thrusts made it almost impossible for me to catch my breath.

My entire body shivered beneath Lachlan as intense sensations washed over me. This was exactly what I needed, and it felt just as good as I remembered.

Julian reached out to take hold of my hand in one of his. His other hand was wrapped around his erection, pumping it frantically. Even as my body was jolted repeatedly by Lachlan’s merciless thrusts, I untangled my fingers from Julian’s and reached out to take hold of his cock instead. I stroked him rapidly, repeating the pace he’d been using, and I moaned as I felt him throbbing in my hand.

Lachlan increased the speed of his thrusts, grunting through gritted teeth as he pounded me so hard I knew I would be feeling tender tomorrow. But I wasn’t going to complain. Instead, I brought my other hand to his ass, digging my nails into his muscular flesh as I tried to pull him even deeper.

That seemed to be enough to pull Lachlan over the edge, and he moaned loudly as he succumbed to his orgasm. His warmth filled my needy cunt, and that pulled me into ecstasy with him. I screamed out as wave after wave of pleasure wracked my body, making me feel as if fireworks were erupting within me. Through the sensations that consumed me, I was only just aware of Julian’s loud moans and the feel of his cum as it pumped out, then ran down his shaft to coat my hand.

The sounds of our moans were loud in the room as we all brought each other to orgasm. Then, when we were finished, Lachlan collapsed on top of me, pinning me to the bed with his weight. I wrapped one arm around him, while bringing my other hand to my lips to hungrily lick my husband’s cum from my skin.

A knock at the door surprised me, and my eyes widened as I looked at Julian. He grinned back at me.

“I hope you don’t mind, Mrs Watkins, but I invited a few other friends around to help us celebrate.”

Lachlan chuckled and lifted himself up on his elbows over me. “I hope you left some strength for the others, beautiful. It looks like you are going to need it.”
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Chapter Two
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Iwatched as Julian tucked his cock back in his pants and walked over to open the door. Cheers erupted as a group of men entered to see the bride in a compromising position with the best man. Two of Julian’s colleagues had arrived, Michael and Warren, along with their boss, Gareth. All these men had already fucked me before, the last time being at the Christmas party, so I doubt they were at all shocked to find me under Lachlan. Especially as I was now certain Julian had invited them around with the intention of sharing me with them, too.

“Congratulations, Mrs Watkins,” Gareth said as he leaned down to brush his lips against my forehead.

I beamed up at him. “Thank you, Gareth.”

At that moment, Lachlan lifted himself up off me, letting his cock slide free from my well-fucked pussy. All the men looked down at me, on my back in my wedding dress, with my breasts on display and my legs spread wide while the best man’s cum trickled out of me. It made me feel slutty, and like I needed even more. They stared at me as if I was a delicious treat they all wanted to devour, which only made the ache between my thighs even more intense.

Julian climbed onto the bed and sat with his back against the headboard. “Get on your hands and knees, Camille, facing me. It’s time for my other friends to use you now.”

I whimpered and did as I’d been told, rolling over and getting on all fours. My dress slipped back down into place, but Gareth quickly lifted it once more while he got onto the bed behind me. I let out a soft moan as I realised he would be the one to fuck me next. Gareth had only fucked me once in the past, at the Christmas party, but he had the biggest cock out of all the men I’d been with, and I had to admit I often found myself fantasising about him. I was glad that I wasn’t going to have to wait too much longer before I could feel his monster cock inside me again.

When I heard his zipper being lowered, I let out a soft moan, but that was quickly muffled by Julian leaning in to kiss me. He claimed my mouth hard, his tongue delving past my lips to tangle with my own. Suddenly, the fat head of Gareth’s cock was pushing against my pussy lips, forcing them to stretch around his girth as he slowly filled me. All I could do was moan on Julian’s lips as his boss claimed my needy little cunt.

Julian gripped my hair and tilted my head back slightly to break the kiss. “Good girl. Take all of Gareth’s cock. I know how much you’ve been missing it.”

I felt my face flush, knowing how true his words were. But then Gareth started pumping his hips, and it was suddenly impossible to feel any shame. My cunt gripped tight around his huge dick as he slammed it into me over and over, causing an intense white heat to radiate outward from my core. Gareth gripped my hair in his fist, instantly messing up the curls I’d spent so long perfecting that morning. He tugged hard, using his grip to pull me back on his cock, impaling me so deeply that it hurt a little. That pain only seemed to combine with the sensations of pleasure he created, making my head spin in the very best way.

Julian cupped my face from where he sat right in front of me, and his lips crashed against mine once more. His tongue brushed against my lips, and I opened eagerly for him so he could claim my mouth properly. Our tongues tangled in a passionate dance, and my moans flowed freely from my lips as his boss took me hard from behind.

I placed a hand on my husband’s thigh and ran it higher up his leg until my hand found his cock. It was already hard again, and I wrapped my fingers around the shaft to stroke it frantically. Gareth’s dick felt so damn good, stretching me wide and pounding deep, and I wanted to make Julian feel just as good.

But on one backward movement of his hips, Gareth didn’t stop, and he pulled out of me completely. A pathetic whining sound left me, and Julian swallowed it hungrily with his lips on mine. He hadn’t even cum inside me, so I couldn’t understand why he’d stopped.

I felt somebody getting on the bed behind me, and I tried to turn to see who was going to be fucking me next. But Julian kept his hands on my face, holding firmly so I couldn’t pull away from his greedy kisses.

The bulbous head of a cock brushed against my wet folds, and I held my breath as it slowly pushed forward to fill me again. I didn’t need to know whose dick it was to know that it felt damn near perfect inside me. Hands gripped my hips as the man behind me started railing me hard, using his hold on me to pull me roughly back onto his cock with each thrust.

Julian reached beneath me to grasp my tits in both his hands, stopping the voluptuous mounds of flesh bouncing as I got fucked mercilessly. My hard nipples grazed against his palm, sending bolts of pleasure shooting through my body.

I was already so close to the edge, and my cunt gripped the cock inside me even tighter as I prepared for my release. But before I could reach that blissful oblivion, I was left empty once more, and the man behind me climbed off the bed.

With Julian’s hands on my tits, he was unable to stop me as I broke the kiss and turned to see who it was that had just finished using me. Warren was just slipping off the bed, his cock glistening with my juices, and he bumped fists with Michael as if they were playing tag team with me. Just the thought of that made me whimper.

Michael got into the bed, grinning at me as I watched him over my shoulder. His cock was already in his hand, and he was pumping it to keep himself nice and hard for me. Julian pinched both nipples hard, forcing a gasp from my lips as I turned my attention back to him. His mouth was on mine once more, kissing me hard, as if I was the very oxygen he needed to survive.

At the same time, Michael slammed his hips forwards, plunging deep into my cunt with one hard thrust. I cried out against my husband’s lips as his friend pummelled my aching pussy relentlessly, making me dizzy with the need to cum. The wetness seeped from me, coating his cock and making it easy for him to take me as hard as he needed.

I pulled my head back just enough to break the kiss. “Please,” I moaned. “I need to cum. I’m going crazy. Just please make me cum.”

A hand suddenly landed hard on my ass, sending a loud crack ringing through the room. “Not yet, little slut. We decide when you cum, and we’re not ready to let that happen yet.”

I moaned softly. It felt as though the men had all worked out a plan beforehand and were now working together to bring that plan to life. The thought of them all sitting around talking about how they wanted to fuck me as a group was enough to push me even closer to the brink. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold on to my self-control. The need to cum was so fucking intense.

But then Michael pulled out of me as well, and I no longer had to worry that I might cum without permission. My poor pussy quivered, hating the feeling of being empty.

“Oh god, please,” I whined softly. My entire body was trembling with a pent-up need for release.

“Get on the floor and on your knees, Mrs Watkins,” Julian said with a huge grin on his face. “When I fuck my new bride, I want her covered in several loads of cum, and my friends are going to be kind enough to help me with that.”

A guttural moan was ripped from me as his words filled my mind with all kinds of sordid images. Without hesitation, I scrambled down from the bed and settled onto my knees, my wedding dress bunching up around me on the floor. All of a sudden, I was surrounded by four men; Michael, Lachlan, Gareth and Warren. They were all stroking their cocks as they stood around me, and it took all my willpower not to lean forward and take them into my mouth one by one.

Their moans filled the room, and I squirmed as I watched them jerking off frantically. Precum dripped, and cocks throbbed, and it was honestly one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. Especially knowing that I was the centre of attention, and that I would be the one gifted with multiple loads of cum.

“Cup your tits in your hands, love,” Julian growled from his spot just outside the circle. “Offer my friends a sexy target for their loads.”

I did as I was told, cupping my tits in my hands, lifting and squeezing them together at the same time while I remained transfixed by the sights and sounds all around me.

“Should I get undressed?” I asked my husband. “What if my dress gets messy?”

Julian laughed softly. “No way. I want to watch them covering you in cum while you’re in your wedding dress. And I want to fuck you while you’re still wearing it. You are my hotwife now, so it seems appropriate. And fucking hot.”

I moaned softly, but before I had a chance to say anything else, Warren stepped forward. Judging by the moans that were being torn from him, he was just about to cum. When the first rope of creamy white seed erupted from the tip of his cock, it splashed over my face and dripped down onto my bare tits. I quickly closed my eyes and opened my mouth, attempting to catch the remaining spurts on my outstretched tongue. I was only able to catch a few drops, though, as the rest covered my face and breasts.

Warren let out a groan as his body shuddered with his release; and when he was finished, he pushed the head of his cock into my mouth. I eagerly sucked and licked him clean before he stepped back and sat on the edge of the bed to watch the rest of the show.

I licked my lips, capturing as many stray drops of cum as I could, savouring the taste. Then Michael and Lachlan stepped forward, one on either side of me. Michael gripped my hair hard and tugged my head backwards so I was looking up at them.

“Open your mouth again, little slut. We’re both going to feed you now.”

Before he’d even finished speaking, my mouth was wide open and my tongue outstretched. Both men moaned loudly as they pumped their fists frantically up and down their throbbing shafts. I could see they were so close, and I squirmed in anticipation of the creamy treat I was just about to receive.

Almost at the same time, ropes of cum sprayed over me from both sides, much of it landing on my tongue while even more of it coated my cheeks and chin. It dripped from my chin down onto my tits, and I found myself lifting those mounds of flesh even higher in my attempt to make sure none of the cum got away.

Michael released his grip on my hair; then they both moved away, leaving only Lachlan and I in the centre of the hotel room. He was hard again, even though it wasn’t long since he’d last fucked me.

He growled softly as he looked down at me, and I was all too aware of what a mess I was, with three loads of cum already decorating my face.

“I’m going to paint your pretty face with one last load, and then I’m going to send you back to your husband so you can please him. Understood?”

I whimpered and nodded my head quickly, rising up a little higher on my knees in my eagerness for his cum.

“Good girl,” he groaned as he pumped his cock even faster in his fist. I watched as drops of precum oozed from the tip to drip down onto my wedding dress.

A soft moan escaped me, and I opened my mouth once more, a willing receptacle for Lachlan’s release. I only had to wait a few more moments before his warm cum splashed across my face, joining the mess that already coated my skin. Drops of it landed on my tongue, filling my senses with his musky taste. I closed my eyes and swallowed, before licking hungrily around my lips, trying to clean up as much of the cum as I could reach.

Lachlan leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Now go to Julian, beautiful. He’s been patiently waiting while we all used you, but now it’s his turn to claim his bride.”

I whimpered and nodded, then got onto my hands and knees to crawl over to my husband, who was sitting on the edge of the bed.
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As soon as I reached my husband, he gripped my hair and tugged me up onto my knees in front of him. He reached out, running a finger through the cum that covered my face, coating the digit with it before bringing it to my lips. I eagerly wrapped my lips around his finger, sucking and licking it clean.

Julian only let me suck for a moment, before he pulled his finger free and used his grip on my hair to guide my lips down to his cock. I moaned softly as I took him into my mouth, sucking hungrily on his hard length. He was throbbing in my mouth, no doubt excited by all the things he’d just witnessed.

I lost control, desperate to show him how much I craved him, and how much I appreciated him turning me into his hotwife. My cheeks caved in as I sucked hard, sliding my lips all the way down his shaft to engulf the entire length of him in the wet heat of my mouth.

Julian moaned loudly and began thrusting his hips, fucking my throat in exactly the way I needed. My pussy was on fire, burning with a need for relief, but knowing I was pleasing my husband and making him feel good was more than enough for me.

“Ummm, do you want us to go?” I heard Lachlan say from the edge of the room.

Even if I’d wanted to answer, I couldn’t with a mouth full of cock.

“No,” Julian answered instead, his voice already breathless. “I’ve watched you guys fuck Camille countless times. It’s only fair that you get to watch me fuck her for a change.”

I moaned around his cock, squirming as I realised we were going to have an audience as he took me for the first time as his wife.

Julian tangled both hands in my hair, guiding my head up and down in his lap as he thrust into my mouth. Saliva leaked from my lips as they stretched wide around his thick shaft, soaking his dick with the slick juices. My moans were muffled completely as my new husband took what he needed from me.

“Fuck, Camille,” he groaned, his voice coming out as something entirely feral.

I squirmed on my knees, growing more aroused the more he seemed to be enjoying my mouth. He was throbbing wildly each time he pushed deep into my throat, and I was almost certain he was going to cum soon. I sucked harder, craving that salty treat, and his moans grew even louder.

“Careful, little slut,” he growled. “If you make me cum like this, I won’t be able to fuck you the way you really need. You want to cum on my cock, don’t you?”

With a whimper, I tried to nod my head, desperate to show him how much I needed that. But the frantic movement of his thrusts made it almost impossible to do that. I just had to hope he knew how desperately I needed to be fucked and to be allowed to cum.

He gave one last hard thrust into my mouth before pulling me up off his cock, leaving me gasping for air.

“Please fuck me,” I moaned, my words barely audible as I sucked in huge gulps of air. Drool was dripping from my chin to land on my pretty dress, but I couldn’t bring myself to care at that moment. All I wanted was to feel his cock pounding my needy little cunt.

“Oh, I intend to, Mrs Watkins,” he said, grinning down at me.

Julian gripped my arm and helped pull me up to my feet, only for him to push me down onto the bed. I landed on my back, bouncing slightly for a few seconds before coming to rest. He pushed my legs wide apart and lowered his face between them, and that moment where his tongue first brushed against my cunt was almost enough to send me over the brink into my orgasm.

I let out a loud moan and reached down to grip his hair. My body shuddered involuntarily as he lapped between my thighs, dragging the flat of his tongue over my wet slit over and over. It occurred to me that he’d never gone down on me after another man had cum inside me before, but Lachlan had filled me with cum a little earlier in the evening. This new act made me squirm and wriggle against Julian’s tongue, sending tingles radiating outward from my cunt.

After a few moments, he brought his mouth to my clit, sealing his lips around it while his tongue flicked against the swollen bud. My back arched up off the bed, loud moans escaping me as intense sensations consumed me. I turned my head towards the other guys. They were all lined up along one wall, idly stroking their cocks as they watched me with hungry eyes. Their attention combined with my husband’s expert mouth on my cunt was enough to send me over the edge into the release I’d been needing so desperately.

I screamed while my orgasm washed over me, sweeping me up in a pleasure so intense that it consumed me completely. My body shuddered violently, and I tugged hard enough on Julian’s hair that he let out a yelp against my pussy. He didn’t stop what he was doing, though. He sucked and licked on my little button until it became so sensitive I had to push him away.

I remained laid on my back while Julian crawled up the bed, laying himself down on top of me. Spreading my legs wide for him, I gave him the most blatant invitation I could think of.

“Please, Julian,” I moaned, and to my relief, he slammed his hips forwards, spearing me with his hard cock. “Yes! Fuck me, please just fuck me,” I cried out, coaxing a loud growl from my husband.

He pumped his hips mercilessly, slamming his dick into my pussy as it still quivered with little aftershocks from my previous orgasm. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, ignoring the way the wedding dress tangled up around us.

Julian pushed harder and faster with each thrust, bringing his hand under my ass to tilt my hips at just the right angle that the swollen head was rubbing against that sweet spot deep inside me. His other hand came up to grip my chin, forcing me to look into his eyes while he took me roughly.

Another orgasm was building steadily inside me, filling my body with heat once more.

“I love you,” I moaned out, the words coming out stilted as my body rocked with his forceful thrusts.

“I love you too, Camille. You are mine now. All fucking mine.” His voice was a breathless growl that sent shivers down my spine.

He slammed harder into me, jack hammering my pussy with a ferocity I couldn’t ever remember him showing before. It felt so fucking good that another orgasm rushed up on me, swallowing me whole as I clenched hard around his cock, increasing the intensity of my pleasure.

Julian nuzzled his face into the side of my neck and let out a loud roar as he found his own release, his body tensing for a long moment before he began thrusting erratically again. I clung tightly to him, losing myself in my orgasm as he filled me with his cum. Beneath him, I bucked my hips, squeezing my inner walls around him to draw out the pleasure even longer for both of us.

We kept up our frantic movements until we were completely spent, then we held each other while we tried to catch our breath.

The sound of a throat being cleared from the other side of the room reminded me that we had an audience, and I turned my head to look over at them, feeling my face flush as my old shyness suddenly reappeared.

Gareth stepped forward. “Thank you so much to both of you for sharing this special night with all of us,” he said with a serious look on his face.

Julian flashed him a grin. “Oh, that was our pleasure. We both loved having you all here, and I’m hoping you won’t be strangers now that we’re actually married. I seem to have married an insatiable woman, and I’m going to need all your help to keep her happy.”

I let out a soft groan and covered my face with my hands. “I’m not that bad!” I said with a giggle.

Julian laughed and pulled my hands away from my face before leaning to kiss my lips tenderly. “Who said that was bad, babe? You’re perfect and I love you just the way you are. Don’t ever change.”

I smiled wide, beaming from ear to ear as pride swelled in my chest. “In that case, maybe we should invite your friends to stay for the rest of the night?”

Julian laughed even louder. “That’s my girl. I think that sounds like a perfect idea.”

The four other men all climbed onto the bed with us, grinning widely, and I knew without a doubt that I was going to be a happy and thoroughly spoiled wife for the rest of our lives.
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“Did you hear what I just said, Hazel?”

My husband’s words pulled me out of my own little world. A world where I was trying my best to hide the fact I was staring shamelessly at our new neighbour. Well, technically, we were the new ones. Gary and I had just moved into this street three days ago, but we’d been so busy unpacking that I hadn’t even had a chance to meet anybody yet.

We were sitting out on the front porch, drinking our morning coffee, while our neighbour was washing his car. I had to admire his enthusiasm this early in the morning. I could barely function without at least two cups of coffee and he was out here scrubbing the dirt from his car.

“Sorry, my love. Can you say it again, please? I was just going over the grocery shopping list in my head, so I didn’t hear you.”

Gary chuckled, glancing back and forth between me and the guy next door. “Uh huh. I’m sure you were. Judging by the way you’re blushing, it must have been a riveting shopping list.”

I laughed and nudged him gently in the ribs with an elbow. “Of course. I was thinking I might get us a cheesecake for desert tonight, and you know how much I love cheesecake.”

He looked at me out of the corner of his eye, a mischievous grin on his face, and I knew he wasn’t falling for my lies. But I was rescued, kind of, by the fact that the man from next door was wiping his hands off on a towel and making his way towards us. He stopped at the bottom of the three steps that led to our porch and looked up at us.

“Hi, there. You must be my new neighbours. I’m Connor. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

He held his hand out to Gary, who shook it warmly, before turning his blue eyes to me. Connor took my hand too, shaking it gently, then holding it a few seconds longer than was probably necessary. With the way he was looking into my eyes, I could feel myself growing flustered, my face becoming hot the longer he watched me.

“It’s great to meet you, too,” my husband said. “I’m Gary, and this is my wife, Hazel. We just moved in a few days ago.”

“Yeah, I saw the removal truck and meant to come and introduce myself sooner, but work has been crazy.” Connor finally broke eye contact as he spoke, turning his attention to Gary instead.

I took a deep breath to steady myself, ignoring the pounding of my heart and the sudden heat between my thighs. Connor was fucking gorgeous, with his blue eyes and dark brown hair streaked with grey at the temples. He must have been at least ten years older than us, but if I was being honest, he was in better shape than Gary. My husband was slender, but not very muscular. But I got the impression Connor worked out a lot if the way his t-shirt pulled against his biceps and muscular chest was any indication.

“I tell you what,” Connor continued. “Why don’t you guys come over for dinner tonight? I can’t promise anything fancy. In fact, I’ll probably order pizza if that’s okay with you two. But at least it will give you a chance to relax after all the stress of moving.”

Connor turned back to me, his smile making it hard to breathe again all of a sudden.

“Sure, that sounds great,” Gary replied on our behalf. “What time shall we come over?”

“Is about seven okay for you?” Connor asked, his gaze still on me.

I cleared my throat, deciding it was time to join the conversation so our neighbour wouldn’t think I was too stupid to string a sentence together. “That sounds great, Connor. We’ll see you then.”

He grinned at me, then nodded towards my husband, before wandering back to his front yard.

Gary looked at me, his lips curled up in an amused grin, and my face grew even hotter. Not wanting to face the teasing I knew was coming my way, I picked up my empty coffee cup and made my way back into the house. But my husband wasn’t going to let me get away with it that easily, and he followed me inside.

“What was that all about?” Gary asked, coming up behind me in the kitchen and wrapping his arms around my waist.

“What do you mean?” Perhaps if I played dumb, he would take pity on me.

He laughed while nuzzling his face into my hair. “You know damn well what I mean. You were practically drooling over Connor. Do I need to be worried that you’ll be going to visit him while I’m at work?”

I whirled around to face him. “Of course not! You know I’d never do that to you, Gary.” And I meant it. I wasn’t the kind of woman to cheat. Admiring from afar was the most I would ever do.

Gary slid his hand up my side and cupped my breast in his hand. He used one thumb to tease back and forth over one hard nipple, causing a soft moan to slip from me as tingles spread outward from the little nub.

“I know you wouldn’t cheat,” he said, leaning closer to push me back against the countertop. When I felt his erection pressing against my hip, I let out a gasp. “I just thought it was adorable the way you got so flustered around him. It was obvious you had a crush on him, and I think he had a crush on you, too, Hazel.”

He plucked at my nipple through the thin cotton of my t-shirt, drawing another moan from me. I was only wearing a t-shirt and shorts, which I’d quickly pulled on when getting out of bed, with no bra or panties underneath. Gary’s touch was sending ripples of pleasure through my body, adding to the ache I was already feeling between my thighs after the encounter with Connor outside.

“But that doesn’t mean anything,” I said breathlessly, while sliding a hand between our bodies so I could rub his erection through his pants. “You’re the only man I want.”

Gary’s lips curled up into a grin that made him look almost arrogant. “Oh, I’m very confident in the fact that you want me, Hazel. I never doubt that, and you never do anything that makes me think I have to worry about you going with anybody else behind my back.”

He moved his hand down from my breast and slid it in the front of my shorts instead, his fingers teasing against my slick cunt lips. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as I surrendered to his touch, enjoying the warm sensations that flooded my body each time his fingertips brushed over my aching clit. When he lowered his head to brush kisses against my exposed neck, I let out another soft moan and wrapped my arms around him, wanting him to feel how much I desired him.

“Don’t stop,” I whimpered when his fingers moved away from my clit. But to my relief, he wasn’t finished with me yet. Instead, Gary slowly slid a finger into the welcoming heat of my pussy.

“Look how wet you are,” he growled in my ear, sending shivers of lust down my spine. “I think the way he was looking at you got you feeling needy and flustered, didn’t it?”

Even with the state I was in, whimpering and writhing as he fucked me with his finger, I still couldn’t bring myself to answer that question truthfully, so I tried my best to distract him instead. I pulled his shorts down to release his hard cock, and I wrapped my hand gently around his shaft to stroke him.

Gary went quiet for a long moment, except for the sounds of his low moans, and I thought my plan had worked. He rocked his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my hand, my fingers quickly growing slick with his precum.

“What if I told you I thought it was hot to see the way you two were staring at each other this morning?”

My husband’s words shocked me so much that I pulled my hand away from his cock and almost forgot about the finger that was lodged deep inside my pussy.

“You did?” I asked, trying to stop my voice coming out as a screech.

“Of course. You looked so beautiful when you were blushing and speechless. And I knew he wanted you. There is something so fucking hot about knowing you are my wife, but other men crave you, Hazel. I guess it’s an ego boost, because I know how much you love and want me while they are practically drooling over my woman.”

I grew more breathless as I listened to him. Seeing how aroused he was right now was having an effect on me, and when he grabbed my hand and brought it back to his cock, I didn’t even try to fight it. I enclosed my hand around him once more and began rubbing his shaft a little more vigorously, enjoying the way he was throbbing with my touch.

“See,” he groaned, “feel how much it turned me on to watch you two. I was rock fucking hard the entire time.”

Gary began thrusting his finger into my pussy again, even sliding a second digit in with the first to stretch me a little more. I spread my legs wider for him, giving him easier access to my needy cunt. The harder he pumped his fingers, the faster I stroked his cock. It wasn’t long before we were both trembling and moaning, getting closer to the edge of ecstasy.

“Imagine what it would have done to you if I’d flirted with him,” I teased quietly, unsure if he’d even heard me over his panting and moaning. But he did hear my words, and his dick pulsed so wildly that I was almost certain he was about to blow his load.

“I want to see that,” he groaned. “When we go over tonight, you should wear something that shows a lot of skin and then flirt with him. It would be so damn sexy.”

At that moment, Gary twisted his hand slightly so he could rub my clit with his thumb while still thrusting his fingers hard and deep into my pussy. The extra stimulation took my breath away as he pushed me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I had no idea what had got into Gary, but something niggled inside me, whispering that he wanted a whole lot more than he was admitting to.

“Tell me,” I whispered in his ear. “What is it that you really want, Gary? There’s more, isn’t there?”

“Fuck yes,” he moaned. “Do you remember that fantasy I told you about three years ago on our honeymoon?”

I wracked my brain for a moment, trying to remember what he was talking about. Of course, the way he was expertly building the pleasure at my core was making it hard to think straight. But then it suddenly hit me.

“Oh!” I gasped, not sure what else to say.

“You remember, don’t you?” Gary asked while sliding his fingers out of me.

I whined quietly, disappointed by the fact he hadn’t even made me cum before stopping, but my mind was reeling too much to be able to protest properly. “You want to watch me fuck another man?”

Just hearing the words was enough to make him moan. “Fuck yes. You are literally the sexiest woman on the planet, Hazel. Watching you in the throes of pleasure would be insanely hot. And watching you on your knees with a big hard cock in your mouth is an image that goes through my mind all the time. But the question is... would you want that?”

I stared up at my husband, shocked by what he was saying, while also feeling incredibly aroused. “But I didn’t think you meant it. You mentioned it once when we were in bed, but never talked about it again afterwards.”

“That’s because I wasn’t sure what you would think about the idea, but I never stopped fantasising about it. And seeing the attraction between you two today just made me crave it even more.” Gary paused for a moment, looking down into my eyes. “Maybe Connor could be the one. The other man you fuck while I watch.”

“I... maybe.” My mind was racing, and it was getting more and more difficult to string a coherent sentence together. “Wouldn’t that be cheating, though?”

“Not at all,” he answered quickly. “You would have my permission to fuck him, and do whatever else you wanted with him. But, obviously, only if you want that. If you don’t, then nothing happens.”

“I need some time to think about this,” I said. “This is all so unexpected, and I don’t know what I want to do.”

“But you were attracted to him, Hazel?”

Looking up at him, I knew he wanted me to be honest. “I was. I mean, I am.”

Another soft moan escaped him with my admission. “Then how about this? We don’t need to decide anything right now. Why don’t we just go and have dinner with him tonight and get to know him a bit more? If you like him, and still feel that attraction for him, we can talk about it again. And if you don’t, then we can just forget about this conversation.”

“I... I guess that’s the best plan. No pressure. Just a nice dinner.” I suddenly realised my fingers were still wrapped around his cock, although I had been so distracted by our conversation that I’d forgotten to do anything more than hold it gently.

“Perfect,” he said, smiling down at me. “I need to go shower and get ready for work, then tonight, we go have dinner with Connor.

He leaned down to kiss my lips hard, then turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving me wondering what the hell had just happened.
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THE DAY SEEMED TO DRAG by so slowly. I went to buy groceries and tried to keep myself busy with some last little bits of unpacking that were left. But no matter what I did, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Gary was suggesting. Could I really go through with sleeping with another man? I wasn’t sure.

One thing I was absolutely certain about was that every time I thought about Connor, a warm rush of arousal would flood my body. Several times during the day, I found myself fantasising about Connor’s lips on mine, or his hands moving over my body. And every time that happened, I had to fight the urge to run to the bed and fuck myself senseless with my dildo. I had been horny as hell all day, and by the time Gary got home from work, I was almost ready to jump on him.

Unfortunately, he was late home because a car accident on the highway meant he got caught in a lot of traffic, so my plans for a quickie before we left to visit Connor were ruined.

“Hey Hazel,” Gary said as he rushed through the front door. “Are you ready to go?”

I stepped out of the living room into the hallway, and his jaw dropped when he saw what I was wearing. Even though I’d tried to go for more of a casual look, apparently the short skirt and low-cut, tight-fitting sweater I’d chosen was an effective combination. Gary’s eyes roamed over my body, and I noticed the way they lingered on my cleavage and the expanse of thigh that was showing. I wasn’t sure what made me pick such a revealing outfit, but I had a feeling my flustered and horny state had something to do with it.

“I am. But maybe I should choose something else to wear?”

All of a sudden, I was worried about looking too slutty in front of our neighbour. Plus, if Gary kept looking at me the way he was, I couldn’t even promise we’d make it to dinner because I would end up dragging him to bed instead.

“No!” he said quickly, almost shouting the word in his eagerness to get it out. “Definitely don’t change. You look perfect. And hot. Besides, I told you to wear something revealing.”

Gary stepped closer, wrapping his arms around me and placing his hands on my ass, gripping the flesh of my cheeks firmly. Unsurprisingly, he was hard again, and I wriggled against him. A growl escaped him, but he quickly released me and stepped back.

“Give me ten minutes to shower and get changed, then we can go.”

I let out a frustrated sigh as he ran up the stairs, taking two at a time. If Gary didn’t fuck me long and hard when we got home from Connor’s, then I was going to be seriously pissed. My entire body was already on fire, aching for attention, and I still had to get through an evening with our sinfully gorgeous neighbour. I had no doubt I would be a wanton mess by the time we got home.

I paced while I waited for him to finishing getting ready, wondering if I had time to give myself a quick orgasm while Gary was in the shower. But just as I decided to at least try to get some relief before we left, my husband came bouncing down the stairs.

“Let’s go!” he said, grabbing my hand and pulling me out the door towards Connor’s place.

Gary and I arrived at his front door at the same time as the pizza delivery guy. We all stood there awkwardly while waiting for the door to open.

As soon as Connor appeared, it suddenly grew hard to breathe again. If he was this good at taking my breath away, I had no idea how I’d survive a night in his bed. With a brisk shake of my head, I tried to get rid of those thoughts. We were just here for dinner and a pleasant evening. Not for anything sordid.

But when I lifted my gaze to Connor’s face, I knew I was doomed. He was staring openly at my legs in a way that made me fidget. He was completely ignoring the pizza guy and my husband as he stared shamelessly at my body. My face grew hot, and I was pretty certain the little whimper I’d heard had actually come from me.

“Hi, Connor,” I said, smiling nervously as I tried to pull his attention away from my legs and make him aware there were three people stood on his doorstep.

He blinked rapidly, then dragged his gaze up my body, and just as Gary had done not so long ago, his eyes lingered on my generous cleavage for a few long moments. Once he reached my face, he smiled.

“Hi, Hazel. And Gary. It’s good to see you both.” Connor opened the door wider to let us in, and we stepped inside while he grabbed the pizzas. He closed the front door, then turned to us again, although he seemed to find it hard to stop staring at me. “I wasn’t sure what you guys liked, so I just ordered a few different ones for us to share.

“Sounds great!” Gary answered. “We’re not fussy eaters, so I’m sure we’ll love whatever you ordered.”

“Great,” Connor replied. “Let’s go sit down and eat, then.”

He turned and walked through to the living room, and I followed along with my husband beside me. When I looked up at Gary, though, I noticed his face was flushed, and his eyes were dark with lust. It seemed he was just as aroused as I was, and I wondered how we were going to get through this evening.
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WHILE WE ALL HAD FOOD to distract us, the evening went much more smoothly than I had been expecting. We all made polite small talk and got to know each other better. Besides the occasional side glance from Connor at my legs, he was behaving like the perfect gentleman. Although, if I was being honest with myself, I didn’t want him to be a gentleman. Whenever his eyes were on me, my entire body tingled with longing, filling me with a heat that was so intense I thought I might combust.

When the meal was over, Gary wrapped an arm around me and I snuggled into his side as we sat on the couch together. Connor was sitting in the armchair opposite, watching us intently. Gary’s hand on my thigh brought the other man’s attention back down to my long legs. Even though I had been worried about my outfit choice, I was now glad I’d chosen the short skirt. Connor seemed fixated on my legs, and I loved his attention.

“You really are a lucky guy, Gary,” he said, still watching my husband’s hand as it stroked gently up and down my thigh. “Hazel is really beautiful.”

Gary shifted slightly beside me, and I had no doubt the conversation was affecting him just as much as it was me. “Thank you. I feel incredibly lucky to have her as my wife. As you can see, I have trouble keeping my hands off her.”

Connor chuckled and nodded, finally lifting his gaze to our faces. His eyes met mine as he spoke. “I’m not surprised. I would have trouble with that if she were mine, too.”

Another whimper escaped me, and Gary suddenly gripped my thigh a little more firmly. It took me a moment to realise he was gently pulling my legs further apart, but I didn’t fight it. If he wanted to show me off to our neighbour, I didn’t mind. We were all getting off on the sexual tension that was now filling the air, and I was surprised to hear a small moan coming from Connor as he noticed what my husband was doing.

“I’m almost tempted to ask if you ever share your wife with other men, Gary, but I doubt I’d ever be that lucky.” Connor laughed, acting as if he was making a joke, but we all knew he wasn’t.

“Well, it’s something we’ve talked about a bit,” I said without thinking, and I wasn’t sure which one of us was more shocked by the words that slipped out of me.

“Is that right?” Connor asked, looking at Gary.

My husband nodded briskly. “It is. Watching my wife with another man has been a big fantasy of mine for as long as I can remember. She’s beautiful, and I know it would be so hot to watch her fucking someone else. It would be like watching my perfect porn.” He chuckled a little, obviously embarrassed by his confession.

“I can understand that,” Connor said with a smile. “Any porn with Hazel in would be my favourite as well.” He flashed us both a wicked grin that had me squirming in my seat. Given the fact that we hadn’t run at the first mention of sharing me, Connor was growing more confident. “And how do you feel about this, Hazel? Is it something you would like to try?”

I thought it over for a long moment, feeling conflicted. My husband was perfect for me, and I loved him with all my heart. But there was no denying the way my body was reacting to Connor. I was feeling like a horny teenager all over again. I mean, if I could have both–my husband and one hot night with my neighbour–wouldn’t I be crazy to pass that up? But what if it affected my relationship with Gary? I’d never forgive myself.

Unsure what to do, I turned towards my husband, nibbling nervously on my lower lip. As if he could read my fears, he pulled me closer and pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead.

“This is entirely your decision, love. It is not cheating, and I won’t be mad at you if you want to go for this. But if you don’t want it, or you’re not ready, then that’s fine, too.”

“But you would like to watch me with Connor?” I asked, still needing more reassurance that I wasn’t wrong for feeling such intense sexual attraction towards the other man.

“I think it would be a dream come true to watch you with him. But only if it’s what you want. If you don’t enjoy it, then it isn’t going to be fun for any of us.” He leaned closer, whispering in my ear so Connor wouldn’t hear the next words. “I love you with all my heart, and nothing will ever change that, Hazel. I just want you to be happy, and to be showered with all the attention you deserve.”

Apparently, those were the exact words I needed to hear to soothe my fears. I would never want to do anything to lose Gary’s love. Especially when he was so willing to let me have my cake and eat it, too. Men like him were incredibly rare.

I turned to Connor, who was patiently waiting while my husband and I discussed it, and I was finally ready to answer his question. “It’s definitely something I’d like to try, Connor,” I said, without the slightest hint of hesitation in my voice. “So long as it’s what you want as well.”

The moan that came from my husband as I came to my decision made me feel even more confident about what I’d chosen to do. It did genuinely sound as though he was turned on by what was happening.

Connor grinned at me. “Oh, it’s definitely what I want. In fact, I haven’t been able to think of anything else ever since I met you this morning. So come sit with me, and we can see what happens.”

With one last look towards Gary, who nodded his encouragement, I stood from the couch and walked towards Connor. I paused for a moment as I realised he was sitting in an armchair so it was impossible to sit next to him, but he grabbed my hand and tugged me into his lap instead. With one arm wrapped around my waist, he pulled me close to him, and I had to work hard to hold back a whimper.

Being this close, I could feel the heat emanating from him through our clothes, and the way the muscles of his powerful frame rippled with each movement. He placed his other hand on my thigh, giving a gentle squeeze.

“I haven’t been able to stop staring at your legs all evening, Hazel. I kept hoping that perhaps if I stared enough, I would get a glimpse of your panties, but I wasn’t lucky enough for that. Until now.”

He slid his hand up my leg, pushing my skirt up with it, then pulled my thighs apart, exposing the white lace panties I was wearing. A shiver of lust ran down my spine as he took in the sight of my panties. I squirmed in his lap, gasping as I felt his hard rod pressing against my ass cheeks.

“Keep wriggling like that, sweetheart, and I’ll have to forget about the foreplay altogether and just take you right now.”

I moaned softly and wriggled some more, spreading my legs wider for him. Connor laughed and looked over at Gary. “Is your wife always this much of a tease?” he asked.

My husband grinned back. “Always. I’m constantly fucking hard whenever she is around.”

“Hey!” I said to Gary, laughing a little myself. “That’s not my fault. You just have no self-control.”

“I can’t say I blame him,” Connor said as his hand moved higher up my thigh until his fingertips were brushing against the wet gusset of my panties. “A body like yours is just begging to be touched by any man you desire.”

Tingles radiated outward from my core with his touch, and my wriggling increased as I tried to rub myself against his fingers. The arousal I’d been feeling all day had me acting wantonly, desperate for any touch that would bring me the pleasure I’d been craving.

“I desire your touch, Connor,” I whimpered, feeling bold as he looked at me with dark lust burning in his eyes.

“Is that so?” he asked. Although it must have only been a rhetorical question, because he was sliding my panties to one side before I could even form a response.

Connor’s fingers brushed against my bare folds, leaving me gasping for air as sensations flooded my body. I glanced over at Gary, who was staring at the spot between my thighs where another man was touching me. The front of his pants were tented over his huge erection, and he was rubbing at his cock through his clothing. Oh yeah, he definitely seemed to be enjoying this.

Suddenly, Connor pulled his fingers away from my pussy, and I whimpered in protest. If he wasn’t going to touch me, then I would touch him instead. I shifted slightly in his lap and moved my hand to his crotch, gently running my hand over his impressive bulge.

“Such a greedy girl,” he growled. “If you want my dick that badly, sweetheart, you should be on your knees already.”

Those words coaxed a loud moan from my husband, and I remembered what he’d said earlier about how he often thought of me sucking another man’s cock. I quickly scrambled to my knees. If this was what Gary needed, then I would happily give it to him. Especially if it meant that I would get a chance to worship this gorgeous man’s hard rod.

I unbuckled his belt, then opened the button and zip on his pants, working eagerly to free his cock. Once it was out of his pants, my mouth began watering at the sight of him. It was only a tiny bit bigger than Gary’s, but it had been a long time since I’d been this close to a dick that wasn’t my husband’s, and it felt so deliciously naughty to know I was about to suck off a guy who was practically a stranger.

Connor stroked his fingers through my hair, and I looked up at him, squirming on my knees. “Go ahead, sweetheart. It’s all yours tonight.”

Nibbling my lip, I looked over my shoulder at Gary, and when I was certain he was okay with what was happening, I leaned in and flicked my tongue against the bulbous head of Connor’s cock, delighting in the moan that came from him.

A drop of precum landed on my tongue, and his salty taste filled my senses. That was enough to trigger my hunger, and I wrapped my lips around him to suck vigorously. The moans that came from both men spurred me on, and I slid my lips up and down his shaft, taking him as deep as I could each time.

Connor tangled his fingers in my hair and helped guide the movements of my head as it bobbed in his lap, but he never forced me to take more than I could handle. His cock pulsed between my lips, letting me know how much he was enjoying my attention.

Unable to resist any longer, I reached down between my thighs to rub at myself through my soaked panties. My moans filled the air too, as tingles of pleasure spread through my entire body. But after a moment, Connor was nudging my hand out of the way with his foot, leaving me denied again. A frustrated groan leaked out around his cock as I continued to suck.

“If you want to cum, sweetheart, it will be me making it happen tonight. Understood?” Connor’s voice was a low growl that only increased the heat between my thighs.

I nodded my head quickly, unable to respond any other way when my mouth was already so full.

“Good,” Connor replied, as he tugged on my hair to pull me up off his dick. I whined quietly, torn between the urge to keep sucking and the desire to beg him to fuck me. “Now go sit on the couch beside your husband and take off your panties. Then spread your legs wide and show me how ready you are for me.”

I quickly jumped up to my feet, eager for the kind of attention that required no panties, and moved over to the couch. Before sitting down, I lifted my skirt and pulled down my underwear, leaving them on the floor while I sat down. When my legs were spread wide, Connor’s hungry gaze landed between my thighs and a shiver of longing moved over me.

“Actually, I want you out of that sweater and bra, too. I want to see those luscious tits of yours.”

Gary reached over, quickly helping me out of all my clothes except my skirt, which remained around my waist. Something about my husband helping me get naked for another man was strangely arousing, and when we were finished, I leaned over to kiss Gary hard on the lips, wanting him to know I still craved him even though I was about to let another man take me. He kissed me back hungrily, plunging his tongue into my mouth in a claiming way, then he pulled back when we were both breathless.

During the kiss, Connor had moved closer and was now on his knees between my legs, staring at my slick honeypot like he was a starved man. With a moan, I leaned back on the couch and spread my legs wider. I ached for his tongue, and it took all my willpower not to reach out and pull his head between my thighs.

It seemed Connor wanted to take it slow, brushing his lips tenderly along my inner thighs, moving from one side to the other to lavish both legs with attention. By the time he reached my dripping pussy, I was writhing uncontrollably, so fucking desperate to feel his mouth on me properly. He lifted his eyes to me, looking up at me from between my thighs with a wicked grin on his lips.

“Please,” I moaned, lifting my hips slightly in my effort to push against those soft lips, but he pulled back just enough that I couldn’t reach. Another frustrated groan escaped me.

Fingertips brushed against my folds, making my pussy quiver in anticipation for a split second, before Connor sank those fingers deep into my pussy. I moaned loudly and arched my back, relief filling me as my needy little cunt was finally getting the attention it had been aching for all day. My eyelids fluttered closed as I got lost in the sensation of Connor’s thick digits filling me over and over, fucking me in a steady rhythm that caused my toes to curl.

But when Connor lowered his head and suckled voraciously on my clit, it was enough to send fireworks shooting through my body. Pleasure exploded within me, making me shudder and moan loudly, filling every single cell of my body with an intense white light. I felt an arm around my waist and realised my husband was holding me while another man unleashed an overwhelming climax within me.

Connor kept pumping his fingers hard and fast into my pussy, drawing out the pleasure for as long as he could while continuing to suck and lick at my clit. That little button quickly grew too sensitive, and I had to wriggle away from his mouth. He kept his fingers deep in my soaked cunt, though, while I tried to catch my breath, slowly pumping them in and out.

“Oh god,” I moaned, over and over, unable to figure out how to say anything else.

“Are you ready for my cock now, Hazel?” Connor asked, slowly drawing his fingers out of me so he could free his erection from his pants once more.

“Fuck, yes,” I answered with great enthusiasm, nodding my head vigorously, which made Connor laugh.

“Good, because your pussy felt so damn good around my fingers that I don’t think I can wait any longer to find out how good it feels gripping my cock.”

He held the base of his shaft and lined the head up with my dripping entrance. I squirmed needily, feeling how big he was and knowing he was going to stretch my tight hole in the best possible way.

Connor moved his hips forward, slowly plunging into my wet and welcoming sheath. I let out a soft moan. His cock felt even better than I’d expected, and I pulled my knees up towards my chest to open myself up and allow him to sink even deeper.

“Fuck, you feel so damn good, sweetheart,” he moaned as he began pumping his hips. My inner walls gripped him tight, and I could feel every pulse of his dick as he slid in and out of me.

Gary leaned closer, whispering in my ear. “You look so fucking hot, my love. Give yourself to him. Let him make you feel good.” He reached out, cupping one bare breast in his hand, caressing it gently. His fingers brushed against the hard little buds, sending even more tendrils of pleasure through my body and down to that spot between my thighs that was currently being pounded by another man’s cock.

The pleasure was building steadily, pushing me towards the crescendo I was desperate for. “Harder,” I moaned breathlessly. “Fuck me harder. Please.”

I wanted him to fuck me so hard I’d be sore for days. Nothing less would do.

Connor grinned down at me as he gripped my legs and began jack hammering into my quivering pussy. “With pleasure, sweetheart. And I’m not going to stop until you are screaming my name.”

It wasn’t going to be long before that was happening, with the way he was slamming into my body so damn hard, and with the attention Gary was giving to my breasts. He was pinching and tugging at my nipples in the way I loved, adding to the sensations growing within me.

After only a few more hard thrusts, I was shattering apart, gripping the couch cushions hard in my fingers as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me. It took me a moment to realise the screams bouncing around the room were coming from me as I lost all control and gave myself completely to my climax.

My pussy squeezed tight around Connor’s cock, gripping him even harder than I had been, and he quickly followed me over the precipice into blissful oblivion. His loud grunts and moans joined my own sounds, creating an orchestra from our pleasure.

He gave one last brutal thrust of his hips before collapsing on top of me, breathing heavily. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close, while turning to look at my husband. Gary was watching us with an expression on his face that I could neither recognise nor understand. When he realised I was watching him, my husband smiled and stroked my hair tenderly.

Connor lifted up off me, then slowly slid out of my pussy. It was only now I realised that we hadn’t used protection, and I could feel his warm cum seeping from my well used pussy.

“I think you should attend to your husband, sweetheart. Look how hard he is after watching us.”

I lowered my gaze to Gary’s lap, and sure enough, he was rock hard, his cock pressing against his pants so ferociously I was worried the zip was going to break.

“Sure,” I said with a wicked grin on my face. “I would love to take care of you too, Gary.” I placed my hand on his thigh, slowly sliding it higher up his leg until my fingers brushed against his erection.

Gary smiled at me and took hold of my hand, gently bringing it away from the object of my desire. I tried to hide the little pout that instinctively wanted to form as he denied me what I wanted.

“Thank you for tonight, Connor,” my husband said. “But if you don’t mind, I’m going to take my wife home now.”

While there was no coldness to his tone, a part of me worried, anyway. Had he changed his mind a little too late? Was he going to be mad at me for sleeping with someone else? Or was he going to find it difficult to love me anymore after seeing me with another man? I kept trying to catch his eye, looking for any kind of signal that something was wrong, but he was wearing his poker face.

“Of course,” Connor said. “Thank you for letting me enjoy your wife. And I have to say that I really enjoyed her.”

Gary held out his hand and pulled me up onto my feet, then he helped me get into my clothes. My legs were still trembling from the intense orgasms Connor had given me, so I was grateful for his assistance.

After giving Connor a brief kiss on the cheek, Gary and I began our short walk home. My heart was pounding, and I couldn’t think of a single thing to say. But if he was mad at me when we got home, I knew I’d accept it and beg for his forgiveness. And promise him it would never happen again. He was the man I loved. Whatever had happened with our neighbour was just meant to be fun, and I’d only agreed to it because I thought it was going to be fun for all three of us.

Gary closed the front door behind us and turned towards me. His eyes were dark as he slowly walked towards me.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I promise it won’t happen again. I thought you were enjoying it, too.”

Before I knew what was happening, Gary had me pinned against the wall, sweeping my feet off the floor so that I had to wrap my arms and legs around him. His mouth was on mine, kissing me with an intense hunger we hadn’t experienced since the early days of our relationship.

He pushed his hips forward, grinding his hard cock against my pelvis through our clothes in a way that had us both moaning into the kiss.

Now I understood what he’d been feeling. He just wanted to be in the privacy of our new home when he surrendered to the lust he was feeling.

We clawed at each other’s clothes, quickly peeling away the layers that acted as a barrier between our bodies. And when we were both naked, he pushed into me, impaling me with the thick length of his hard shaft.

He pounded into me, taking me with an animalistic ferocity that was driving me wild. I held onto him tightly, begging him to give it to me harder, which he willingly did. Another orgasm was blossoming, and I was helpless to hold it back.

My entire body shuddered violently as I gave myself to the intense pleasure, screaming even louder than I had done with Connor. The climax consumed me, taking my breath away with each new wave of bliss that swept over me.

Then Gary roared as he succumbed to his orgasm, flooding me with the warmth of his own seed while he continued to pound my quivering pussy at a merciless pace.

When we were sated, we held onto each other, breathing heavily.

“You weren’t mad at me?” I asked timidly, hiding my face in the crook of his neck.

Gary laughed softly and squeezed me tighter. “Not at all, Hazel. I loved every damn minute of it, and don’t be surprised if I invite Connor over for dinner at ours one day soon. I just needed to be inside you. And I wanted it to be in private. But did you enjoy tonight, my love?”

My face was burning when I nodded my head slowly. “I did. But knowing you were with me was what made it so perfect. I don’t think I’d want to do that kind of thing on my own.”

He kissed my temple tenderly. “Then I promise to always stay with you whenever we are exploring this with other men. And I’m more than happy with that. I loved watching you with him.”

“So we’re really going to do this again?” I asked.

“Of course. Whenever you want to, Hazel. It will always be your decision whether or not you want anything to happen with someone else. I will never force you. I want you to be pleasured, and to feel sexy and desired.”

With a smile on my face, I held him tighter. “Thank you,” was all I could say as I became overwhelmed with love and gratitude for my perfect husband.


[image: ]

The Helpful Hotwife:




The Suburban Hotwife Book Two

[image: ]


It was almost 11pm by the time Gary got home and I was already settled in bed, reading a book. He always told me I didn’t have to wait up for him, but the truth was that I hated going to sleep when I wasn’t wrapped up in his arms.

“Did you have a good night?” I asked, as he entered the room, already stripping off his shirt. I grinned as I watched him, feeling the usual warmth between my thighs as he got undressed.

“Yeah, it was a good night,” he said, making his way over to the bed to kiss my forehead. “I won a few games, and might have lost a couple as well.” He chuckled to himself as he disappeared into the en-suite bathroom. The sound of him brushing his teeth emerged a few seconds later.

Every Thursday night, he’d meet up for a poker night with some of the other guys who lived in the neighbourhood. We’d only moved in a month ago, but everyone had been very welcoming so far. Especially Connor, next door.

A couple of days after we’d moved in, we’d gone to have dinner with him, and the night had taken an unexpected turn with me fucking Connor while my husband watched. It had been a great night, and we had done it again a couple of time since, but it wasn’t a regular arrangement. It did always give me an illicit thrill though whenever I saw him, knowing he was the man who’d first turned me into a hotwife.

I hadn’t slept with anyone else since becoming Gary’s hotwife, although my husband and I had discussed it occasionally. We just weren’t sure how to make it happen.

Gary returned from the bathroom and flopped down onto the bed beside me before covering himself with the blanket. I put my book down and looked at him. For some reason, he wouldn’t make eye contact, and I was instantly curious.

“Did something happen tonight, Gary? You’re acting strange.”

When he didn’t answer straight away, my curiosity was piqued even more. But I waited patiently for him to tell me what was going on.

“My friend, Will, do you know him?” he asked. I looked at him with a confused expression, so he continued. “He’s the guy with a German Shepherd. We see him sometimes in the morning, walking his dog.”

“Oh, yes!” I said. “I know him now. I don’t think I’ve ever said anything more than an occasional hello to him, though. What about him?”

“Well, he was telling us guys about a problem he’s got. It’s his birthday tomorrow, and his sister is throwing him a big party at his house because it’s his fortieth.”

“That doesn’t sound like much of a problem. In fact, it sounds like his sister is very thoughtful.”

“Oh, she is,” Gary replied. “But it’s not his sister who is the problem. It’s his mother. She’s obsessed with the fact that he should be settled down with a nice woman by now, but he’s perfectly happy living the life of a bachelor. So he’s worried she’s going to cause a scene tomorrow night in front of everybody. Apparently, she likes to do that.”

I wrinkled my nose as I listened. “Will’s a fully grown man, and he’s capable of making his own choices. It sounds like she needs to learn to butt out of other people’s business.”

“I know. And usually Will would be happy to tell her that. But he just wants to avoid drama at his party because his sister has gone through so much trouble to organise it for him. So somebody suggested that maybe he could find a fake girlfriend for the night just to keep the peace.”

I chuckled. “I suppose that could work. But where are you guys going to find a fake girlfriend at this short notice?”

Gary didn’t answer straight away. Instead, he looked at me and offered me a sheepish smile. Suddenly, everything clicked into place.

“You told him I’d be his fake girlfriend, didn’t you?” I asked, my voice rising indignantly.

“Actually, it was Connor who first suggested you’d be a good candidate. But I agreed with him, and I might have put your name forward for it. Please, love. It would really help Will out.”

“What would I be expected to do?” I asked.

“Just stay with him all evening and do regular girlfriend stuff. Dance with him sometimes, laugh at his jokes, and look at him adoringly whenever his parents are watching.”

I considered it for a moment. “I guess that doesn’t sound so bad. But what’s in it for me?”

Gary grinned at me and moved down beneath the blanket. When I felt gentle kisses on my thighs, I spread my legs and welcomed him between them. He lifted my silk nightdress higher and pressed a firm kiss over my mound through my panties. “Do you think this might help sway your decision?” he asked, looking up at me from between my legs.

I couldn’t help but laugh at him. My husband could be goofy sometimes, but I loved him. “Make me cum hard enough and I will be the perfect pretend girlfriend for Will tomorrow.”

He grinned up at me. “Challenge accepted.”

With dextrous fingers, Gary pulled my panties to one side before lowering his mouth down to on my lower lips. He licked and sucked on slick folds, teasing my aching flesh until I was writhing wildly and aching for more. My clit throbbed while my husband focused his attention everywhere but that sensitive little button.

“I need to cum,” I moaned. “Please, love.”

Even though he continued to ignore my clit, he slid two fingers into my dripping honeypot and slowly pumped them, curling the digits just enough to graze that sweet spot deep inside. My body shuddered involuntarily as the sensations increased, slowly building up to the orgasm I craved.

“I want you to go to that party with Will,” Gary said, and I was surprised by how breathless his voice was. “And I want you to do all the things a real girlfriend would do. Everything.”

It took a moment for the words his words to sink in, but when they did, I gasped and lifted my head from the pillow to look down at Gary. “You want me to fuck Will?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “I love watching you with Connor, but I think Will would be perfect for you too, Hazel. You deserve to have as many men as you desire devoted to your pleasure.”

I moaned and dropped my head back again, letting the heat created by his fingers seep through my entire body.

“I realise you don’t know him yet,” Gary continued, “and if you decide tomorrow night that you don’t feel enough chemistry with him for it to happen, I completely understand. But just know that if you like him, you have my blessing to do whatever you want with him.”

With a whimper, I nodded my head. “Thank you, love. You really do spoil me so much with all this attention from other men.”

“I just love seeing you being pleasured like that. You are so damn hot. So beautiful.”

Gary began pumping his fingers harder, rubbing vigorously at my g-spot. At the same time, he lowered his mouth to my clit, sucking the bud into his mouth while flicking his tongue against it rapidly.

My world shattered apart in an explosion of colour as my orgasm hit me hard. Waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, creating uncontrollable shudders. I rocked my hips, working myself against his mouth and fingers, moving instinctively as I lost all control of myself.

Gary kept going until my climax had faded and I was gasping for air. He slowly slipped his fingers out of me and pressed one last gentle kiss against my clit, before crawling up the bed and wrapping his arms around me.

I nuzzled into his body, soaking up the heat emanating from him. “I’ll do it,” I said. “It sounds like a lot of fun.”

My husband grinned. “It will be. I’ll make sure you don’t regret helping Will.”
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THE NEXT DAY, I LEFT early for the party, wearing a modest cream coloured dress with tiny blue flowers over it. It only showed a bit of cleavage, and the flared skirt came down to my knees. Perhaps it wasn’t a dress made for seduction, but it was perfect for impressing his parents.

When Will opened his front door to find me standing there, a wide smile spread across his face. I’d always noticed he was good looking, but knowing he was so happy to see me created some excited flutters between my thighs.

“Hi, Will,” I said, smiling up at him. “Happy birthday!”

“Thank you, Hazel. And thank you for offering to help me. You have no idea how much drama you will be saving me from tonight.” He laughed, and the sound sent a thrill running down my spine.

Damn, I had a feeling I was really going to enjoy being his girlfriend during the party. Will exuded a sexy confidence while managing to remain completely laid back. It made me wonder what he would be like in the bedroom.

He stepped back and let me in. “When will everyone else be arriving?” I asked.

“My sister will be here in a few minutes to start setting things up, so you got here just in time.” Will smiled down at me, letting his eyes move over my body in a way that had me burning up. “You look beautiful. All the men will be jealous of me tonight with you on my arm.”

I shifted from foot to foot, all too aware of the flutters in my core. Knowing that something might happen tonight was only adding to the sparks between us. I knew Gary had come over to talk to him earlier in the day, to let him know that he was free to treat me like a real girlfriend this evening, and although I didn’t know exactly what had been said, apparently he had seemed very interested.

Will stepped closer and placed his hands on my hips, pulling me towards him before dipping his head to press his lips against mine. As soon as he did so, the sparks between us ignited, and I threw my arms around his neck while parting my lips, inviting him to deepen the kiss.

His tongue plunged into my mouth, seeking mine, and I moaned against his lips. That sound of pleasure seemed to spur him on as he pulled me against his powerful body and kissed me so hard I had a feeling I was going to have to reapply my lipstick afterwards. I didn’t care, though. The way he claimed my mouth hard had my heart pounding and my pussy quivering in anticipation of what was going to happen later in the evening.

“Awww, this is cute and all, but maybe you guys could make out later when I’m not watching.”

The voice surprised me and I jumped back, my face hot as I smoothed out my dress and tried to make it look like nothing had been happening.

Will just laughed and walked towards the woman who was standing in the doorway holding a box of supplies. He took the box from her and held it with one arm, while wrapping her up in a big hug with the other. I assumed it was his sister, and I smiled over at her.

“Hi,” I said, feeling more than a little flustered.

As soon as Will let go of her, she rushed over to me and threw her arms around me as if we were old friends being reunited. “I’m so pleased to meet you, Hazel. I’m Sarah, Will’s sister. And I can’t believe he’s been keeping you a secret from all of us! How long have you been dating?”

I opened my mouth to speak, then realised I had no idea how to respond. Will and I had been too busy making out to work out our story. Luckily, he came to my rescue.

“About six months now,” he answered as he came to stand behind me, pulling me back against him. I bit my lip to stop a whimper escaping. Judging by the hard bulge that was pressing against my ass cheeks, Will was definitely interested in having me as a real girlfriend for the night.

I tried to ignore the lust that was building rapidly inside me, making it hard to focus on what was happening. With a smile on my flushed face, I nodded quickly, agreeing with Will even though I’d already forgotten what he’d said.

The hour before the party rushed by as the three of us worked together to prepare everything. But that didn’t stop Will taking me into his arms and kissing me at every opportunity. Every time, he kissed me with such passion and sensuality that I was close to begging him to take me upstairs. My poor panties were soaked with arousal, and the ache between my thighs was growing more intense the longer I was with him. By the time the party guests started to arrive, I was so horny, I almost jumped on Gary when he walked in. Luckily, I remembered just in time that I was here as Will’s date and I was supposed to pretend I didn’t know my husband.

Will introduced me to everybody as they arrived, and I did my best to remember names, but it was difficult in my aroused state. His parents were so sweet to me, but I made sure to stay near my date so that he could answer all their questions about our relationship. I didn’t want to slip up and say something wrong, but Will seemed completely in control of the situation. Which was something that turned me on even more. A man in control was always sexy as hell.

After we’d been chatting with his parents for about twenty minutes, Will placed his arm around my waist and pulled me close against his side. “Please excuse us,” he said to his mother, “but I’ve been dying to dance with my pretty girl all evening, and I don’t think I can wait any longer.”

His mother squealed and gave us both a big hug. “Of course, my dear!” she replied. “You two look so adorable together. I wouldn’t be surprised if I need to buy a mother-of-the-groom outfit soon! Now go and enjoy yourselves.”

She wandered away, heading towards the drinks table, quickly followed by her husband, who I didn’t think had said a word throughout the entire conversation. Which perhaps wasn’t surprising, considering how much she had been talking.

Will directed me to the middle of the living room where a few other couples were already dancing to the slow song that was playing. I spotted Gary standing in one corner, chatting to Connor while they both had a drink. My husband’s eyes were dark as he watched me begin slow dancing with his friend in front of everyone. With just one look, I could tell he was insanely turned on, and that knowledge made me feel even more aroused.

“Gary can’t stop staring at us,” Will whispered in my ear. “He really is enjoying watching us together, isn’t he?”

“He is,” I admitted, feeling a little flustered by Will’s closeness.

As we swayed, Will moved his hands lower, sliding them down my hips until he was cupping my ass cheeks. I whimpered softly, both surprised and excited by his touch. The tingling between my thighs that had been a constant ever since I’d arrived was now in overdrive as I imagined how those hands would feel against my bare ass, or maybe sliding between my thighs to rub my aching pussy.

Will grinned down at me, as if he could read my thoughts. “But would Gary really be okay with watching us together? I mean, I haven’t known him long, but he is a friend and I wouldn’t want to fuck that up.”

I chuckled. “Watching me with Connor didn’t do anything to their friendship. Look at them over in the corner together.”

His eyes widened, and I realised a little too late that Gary must not have told him about how he’d already watched me having sex with another man. “Oh wow. I didn’t realise. How many times has that happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Not many,” I said, feeling my face heat up as he asked. “Maybe three or four times. The first time was just a couple of days after Gary and I moved in.”

“I see. And those two are like best buds now.”

I nodded my head. “They are. So it’s not something that is going to cause a rift in your friendship, or in my relationship with Gary.”

Will lips curled up into a wicked grin. “And what about you, Hazel? Do you want to do this? There is absolutely no pressure from me if you don’t want to. But if you do, I’ll be dragging you up the stairs to my bedroom very soon.”

A whimper escaped me, and it took me a few moments to gather both the courage and the state of mind to answer his question. “I do want this, Will.” I said it with every bit of arousal and sincerity that I felt, so he would have no doubt about just how much I wanted this.

His eyes darkened, and if I wasn’t mistaken, he let out a small moan that was only just hidden by the music. “Then let’s go,” he said, grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the stairs.

“But wait, what about your party?” I asked, looking around at all the guests who seemed happy chatting and drinking in small groups.

“They won’t miss me. Besides, as the birthday boy, I get to do what I want, right?” He flashed me a grin so wicked it made my toes curl.

“I guess you’re right. But what about Gary?” I turned to look over at my husband and noticed he was watching us and moving away from the corner he had been occupying with Connor.

“Don’t worry, Hazel. We’ve got it all planned out. He knows that if he sees me take you upstairs, then he is to wait a minute or two, then follow us up.”

“Okay then,” I said, and followed him upstairs, looking over at Gary to make sure he knew I wanted him to follow soon. He gave a brisk nod of his head, letting me know he would be coming with us, and I moved more quickly behind Will.

He led me down the corridor, straight to his bedroom, and I would have taken a moment to look around if he hadn’t pushed me back against the wall and kissed me hard on the lips. I melted, parting my lips for Will to give him entrance. He took full advantage, claiming my mouth with a deep kiss that left me breathless.

After a few long moments, Will pulled his lips from mine, and I noticed we were both breathing heavily. “I’ve been wanting to kiss you properly all evening,” he said, his voice low and raspy.

I whimpered softly. “And here I was, thinking you had been kissing me as often as you could ever since I’d got here.”

Will laughed and shook his head. “Those weren’t proper kisses. I wanted more kisses like this one.”

His eyes darkened as he lowered his head once more, pressing his lips to mine and forcing them apart, devouring me with an intensity that literally took my breath away. In my position trapped between him and the wall, all I could do was surrender and writhe against him as my desire for Will grew overwhelming.

The sound of the door opening startled me, and I tried to pull my mouth away from Will’s, but he wouldn’t let me. He continued kissing me with the desperate hunger that we had both been feeling all night.

“It’s okay, Hazel,” Gary said, and I relaxed as I realised it was my husband who had entered the room. “It’s only me. You don’t have to stop. In fact, I’d really prefer it if you didn’t.” He chuckled to himself, and I heard the bedsprings squeak as he must have sat down.

I melted into the kiss once more, closing my eyes as I let Will take control. With his body pinning me against the wall, his hands were free to roam wherever he desired. He grasped my voluptuous tits firmly in his large hands, massaging them in a way that made my nipples harden into tight little buds. Tingles spread outwards from those sensitive buttons, heading straight for my pussy.

Needing his hands on my bare flesh, I reached behind and unzipped my dress, pulling the straps down until the garment slithered down my body and fell to the floor. Now there was only my lace bra in the way, but Will made quick work of tugging the cups down so that my tits were free, lifted by the lace beneath them as if they were begging for attention. And maybe they were.

Will finally broke the kiss and stepped back, and for a moment, I stumbled as I lost his support. He held my arm, helping to steady me as I regained my balance. But he couldn’t seem to draw his gaze away from my breasts.

“Holy shit,” he groaned. “I knew from that delicious flash of cleavage you’d been showing off all night that your tits would be perfect. But I’m pretty sure I could worship these beauties for hours.”

He reached out, cupping both breasts in his hands, being more gentle with them now than he had been a moment earlier. The way he handled them was almost reverent, and a shiver of lust ran down my spine.

When Will lowered his head, taking one hard nipple into his mouth, I moaned and tangled my fingers in his dark hair to hold him close. My eyes met Gary’s over the top of Will’s head, and I could see he was consumed with the same dark lust that I was feeling. He had already unfastened his pants and taken out his cock, and he was stroking his erection slowly.

I continued to watch my husband while Will lavished my breasts with attention, going back and forth between them to lick and suck at the hardened peaks. Tendrils of heat curled through my body, ending up between my thighs to create the most delicious ache.

After a few minutes, Will grew rougher with his ministrations, biting at one nipple while pinching the other between his fingers. The pain combined with the pleasure of his touch to leave me breathless, moaning loudly as I gripped his hair harder and tugged him closer to my curves.

Will released his grip on my nipple and slowly lowered his hand down my body, bringing it between my thighs to rub at my wet pussy through my panties. A gasp escaped me as his touch sent sparks shooting through my body. It felt so damn good that my legs trembled, and I was grateful for the wall behind me helping to keep me steady.

Gary was pumping his fist rapidly up and down the length of his cock while he watched, his moans mingling with mine in the room over the sounds of the party coming from below.

I writhed needily, doing what I could to rub my needy cunt against Will’s hand. “Please,” I moaned, when the craving became too overwhelming.

Will lifted his head, letting my nipple fall from his mouth with an audible pop. “What is it you want, Hazel? Tell me.”

“I need you inside me,” I whimpered, whispering the words as shame flooded me. Here I was, begging for another man to use me. A man who I barely knew. It felt delightfully dirty, and one glance over at my husband jerking frantically showed me how much he was loving it too.

Will pressed firmly at my mound, his finger against my clit, to bring my attention back to him. “Is it my finger you need? Or my cock?” he asked, his voice a low growl that caused another rush of heat to my pussy.

“Your cock,” I answered instantly, and I was rewarded with a moan from both men. “I want your cock inside me, Will. Please.”

His lips curled into a smirk, and I almost didn’t recognise the pathetic whining sound that came from somewhere deep inside me. “Not yet, Hazel. You don’t get to feel my cock in your pussy yet. First of all, I want to taste you.”

With that, Will sank to his knees in front of me and tugged down my panties, exposing my freshly waxed cunt. He moaned softly as he ran a finger along my folds, gathering the moisture that dripped from me. I watched wide-eyed while he brought that digit to his lips and licked it clean.

“Damn,” he groaned. “You taste as sweet as honey. And I want more.”

Will grabbed one of my legs and hooked it over his shoulder before leaning in to put his face between my thighs. He wasted no time lapping at my juices and suckling on the tender flesh. My body shivered as an intense rush of heat washed over me as a result of his expert attention.

I leaned back against the wall, using it for balance while forced to stand on one leg. As it was, that leg was trembling, the knee weak as it tried to support me while Will did sinfully wicked things with his tongue.

Will looked up at me while devouring my cunt, and I couldn’t pull my gaze away. They held such lust that I felt like the most desired woman in the world. And knowing my husband was watching us, stroking his cock as if he was watching the hottest porn imaginable, also had its effect on me.

With their devoted attention, I grew more wanton, grinding myself against Will’s mouth in my desperation to get off. His moans against my folds only increased the sensations until I was frantic with my need for the orgasm that was growing steadily closer.

When I was on the brink, Will plunged two fingers into my soaked pussy, pumping them rapidly while he sucked on my clit. That was more than enough to send me crashing into my climax, my moans filling the room while my body shuddered violently with each ecstatic wave of bliss.

Will didn’t let up until he managed to draw out every bit of pleasure he could from me. I was leaning back against the wall, breathing heavily, my entire body feeling flushed and damp with sweat.

He placed my foot back down on the ground, then stood slowly. It was only then I realised my eyes were still tightly clamped shut, and I opened them, glancing up at Will, whose mouth was glistening with my juices.

Unable to help myself, I reached up on tiptoes to drag my tongue along his lips, letting out a soft moan as the taste of my climax filled my senses. But the sound of a zipper opening distracted me, and I looked down to find Will had already taken out his cock and was holding it in his hand. It was rock hard and a little drop of precum glistened on the tip.

“Now it’s my turn,” he growled. “Get on your knees.”

I quickly lowered before him, instinctively taking him into my mouth as soon as I was on my knees. Will took a step forward, until the back of my head was against the wall behind me, then he began slowly pumping his hips, sliding his thick length back and forth between my lips. I sucked hungrily, the knowledge that he had me pinned helplessly against the wall pushing my craving for him into overdrive.

In this position, I could no longer see Gary, but I could hear his moans. I had to wonder if he was going to cum soon, and even though it was selfish of me, I hoped he wasn’t going to. One of my favourite things about being with other men was how hot the sex was with Gary afterwards. It had always driven him crazy to watch me with Connor in the past, and every single time he had fucked me so damn hard afterwards, as if he was reclaiming me after another man had used me. And I definitely wanted some of that tonight.

Knowing that my husband was watching me, I spread my legs wider and began rubbing my cunt, putting on a show of touching myself while I sucked his friend’s cock.

Will pumped his hips harder, fucking my mouth hard enough that the back of my head hit the wall with each thrust. I gagged slightly as the engorged head of his cock pushed into my throat, and I felt saliva dribble down my chin and onto my tits.

“That feels so good, baby,” he moaned, stroking his fingers through my hair before placing his hand between the back of my head and the wall.

His cock was throbbing in my mouth, pulsing more insistently each time he pushed deep, and I thought he was going to feed me his cum. I sucked desperately, eagerly awaiting my prize, but he pulled out at the last second, leaving me gasping for air now that his dick was no longer filling my throat.

The hand on the back of my head curled into a fist, grasping a handful of hair, and Will pulled me up to my feet. His roughness created a sting on my scalp, but somehow that only added to my excitement. It was as if he knew he could do what he wanted with me.

He pushed me over to the bed, bending me at the waist so that my face was level with Gary’s. I placed my hands either side of him on the mattress to keep my balance, watching his hand as it pumped up and down his shaft as if mesmerised.

Will kicked my feet further apart, and the head of his cock brushed against my pussy, making it quiver in anticipation of being filled. He used his grip on my hair to lift my head, forcing me to pull my gaze away from Gary’s dick so that I was looking into his eyes instead.

“Kiss him, Hazel,” Will groaned. “Kiss your husband while I take you hard.”

I was helpless to resist, and I leaned forward, closing the small gap between us until my lips met his. Gary instantly reached up with his free hand, cupping my face as he kissed me with such intense passion that I felt my entire body flush.

Will chose that moment to plunge his cock deep into my soaked cunt, and I moaned against my husband’s lips as I was stretched and filled. He wasted no time, setting a brutal pace with his hips as he fucked me hard and fast. Each thrust pushed me towards Gary, who was moaning almost as wantonly as I was.

The intimacy of kissing my husband while another man fucked me was a whole new level of filthy fun. This wasn’t something we’d ever done with Connor, who preferred to keep me all to himself while he used me, and my entire body was tingling with longing.

“That’s it,” Will grunted between powerful thrusts. “Show him how much you love him while another man is pounding this tight, married pussy.”

I let out a soft groan. His words made me feel like a dirty slut, and my cunt quivered around him as another fresh wave of arousal washed over me. I mashed my lips against Gary’s in a desperate, hungry kiss while Will kept slamming hard and deep inside me. The pleasure was building quickly, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I was going to last.

“I’m going to fill your hot little pussy with so much cum, Hazel,” Will continued. “It’s going to be dripping out of you for your husband to see.”

Those words forced a moan from Gary, who pulled back slightly, breaking the kiss. With nothing left to muffle my moans, my cries of pleasure each time Will slammed his cock all the way home into my pussy were suddenly loud in the room. I gave a moment of gratitude to the fact that the music from the party was so loud, so nobody else in the house would be able to hear me.

“And when he’s finished filling you with cum,” Gary said, “it will be my turn to fuck you and fill you even more. So by the time we go back down to the party, your sweet little pussy will be leaking so damn much.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, imagining the scene. I would have to dance and chat to other people like normal while the cum of two men was leaking out of me.

“Are you ready for the first load, Hazel?” Will asked.

I could barely speak as his relentless pace took my breath away, but I nodded my head quickly. I was so damn ready. After a few more thrusts, Will tensed, then shuddered as he unloaded himself inside me. I could feel his cock throbbing within my tight walls, and I’d been so close to the edge that it set off my own release.

The pleasure swept over me, consuming every part of my body as I helplessly surrendered to it. The merciless thrusts sent me spiralling into such intense bliss that my legs gave way beneath me, but both men held me up while Will kept railing me hard. I was limp as a rag doll as I succumbed to the will of both men.

My orgasm had barely faded when Will pulled out of me and, just as he’d promised, I could feel his seed dripping onto my inner thighs. Through the fog in my mind, I could feel two sets of hands moving me into position so I was straddling my husband’s lap, and Gary pulled me straight down onto his rock hard dick.

I cried out as I was filled once more, and he slid easily inside me as both my juices and Will’s cum kept me well lubricated.

“Fuck me,” Gary growled, his lips close to my ear. “You need a second load of cum inside you, don’t you, beautiful?”

“Oh god, yes,” I groaned.

From somewhere deep inside me, I found a whole new reserve of energy, and I began bouncing on my husband’s cock. Will reached around me from behind, mauling my tits with his hands as the voluptuous mounds of flesh jiggled with my movements. He pinched the hard little buds, tugging them roughly to send little jolts of pleasure down to my pussy.

I let out a loud moan as the attention from both men left me feeling overwhelmed with sensations. Gary gripped my hips hard, guiding my movements up and down on his cock. He was throbbing inside me, and I knew he wasn’t going to be able to last much longer. Not after the excitement of watching me being used by his friend.

“I want you to cum on my cock, Hazel,” my husband said through gritted teeth.

Unable to catch my breath enough to speak, I nodded my head vigorously and continued to ride his cock hard. My own orgasm was swiftly building, working up to the crescendo I still needed so badly, even though it had only been minutes since my last one.

Will released one of my nipples from his grip and ran his hand down my spine until his fingers were teasing between my ass cheeks. I gasped in surprise when I felt pressure against my tight rosebud as a finger penetrated my forbidden hole. He worked his finger slowly in and out of my ass while I fucked my husband, moving with a wanton frenzy as I grew closer to my release.

It was too much, and within moments I was unravelling, falling into the blissful oblivion of my orgasm. My body shuddered violently, and I threw my head back with a loud moan as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

At the same time, Gary’s roar filled the room as he pumped his hips hard and fast, slamming up into my quivering cunt while he filled me with another hot load of cum. We both moved frantically, clinging to each other as we succumbed to our joined release. And when we were both finished, Gary fell back onto the bed, taking me with him so I was laid on top of him.

Slowly, Will slipped his finger out of me and leaned to press a kiss against my shoulder blade. A smile spread across my lips as I laid in my blissful afterglow.

“That was amazing,” he whispered. “Hazel can be my fake girlfriend any time you guys want.” Will chuckled softly, and I grinned.

I had a feeling this wasn’t going to be my last time with Will. Gary and I were enjoying our new sexy lifestyle far too much, and we were both becoming greedy for more.
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Ismiled and let my eyes drift closed for a moment as I enjoyed the sounds of my husband talking and laughing with his friend, Adam. It had been a long day, and the sun had long since disappeared over the horizon, but despite my lag in energy levels, it sounded as if the two men were still full of beans, discussing something about football. It was apparent they supported different teams and were teasing each other light-heartedly about it.

“Are we boring you, Hazel?” Adam asked, and I chuckled before opening my eyes to look over at him. His full, lush lips were curled up into a teasing grin that awakened an excited flutter between my thighs.

“Oh no. It’s just been a busy day and I’m getting tired.”

“I bet if it was either Will or Connor here with us tonight, you’d suddenly have a lot more energy, love,” my husband said, flashing me a wicked grin.

My face burned with his words and I shifted slightly in my seat as a warmth seeped through my body.

“Wait, what? So I really am boring you. You’d prefer to have other people here than me?” Adam held both hands against his chest, feigning heartbreak, and both Gary and I burst out laughing.

“Of course not,” I said quickly. “It’s not like that at all, Adam. I’m enjoying your company tonight.”

I’d hoped that if I had answered him, then Gary would have no need to fill Adam in on any other details, but my husband would not be deterred.

“Oh, so I haven’t told you about Will and Connor yet, then?” Gary asked the other man.

“No. What about them?”

Adam looked politely curious, but he wasn’t exactly jumping about in his seat with excitement, so I had a feeling the following words out of my husband’s mouth were going to be quite a surprise.

Gary grinned at his friend, pausing for a moment before speaking. “I enjoy sharing my wife with other men sometimes, and Hazel has enjoyed the company of both Will and Connor on occasion since we moved into the neighbourhood.”

The euphemism in his words was clear, and Adam’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Oh wow. I never would have guessed it of you two! But that does sound fun.”

When Adam turned to look at me, there was a sudden new interest in his eyes. He’d been over to see Gary a few times, usually to watch football games together on the TV, and he had always been nice to me, but now his gaze lingered longer than usual on the cleavage displayed by my shirt. And I had to admit, the way he looked at me was causing my heart to beat wildly.

“And you both enjoy it?” our guest asked.

“Oh yes. I love watching her let go and have fun,” my husband answered. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. And, of course, Hazel always has a great time.”

“I... I do,” I admitted, suddenly feeling rather timid.

I had no way of knowing if Gary was about to suggest that Adam could use me too, and the anticipation was leaving me feeling breathless and excited. If I was honest, I wanted him to suggest it. The way he shared me with his friends was such a turn on, and just thinking about it had given me a sudden new burst of energy.

The two men were quiet, and I became painfully aware of the little whimpers I couldn’t hold back.

Adam turned to Gary. “I bet she would look so beautiful when being pleasured by another man. Hazel is a very sensual woman.”

A soft moan escaped my husband. “I’ve honestly never seen anything like it.” He quickly turned his gaze to me, his eyes dark and full of an unmistakable lust. “I want you to show my friend just how sensual you are, baby. Spread your legs wide for us.”

His command forced another whimper from my lips, and I hesitated a moment. Gary knew I wasn’t wearing any panties under my short skirt, and doing as I’d been told would mean Adam would see much more than he’d bargained for.

But the way they were both looking at me was driving me wild, and the ache between my thighs made it impossible to resist. Perhaps if I did as I was told, they would both take me inside and fuck me hard. That was exactly what I needed.

So I took a deep breath and spread my legs wide, feeling the material of my skirt rising higher up my thighs. Adam groaned softly as his gaze landed on my exposed pussy, and the sound sent a ripple of pleasure running down my spine. He devoured me with his eyes, and I couldn’t stop staring at him, enjoying the look of pleasure on his face simply from observing me.

“Will you touch yourself for us, Hazel?” Adam asked in a quiet voice that I had to struggle to hear from the other side of the porch.

Something about his request made my pussy quiver with lust. I’d never imagined I had an exhibitionist streak before, but the idea of them both watching as I brought myself to an orgasm had me panting hard.

But, as much as I enjoyed the idea of them both watching me, the fact that other people might be able to see me as well had me feeling nervous.

“What if people see me?” I whimpered, glancing around the street. The houses weren’t tightly packed, but there were enough around that someone seeing me out of their window was a legitimate concern. It didn’t help that there was a streetlight directly in front of our house, casting some light on our porch even in the darkness of the night. If anything, the streetlight felt more like a spotlight.

“Then they will think you are hot and will be unable to stop staring at you,” Adam responded. “Just like us.”

When I turned back to Gary and Adam, I found them both still staring at me. Deciding to focus my attention only on them, I leaned back in my chair and spread my legs wider, enjoying the appreciative moans that came from them.

Adam sat forward, resting his elbows on his knees as he continued to stare. He’d pulled his shirt sleeves up to his elbows earlier in the evening, and seeing the way the muscles in his forearms flexed with each movement in the glow of the streetlight was oddly arousing. It hinted at power and strength, and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to have his arms wrapped around me.

“I can see how wet you are from here, Hazel,” Adam growled. “But I want you to be even wetter. So why don’t you touch that pretty pussy of yours while we watch you?”

I cast a quick glance around the street once more, looking for any sign of curtains twitching, but I couldn’t see anything. Then I brought my gaze back to my husband, who gave one brisk nod of his head to let me know I should comply.

As I brought a hand down between my thighs, I felt completely exposed. On display. Yet when my fingers brushed against my lower lips, I found out Adam had been right. I was completely soaked.

A soft moan escaped me, and I began stroking my fingers along the length of my dripping slit, coating the digits in my nectar. My flesh tingled, sending little tendrils of pleasure seeping through my body.

As they watched, both men were rubbing at their crotches through their pants, and a wave of satisfaction washed over me as I realised they were both hard already. The knowledge that they were enjoying my little show made me feel bolder.

Keeping my legs as wide apart as possible, I dipped my middle finger into my aching pussy, pushing it as deep as it could go before slowly pulling it out again. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from them, letting the obvious desire on their faces fuel the fire that was burning between my thighs.

Quiet whimpers flowed from me as I slowly fucked myself with my finger. The goal wasn’t to make myself cum, so I didn’t rush. I took my time, wanting to put on a good show for my captive audience.

Adam was the first one to free his cock from his pants to stroke himself. His erection was thick and long, and I knew I needed to have it inside me before the evening was over. One glance at Gary told me he wanted to watch Adam take me, too.

“Another finger, Hazel,” Adam growled, and a shiver of lust ran through me. He was taking complete control, despite the fact that he hadn’t even touched me yet. God, I hoped he wasn’t going to make me wait too long to feel his hands on me.

Without hesitation, I slipped another finger into my slick cunt and began pumping them more vigorously. I dropped my head back and let out a soft moan, trying to keep the sounds of pleasure quiet so I wouldn’t draw attention from any of the neighbours.

“Unbutton your shirt, Hazel,” came the next command, that one from my husband.

I slowed the pace of my fingers in my pussy so I could concentrate on opening the buttons of my shirt with my other hand, slowly revealing more and more of my flesh to the two men. I was suddenly glad I wore the push-up bra, considering the way Adam was now staring at my impressive cleavage. He was pumping his fist faster along the hard length of his member, and the sight of it was making my pussy quiver in anticipation of feeling that beast pounding my cunt hard. My husband’s cock was, unfortunately, still inside his pants, but I could tell by the huge tent in the front of his clothing that he was rock hard too.

After my shirt was open and almost hanging off my shoulders, I got back to focusing on my needy pussy, thrusting my fingers hard and fast.

“Come on, baby,” Adam grunted between quiet moans. “You can take another finger. You need to get yourself ready to take this cock.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, as I fit a third finger into my wet hole. I was really feeling the stretch now, but it felt so damn good.

While Adam and Gary watched, I fingered myself hard, letting my head fall back once more while a blissful heat infused my entire body. It was getting harder to control my moans as the sensations grew more intense, but I couldn’t stop. Everything felt so good, and knowing they were watching me and getting off on me touching myself just made it all feel so much better.

My fingers made sloppy, wet sounds as they pounded in and out of my cunt, making it embarrassingly obvious how much I was enjoying being on display for their entertainment. In fact, I was enjoying it so much, it was getting harder and harder to worry that a neighbour might see. All I wanted was to cum.

As if he could read my thoughts, Adam growled another command. “Make yourself cum for us, Hazel. Make that pussy nice and wet for me, so it’s ready when I want to take you.”

I moved my fingers frantically, angling my hand so that it slammed against my clit with each thrust. With the extra stimulation, it only took a few more seconds to reach that peak, and I bit hard on my lower lip to contain the loud moans that wanted to escape.

Out in the warm evening air on the front porch, I made myself cum hard, my body shuddering violently as each wave of pleasure washed over me, sweeping me up in the intensity of the moment. My audience stared with lust written all over their faces, and Adam continued stroking his cock, while I fingered my pussy until my orgasm had faded.

I slipped my fingers slowly out of me, suddenly feeling embarrassed now that I wasn’t so caught up in my desire to cum.

“Come over here, love,” Gary said while patting his lap, and I quickly stood and made my way over to him, feeling self-conscious with my clothes all out of place.

I lowered into my husband’s lap and moaned as he turned me towards his friend and pulled my legs apart once more. Now I was closer to Gary, he’d have an even better view of my dripping pussy, and the way he stared between my thighs had me aching for another orgasm already.

He let out a soft growl. “Such a pretty pussy. I’m looking forward to ruining it soon when I take you hard.”

I moaned and squirmed in Gary’s lap, feeling his erection pressing against my ass through his pants. My husband moved his hand between my thighs, slowly trailing his finger over the wet slit. Even that gentle touch was enough to cause my back to arch and my toes to curl.

“She really is soaked,” he said to his friend. “Hazel is more than ready to take your cock now.”

Adam reached over with his free hand, cupping one breast gently. Although the padded cup of my push-up bra meant I couldn’t feel much of his touch against my sensitive nipple, the way his fingers slowly kneaded the voluptuous flesh that overflowed the cup felt heavenly.

“And what do you want, Hazel?” he asked, holding my gaze intently. “Do you want me to fuck you? Or would you prefer your husband take care of your needs?

I whimpered and turned to look at Gary over my shoulder. Even after everything that had happened with Connor and Will in the past, I still felt as if I needed his permission to do something with another man. I’d never want to do anything that would hurt the man I loved.

“Hazel,” he said, a warm smile on his face and lighting up his eyes. “You know how I feel about this. I get so damn turned on watching you fuck another man. So long as you want to do this, you are free to let Adam use you. And it’s not a choice between him or me.” His voice lowered to a growl for the words that followed. “You know how much I love claiming your cunt hard again after another man has used it.”

I moaned softly. The reclaiming was almost my favourite part of what we did with others. Gary would always turn feral and fuck me hard after he’d watched me with another man. I had already been craving Adam with an intensity that was almost overwhelming, but now I was getting desperate.

Turning back to Adam, I felt my face flush as I told him my decision. “I want you to fuck me, Adam. Please.”

I wasn’t sure why I’d said please, but something in his features changed as soon as he heard that word. “Good girl,” he said, and I wasn’t sure why, but those words coaxed another little whimper from my lips. “Come get on your knees. I want to sample that pretty little mouth of yours first.”

Without hesitation, I slipped from Gary’s lap and crawled the short distance to Adam, settling on my knees between his feet. At this height, I had the perfect view of his cock, and my desperation for it suddenly grew into something even more intense. His hand was still wrapped around the base, but he was no longer stroking it.

My mouth watered as my gaze followed a drop of precum that was slowly making its way down his shaft, running along the prominent vein. I moved quickly, before even realising I was doing so, to drag my tongue along his hard rod, collecting that drop of precum before it could reach his hand.

The touch caused Adam to moan loudly, and his dick throbbed right in front of my face, as if begging for attention.

“Again,” he groaned, and I slowly ran my tongue along his entire length, starting where his hand held the base all the way up to the tip.

I twirled my tongue around the engorged head and flicked it against the little slit where another drop of precum had appeared. Just as I was about to slide my lips down over the tip, Adam gripped my hair with his free hand, holding it firmly enough that I couldn’t move to take him into my mouth.

“Please,” I whined, and once again, that word caused a visceral reaction in Adam.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “You should always ask nicely for the things you crave. And you crave to suck my dick, don’t you?”

“Oh god, yes,” I answered quickly, feeling no shame at all about my eagerness to please him.

Adam seemed pleased with my answer and rewarded me by using his grip on my hair to lower my mouth down onto his cock. My lips parted around him, having to stretch wide to accommodate his girth, and I let out a muffled moan.

He released his grip on his cock, and brought his other hand to my head, gently guiding my movements as I worked my lips up and down his length. I sucked hungrily, enjoying the way he controlled me without making me take more than I could handle. My pussy was soaked, and I could feel my juices leaking onto my inner thighs. Oh yeah, I really was so ready for his cock. But right now, I was more than satisfied just to have him in my mouth.

Adam’s soft moans filled the quiet night air, and those sounds only made me even more wanton. I didn’t care where we were, or if others could see. All I wanted was to make him moan like that over and over.

His cock pulsed between my lips, letting me know I was doing a good job, and with his guidance, I slid my lips down further to take him deeper into the wet heat of my mouth. Adam tangled his fingers in my hair and moved my head up and down, using my mouth for his own pleasure in a way that created such an intense heat between my thighs. I squirmed on my knees, squeezing my thighs together in an attempt to quell the ache between them, but I knew nothing other than a good, hard fuck would fix it.

“God, you are so good at this, baby,” Adam groaned, his voice breathless and strained as he tried not to lose control and explode in my mouth.

The sound of his voice, and knowing he was so close, had me sucking even more desperately on his throbbing shaft. Whimpers escaped me as the taste of his precum grew more pungent. Suddenly, I was overcome with the desire to make him cum in my mouth. I needed him to feed me.

My cheeks caved in while I sucked as hard as I could, stroking my lips up and down his thick length. Adam’s moans were growing louder, and I could feel his body tensing as his orgasm approached. I was so fucking close to my prize, and so damn hungry for it.

The sound of a car driving past startled us all, reminding us of exactly where we were, and Adam pulled me up off his cock, leaving me gasping for air as stings of spittle hung between my lips and the bulbous head of his dick.

We all turned our heads to look at the car and recognised it as one of the neighbour’s. I ducked down between Adam’s legs, not wanted to be seen, but the car soon disappeared around the corner.

“Do you think they saw us?” I asked breathlessly.

“I doubt it. The house is tucked back a bit from the street. They may have seen Gary and I sat here, but I doubt they would have noticed you on your knees with my dick in your mouth.” Adam looked down at me, flashing me a grin so wicked I’m sure my panties would have melted if I’d been wearing any.

Now that the danger had passed, I was ready to get back to work pleasuring Adam. I leaned forward, my lips just brushing against the head of his cock before he pulled me back again.

“Sure, your mouth felt good, Hazel, but I’m ready to use your wet little cunt now. Is it still wet for me?”

Without waiting for an answer, Adam reached down and slipped his hand between my thighs, running his fingers through my folds. The groan that came from him let me know he was pleased with what he’d found.

Instinctively, I began moved my hips, writhing needily against his hand. He’d barely touched me yet, but I was desperate for more.

“Should we go inside for this?” I asked, my voice coming out as little more than a whisper.

For a moment, I thought he hadn’t heard my question. Adam remained quiet while teasing his fingers through my wet petals, moving them back and forth until his fingertips brushed against my engorged clit. I gasped and jolted at the sudden intense sensations caused by his touch, spreading heat through my body.

“I don’t think so,” he replied after so long I’d almost forgotten I’d asked him a question. “At least, not yet. I want to play with your pussy out here. Is that okay with you, Gary?”

Adam and I both turned to look at Gary, who was watching us with a wild lust in his eyes. He was stroking his cock, and even through his pants I could see the way his manhood was throbbing insistently.

“That’s fine. She’s yours for the night, Adam. You have my blessing to do whatever you want with her.”

I squirmed as I realised Gary didn’t mind who saw another man fucking me, and decided that if he didn’t care, then I wouldn’t either.

Adam took my hand and helped me to my feet, guiding me over to the railing that surrounded the edge of the porch. He placed my hands on the wooden railing and forced me to close my hands around it. I was facing outwards, while he stood behind me. At least in this position, I could look out for anybody who might be peeking at us.

My shirt was still open, but I was still wearing the bra underneath it, and I hoped the wooden slats around the porch would hide the fact that my skirt was hitched up around my waist if there were any people watching.

Adam ran his hand over the curve of my exposed ass cheek, bringing my attention back to him. His touch awakened something in me, and I pushed back against his hand, eager for more. He slapped my ass just hard enough to send a pleasant warmth through my flesh, and I let out a moan, too caught up in the sensations he created to care if someone else might hear.

He did the same on the other ass cheek before sliding his hand down between my legs, running his fingers through my wet folds again.

“Oh god, please,” I moaned, and I was rewarded with a low growl from Adam.

“Please, what? Tell me what you need, baby.”

“I need you inside me, Adam. I need you to fuck me.” There was a desperate tone to my voice, and even I was surprised by how wanton I sounded.

He stepped closer behind me, and I felt his erection against my thigh while his lips brushed against my ear. “But if I fuck you right now, the other people in the neighbourhood might see. And then they’ll know you are just a pretty little plaything to be shared around.”

My cunt quivered as I listened to his words, unable to work out why they made me so aroused I could barely catch my breath. I was surprised to hear a moan coming from Gary as he watched. Did that idea turn him on just as much as it did me? Is that what he hoped for by sharing me with his friends?

The desire for him became overwhelming, and I suddenly didn’t care if everyone was watching us from their front windows. “I can’t wait, Adam. I need you inside me. Now. Please.” That final word came out on a long, low moan that I didn’t even have time to finish before I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against my opening.

Adam slowly entered me, filling me with his cock inch by inch while I could only whimper and writhe against the welcome invasion. He wrapped his arms around my waist and pressed his chest against my back, and I let out a soft moan as his searing heat enveloped me.

Once he was fully inside me, impaling me with every thick inch of his impressive dick, I began rocking my hips shamelessly, working myself against it. My inner walls gripped him tight, and the swollen head rubbed against pleasure sensors I didn’t even know I had. Adam hadn’t even started fucking me yet, standing motionless behind me while I moved my hips, but I was already a needy mess.

“I think that’s what you want, isn’t it, Hazel? To be a pretty plaything for the men to share, knowing your husband will be watching and enjoying every fucking moment. Admit it, you crave to be a good little toy for everyone to use.”

My face was burning as a mixture of shame and desire washed over me. It was true. I loved the attention I’d been getting from other men over the last few months, and I was beginning to crave it more and more.

“Admit it, Hazel,” Gary added, watching us from his seat on the porch. “We can all see it’s what you need.”

But I was too embarrassed to admit it. Yes, that craving was there, but I hadn’t been raised to be a slut. Wouldn’t people think badly of me about it? Despite the shame, my entire body was being consumed by an uncontrollable need for relief. I needed to be fucked, and I needed to cum on Adam’s dick. I moved frantically, moaning loudly in the warm night air.

“Please, Adam,” I whined, hoping his love of hearing me ask nicely for what I needed would make him give me what I craved. But he remained motionless.

“If you want me to fuck you, you have to tell me what you crave to be. Then I will make you cum so fucking hard I’ll have to carry you over to your husband when I’m finished with you.”

Frustration swept over me as he refused to give me what I needed unless I did as I was told. Especially as his complete control over me had me feeling even more desperate than usual.

“I... I want to be a pretty plaything,” I whimpered, repeating back the words he’d used, because he had put it so fucking perfectly.

“What was that, Hazel?” he asked. “I couldn’t quite hear you. And I know for sure Gary couldn’t hear you from where he is sitting.”

“Nope. I didn’t hear a thing,” Gary confirmed.

I groaned and continued to writhe on Adam’s dick. “I want to be a pretty plaything,” I said as loud as I dared, and both men let out a moan.

“Good girl. Now you’ve earned your reward.”

Adam began pumping his hips, slamming into my needy pussy with hard thrusts. I couldn’t hold back the sharp cries brought out by the sensations created each time he slammed his huge cock home within me, and I was grateful when he placed his hand gently over my mouth to muffle the sounds.

He thrust hard enough to push my hips against the wooden railing, and I suspected I was going to have bruises there in the morning, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered in that moment was how good Adam’s cock felt as he used me at a merciless pace.

My eyes rolled back as I surrendered to the blissful sensations, knowing it wouldn’t be long before I was swept away with another orgasm. Adam’s thrusts had my body shaking like a rag doll, and I’d never felt anything so fucking good. My moans were growing louder, and I had to bite the inside of his palm in my attempt to keep as quiet as possible. At this rate, if I couldn’t control myself, the entire street would be stood on their doorsteps watching us.

With only a few more brutal thrusts, I shattered apart, screaming into Adam’s hand as an intense climax ripped through me, making my body shudder violently with the overwhelming pleasure.

“That’s a good girl. Cum on my cock, baby. And then I’ll fill your greedy little pussy with my cream.”

It wasn’t as if I could do anything but obey his command. The orgasm was already consuming me, making my cunt clench tight around the huge cock inside me. With a loud grunt in my ear, Adam found his own release, and he filled my pussy with a hot load of cum. He kept thrusting hard and deep until we were both sated, and then he slowly pulled out of me, letting me feel his cum as it leaked out onto my inner thigh.

When Adam pulled his hand away from my mouth, I let out a soft moan. “Thank you, Adam,” I whimpered. “That was exactly what I needed.”

He chuckled and gave my ass a gentle slap. “I know it was, baby. Because you are a greedy little plaything.”

I felt my face flush as I remembered what he’d had me say before he fucked me. I didn’t regret saying it, though. It was pointless to regret saying something that was absolutely true.

Suddenly, I felt another pair of arms around me, and I turned to see my husband stood beside me. “That was so fucking hot,” he groaned. “But now it’s my turn, love.”

He gripped my waist and lifted me, forcing me to wrap my arms and legs around him as he carried me into the house.

“Feel free to follow us if you want to watch Hazel being used hard,” Gary said over his shoulder to Adam. “It’s only fair seeing as you let me watch.”

Adam followed along behind us with a wicked grin on his face. “I would be crazy to pass up an opportunity like that.”

Gary carried me straight through to the living room and placed me down on the couch before kneeling between my parted thighs. When he stared down at my well-fucked pussy, I became all too aware of the fact that I was splayed lewdly and displaying the cum that was oozing out of my pussy.

My husband groaned and slid two fingers inside me. I winced slightly, my pussy feeling a little sore from the battering it had just taken, but that didn’t stop me from parting my legs wider for him as an invitation to continue.

He pumped his fingers, apparently enjoying the squelching sounds that appeared from between my legs with each thrust. But he quickly pulled his fingers out again and brought them up to my mouth. I parted my lips eagerly and slipped them over the offered digits, sucking greedily on them. They tasted of my pleasure mingled with Adam’s cum, and the combination was intoxicating.

With his free hand, Gary unfastened his pants and worked his cock free. “I need to be inside you, Hazel,” he groaned, as he lined up the head of his cock with my sloppy entrance. “I’m going to fuck you and fill you with even more cum. Because that’s what happens to pretty playthings. They get filled with several loads of cum.”

Adam moaned appreciatively. “Fuck, yes. And she’s such a good little toy that she deserves to be filled over and over.”

I closed my eyes and let out a needy wail as their words drove me crazy with lust. Then Gary pushed his hips forward, impaling me with his cock with one hard thrust. I cried out, my back arching up off the couch as I was once again overwhelmed by the most pleasurable sensations.

My husband pumped his hips furiously, slamming into me repeatedly with thrusts hard enough to take my breath away. His fingers in my mouth muffled the moans, and I sucked desperately on them as my lust took over.

Adam came closer, kneeling on the couch beside me with his semi-hard cock in his hand. “I’ve got something for her to suck if she’s hungry,” he said to my husband, a smirk on his sexy lips.

Gary chuckled and pulled his fingers free. “That sounds perfect. I bet she’ll enjoy that.”

I let out a moan as I realised this was going to be my first time being used by two men at the same time. Turning my head towards Adam, I parted my lips for him and waited for him to take the offered hole. As soon as he’d slid his cock between my lips, I began sucking, moaning as the combined taste of our pleasure filled my senses once more.

His dick twitched in my mouth, quickly growing fully hard once more. Both men pumped their hips, fucking both my holes at the same time, and the pressure built rapidly between my thighs as I felt another release coming.

With my eyes closed, I revelled in the feel of both dicks moving in and out of me, almost synchronised as they took what they wanted from my willing body. If I’d thought being fucked by just one man was good, it had nothing on pleasing two men at the same time.

I sucked hungrily on Adam’s cock, whimpering each time it throbbed in my mouth. At the same time, Gary kept up the same brutal pace, helping the heat between my thighs to grow until it was consuming me again.

Another powerful climax washed over me, my back arching and my body writhing as I became overwhelmed by the intensity of it. It was almost too much, but Gary didn’t slow down. He was merciless, fucking me hard until he found his own orgasm. He groaned and shuddered as he emptied himself inside me, filling my already sloppy pussy with another big load of cum.

Only when the pleasure had passed did Gary slow his thrusts, moving gently in and out of my pussy while I continued to work on pleasing Adam for a second time. He was so close, and the desire to pleasure him again had me frantic.

I sucked desperately on his cock, sliding my lips up and down his shaft until he was groaning with his climax. His cum splashed against my tongue and I swallowed it eagerly, grateful for my prize after being denied the taste of his cream earlier. He placed his hand on the back of my head, holding me in place while he fucked my mouth until every drop had been drained.

When they both pulled out of me, I whimpered quietly, and Gary settled on the couch beside me to hold me in his arms. I snuggled in close to him, relaxing in the warmth of his body as I caught my breath.

I felt a hand stroking my hair gently and turned to see Adam close by me on the other side.

“Thank you for letting me be a part of this, guys,” he said, a soft smile playing about his lips. “Although I have to admit, you didn’t make it easy for me.”

“What do you mean?” Gary asked, obviously feeling as perplexed as I was. “I thought you said Hazel was a good little plaything.”

“Oh, she was,” Adam said, laughing softly. “That was the problem. You see, I’m used to being very dominant in the bedroom, or on the front porch, or wherever the intimate activities might be happening.” He flashed me a wink before continuing. “But I had to hold back on that with Hazel, and the fact that she has some very obvious submissive tendencies made it very difficult to hold back.”

I whimpered softly. “That was you holding back?” I asked incredulously. “You seemed in full control the whole time!”

My words brought a hearty laugh from Adam. “Oh, baby, trust me. I was holding back. A lot.”

I squirmed a little as his words caused another excited little flutter between my thighs. “Well, now I’m curious what you are like when you are not holding back.”

“You’re welcome to find out another night if you want to, Hazel. So long as Gary is okay with that, of course. Watching you fuck another man is one thing. Watching you submit to another man would be something else entirely.”

I turned to look at Gary. “What do you think?” I asked, knowing full well I was already eager to find out more about this side of Adam. But I still wanted my husband’s permission.

He pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I think you would enjoy it, love. I’ve seen how you react when you are commanded to do something, and I suspect you do have very submissive tendencies. Plus, I would be there with you, watching over you the whole time while you try something new.”

That was all the reassurance I needed. “Okay,” I said to Adam. “I’d really like to try it.”

He grinned back at me. “I had a feeling you would. How about you two come over to my house on Saturday night?”

“That sounds perfect,” Gary replied.

I smiled and nodded my head, trying to ignore the excited butterflies that had suddenly appeared in my stomach. It was going to be a long wait until Saturday.
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My heart was pounding hard in my chest while Gary and I waited for Adam to open his front door. Our special evening with our neighbour had been arranged a few nights ago, and I had been on tenterhooks ever since. A part of me was craving what was about to happen so badly, while another part of me was feeling nervous about trying something so new.

My husband wrapped his arm around me just as Adam opened the door. Our neighbour was wearing black slacks and a pale blue shirt which was stretched over his muscular frame. A soft whimper escaped me as my gaze travelled over his body. I hadn’t been sure what to expect him to wear on my first voyage into bdsm, but this wasn’t it. A part of me had wondered if he would be dressed in leather and carrying a whip, but he looked surprisingly casual.

“Hey guys,” he said, his lips curving up into a wide smile. “Come on in!”

I stepped in through the door first, quickly followed by Gary, and Adam swept me up in his arms. “I’ve been so looking forward to tonight,” he said, his voice a low growl as his lips brushed against my earlobe.

My body shivered in response, desire surging through me unexpectedly. “I have, too,” I whimpered. And it was true. Despite the nerves I felt, I knew tonight was going to be better than anything in my wildest dreams.

Gary and I had moved into the neighbourhood a few months ago, and he had already shared me with a couple of the new friends he’d made here. Earlier in the week, he had shared me with Adam for the first time, who had confessed at the end of the evening that he was a Dominant. When he offered me a chance to explore the world of dominance and submission, I’d jumped at the chance.

“Let’s go through to the living room,” he said, turning to lead us further into the house. “We have some things we need to discuss before we get started.”

I followed after him with shaky legs, and Gary reached out to grab my hand. I had no idea if he was offering me support of the physical or emotional kind, but right now, both were greatly welcomed. Once we reached the living, Adam sat on the couch and pulled me down to sit beside him, and Gary moved to the armchair opposite us.

“We’re not really sure what to expect,” Gary said to Adam, and I smiled. I’d talked to him about how I was feeling before we’d arrived, and it was sweet of him to voice my concerns for me. “I mean, how hardcore is it going to get? Will she need safe words and things like that?”

Adam smiled at my husband before wrapping his arms around me and pulling me in close against his side, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “It’s understandable that you’re both a little nervous. But I will not be pushing too hard tonight, seeing as it’s your first time submitting, Hazel. Consider it a gentle introduction to giving up control. But no, for tonight, we will not be using safe words. If Hazel wants to stop, simply saying telling me to stop will be enough.”

Another fear popped into my head. One I hadn’t spoken to Gary about. “But if I do need to stop things for whatever reason, will I be punished?” I knew very little about bdsm, but I had heard rules and punishments were part of it.

“No!” Adam answered quickly. “That is not what punishments are for. If the scene needs to end, it ends immediately, and then Gary and I will both be here to take care of you. So you must absolutely stop things if you need to. I expect you to do that, and I will be upset if you let me continue when you are not enjoying it. Is that understood?”

I squirmed a little. The way he spoke had changed slightly from when we had been chatting together out on our porch earlier in the week. There was a forceful confidence in his voice now, and it had sent a warmth down to my core. If he was demanding that I put a stop to things if I needed to, then I would do exactly that.

“I understand,” I replied, my voice a soft and breathless whimper. There was something about this side of Adam that was definitely having an effect on me.

“Good girl,” he said, and winked at me when those words forced a quiet gasp from my lips. “Now we should discuss what kind of things you might like to try with me tonight. Let’s start with one of the basics. How do you both feel about bondage?”

“You mean you would tie Hazel up?” Gary asked.

“Yes, if you both wanted that, of course. Nothing will happen without consent from both of you.”

I imagined him tying me to his bed while he fucked me, and it suddenly became a lot harder to breathe. “I know I would like that,” I answered quickly, the words all tumbling out on one long moan.

Adam grinned at me, no doubt very aware of the arousal this conversation was causing. Then he turned to Gary. “And how do you feel about it?”

“If it’s what Hazel wants, then I’m happy with it, too. I trust you to set her free if she needs that.”

“Thank you, Gary. I appreciate that trust. So, we will give bondage a little try.” Adam turned back to me, gripping my chin gently to lift my face towards his before he brushed his lips against mine.

I whimpered softly against his lips, finding it difficult to hide just how arousing I found it to even be talking about these things. A fire spread out through my body, consuming me with the lust I was feeling for Adam. I wanted him. No, I needed him badly. And for tonight, I wanted nothing more than to surrender to him.

“How about spanking?” he asked suddenly, his lips still so close to mine that I could feel the warmth of his breath against my skin.

“I... I would be okay with that.” I felt my face turn hot as thoughts of being bent over his knee and spanked went running through my mind. It created a surprising reaction, with my pussy quivering as my arousal grew even more intense.

“Then I don’t think we should try spanking tonight then,” Adam replied, his lips in a straight line.

“But why?” I blurted out before I even realised I was going to say anything. I squirmed some more, growing more turned on the longer we spent talking about these topics.

“Because I don’t just want you to be okay with something, baby.” He leaned closer, pressing gentle little kisses along the side of my neck in the exact spot that always made me melt. “When I do anything to you, I want you to be aching for it. Dripping wet. Desperate and begging.”

“Begging?” I squeaked, having to hold back a groan at how idiotic I must sound to him.

“Of course. And I promise you this, Hazel, you will be doing a lot of begging tonight.”

His words made me dizzy and breathless. It was as if he knew exactly what I needed. “Then please spank me tonight, Adam. I need it.”

I heard a moan coming from Gary, who was quietly watching us, but my attention was firmly focused on Adam. The corner of his lips curled up into a barely perceptible grin. “For a beginner, I suppose that’s passable as begging. I will just have to make sure I give you plenty of practice in the fine art of pleading before the end of the night.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered quietly, because it felt like the only natural thing to say in response. My panties were soaked, and all I could think about was how much I needed Adam to take me and control me.

“Is there anything else we need to talk about?” Gary asked, and when I looked over at him, I realised he was staring at us with a wild lust in his eyes and with a huge tent in the front of his pants. Apparently, he was just as eager as I was to get things started.

Adam nodded. “Just a couple more things. When I take you both upstairs to my bedroom in a moment, I expect Hazel to quickly and silently strip, then get on her knees on the rug in the middle of the floor. And from that moment on, she will refer to me as Sir. Nothing else. Only Sir.”

I whimpered and nodded. “Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly.

He chuckled softly. “We are not in my room yet, but your eagerness to obey has been noted. Good girl.” His praise had me wriggling on the couch, trying to extinguish the growing ache between my thighs. “One more thing. Once we are in there, I expect total obedience. It is your first time and I will always be mindful of that, but if I give you a command, there are only two possible responses. One is ‘yes, Sir’ followed by you doing as you are told, and the other is ‘I need to stop, Sir.’ In which case, the scene will stop and the cuddles will begin. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, my voice coming out as a soft moan.

“Then let’s go, baby.”

Adam stood and held out his hand for me. I took it and followed as he led us up the stairs. A brief glimpse over my shoulder showed me that Gary was right behind us. When we entered his bedroom, I stood in the doorway and gasped softly. It appeared to be just a normal bedroom, but laid out on the large oak dresser were several items that I recognised but had never seen in real life.

There were implements for spanking, a flat black leather paddle and a flogger made with long thin strips of leather. There were two dildos and a metal butt plug. A bottle of lubricant. But the items that probably excited me most were the various lengths of rope. My mind instantly started racing with thoughts of all the ways he might use them to tie me up.

The sound of a voice being cleared pulled me out of my daydream, and when I looked over at Adam, he was watching me with one eyebrow raised. He didn’t look impressed, and I searched my brain frantically for a reason why he might be upset with me.

Suddenly, it hit me. He’d told me I was to do something specific when I came into the room, and instead, I’d stood in the doorway staring at his collection of toys like an idiot.

I moved further into the room, giving Gary some space to enter too. With trembling fingers, I began working the zip on my dress, pulling the garment off and laying it over the back of a chair in the corner of the room. Then I unfastened my bra and slid the straps down my shoulders. My nipples were already like hard little pebbles, standing to attention as I revealed my breasts to the two men.

When I realised they were both watching me intently, I was reminded of the way they had both watched me masturbate the other night. The thrill I’d got then by being observed was back, and I quickly finished stripping off my clothes, wanting to be fully on display to them once more.

Once I was undressed, I moved to the rug and lowered to my knees, placing my hands on my thighs because I didn’t know what else to do with them. My heart was pounding hard in my chest, and my tits were heaving with the rapid pace of my breathing.

Adam stepped closer, standing tall and looking down at me. I bit my lip on a whimper as I realised his cock was at eye-level. Even through his slacks, I could see his dick pulsing, growing hard.

He reached out and gently stroked my cheek, before tilting my head up so I would meet his gaze rather than continue to stare at the outline of his cock.

“How are you feeling right now, baby?” he asked in a soft voice.

“I’m feeling good, Sir. Just needy.”

He grinned down at me. “Good. That’s how I want you feeling, Hazel. And if anything happens that doesn’t feel good, you know you are to tell me, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly, although I wasn’t sure I could think of a single thing he’d do to me that wouldn’t feel heavenly.

Adam smiled and then stepped away, moving towards the dresser, and I turned to see if he was going to pick up any of the items that were laid out. He paused, but didn’t look around. “Stay facing forward, Hazel,” he commanded, his voice making clear no discussion on the matter was welcome.

I shivered at his tone, finding the strength in his voice oddly compelling. Without hesitation, I turned my head back around, facing forward as I’d been told. I heard him moving things around on the dresser, but it was impossible to know what he was touching. A heat deep in my core kept me squirming while I waited for him to return, but he didn’t seem to be in any hurry. The longer he took, the more I craved his attention.

To try to distract myself, I looked out of the corner of my eye over at Gary. He was settled in the chair where I had placed my clothes earlier, watching me intently. I could see how hard his cock was through his pants, and occasionally he would rub absent-mindedly at his rigid flesh.

Footsteps alerted me to the fact that Adam was finished over by the dresser and walking back to me. The warmth of his hands enclosed my wrists as he gently pulled them behind me, then I felt the rough rope being looped back and forth around my wrists, keeping them bound behind my back. I couldn’t help but let out a moan as I resisted the urge to tug on the rope, wanting to make sure I really was helpless.

When he was finished, Adam leaned closer from behind and brushed his lips against my ear. “Does that feel okay?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly while nodding my head. “It feels perfect.”

Adam chuckled and stood once more before walking back around to my front. I lifted my gaze to his face, whimpering quietly as I waited for his next command. He reached out to stroke the pad of his thumb against my lower lip.

“I know you are a good cocksucker, Hazel. I found that out the last time I used you. But now I want to find out how well you worship cock.” He grinned down at me, the wicked curve of his lips igniting a flash of longing so intense I could feel my nectar leaking onto my inner thighs.

“Yes, Sir. I will do my best to please you.” I went to unfasten his pants, but the rope keeping my arms tied together stopped me. A keening whine emerged from me, and I looked up at him with pleading eyes. “Please, will you take your cock out so I can suck it, Sir?”

“No, Hazel. My cock doesn’t come out of my pants until it is rock hard and dripping copious amounts of precum. So you’d better get to work if you want to earn the privilege of being my cocksucker tonight.”

The thought of having to earn his cock was enough to have me squirming on my knees, but I didn’t understand what I was supposed to do if he wasn’t going to give me his cock. Suddenly, his hand was on the back of my head, pulling me roughly towards his crotch. I could feel the hard outline of his dick and, as if acting on instinct, I began kissing along the length of his shaft.

Both men moaned, and Adam began stroking his fingers tenderly through my hair. “Good girl,” he said. “Worshipping cock isn’t just about having your mouth fucked until you are fed a big creamy load of cum. It’s about showing me just how much you crave my cock. It’s about showing how happy you are doing nothing more than focusing your complete attention on my hard dick.”

I moaned as I set to work, doing as he’d commanded, pressing feather-light kisses along his hard length and taking my time to show my desire. Each twitch of his cock against my lips through the fabric of his pants had me mewling desperately. I already needed his cock so badly, and being so close without being able to have it inside me was slowly turning into the most wicked torture.

When I couldn’t take it anymore, I pulled back and looked up at him with pleading eyes. “Please let me have your cock now, Sir. Please. I promise to be a good cocksucker.”

Gary moaned loudly, and my attention was pulled away from Adam for a moment as I caught sight of my husband slowly stroking his cock while he watched us. But the sound of a zipper being lowered soon pulled me back to Adam. He gently pulled his cock out of his pants, and he was so hard it was jutting out proudly from his body. A drop of precum was hanging from the tip, and before it could fall, I leaned in quickly to catch it. My tongue flicked against the engorged head, and the taste of his arousal filled my senses.

A hand gripped my hair firmly, tugging back hard enough to make my scalp sting. I whined as Adam pulled me away from his cock, and my natural instinct was to lean forward and try to worship his throbbing rod again. But he wouldn’t let me.

“Did I tell you that you could touch my cock yet?” he asked, a menacing tone in his voice despite the gleam of lust sparkling in his eye.

I had no idea why being reprimanded by him seemed so hot, but he was making it hard to form proper thoughts. “I... no... but...” My words trailed off, only to be replaced by little whimpers.

Adam chuckled. “Then you don’t do it, baby. Tonight, you don’t have to think about a single thing. Tonight, you are nothing but an obedient little plaything for my pleasure. You do exactly what I say when I say it, and then I promise all three of us will be very happy. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered, shifting side to side on my knees.

“Good girl. Now open your mouth for me.”

I let out a groan before parting my lips wide, offering him my mouth for his use. A loud moan from the corner of the room brought my attention back to Gary for a brief moment. He was jerking his cock vigorously now, apparently enjoying the show very much.

“Now remember, Hazel. You must obey. And right now, I want you to remain completely still, just like that, with your mouth open.”

Seeing as I couldn’t speak while holding my mouth open, I nodded enthusiastically to show him I understood.

Adam gripped the base of his shaft firmly and stepped closer until his dick was so close to my face I could feel the heat emanating from him. He tapped the swollen head against my lips, and every instinct I had screamed at me to take him into my mouth and start sucking. It took every bit of willpower I possessed to fight that urge. The desire to obey and please Adam was the most important thing in the world to me at that moment.

His lips curved up into a smile as he tapped against my lips once more. I began squirming again, my body becoming restless with my desire to be used. The teasing was driving me crazy, and I craved his cock with a wild intensity.

Next, Adam slipped just the head into my mouth, letting it rest on my tongue while I kept my mouth open as instructed. Precum was oozing from the tip, leaking onto my tongue, and the taste of his desire was enough to break any resolve I’d had left. I sealed my lips around him and began sucking desperately, taking him as deep into my eager mouth as possible.

In an instant, Adam stepped back, his face moulded into a frown as he tucked himself back into his pants. “I didn’t tell you to start sucking yet, Hazel. And now I’m afraid I’m going to have to punish you for being disobedient.”

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean to be bad. I promise I will try harder to be good.”

Adam leaned down over me, his lips brushing against my ear. “Don’t worry, baby. I think we are both going to enjoy this punishment.” He grabbed my arm and helped me up to my feet, before turning me around and marching me over to the dresser. “Now, choose what item I will use to turn your ass the prettiest shade of red you’ve ever seen.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, my pussy quivering at the thought of what he was about to do. Ever since I’d found out that I would be submitting to Adam, a spanking had been at the forefront of my fantasies, and now it seemed that dream was about to come true.

I looked at the flogger and the paddle that were laid out, my gaze moving back and forth between the two as I tried to work out which one to choose. Seeing as I had no experience with spanking, I had no idea which one would be best. But I couldn’t seem to stop looking at the large leather paddle, so I figured that was the one my body craved.

I swallowed deeply and licked my lips before speaking. “The paddle please, Sir,” I whimpered. It was almost impossible to hear my quiet words over the pounding of my heart. The excitement was coursing through me, filling me with a level of craving I had never felt before.

Adam nodded and picked up the paddle before guiding me over to the bed. He sat down on the edge, then wrapped his powerful arms around my waist and pulled me over his lap. My hands were still tied behind my back, and the rope rubbed against my skin as I writhed uncontrollably.

I felt a strong hand on my back and I instantly stilled, lowering my head to the mattress.

“For being unable to follow a simple command, you have earned five strikes with the paddle. And you will count after each one. If you lose count, then we will start at the beginning again, so I suggest you don’t do that.”

My mind swam as I tried to process his words through the haze of lust that was currently consuming me. The ache in my cunt was overwhelming, and I felt like I would go crazy if Adam didn’t fuck me soon. Only his hand on my back was keeping me grounded in any real way.

“Are you ready, Hazel?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned, surprised by the wantonness in my voice.

Without warning, the paddle came down hard on my right ass cheek, creating a dull thudding sound against my skin. I cried out, my body jolting as a throbbing pain spread through my flesh, but after a moment, I realised the pain wasn’t as bad as I’d expected. It was more of a pleasant ache than anything.

“One, Sir,” I said as loud as I could in my flustered state.

“Good girl for remembering,” he said, just a split second before the paddle came down on the left side, producing a mirroring ache on my other ass cheek.

The screech that emerged was more from surprise than pain, and the sound soon morphed into a needy moan.

“Two, Sir.”

Adam placed the paddle down gently on my upturned ass, resting it there while his hand dipped between my thighs to tease along my slick folds. I gasped at his touch and did my best to wriggle against the digits. But before I could begin to enjoy myself properly, he pulled his fingers away, leaving me desperate for more.

“Oh my,” he said, sounding amused. “Gary, it seems your wife is enjoying her punishment. She is dripping wet. I expect I will have a damp patch on my pants by the time I’m finished with her spanking.”

Gary moaned softly. “She does look so damn hot draped across your lap like that. Maybe I should bring her to you for spankings more often.”

A low growl vibrated through Adam. “Feel free to bring her around whenever you want, Gary. I will happily turn this sexy little ass red as often as you like.”

I writhed needily across Adam’s lap as the two men discussed me as if I wasn’t even there. The fire between my thighs was growing out of control, and the things they were saying were only pulling me deeper into my frantically needy state.

The weight of the paddle on my ass disappeared, and I braced myself for the next impact. I waited. And waited. It seemed Adam was even going to tease me with his spanking, and I found myself growing more desperate for it the longer he made me wait.

Suddenly, a more intense pain spread across one ass cheek, making my flesh feel like it was on fire, and I realised the first two strikes must have only been a warm-up. I yelped loudly, my body jerking in response to the sudden pain, but Adam continued to hold me in place with his free hand on my spine.

“Three, Sir,” I said, the words coming out on a strangled moan. He barely gave me time to catch my breath before the paddle landed hard again. “Four, Sir,” I groaned, a small sob almost escaping me. Even as the pain spread through my flesh, I knew this felt even better than I’d thought it would. The feeling of his control was intoxicating, knowing he could do whatever he wanted to me, even if that meant being punished.

There was another pause before the next strike, and all I could hear was my harsh panting and the pounding of my heart. Then suddenly, I didn’t have to wait any longer as the paddle crashed down across both ass cheeks, harder than any of the strikes that had come before it.

My sharp cry filled the air, and Adam threw the paddle down onto the bed before pulling me up in his lap, cradling me in his powerful arms. I was breathing hard, and my ass felt like it was on fire, but that was nothing compared to the burning lust that was coursing through my entire body.

“How was that, baby?” Adam asked softly, rubbing one hand up and down my back.

“So good,” I moaned, and he laughed.

“It was meant to be a punishment, Hazel,” he reprimanded in a mock stern voice. A grin teased at the corner of his lips to let me know he wasn’t being serious.

“It felt more like a reward,” I teased, and Adam laughed again while shaking his head.

“That wasn’t the reward. This is.”

He turned me in his lap and began untying the rope that was still binding my wrists together. When my arms were free, Adam quickly flipped me onto the bed with my head on the pillow, and he straddled my waist. I wriggled a little beneath him, enjoying the feeling of being helpless beneath him. That feeling only increased when he grabbed my wrists once more and pushed them above my head so he could tie me to the headboard.

I turned my head slightly so I could look over at Gary. He was staring slack-jawed as he worked his dick frantically with his hand. Even from here I could see he was close to the edge, and I sent up a little prayer to the heavens that he would be able to hold on long enough to be able to fuck me after Gary was done. Although I wasn’t sure there were angels put in charge of helping with that kind of thing.

Adam climbed off the bed, leaving me wriggling needily and tugging a little on the rope just so I could feel how secure it was. When I saw him picking up items from the dresser out the corner of my eye, I turned my full attention to him. As he walked back to me, he was holding a metal butt plug and the bottle of lubricant.

“Have you ever had both holes filled at the same time, Hazel?” he asked, a wicked glint in his eye.

His words forced a soft gasp from my lips at the same time as my pussy clenched with her desire to be filled.

“No, Sir,” I answered breathlessly.

“I suppose there has to be a first time for everything, right?” he said, a teasing grin playing about his lips.

Adam got back onto the bed and pushed my legs wide apart so he could settle between them. He covered the plug in lube while I watched, feeling a shiver of longing all over my body as I wondered what it would feel like to have my ass filled. I’d never experimented with any anal play before, so I was grateful to see the plug looked quite small.

I looked over at Gary again, noticing how he was watching with wide eyes, no doubt just as excited about this first-time event as I was. He had stopped stroking his cock, leaving it ignored for a while as he enjoyed the show, and it was still throbbing insistently.

“Lift your bottom up off the bed, baby,” he commanded, and I quickly obeyed.

I moaned as I felt the cool metal press against my tight rosebud, and for a moment my body stiffened. Adam paused, giving me a moment to breathe before he started pushing on the plug to slowly open my forbidden hole.

“Good girl,” he moaned, his eyes on me as he watched me squirm while he filled me with the toy.

I closed my eyes, focusing on all the sensations. The plug was stretching me more than I’d imagined it would, and it wasn’t exactly painful, but it was sending tingles rippling out through my entire body.

Suddenly, the plug was fully seated within me. Adam released the base and placed both hands on my hips to push them back down onto the mattress. As soon as my bottom touched the bed again, I began writhing, gasping with pleasure as I felt the toy shifting slightly within that tight hole.

“I think she likes it,” Gary said, his voice coming out as a moan.

“Fuck, yes,” Adam grunted, watching me with hungry eyes as my lust consumed me.

I spread my legs wider in invitation, and the way his gaze moved down to that spot between my thighs as if he was going to devour me sent tremors through my body. I needed him so fucking badly that my entire being was thrumming with desire.

“Please, Sir,” I groaned, unable to hold back the words anymore. “Please fuck me, Sir. I crave your cock so badly.”

Adam grinned down at me, the look on his face so sinfully delicious. He slowly popped open the button on his pants and lowered the zip so he could push them down over his hips. His rock hard cock sprung free, bouncing slightly in a way that made me whimper. I needed it inside me. Now.

“Please, please, please, please...” I whimpered, repeating the word over and over as if it was a prayer.

He lowered himself down over me, grinding his hips against mine so that the length of his dick slid back and forth against my soaked folds without ever once entering me. I was going to go fucking crazy if he didn’t slide it inside me soon and give me an earth-shattering orgasm.

“Please,” I groaned, the sound making it seem as if I was being tortured. And I was pretty certain I was.

“You want my cock inside you, baby?” he asked, apparently amused by my frantic state. I could feel his cock throbbing against my clit, adding to the sensations already coursing through my body.

“Yes! Please, Sir! Just fuck me. I need it so badly.” I tried to reach down, wanting to guide him inside me, but the ropes around my wrists made it impossible.

“Well, seeing as you asked so nicely, Hazel, how could I refuse?”

Adam leaned down to press a kiss against the side of his neck. At the same time, he slowly pressed the head of his cock against my dripping entrance and plunged deep inside me with one hard thrust. He pumped his hips with a ferocious intensity, making the entire bed shake beneath us.

I cried out with each thrust, after the teasing had left me so desperate to be filled. My wrists were tied and my body was being pinned into the mattress by his powerful frame, but the one part of me I could move was my legs. I wrapped them tight around his waist, drawing him in deeper with every savage thrust.

Something primal emerged from Adam as he took me hard, with grunts and growls flowing from him. He looked down into my eyes, allowing me to see the hunger written all over his face, and I melted beneath him. It wasn’t as if I could do anything as he had made me helpless, but I let him do what he wanted with my vulnerable body and I loved every moment of it.

My moans filled the air, along with wet, sloppy sounds as he pounded my cunt. The pleasure was already building, making me gasp and wriggle as much as I could beneath him. My toes were curling and my body tensing as I prepared for the orgasm I’d been needing all night.

“Don’t you dare,” he growled, sounding like a vicious beast.

I hadn’t even realised I’d closed my eyes, but they popped open again as I heard his words. “What...?” was the only word I could seem to find as his cock took away both my breath and my ability to think straight.

“Don’t you dare cum without permission, Hazel. Good girls always need permission when they cum. Are you a good girl for me?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly, desperate to please him so he might allow me the intense climax that was rapidly building. “Please can I cum, Sir? I need it so badly. I’ll do anything, just please let me cum.”

Adam groaned softly. “Fuck, yes. Cum for me, baby. Cum on my dick.”

He pounded his hips harder, slamming into me at a brutal pace that soon had my head spinning as my climax washed over me. My body shuddered beneath his, and my loud cries lifted into the air while I clenched tight around both his dick and the plug in my ass. Adam didn’t slow his pace, though. If anything, seeing me in the throes of my orgasm made him go harder, making the bed squeak loudly as it struggled under the force of his thrusts.

After a few moments, he stilled above me apart from a slight tremor that moved through his muscles, and he let out a loud moan. A few spurts of his warm cum filled my quivering pussy, and I welcomed his seed; then he began his merciless pace again until we were both satisfied.

Adam pulled slowly out of me, leaving me whimpering quietly as I adjusted to being empty again. I could feel his cream oozing out of my pussy, leaking onto his clean sheets. He leaned down to press his lips softly against mine in a moment that felt so gentle after the rough fucking.

Then he lifted his head and turned towards Gary. “Would you like me to untie her before you take your turn?”

Gary shook his head as he quickly stood up from the chair he’d been sitting in the whole time. His dick was standing out proudly, so fucking hard that I was certain he wouldn’t last long. But then maybe that was a good thing, given how tender my pussy was feeling.

“No,” my husband growled quietly. “I definitely want her tied up.”

A shiver of lust ran through me at his tone, knowing he wanted me to be helpless for him as well. Adam climbed off me and laid on the empty side of the bed, and I only had a split second to mourn the comforting weight and heat of his body on mine before that feeling was replaced by my husband.

He laid down over me and kissed my lips tenderly, sliding his hard dick straight into my dripping pussy. I moaned into the kiss as he began moving his hips, sliding in and out of me in slow and steady strokes.

Unable to help myself, I tugged on the ropes, wishing I could wrap my arms around Gary while we made love. But the reminder that I was still bound and helpless caused my pussy to squeeze around my husband’s cock.

His moans let me know he was close, and I rocked my hips beneath him, matching his pace. I needed him to fill me and reclaim me as his own. I craved to be marked with his cum.

When his body stiffened, then shuddered above mine, my moans of pleasure were almost as loud as Gary’s. His pace quickened as he pumped his cum into my eager cunt, and even though I was too sore to find pleasure again, just knowing he had filled me with even more cum was enough to make me happy.

After his climax had faded, Gary remained on top of me, holding me in his arms while he caught his breath. Adam reached over and unfastened the ropes as quickly as he could; then I wrapped my arms around my husband, holding him close to me.

“Thank you,” I whispered, suddenly feeling overcome with emotion. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to have a husband who allowed me to explore so many sensual delights.

Gary smiled and kissed me. “I love you, Hazel.”

“I love you, too.” A sudden tiredness washed over me, and I allowed my eyes to flutter closed while Gary and Adam cuddled close on either side of me, enveloping me in their warmth as I drifted off into a blissful sleep.
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Gary smiled at me across the round table we were sitting at in our favourite Italian restaurant, Antonio’s. Then he shifted his chair further around so he could sit closer to me.

“Having a good night, so far?” he asked.

I chuckled and patted my stomach gently. “Of course. The bruschetta was as perfect as always, and I can’t wait for the Fettuccine Alfredo to arrive.” After taking a brief look around the small dining room to make sure nobody was paying any attention to us, I lowered my voice to a whisper. “You did help me to build up quite an appetite before we got here.”

My husband flashed me a wicked grin, which caused a new stirring between my thighs, despite the fact that we’d spent most of the afternoon making love. It was our wedding anniversary, and we were making the most of our special day together.

He leaned towards me, keeping his voice quiet when he spoke. “Well, I thought I would try to make it up to you, seeing as I didn’t get you the gift you wanted. I wouldn’t want to leave you feeling disappointed.”

A rush of heat flooded my face, and I laughed awkwardly while trying to hide my blushing features with my long, dark hair. “You know I was only joking about that, Gary.”

“Uh huh, of course you were, my love.” He winked at me, then turned his attention to the waiter, who was carrying our food over to the table.

I used that time to take a deep breath or two and get myself back under control. Gary had been teasing me all day about the anniversary gift I’d jokingly mentioned a couple of weeks ago when he’d asked what I wanted. Okay, maybe I was only kind of joking about it. Perhaps it was more accurate to say I was testing the waters to see how he would react to the idea, but he seemed surprised more than pleased, so I had backtracked quickly.

At the time, we had been laid in bed together on a lazy Sunday morning, and he’d asked me what I would desire as a gift. Something that would make me truly happy on our special day. And an idea had popped into my head as if from nowhere at his request. I had been so surprised by the thought that the words had just tumbled right out of my mouth before I could stop them.

Ever since we’d moved into a new neighbourhood a few months ago, Gary had taken to sharing me with the new friends he’d made on our street. There had been three of them altogether — Connor, Will, and Adam. I enjoyed the attention of other men, while he enjoyed watching me with them. It was an arrangement that worked well for us both, and our friends seemed to enjoy the pleasures of having no-strings attached hook-ups with a married woman. It was a win/win situation!

Except when Gary had asked what I desired most, I had kind of admitted to wanting to be shared by all three of them. At the same time. I’m not sure what I’d expected his reaction to be, but he hadn’t exactly looked overjoyed by the proposition, so I’d quickly told him I was joking around and tried to forget the whole thing had ever happened.

But all day he had been playfully teasing me between sessions of lovemaking, telling me he was just trying to give me enough sex to make up for not bringing over three men for a gangbang. Every time he worded it like that, it just made me even more flustered and, dare I say it, aroused, because the idea of it was so very naughty.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the delicious scent of the food that had just been placed in front of me and putting those thoughts behind me. It was a fun fantasy, but I was being perfectly spoiled for attention as it was.

Gary was already digging into his Spaghetti Carbonara, and I couldn’t help but smile as I watched him. I loved him so much for everything he was willing to give me already, and it was greedy of me to ask for more.

I leaned closer to him, sliding my hand over his thigh. “You do know your cock is the one I crave most out of everyone, don’t you, my love?”

He coughed and spluttered on a mouthful of food as I brushed my fingers against his cock through his pants. It twitched slightly in response to my touch, and feeling emboldened, I moved my hand until it was covering his genitals fully.

“Oh, I don’t doubt that, Hazel. Although it’s nice that you feel you have to prove it here in the middle of a restaurant.”

I ignored my food for a while, focusing all my attention on my husband as I caressed his cock through his pants, enjoying the way it was hardening again in my hand. He let out a soft groan before clamping his lips together tightly. His eyes bored into mine, and a tiny grin tugged at the corners of his lips.

“I am enjoying this new side of you, Hazel. Ever since I started sharing you, you’ve become so much more confident when it comes to your sexuality. Is it any wonder I can’t keep my hands off you?”

His compliment brought another flush to my cheeks and created a pleasant warmth between my thighs. But I tried to hide how flustered he made me feel with a sweet smile. “But I thought it was me who couldn’t keep my hands off you?” I gave his cock a gentle squeeze before going back to stroking it slowly.

“Maybe we are both just equal opportunity gropers? That could work.”

Gary smirked at me, but I could see the way he was gritting his teeth together by the firm line of his jaw. If I was right, my husband was close to losing control of himself, and a part of me wanted to see that happen. His cock was rock hard and throbbing behind the cotton of his pants.

I opened up the fastenings on his pants as quickly as I could with only one hand, attempting to twirl some pasta on my fork with my other hand to maintain our appearance of a normal couple out for dinner.

One of had us to try, after all. Gary had stopped eating, placing his cutlery down so he could hide his face in his hands. I was almost certain I heard him moan as I wrapped my hand around his cock and pulled it out of his pants beneath the table. While I’d always thought the long table-clothes at Antonio’s looked dated, I was suddenly grateful for them, as it meant I could stroke my husband’s cock without anyone else being able to see.

I took a mouthful of food, savouring the creamy taste on my tongue while casually moving my hand up and down Gary’s hard shaft. He was really throbbing now, and my hand was growing slick with the precum that was leaking from him.

The sound of a small laugh coming from Gary surprised me, and I turned to look at him. His face was flushed, and his eyes dark. It was the kind of look on his face that told me I was going to be in for one hell of a good time once we got home.

“You look like you are really enjoying yourself,” he said, his voice coming out as a low growl.

I giggled and nodded. “I am. I’ve got good food, nice wine, the man I love, and the cock I crave right here in my hand. What more could I ask for?”

Gary grinned at me, and for a moment, I thought he was going to make some comment about me asking for a night with three men, but he didn’t. Instead, he reached down under the table and gripped my hand, gently pulling it away from his erection before he tucked it back in his pants.

“Hmmm, that does sound like your perfect evening. But do you want to hear how my perfect evening would go?”

I tensed a little, wondering if the teasing was about to start again. “Sure,” I said. “I’d love to hear about it.”

He placed his warm hand on my thigh, gliding it upward until it was under my skirt. I felt his fingertips brushing against my wet pussy lips, and I let out a gasp as his touch sent tingles throughout my body.

“My perfect evening would begin with taking you out to a restaurant, fingering you in the middle of the main course until you cum, then taking you home and helping to make all your wildest dreams come true.”

I blinked in surprise, looking deep into his eyes to see if he meant what I thought he meant. Surely I was just dreaming, right? Or maybe he was just teasing me again. But I was too shy to ask him.

Before I could figure out what to say in response, Gary plunged two thick fingers deep into my pussy, surprising me so much that I cried out much louder than I should have in such a small restaurant. I noticed a couple of people turning in our direction, and my husband had a smug grin on his face, but I tried to pretend nothing had happened. The other people soon got bored and turned back to their own meals.

“I didn’t think you actually meant you were going to finger me here in the restaurant,” I said breathlessly, as my inner walls quivered around the sudden invasion. “I thought you were just teasing.”

“Then I guess you thought wrong, my love.”

He leaned closer to press a gentle kiss to the tip of my nose, before he began slowly pumping his fingers in and out of me. With each movement, he dragged the length of his fingers against my ever-swelling clit, creating such intense tingles between my thighs that it was getting hard to keep still.

“Lean back in your chair, Hazel, and spread your legs wider for me,” he whispered.

After taking a quick glance around the restaurant, I did as I’d been told, spreading my legs as wide as I could beneath the table to give my husband better access to my dripping wet pussy.

“Good girl,” he praised, and I felt a whimper slip from my lips.

I wanted to close my eyes and sink completely into the pleasure of his fingers, but it was too risky to do that here in the middle of the restaurant. Yet I was feeling a similar kind of thrill to when Gary let Adam fuck me out on our front porch where any of our neighbours could have seen if they’d looked out their window. It was the thrill of knowing I was doing something so deliciously naughty and I could get caught at any time. That feeling only added to the sensations that were building in my core while Gary continued to slowly pump his fingers in and out of me.

I glanced around the dining room, flicking my eyes back and forth between all the other couples enjoying their romantic meals to make sure nobody was watching us. My heart was pounding, no doubt a combination of the pleasure that was quickly growing between my thighs, along with the fear and excitement of misbehaving in public.

Gary brushed his thumb against my clit, and I had to clamp my lips tightly closed before a loud moan could escape from me. Lightning bolts of sensation shot through my body at that touch to the sensitive bud. But apparently, that wasn’t enough for my husband. He pressed his thumb against the little button and began rubbing in a slow circle that felt so good it was suddenly hard to catch my breath.

It was impossible to fight the desire to squirm and writhe against his thumb, and I suddenly forgot about the fact someone could be watching us while I got caught up in my need to cum. Gary kept his fingers deep inside me, no longer moving them, just allowing them to fill my slick channel while he worked his thumb more vigorously over my clit.

I was worried I might cut open my lower lip with the force I used to bite down on it as the beginnings of my climax swept over me. It was the only way to stop the loud moans that wanted to flow out from me as wave after wave of pleasure moved through my body.

As soon as Gary saw my body stiffen and my eyes go wide, he rubbed harder and faster at my clit, building me up to an intense peak that was breath-taking. He drew out my orgasm for as long as he could, forcing my inner walls to twitch and contract around the digits still nestled inside them, while I was forced to keep as quiet as I could. Then he slowly pulled his fingers out and wiped them on a napkin.

He smirked at me as he watched me, still zoned out in my blissful afterglow. “You should hurry up and eat your dinner, Hazel. It will be getting cold.”

I groaned softly, holding back a laugh at the way he continued eating as if nothing had happened, while I was still shaking all over and wasn’t even sure I could hold my cutlery.
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THE REST OF THE MEAL had been uneventful, with no more touching under the table. Although the Tiramisu had been so good, it was almost orgasmic, so perhaps that could have been put down as another blissful experience at the dinner table.

On the car ride home, I relaxed in the driver’s seat, letting my eyes drift closed as I sank into all the happy sensations of a full tummy and a satisfied pussy. It really had been a good day, and I could feel the smile appearing as it spread across my face.

“I hope you’ve had a good day so far, my love?” Gary asked as if he could read my mind, and I opened my eyes just in time to catch him peeking over at me. He seemed to be glowing almost as much as I assumed I was, and my heart filled with love for him all over again.

“It’s been perfect,” I gushed. “I honestly couldn’t have asked for a better day.”

Gary pulled into the driveway and leaned over to kiss my lips gently, then he pulled back slightly, a smirk playing across his lips. “Well, the day isn’t over yet. We still have more time to celebrate.” With that, he jumped out of the car and headed towards the front door.

I followed after him, wondering why he seemed to be in such a hurry, and when I got inside the front door, I halted. With my mouth wide open in shock, I glanced around the hallway at all the men standing there. Connor from next door, who was the first man Gary had ever shared me with. Will, the friend who I had gone to a party with as his pretend girlfriend, except I had ended up doing all the things with that a real girlfriend would do. And Adam, the neighbour who had fucked me hard out on the front porch one night, and who had treated me to my first true taste of submission on another night.

They were all there, watching me with amused looks on their faces while I processed this turn of events. My heart was pounding, and my pussy seemed to be throbbing in time with my pulse as I became overwhelmed with my arousal.

“What... what are you doing here?” I asked, barely able to get the words out in my shock.

“Gary told us he needed some help to celebrate your anniversary,” Connor said.

“So here we are,” Will added. “Ready to help our friend on his special night.”

Adam stepped towards me, fixing me in his sights as if I was his prey, and my rapid pulse kicked it up a notch as a little whimper escaped me. “Gary tells us you are eager to be used by all of us at the same time. Is that true, baby?” His voice had taken on that cool tone, which told me he was in the mood to take control, and my knees suddenly grew weak.

“I... ummm... I think so,” I answered hesitantly, flicking my gaze over at Gary.

My husband smiled back at me before moving closer and taking me into his arms. “It’s okay, love. I think I was a bit shocked when you first mentioned it. But soon enough, all I could think of was watching you being passed around between my friends like a good little plaything. So I set this up. But I promise you, it’s going to be just as much a treat for me as it will be for you.”

I felt a wide smile spread across my face, and I threw my arms around Gary. “Thank you so much, my love. I can’t believe you actually did this for me.”

Suddenly, I realised that all the men were crowding around me while I hugged my husband, and Connor stepped up behind me to brush his lips against the side of my neck. When he pressed his pelvis against my ass, I could feel he was already so hard, and I couldn’t hold back my moan.

“Sorry, Gary,” Will said. “I don’t agree with you. Unless you can cum as many times as we plan on making Hazel cum, this is going to be a much bigger treat for her.” A playful grin pulled at the corner of his lips as he teased my husband.

“Considering how many times I’ve already made use of all her perfect little holes today, I’ll be lucky if I can even cum one more time,” Gary said with a laugh.

“Then let us take her off your hands for a while,” Connor said, wrapping his arms around me from behind to gently pull me away from my husband. “I promise we’ll take real good care of her, and by the time we give her back to you, she should be fully satisfied.”

Connor’s words, combined with the effect of being surrounded by four men who all knew me intimately, were making me dizzy with lust. My entire body already felt like it was burning up with my desire for them all, and nothing had even happened yet. Just their closeness was enough to get me so worked up I couldn’t think straight.

“Just so long as I get to watch, you guys can do whatever you want with her.” Gary grinned at me as he spoke, letting me know he really was going to enjoy this almost as much as I was.

“Let’s go upstairs then, shall we?” Adam asked as he took my hand. “I think your husband said something earlier about wanting to watch you being a pretty little cocksucker for all his friends.”

I let out a soft groan as his words placed images in my mind of the three men stood over me, while I remained on my knees, sucking each of them in turn. “Okay,” I whimpered. “Let’s go.”

Adam nodded and began leading the way up the stairs while holding my hand, and the rest of the men trailed up behind us. Will wolf whistled at me, and made some comment about my ass that I couldn’t quite make out, but it made me blush, anyway. I made sure to sway my hips in an exaggerated way as I took the rest of the steps, ensuring they all got a good view of my bottom.

I gripped Adam’s hand tightly as we walked into the bedroom, feeling some nerves suddenly mixing in with the arousal. How would I cope trying to satisfy three men at the same time? The idea of it seemed a lot of fun, but would the reality live up to the fantasy?

I relaxed though as Connor came up behind me again, sliding his arms around my waist while he nibbled at that sensitive spot where neck and shoulder met. A soft moan escaped me and I leaned back against him as Adam stepped closer, pressing himself against my front until I was sandwiched between the two men. A shiver of pleasure ran down my spine as I was enveloped in the heat of their bodies, and I felt a sudden urge to get us all naked so I could feel all that deliciously bare skin against my own.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Gary stepping away from the crowd to settle in the chair in the corner of the room. It was the perfect place for him to sit and have a front row view of all the action.

But then Will moved closer to the three of us, standing beside me to grip my hair in his fist and tilt my head back. He leaned down so that his lips were almost brushing mine, and although I tried to close the gap so I could kiss him, his tight grip on my hair made it impossible. A pitiful whine escaped me, and he smiled down at me.

“I’ve missed the feel of your lips on my cock, Hazel,” Will said. “I can’t wait to see you on your knees, working hard to please all three of us with your mouth.”

He conjured that same image in my mind that Adam had done downstairs, and I couldn’t help but squirm. The small movements had me rubbing my body against Adam and Connor, and I could feel their cocks twitching against me in appreciation.

“You like the sound of that, don’t you?” Adam growled in my ear. “You want to be on your knees, being a pretty little plaything for our pleasure. Isn’t that right, Hazel?”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned before I even realised I was going to say anything.

“Good girl. Now get on your knees,” Adam commanded.

Both Connor and Adam stepped away, leaving me unsteady on my feet for a moment as I lost their support. But Adam reached out to grip my arm gently, helping me to lower down onto my knees. All three men moved around to stand in front of me, and I took a moment to glance over at Gary. He was leaning back in the chair, watching me with hungry eyes while his erection throbbed noticeably in the front of his pants. I whimpered softly at the sight of him, turned on by the fact he was watching me and so obviously aroused.

A hand gripped my chin and tugged gently to bring my face back around to the three men, who were now standing there with their cocks hanging out of their pants. I let out a loud moan as my gaze travelled from one to the other, each of them rock hard and apparently ready for my attention. I licked my lips, wetting them in anticipation of the task I was about to enjoy.

“I know it’s your anniversary, and you want to make sure Gary is enjoying himself,” Adam said. “But right now, you have three of us here to take care of, and you are going to focus on us. Gary can tell me if he is unhappy about anything, okay?”

I whimpered and nodded. It was no surprise to me that Adam was the one taking control of things, considering the fact he was a dominant. He’d shown me very well in the past that he was all too capable of taking complete control.

“Good girl,” Adam continued. “Now all you need to worry about is being a good little fucktoy for us. I can assure you that Gary is going to love every minute of watching you tonight.”

My only response was a whimper, as my gaze lowered from Adam’s face down to his cock which was just inches from my lips. The slightest turn of my head would bring either Will’s or Connor’s cocks into my direct line of sight. It was enough to send a rush of heat down to my pussy.

I’d waited long enough, though, and I was more than ready to be used. I opened my mouth and leaned towards Adam, seeing as he was the one standing right in front of me, and I took the head of his cock between my lips. We both let out a moan as I began suckling greedily on the engorged crown, flicking my tongue against the sensitive underside.

Adam gripped my hair roughly in his fist, tugging on it to bring me closer, forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. I brought my hands up, holding onto his muscular thighs as he began moving his hips, thrusting slowly while I sucked on his hard length.

“Fuck,” Connor groaned. “I can see why you enjoy watching her with others so much, Gary. Hazel looks so damn sexy on her knees like this.”

“I know,” Gary agreed. “Is it any wonder I’ve become so damn addicted to this?”

The three men murmured their agreement, while all I could do was moan around Adam’s dick as it slid in and out between my lips.

“Now now, Hazel,” Adam said in an admonishing tone that soon had me squirming. I had no idea what it was about that particular tone that drove me so wild, but it got me dripping wet every time he used it. “You are being a very good cocksucker for me, but Connor and Will are just being neglected. You should be stroking them while taking care of my cock.”

I whimpered and felt a blush heat my cheeks as I realised he was right. Quickly reaching up, I wrapped my hands around both their cocks, stroking them in a slow and steady rhythm that soon had them rock hard and throbbing within my gentle grasp.

“That’s better,” Adam moaned at the same time I swallowed every inch of his cock, making gurgling sounds around him. “Now you really are being a good little toy for us.”

All three men were moaning above me, and the sounds of their pleasure were driving me wild. An intense heat was building between my thighs, and I was aching for that moment when they would all start taking turns using my pussy. But I knew I’d barely started on the cock sucking part of the evening, and I was planning on enjoying that to its fullest, too.

I slipped my lips off Adam’s cock and turned my head towards Will, taking his thick shaft into my mouth to begin sucking. Without Adam needing to say anything, I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked him, whimpering as my saliva made his flesh slippery to the touch.

Will pumped his hips, pushing deep into my mouth while holding my head in place with both of his large hands. I closed my eyes, moaning deeply around his cock, savouring the feel of him between my lips as I continued to stroke Adam and Connor’s throbbing dicks. It damn near felt like heaven, being on my knees and being the focus of their attention.

“My turn now, pretty,” Connor growled as I felt his hand tangle in my hair to pull me away from Will’s cock.

I whined softly as my mouth was left empty, but it was only a moment before Connor was pushing his hard meat past my lips, muffling those little sounds. As if working on instinct, I began sucking again, making loud, wet noises with my mouth as I worked to please him.

My wetness was leaking onto my inner thighs, letting me know my body was more than ready to take them all once they were finished with my mouth. The ache in my core was growing more intense, and I would have been begging them to fuck me if I could talk. But Connor was fucking my mouth steadily, holding my head so I couldn’t pull away, so begging wasn’t even an option, no matter how much my needy little pussy craved some attention.

Soon enough, Connor was pulling me off his cock, too, and I whimpered quietly as I looked up at the three of them, my body tingling all over while I waited to find out what they would do to me next.

“Get undressed, then get up onto the bed, pretty,” Connor said. “I need to feel your tight pussy gripping my cock again. It’s been way too long since I’ve felt that.”

A flush of guilt washed over me as I realised I had been neglecting him recently. Connor was the first guy I’d slept with outside of my marriage to Gary, and he had been a regular fuck buddy. But the addition of more fuck buddies had meant I didn’t have as much time for him anymore.

“I’ve missed your cock, Connor,” I whimpered. “I want it inside me.”

He chuckled. “Then get on the bed like I told you to, Hazel. On your hands and knees. Now.”

I scrambled up from my position on the floor, quickly slipping off my dress. Gary had told me before we’d left the house earlier that I shouldn’t bother with panties, so that only left a black lace bra. I made quick work of opening the clasp and pulling it off, leaving it on top of my discarded dress on the floor. It seemed all the men let out a soft moan at the same time as I stood there naked for a moment. But as much I enjoyed the way they were all staring at my body, I knew I needed much more than that.

I turned and got up onto the bed, settling on all fours with my feet hanging off over the edge of the mattress. Spreading my legs wide, I knew all the guys would have the perfect view of my needy holes that were both aching to be filled.

Looking over my shoulder, I whimpered as I caught sight of them all stroking their cocks vigorously, including Gary.

Connor stepped closer first, running his hand over my ass cheeks and massaging the flesh while he seemed to be admiring the view. But I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait for him.

“Please just fuck me, Connor,” I moaned softly, moving to lay my head down on the mattress so that my ass would be higher in the air, displaying my needy holes even more. “I need your cock inside me.”

I heard a soft growl coming from behind me, presumably from Connor. Although, truth be told, they all had a fondness for growling, and now that sound would get me instantly wet.

“You need my dick, do you, pretty?” As Connor spoke, I felt the head of his cock brushing against my folds, teasing between them without entering me properly.

“Yes,” I groaned. “I need it now. Please.”

The final word came out as a surprised squeal when Connor suddenly pushed his hips forward and filled me completely with one hard thrust. I let out a moan and realised it was a sound of relief at having him inside me once again.

“God, you feel even better than I remembered, Hazel,” he grunted, sounding like he was speaking through gritted teeth.

Connor held himself deep inside me for a few long moments, and I could feel him throbbing deep within. Even that small motion was enough to send shivers of lust down my spine, straight to my core.

While waiting for him to move, Will came to stand on the other side of the bed, close to my head. “It’s no time to rest, Hazel,” he said with a teasing grin on his face. “I need to feel your mouth on me again.”

I quickly lifted my head up off the bed and opened my mouth wide, offering him the hole to use. As soon as the head slipped between my lips, I began sucking almost desperately on his hard rod. At the same time, Connor began moving his hips, sliding slowly in and out of me. The way his rippled shaft rubbed against my slick inner walls made me moan loudly around Will’s cock.

It felt so damn good to have both holes used like this, and I closed my eyes, surrendering to the motion of their bodies as I swayed between them. Each thrust from Connor would push my mouth further onto Will’s dick, while each thrust from him would push me back onto Connor. I was helpless between them as they each took what they needed from me.

“That’s a good girl,” Adam groaned, and even though I couldn’t turn my head to look at him, it sounded as if he was standing at the end of the bed to watch us. “Now you are being such a good little fucktoy. Look at you taking both of them at the same time. Soon enough, you will be taking all three of us, but I’m happy to watch for now.”

A loud moan escaped me as I wondered if he meant he would be claiming my third and final hole. Judging by the deep moan I heard coming from the corner of the room, I had to wonder if Gary was thinking the same thing.

But soon it became too difficult to think about anything at all, as Connor began thrusting even harder into my pussy, forcing me so far onto Will’s cock that I began to cough and splutter on it. My body rocked back and forth between them, like a toy for their pleasure, which was exactly what I craved to be for them.

When Connor reached beneath me to find my clit, coaxing the little bud out from under its hood so he could rub his fingers over it in firm circles, it became too much. Will’s cock muffled my loud moans of pleasure as he kept fucking my mouth even through my orgasm. Violent shudders wracked my body as waves of ecstasy moved through me, consuming me entirely.

Before the orgasm had completely faded, Connor was pulling out of me, and I whimpered as I realised he hadn’t filled me with his cum yet. “Do you want a turn now, Adam?” he asked, and I heard a low, throaty chuckle coming from the other man.

“I’ve got an even better idea,” he replied. “Will, why don’t you lie back on the bed and let Hazel slide down on your cock? Then, while she is riding you, she can be sucking Connor’s cock clean of all her delicious juices.”

“But what about you?” Will asked. “Surely you want to join in, too.”

As I looked up at Adam, he flashed me a wicked grin. “I plan to join in. After all, she had three holes, right?”

I groaned softly as arousal washed over me, and I looked over at Gary to find out how he felt about that proposition. He was staring at me with dark, lust-filled eyes while frantically jerking his cock. It looked like he was close to cumming, and part of me wished I could be on my knees, sucking that hot load out of him.

But then there were rough hands on my waist, lifting me and settling me down onto Will, who was now laying on the bed, which brought me back to the task at hand. I straddled Will’s waist and eagerly lowered myself down onto his hard cock. After my orgasm, I was so fucking wet that he slid easily inside me, and I began riding him with wanton abandon.

Connor moved onto the bed, kneeling next to me so that his cock was easily within reach. His hard flesh was glistening with my juices, making it look even more delicious than normal. Without hesitation, I leaned down to take him into my mouth, moaning softly as the taste of my pleasure filled my senses. With any luck, I would be tasting his pleasure soon, too.

Will gripped my hips hard, holding me still while he pushed up into me, thrusting deep over and over. With him taking control and using my pussy, it meant I could focus on sucking Connor’s cock while still getting the good, hard fucking I needed. Each time he slammed into my dripping cunt, my moans flowed out over the hard meat in my mouth, and I had a feeling that if heaven existed, it must feel a little something like this.

“Get ready, Hazel,” Adam said, the sound of his voice coming from behind me. “This might be a little cold.”

Before I even had a chance to work out what he meant, I felt a cold liquid being drizzled between my ass cheeks, making my body jolt in surprise. Then his fingers were massaging the lubricant over my final hole, one digit pushing inside to fill me and prepare me for his cock. The added sensation sent tingles of pleasure throughout my body, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long before another climax would take me. I just wanted to wait until Adam was inside me too, so I would be completely full when I came.

Will held himself still beneath me while Adam slowly pulled his finger out of me and pressed the head of his cock against my tight rosebud. I even stopped sucking Connor for a long moment as I held my breath in anticipation of that moment when I would be fully filled. The idea of it both thrilled me and scared me all at the same time. I’d had Adam fuck me before while I was wearing a butt plug, but that had been much smaller than his cock, and I was worried I wouldn’t be able to fit both dicks inside me at the same time.

But once Adam began sinking ever so slowly into my ass, all thought melted away, and I was left only with the most blissful sensations.

“That’s a good girl,” Adam moaned. “You’re being such a good slut for us. Look at you taking all our cocks at once, like the pretty little fucktoy you crave to be.”

I whimpered, the words sending a rush of arousal surging through my body, and I began sucking greedily on Connor’s cock once more, while Adam and Will remained still, allowing me to grow accustomed to being so damn full. My inner walls quivered around them as my body grew impatient for the pleasure I knew they could bring, and I wanted to beg them to fuck me, but Connor was holding my head while thrusting in and out of my mouth, making it impossible to form any words.

Finally, Will and Adam began moving, both of them gripping my hips tightly to hold me in place while they took me as they desired. It didn’t take them long to find a rhythm that felt good for them, if their loud moans were any kind of sign, with one pulling almost all the way out while the other slid deep. As their cocks moved in and out of me, I grew dizzy from the overwhelming sensations. Another orgasm was quickly rushing up on me, and I didn’t even try to hold it back now that I had all of them inside me.

Connor’s cock in my mouth muffled my loud cries of pleasure until he pulled out so I could scream as loudly as I needed. Tremors wracked my body as the climax took hold, making my eyes roll back while I lost all control of myself. I gripped both cocks tightly through my orgasm, my inner walls quivering around them.

Adam and Will were grunting, their bodies tense as they moved, and I had to wonder if they were both about to fill me with cum. But to my disappointment, they both pulled out of me as soon as my pleasure had begun to fade, and the sudden feeling of being empty had me whining pathetically.

They didn’t give me much time to dwell on it, though. Adam gripped my hair and used his hold on it to pull me off Will, dragging me back down onto my knees on the floor. I followed eagerly, always desperate for whatever they were about to do to me.

All three men stood over me, still fully dressed and with only their pants undone, stroking their cocks frantically as I watched. The sight of them all like that was so fucking hot that my pussy began begging for another orgasm again, even though I was still feeling the little aftershocks from the last one.

“Open your mouth, Hazel,” Adam growled. “You’ve been such a good little slut for us that it’s now time for you to claim your reward.”

Without hesitation, I opened my mouth and held out my tongue, ready for my delicious treat. Connor was the first one to explode, with ropes of his creamy cum spurting out over my face. A good amount landed on my outstretched tongue, while even more of it coated my cheeks and forehead. I quickly closed my eyes, not wanting to deal with the sting of cum in my eye, and focused on the feeling of his pleasure dripping from my face down onto my naked body instead.

Connor let out a relieved moan as the last drops spilled from him, and he stroked a hand through my hair. “Thank you, pretty. You were as perfect as ever.”

I took a moment to bask in the praise before I felt more cum shooting out over my face. With my eyes closed, I couldn’t see who it was, but the loud grunts coming from above me sounded a lot like Adam. A thrill rushed through me as I got covered in another load of cream, feeling like I really was being a little slut. It made me want more, and I whimpered softly while still holding out my tongue, catching whatever drops I could with it.

“Fuck,” Adam groaned. “That felt damn good. Thank you, baby.”

I heard footsteps as he moved away, but I stayed exactly where I was, ready and waiting for Will to reward me with his load, too. It only took a few more seconds before he erupted, sending even more hot cum spurting out over my face. I knew I was covered and must look a mess, but something about that created a feeling of such intense arousal inside me. This was what I wanted, to be a dirty little slut covered in their pleasure.

When the final few drops had been given to me, I quickly closed my mouth, savouring the taste of their combined pleasure on my tongue.

“Thank you, Hazel,” Will moaned. “Damn, you look so fucking beautiful like that. We should definitely do this more often.”

The thought had me squirming on my knees. I definitely knew I wanted to do this again. And again.

Suddenly, I felt a hand gently cradling the back of my head. “Hold still, baby,” Adam said from somewhere close beside me. “I need to clean you up a little.”

A warm, damp wash cloth rubbed gently over my eyes, cleaning away the cum there. I whimpered quietly, always getting surprisingly turned on by these tender moments of aftercare with Adam, when he was usually so strong and demanding while using me. The contrast in his actions never failed to have an effect on me.

Once my eyes had been cleaned up, I opened them to look up at the three men standing over me. The rest of my face was still covered in cum, though, and it was quickly cooling on my skin.

“Thank you,” I said in a breathless whisper. “That felt so amazing.”

“You’re very welcome,” Will said with a big smile on his lips.

“But you’re not finished yet,” Adam said. “You still have one more man to please, baby.” He pointed over at Gary, who I was grateful to see had saved himself for me. While he was no longer stroking his cock, it still jutted out proudly from his body, hard as steel.

I got onto my hands and knees and crawled over to him, settling on my knees in front of him.

“I so want to fuck you, love,” he groaned, “but I’m so fucking worked up after watching you like that and I don’t think I’d last more than two seconds. So I’m going to paint that pretty little face of yours too. Get ready for it.”

“I’m ready,” I moaned softly, before closing my eyes and holding out my tongue again.

Gary gripped my hair tightly and tilted my head back, holding me at the perfect angle so that when his cock erupted, his cum spurted almost directly into my open mouth, with some splashing onto my cheeks too. I held still, all except for a slight squirm, until he was finished, and then I swallowed his cum greedily, whimpering at the delicious taste.

He pulled me up into his lap, wrapping his arms around me to hold me tight. As much as I wanted to nuzzle into him, I resisted so I wouldn’t get him all messy with cum, as well.

“That was beyond perfect, Hazel. I love you so damn much.”

I grinned widely. “I love you too, Gary. Thank you for such a special anniversary gift.”

Gary chuckled. “You’re welcome, love. Although now I’m already wondering how I’m going to top this next year. Maybe I’ll just have to invite more guys over then.” He flashed me a wicked grin that had me fidgeting in his lap.

“Maybe,” I agreed. “I’m pretty sure that is the only way you could get me a better gift in the future.” I tried to keep a straight face, but a giggle slipped out as I teased him.

“So greedy,” he said with a laugh. “I love it.”

I grinned and cuddled close to him, feeling so damn lucky to have a husband as wonderful as Gary.
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“So, do either of you know anything about the guys who are moving in next door?” I asked Gary and Connor, pointing to the removal truck outside the house beside ours. Gary was my husband, and Connor was our neighbour on the other side. We were all hanging out on our front porch on a blazing hot Saturday afternoon, enjoying a cold drink together.

“Yeah,” Connor replied. “I spoke to them a few days ago when they came in to paint some of the rooms. I even ended up giving them a hand with it. They are called Brennan and Taylor, and they said they’ve been best friends since high school. They do everything together. Apparently even buying their first house.”

A slow grin spread across my face as I thought about that. “Just friends?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as I could.

Gary laughed and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me in closer against his body. “Why do you want to know, love? Thinking about welcoming them to the neighbourhood the same was Connor welcomed you?”

I felt my face grow hot, and I laughed. Connor had welcomed Gary and me by fucking me in front of my husband, and that had been my first foray into the hotwife lifestyle. In fact, it was such a fun first time that I’d slept with Connor several more times since then. And a couple of other friends Gary had made since we’d moved into the area. Just a week ago, it had been our wedding anniversary, and Gary had set up the perfect surprise for me as a gift. He’d arranged for me to be fucked by all three of his friends at the same time.

With a subtle shake of my head, I pulled my attention back to the questions Gary had asked me. “Of course not. I was just curious, my love. I didn’t know if it was one of those times when guys are pretending to be friends when really they are more than that.”

Connor chuckled. “I mean, even if that was the case, it’s not really any of our business.”

I smiled and nodded my head, turning my head back towards the commotion next door. There were four men unloading furniture from the back of the truck, and they were all well-built and gorgeous as hell. Given the heat of the day, they had all taken their shirts off and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t drooling as I watched them.

A heat was already building between my thighs as my mind drifted to thoughts of being sandwiched between all four of those sweaty, muscular bodies. Except, if I had my way, we would all be sweating because of the workout we’d be giving each other, not because we’d been carrying heavy things around. Truth be told, my libido had begun raging out of control ever since my husband had begun sharing me with other men, and Gary seemed to be doing everything he could to encourage my horny behaviour.

He leaned closer, brushing his lips up against my ear as he whispered. “I bet you’d love to be trapped between their bodies, wouldn’t you, Hazel? Maybe on your knees between them while you sucked them off, one after another.”

A whimper escaped me, and Connor flashed me a knowing look. After all, he had been there on that night a week ago when I had been used by three men all at the same time, and he’d seen first hand exactly how much I’d enjoyed it. Judging by the way his eyes darkened when he looked at me, his mind was racing with all kinds of filthy images from that night, too. Just like mine was.

The heat between my thighs was raging out of control, and it was getting impossible to think straight. I considered dragging Gary and Connor back into the house, so they could take care of me, but I remained mesmerised by the sight of the powerful bodies in action next door. I licked my lips, imagining what it would be like to drag my tongue over every inch of their glistening skin.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Gary and Connor watching me, nudging each other and grinning, but they left me in peace to admire our new neighbours and their removal men. After about twenty minutes, everything had been unloaded and two of the men were climbing into the front of the truck.

The two men left behind must have been Brennan and Taylor, and I watched as they waved goodbye to the guys in the truck before they headed into their new house together. When I turned back to my husband and his friend, they were both staring at me with huge grins on their faces.

I laughed, unsure whether I should feel ashamed by my brazen display of longing or proud of it. “What?” I asked, the word coming out almost like a squeak. I had to resist the urge to roll my eyes at myself. I honestly couldn’t remember the last time my hormones had been raging so out of control.

“If you want to go over there and welcome them to the neighbourhood, I don’t mind,” Gary said with a huge grin on his face. “In fact, I think maybe you should. Perhaps take round some cold drinks and a few of those cookies you made this morning.”

I thought it over for a moment, and it took me a minute to realise I was squirming in my chair. “I guess I could. But you just mean to give them those things, welcome them to the area, and then come back again, right?”

My heart was pounding as I wondered if he really did mean to welcome them in the same way Connor had welcomed me. Both of the guys were gorgeous, and I would have been more than happy to welcome them that way. In fact, the bikini bottoms I was wearing under my little denim shorts were soaked just thinking about it.

Gary got up from his seat and took my hand in his, pulling me to my feet before pushing me back against the railing that ran around the whole edge of the porch. “No, that’s not what I mean, Hazel. I saw how you were staring at them, so you are free to go and welcome them in whatever way you want. Although I think you should do it in a way that means you leave their house filled with at least two loads of cum.”

A soft groan escaped me, and I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him even closer against me. “Are you going to come with me?” I asked.

He shook his head. “I promised to hang out with Connor today and help him with some stuff over at his house. So why don’t you go on your own and then tell me all about it when you get back.”

Oh, he was going to let me fuck other men while he wasn’t around. That was new. And it somehow seemed to add a sordid edge to our hot new lifestyle.

“I mean, they might not want me, so I can’t actually guarantee anything will happen,” I said, wanting to make sure Gary wouldn’t be disappointed if I didn’t come home with any exciting news about what I’d been doing.

My husband looked down at me, eyeing my generous tits as my skimpy bikini top tried its best to keep them contained, then stepped back a little so that he could run his gaze over my long legs that were perfectly displayed by my tiny denim shorts. Ever since he’d begun sharing me with others, my taste in clothing had become bolder, often with lots of skin on show. All the extra attention I’d been receiving had been a huge confidence boost, and I loved the way all the men in the neighbourhood stared at me.

“Listen, love,” he said, with one side of his lip curled up into a smirk. “If you go over there wearing that, I can’t see them turning you down. You look fucking delicious.”

Gary pressed his body against mine once more, pinning me back against the railing. He was rock hard, and I could feel his erection pressing urgently against me.

“He’s right,” Connor added. “I’ve been having to resist the need to bend you over and fuck you ever since I got here. In fact, if you still need more once they are finished with you, you know where to come.”

With the playful grin he was wearing on his face, it was impossible to tell if Connor was being serious or just teasing me. Either way, my pussy responded by clenching with its need to be filled.

Gary pulled my attention back to him by cupping my face and pressing his lips to mine in a passionate kiss. “Go on, Hazel. I can see how much you want them.”

“And you’re honestly okay with this?” I asked, feeling a little hesitant about my first time doing this without him by my side.

“Of course, love. So don’t worry about me. If you want this, then so do I.” He pushed his hips forward, grinding his hard cock against me as if to show me just how much he wanted it.

“Have I ever told you that you’re the best?” I asked, pulling him down to kiss me once again.

As soon as our lips touched, he forced mine apart with his tongue to claim my mouth with a deep kiss. I moaned into the cavern of his mouth, all too aware of the feel of his hard body against mine and the fact that Connor was sitting just inches away from us, watching our every move. A heat consumed my entire body while I kissed my husband back with every bit of desire I felt.

But Gary stepped back way too soon, breaking the kiss and leaving me standing there flushed and panting. “Go and have a good time, Hazel,” he said in a voice that was little more than a deep growl. “And keep track of all the little details, because I’m going to want to hear them all when you get home.”

I was too fucking aroused to remember how to put coherent words together, so I simply nodded my head and rushed into the house to gather everything I’d need from the kitchen.
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LESS THAN TEN MINUTES later, I was knocking at their door while carefully holding a tray of treats in my other hand. I had a large pitcher filled with lemonade and ice, a plate with several of my homemade chocolate chip cookies, and even half a strawberry cheesecake that had been left over from desert last night. Hopefully, they would appreciate it after the strenuous task of moving into their new home on such a hot day.

My heart was pounding as I waited for them to answer, and I was glad they didn’t make me wait too long.

The front door opened, and the blond guy was standing there looking down at me. His gaze seemed to be instantly drawn down to my cleavage, which was on full display in my bikini top, and a slow smile spread across his lips.

“Hi there,” he said. “What can I do for you?”

Several ideas about what he could do for me crossed my mind, but I discarded them all. I should at least wait until I’d been invited inside before I began asking him to do filthy things to me.

“Ummm, hi. I’m Hazel, and I live next door.” I smiled and pointed towards my house, where Gary and Connor were still sitting on the front porch, watching us with great interest. Gary waved over when our neighbour peeked out and looked over in their direction. “And that man who waved is my husband, Gary,” I continued. “I thought I would come over and say welcome!”

The man waved back at Gary before turning his attention back to me. “Hi, Hazel. I’m Taylor. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Would you like to come in?”

“Sure!” I said, blushing a little as I realised how breathless and eager I’d sounded. “I brought some treats. I thought you might need them after all your hard work today.”

“Sounds perfect,” he said, glancing down at the tray as if just noticing it for the first time. Taylor reached out to take it from my hands before stepping back to let me in.

I looked over at Gary one last time, smiling as he gave me a reassuring nod, then I followed Taylor into his new home. As to be expected, there were cardboard boxes and furniture wrapped in plastic all over the place, but I noticed the couch and a table were set up in the living room as Taylor led me in there.

“Brennan!” he called out. “We’ve got a visitor.”

The sound of footsteps racing down the steps was quickly followed by the appearance of Brennan in the doorway. My breath caught in my throat. His dark brown hair was damp and dishevelled, and he was only wearing a pair of shorts. From the looks of things, he hadn’t long got out of the shower, and he looked so delicious it was hard to stop staring at the well-defined muscles of his chest and abs. His eyes moved slowly over my body in return, in a way that had me fidgeting from foot to foot.

“Hi,” I said to break the sudden silence, and then had to clear my throat when the word came out as a squeak. “I... I live next door. I’m Hazel.”

“Hi, Hazel,” he replied, while his eyes remained glued to my long legs. “It’s great to meet you.”

“Hazel brought over some lemonade and deserts to help welcome us,” Taylor added, reminding me that he was standing behind me. When I turned back to him, he’d placed the tray down onto the table and had moved closer. “I saw her husband, too. He was hanging out on their porch when I let her in.”

I suddenly became aware of the fact that they were both standing close to me, even though the living room was more than spacious enough to accommodate us all. My body was flushed, and my skin prickling with the excitement created by their proximity.

“Thank you, Hazel, for bringing us some refreshments.” Brennan said. “God knows we need them right now. Why don’t we sit down and enjoy them together?”

I nodded and made my way over to the couch, sitting in the middle of it without thinking. Brennan came and sat down on one side of me, and his knee brushed briefly against mine, creating excited flutters between my thighs.

“I’ll just go grab some glasses and plates,” Taylor said. “I’ll be right back.”

I watched as he walked out of the room, trying to think of a topic of conversation to start up with Brennan, but luckily, he already had one in mind.

“So your husband seems pretty laid back, letting his wife come over to say hi without getting jealous about it. That’s great.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Gary doesn’t have a jealous bone in his body,” I remarked. “I’m a very lucky lady indeed.”

Brennan grinned at me. “What if a guy was to start flirting with you? Would that make him jealous?”

I felt my face heat up with his question. Gary had watched me do a lot more than just flirt with other men, and he always loved it. Brennan continued to watch me, no doubt noticing the blush, but other than an occasional glance down at my tits, he was being very respectful.

“Of course not,” I answered quickly, a smile playing about my lips. If I was going to say anything about the arrangement I had with my husband, which I was going to have to if I wanted anything to happen, then now was as good a time as any. Brennan was actually making it as easy as it could be to talk about it with the conversation he’d started. I still had to take a deep breath to gather my courage before continuing, though. “In fact, he likes it when I flirt with other men. He encourages it even.”

Brennan’s eyes widened almost comically for a moment before he quickly regained his composure. “Oh wow,” he said after a long pause. “It sounds like you two have a very fun relationship.” Another pause followed, and I wondered if I should follow that up with more information, but once again, Brennan beat me to it. “So does he encourage you to do any more than just flirting, Hazel?”

My face began burning and it must have flashed an even brighter shade of red. He was watching me with curiosity written all over his face and was even leaning slightly closer.

“He does, actually,” I whispered, both slightly nervous about admitting it and insanely aroused at the same time. There was no doubt in my mind that Brennan might be interested in some fun with the way he was looking at me, and it was getting hard to catch my breath as the anticipation built within me. “It was his idea for me to come over and see you.”

Brennan nodded, going quiet for a moment as his gaze wondered over my scantily clad body once more. “Okay,” he said, drawing out the word for a long moment, chewing on his bottom lip as if deep in thought. “But you wanted to come over to see us too, right? And your husband encouraged it? Or are you just here because he wanted you to come here?”

I almost groaned inwardly as I realised my mistake. By trying to make it clear my husband had given me his permission, I’d made it sound as if I’d played no part in the decision.

“I definitely wanted to come,” I answered quickly. “I’d been watching you guys all afternoon and Gary had noticed, so his suggestion that I should come see you was a reaction to the fact I hadn’t been able to stop staring since you’d all pulled up in the truck earlier.”

I shifted nervously, wondering how he would feel about my confession, but a grin soon spread across his face.

“I can’t believe I didn’t notice you, Hazel. Although I guess I was a little distracted by the move. So, another question for you, Hazel. If I wanted to put my hand here,” he paused and placed his hand on my thigh, gently brushing his thumb back and forth across my bare skin, “would you and your husband both like that?”

His touch sent little sparks of electricity shooting through my body, creating pleasurable sensations with just that simple touch. “I... ummm... we would both like that very much,” I stuttered, as the fog of lust made it hard to think of what to say.

Without thinking, I parted my legs slightly for him, and he slid his hand higher until his fingertips were brushing against my inner thighs where my shorts ended. A whimper escaped me as he leaned closer, the heat from his body searing into me. Knowing that I was being touched by someone who was a complete stranger added a strange thrill to everything that he did. All I knew about him was his first name, and here he was, sliding his hand so far up my leg that if he went any higher, he’d be touching my pussy through my shorts. I could see Brennan was breathing heavily, a slight flush of colour on his cheeks, and I had a feeling he was just as aroused as I was.

Feeling bold, I leaned forward, closing the gap between us until my lips were pressed against his. Brennan moaned quietly, curling his fingers to grip my leg firmly while his tongue pushed against my lips, seeking entrance. I opened for him, and his tongue plunged into my mouth, exploring it in such a sensual way that I melted against him.

Suddenly, there were footsteps approaching once more, and my natural instinct was to jump back and react as if nothing had happened, as if I’d just been caught doing something wrong. I reached up, straightening my hair as Taylor entered the room, and his gaze flickered back and forth between the two of us as if he knew something had been going on, but he didn’t say anything about it.

Taylor placed three glasses and three plates down on the table, along with some cutlery. “Sorry it took me so long. I had to find the boxes with what we needed, and then I gave everything a rinse.”

As soon as he’d said that, I slapped my forehead with the palm of my hand and let out a groan. “I’m sorry. I should have brought those things with me.”

“Don’t worry,” Brennan said quickly. “Perhaps your mind was on other things when you were getting ready to visit.” He flashed me a knowing grin, and there was no way I could deny the truth of his words. I’d been very distracted by several filthy scenarios running through my mind while gathering up my things.

“I guess you’re right,” I answered, chuckling quietly to myself.

Taylor came over and sat down on the other side of me, while Brennan got to work pouring out glasses of lemonade for all of us.

“So how long have you been living here?” Taylor asked, and I was suddenly all too aware of just how close he was sitting. Perhaps it should have been intimidating, being caught between two men who had the bulk of guys who worked out regularly, but it wasn’t. I found it sexy as hell. Perhaps it was the submissive part of me, getting off on the idea of being helpless between these two men. Perhaps it was the slight danger of being so vulnerable with complete strangers. Whatever it was, my entire body was burning with lust.

I tried to bring my attention back to Taylor’s question. “Ummm, we only moved in about six months ago, so I guess we would be considered new to the area as well.”

Brennan reached across me at that point, handing Taylor a glass of drink. But he didn’t pull back after the other man had taken the glass. Instead, Brennan pressed his lips against mine, continuing the kiss that had been interrupted just moments before.

I melted into it instantly, kissing him back passionately while he gripped my hair in once of his hands and tilted my head to the perfect angle that would allow him to deepen the kiss.

“Dude! What are you doing?” Taylor asked, his voice coming out as a screech. “I told you she was married!”

Brennan pulled back slightly, but kept a firm grip on my hair. “It turns out Hazel and her husband have a special agreement, where she can play around with other guys with his permission. And it just so happens they decided together that she should come over today and offer us a real warm welcome.”

He dipped his head once more, except this time he trailed featherlight kisses against the side of my neck, sending shivers of longing down my spine. I showed no resistance to his kisses, tilting my head back further to give him better access to the sensitive skin on my neck.

“Is that true?” Taylor asked.

“It is,” I said, the words coming out on a soft moan as Brennan began gently scraping his teeth against my bare flesh.

“And you’d like to welcome both of us, Hazel?” he asked, shifting closer behind me on the couch.

I reached over, placing my hand on Taylor’s thigh. “Definitely,” I answered quickly, and he let out a soft groan.

My body was now trapped between both of theirs, the heat emanating from their bodies to add to the fire that was building within me.

As Brennan continued to brush kisses against my neck, occasionally nipping hard enough to send a shockwave through my body, Taylor put a hand on my thigh and began stroking up and down it gently. Each time his hand moved upwards, his fingertips got closer to my aching sex, until I was panting and aching for his touch.

Finally, he brought his hand fully between my thighs, cupping my pussy through the denim of my shorts. I moaned and spread my legs wider in invitation.

“Does that feel good, baby?” he growled in my ear, and I nodded vigorously.

“So good,” I moaned. “Don’t stop. Please.”

Taylor began rubbing at my pussy through my clothing, pressing firmly over my throbbing little button in a way that had me gasping with pleasure. Instinctively, I began moving my hips in a circular pattern, grinding myself shamelessly against his hand.

At the same time, Brennan brought his kisses lower, down to the valley of my cleavage. He reached behind my back, tugging on the string bow that was keeping my bikini top in place to free my breasts. He cupped one tit in his hand, brushing his thumb back and forth over the hardened bud to send tingles down to my clit.

The way these two complete strangers handled me had me writhing and moaning uncontrollably. It felt so damn good that I almost forgot Gary wasn’t with me. But only almost. While I wished he was here, his absence somehow made this event feel even more illicit, adding to the arousal I felt. I knew he was going to love hearing every detail later, though, so I brought myself back to the present moment, focusing my attention on the way they were turning me into a needy mess with the gentlest of touches so I could tell Gary all about it when I got home.

Taylor pulled his hand away from my pussy, and I groaned with frustration. “Please don’t stop,” I whimpered, blushing at how desperate I sounded.

He chuckled softly, the sound vibrating through his chest as I leaned back against him. “Don’t worry, Hazel. I’ve got something in mind that will feel even better.”

Before I could ask him what it was, he quickly snapped open the button on my shorts and slipped his hand inside them, keeping his fingers flush against my skin so he could bypass my bikini bottoms, too. When his fingertips teased against my wet petals, I moaned and arched my spine as sparks of pleasure shot through my body.

Brennan saw his opportunity when the position pushed my exposed breasts towards him, and he leaned down to take a hard nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently on the sensitive little button while flicking his tongue against it.

The attention from both of them was combining to push me closer to the orgasm I’d been needing so badly ever since I’d started watching them earlier in the day.

“Oh god,” I moaned, bringing one hand to the back of Brennan’s head so I could hold him close against my tit. “That feels so good.”

Taylor pushed his hand lower between my thighs, sinking two fingers into my aching pussy while pressing the heel of his hand against my clit. I cried out, the sensations building so quickly that I knew it wouldn’t be much longer before I was cumming on his fingers.

He pumped his fingers in and out of me, the motion causing the heel of his hand to rub against my clit. Brennan sucked and licked one nipple, while tugging on the other with a thumb and forefinger, helping to build the inferno between my thighs before I spiralled out of control. My toes curled and my sharp cries of pleasure filled the air as they brought me to orgasm.

Taylor kept up the steady pumping of his fingers until my climax had faded and my slippery inner walls were quivering around the digits from the little aftershocks that wracked my body. I was panting hard, collapsed back against Taylor while holding Brennan against my front.

“I think she liked that,” Brennan said as he popped his mouth off my breast, his lips curled up into a wide grin.

As I was too breathless to speak, I could only laugh and nod.

Taylor brushed his lips against my ear from behind. “But now I think it’s time for you to give our cocks some attention too, Hazel. What do you think?”

A whimper escaped me even as a slow smile spread across my lips. My only response was to slide down onto my knees on the floor between them, running a hand over each of their crotches. God, they were both rock hard and, if I wasn’t mistaken, well hung.

I rubbed them both through the shorts they were wearing, enjoying the way their dicks throbbed with my attention.

“Do you want to suck our cocks, pretty?” Brennan asked, and I nodded my head quickly.

“Yes please,” I said, the words coming out sounding more like a moan than any actual kind of verbal communication.

They both grinned down at me and made quick work of unfastening their shorts. I moaned softly and reached inside their clothing, eager to find out what treats they had in store for me. With gentle movements, I wrapped my hands around each of their cocks, squirming as I felt how thick they were, then pulled them out of their shorts.

Fuck, they were both big and throbbing and dripping precum. My pussy quivered in anticipation of all the pleasures that were in her future, but right now, I was eager to taste them. I leaned towards Brennan first, flicking my tongue against the engorged head to lap up the glistening drops that were oozing from the slit. His low moan sent a shiver of lust down my spine, and I lapped at the head once more, before my hunger took over and I slid my lips down over the fat head.

Brennan placed his hand on the back of my head, gripping my long hair in his fist to guide my mouth up and down on his shaft. I moaned around him, enjoying the taste of him as he throbbed between my lips.

While sucking Brennan, I began stroking Taylor’s cock, whimpering when his moans started to fill the room, too. The sounds of their pleasure were enough to drive me wild, and I sucked hungrily on the dick in my mouth.

After a few more strokes of my lips up and down Brennan’s cock, I lifted my head, paused only long enough to take a deep breath, and then I lowered my mouth down over Taylor’s throbbing meat. I went back and forth between them, stroking whichever cock wasn’t in my mouth. The wanton desire to pleasure them was overwhelming, and even the ache deep in my core wasn’t enough to stop me.

They took turns fucking my mouth, lifting their ass up from the couch to thrust deep while I did my best to take as much of their big cocks as I could. Saliva leaked from my lips, coating their shafts until they were dripping with the evidence of my hunger for them.

I grew wild, needing to make them cum so I could taste their delicious cream, but before that could happen, a hand gripped my hair and pulled my head up, stopping me from taking either of them into my mouth. Taylor leaned down to kiss my lips, apparently not bothered by the drool that was dripping from my chin after sucking them both so greedily.

He broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to growl his words against my lips. “You are such a good little cocksucker. But now I want to try that wet little pussy of yours, Hazel.”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned.

I was about to get up off my knees when Taylor got down onto the floor behind me, holding my hips firmly for a second to let me know he wanted me to stay where I was. “This is the perfect spot, Hazel. This way, you can keep sucking Brennan while I use your pussy.”

Damn if that wasn’t the most perfect idea I’d ever heard. Taylor pulled on my hips, lifting them so my ass was higher, then he pushed my shorts and bikini briefs down until they were pooled around my knees on the floor. I felt the head of his dick brushing against my dripping slit, making my petals quivers in anticipation. I held my breath as I waited for him to fill me.

“You heard what he said,” Brennan said, grabbing a fistful of my hair and guiding my head down into his lap. “I still want you sucking me off while he fucks you.”

I slid my lips down over his throbbing erection once more, my cheeks caving in as I sucked him vigorously. At the exact moment I took him into my mouth, Taylor drove his hips forward, filling me with one hard thrust. My loud moan vibrated around Brennan’s dick, and he used his hand in my hair to pump my mouth up and down on his cock while Taylor slammed repeatedly into my cunt.

“God, her pussy feels so good,” Taylor grunted between thrusts, and I’m sure I would have been beaming with pride at the compliment if I wasn’t right on the brink of another orgasm.

My body trembled, the pleasure building quickly. “That’s it, baby,” he groaned. “Cum on my dick. Cover it in your cream because soon you’re going to be sucking it clean for me.”

A few more thrusts of his big cock were all it took to send me spiralling out of control. My pussy clamped down tight around him while my body convulsed with each intense wave of ecstasy that washed over me. But that didn’t slow him down. If anything, Taylor pummelled my cunt even harder and faster with his hard rod, making my eyes roll back in my head as the orgasm consumed me.

Brennan had pulled me up off his cock as soon as I’d started cumming, and my loud screams of pleasure reverberated around the almost empty room. Then Taylor pulled out of me just as the orgasm was beginning to fade, leaving my pussy empty as it quivered with little aftershocks.

Without needing to say a word to each other, they both got up and switched ends, Taylor coming to sit on the couch in front of me, while Brennan got on his knees behind me. Taylor’s cock was still rock hard and glistening with a mixture of my saliva and juices. I didn’t waste any time in leaning forward to take him into my mouth, sucking hungrily on his wet rod. The taste of my own pleasure on his flesh had me moaning around him.

Brennan slowly entered me from behind, his hands gripping my hips hard to hold me in position. My moans grew louder, although the sound was muffled by Taylor’s cock in my mouth. They both began moving in synch, pumping and thrusting into my holes in the perfect rhythm. The way they moved so in time with one another made me wonder if they had done this before, taking a woman together in the most primal of ways.

“Fuck, you were right. Her cunt feels so damn perfect.” Brennan’s voice was strained, as if he was speaking through gritted teeth as he pounded into me.

Each of his thrusts pushed me forward onto Taylor’s cock, forcing me to take him even deeper into my mouth until I was gagging and spluttering on his throbbing meat. Neither of them slowed the pace of their thrusts, though, and I didn’t want them to. I was already on the verge of another orgasm as Brennan jackhammered my pussy with a powerful force.

“Come on, baby, you need to cum on my cock too,” he moaned. “I want to feel you gripping my dick with this tight little pussy of yours.”

I whimpered around Taylor’s cock, knowing it wasn’t going to take much to push me over the edge again. Then Brennan reached beneath me, sliding one hand between my thighs to rub at my clit. He circled his fingers vigorously over the slick and swollen button until my muffled moans grew even louder and my body was tensing while waves after wave of pleasure moved through me.

I clamped down hard on Brennan’s shaft, and that was enough to have him roaring loudly while he pumped my pussy full of his cum. Unable to help myself, I rocked back against him, impaling myself on his dick over and over while surrendering to an intense climax.

Then Taylor grabbed my head in both hands and began fucking my mouth even harder than he had been, until he erupted inside my mouth, feeding me his hot and creamy load. I sucked even more hungrily, swallowing every drop I could to try to fully satisfy us both.

Once we had all come down from our high, we stayed in the same position, with me on my hands and knees while resting my head on Taylor’s thigh, and with Brennan on his knees behind me, his cock still buried in my wet heat even though it was rapidly softening. One hand was stroking my hair, while another was gently rubbing my back, and I was almost purring with contentment.

“Make sure to thank your husband for us when you get home, baby,” Taylor said, and when I looked up at him, he had a huge satisfied grin on his face.

“I will. And I hope you don’t mind, but he’s going to want to hear all the details when I get home.”

“He is? I don’t know about that. It was private and personal. But if he’s willing to let you come and visit again, then we might let you tell him what happened.” Taylor was grinning at me as he spoke, letting me know he was teasing me, and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“I’m definitely hoping we can work out another visit for the future,” I said, smiling from ear-to-ear.

“Mmmm, I hope you do, Hazel,” Brennan said, leaning down to press a kiss against my bare shoulder. “This has been the perfect way to spend an afternoon.”

I chuckled, already making plans in my head to stop by again soon.
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WHEN I LEFT TAYLOR and Brennan’s house, there was no sign of Gary or Connor out on our front porch, so I went inside to look for them. Almost as soon as I stepped in the front door, my husband rushed towards me and pushed me up against the wall, his face so close to mine I was almost certain he was about to kiss me. He was panting, his breath rushing against my lips, and I could feel his erection pressing against me.

“Have you been hard all this time?” I asked, trying to hold back a giggle.

Gary laughed. “Of course I fucking have, Hazel. All I’ve been able to think about all afternoon is how those two guys were probably fucking you senseless. I wanted to jerk off, but I didn’t think Connor would appreciate me making a mess over at his house.”

Another playful grin teased at my lips. “I don’t see why not, love. It’s not like it would be the first time you’ve done that at his place.”

He groaned and leaned his forehead against mine. “But that was when I was watching Connor fuck you, so it’s different. Now tell me, Hazel. Did Taylor and Brennan fuck you?”

I whimpered and nodded. “They did.” My voice was suddenly breathless once more, with no hint of the teasing that had been there only moments ago. Seeing the way Gary’s eyes darkened with lust had me squirming as the ache between my thighs suddenly reappeared.

“Both of them? Separately or at the same time?”

“At the same time,” I answered, practically moaning the words.

Gary let out a soft groan. “Tell me more about it, love.”

As he spoke, he slipped his hand in the front of my shorts, sliding a finger into my wet pussy. Gary moaned as he fully impaled me with the digit, and I knew what had caused that sound. It was the fact that I was filled with another man’s cum.

“First of all, we were all sat on the couch together, and they were touching me all over, fingering me and playing with my tits until they made me cum.”

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I bet you looked so fucking beautiful when you were cumming for them, love. Then what happened?”

I got momentarily distracted when Gary slipped his finger out of me, leaving me pouting with my disappointment, but when he began unfastening his pants to pull out his cock, I quickly forgave him. Wrapping my hand around his shaft, I stroked him slowly while recounting the next part of my story.

“Then I got on my knees while they stayed on the couch, and I took turns sucking them until they were both rock hard and ready to fuck me.” The moan that came from him was an almost tortured sound, but he was throbbing insistently in my hand, letting me know how much he enjoyed hearing about it.

“I should have come over with you,” he said. “I would have loved to watch you like that.”

I smiled at him, thinking that he could always watch next time if he wanted. Not that I mentioned that possibility, though. I wanted him to cum inside my needy pussy, not in my hand. And it seemed he had the same idea as he was pushing my shorts down to the ground before lifting me up off my feet and sliding his cock deep inside me. We both let out a loud moan as he filled me, but he didn’t move. Instead, he held himself deep while keeping me trapped between him and the wall.

“What happened next?” he asked, his voice almost as breathless as mine.

“One of them got on the floor behind me and started using my pussy, while I sucked the other. We stayed like that until they’d made me cum again, then they switched ends and kept using my mouth and pussy until they came too.”

I was writhing as much as I could on his cock while I was pinned against the wall, and I could tell by his tense body and the firm line of his jaw that it was taking a lot of effort for Gary to maintain his self-control.

“Did only one of them cum in your pussy?” he grunted, and I could feel him throbbing deep inside me.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “And one came into my mouth.”

Gary held himself still for a little longer, then he began fucking me hard, slamming me against the wall with each deep, hard thrust. He was like an animal, rutting wildly into his mate, and I had to wrap my arms and legs tight around him throughout the rough ride.

Each thrust created a wet and sloppy sound between my thighs, a combination of my excitement and Brennan’s cum. That only seemed to drive Gary even more wild, and he jackhammered my cunt with powerful movements. The sensations were building quickly, pushing me closer to another orgasm at an overwhelming pace.

I held onto him even tighter, closing my eyes as a climax took hold of me, my body convulsing with the intensity of it. My spasming pussy was enough to push Gary over the edge with me, and he began pumping his hips harder as he filled me with another huge load of cum.

He kept fucking me until we were both breathless and trembling, then he slid down to the floor, pulling me into his lap.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’ve been going crazy all day wondering what was happening over there. Crazy in a good way, of course. The anticipation of finding out what was going on was intense and kept me on edge all day. I might need to send you off to have fun on your own more often.”

I giggled and nodded. “I love having you there, and I wouldn’t want that to stop completely, but there was an added sense of excitement knowing I was doing it alone. It made it feel even more naughty, if that makes sense?”

“Yeah,” he said with a grin. “I could see how that would add to the fun. I will have a think about what we can do next time to enhance that feeling.”

Gary winked at me before pulling me in closer against his body. It was hard to believe how different our marriage had become ever since we’d moved into this house, and it seemed there were still more fun changes in our future.

I couldn’t wait.
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“Please, just tell me what you have planned for today, Gary!” I whined at him, as I snuggled into the warmth of his body under the blankets. “It’s my birthday, so the least you can do is tell me what’s happening!”

My husband chuckled and kissed the tip of my nose before slipping out of bed. “It’s your birthday, which means you get to be spoiled in every way possible, so just trust me when I say you are going to have an amazing day.”

I muttered some bad words and pulled the blanket up over my head. Gary had been hinting for weeks about the special something he had planned, and the anticipation had been getting to me. I was excited, and I’d been hoping to find out what the surprise was as soon as I woke up, but he would not relent. I’d even offered him a blow job for information, and he refused.

“Why don’t you have a shower, Hazel, while I go make some breakfast? By the time you come down, I should have something delicious waiting for you.” He pulled the blanket off and grinned down at me with a wicked expression on his face.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh. “But there had better be bacon with whatever you’re making, otherwise there will be trouble.”

Gary chuckled. “Your wish is my command on your birthday, love,” he said, before turning and walking out of the bedroom.

I quickly scrambled out of bed and headed to the bathroom. While waiting for the water from the showerhead to heat up, I tried to think of a new plan to find out what Gary was up to today. But honestly, if the promise of a blow job hadn’t worked, I didn’t have a clue what else I could use to entice him.

I stepped under the showerhead, letting out a happy sigh as the hot water rushed over me. Maybe I’d just stay here and enjoy this bliss for as long as it would take for Gary come find me. Then he could help me find an even more satisfying kind of bliss.

The thought of a little fun here in the shower caused a small ache to blossom between my thighs, and I ran a hand down over my mound. But I quickly pulled it away again when I heard the bathroom door open. A smile spread across my face as I turned in the shower, about to ask Gary to join me.

Except it wasn’t Gary stood in the doorway. It was Connor. He lived next door, and he was the first man to turn me into a hotwife not long after Gary and I had moved into the area.

“What are you doing here?” I asked loudly over the running water, a wide smile on my face.

Connor stepped into the room and closed the door behind him as he started stripping out of his jeans and t-shirt. “Gary wanted you to have a special birthday, and he invited me over so I could help spoil you with attention.”

My smile widened even more, to the point that my cheeks were aching. “Then hurry up and get in here, Connor. I am in desperate need of attention.”

Connor laughed and stepped out of his underwear, leaving all his clothes in a pile on the floor as he joined me in the shower. He took me in his arms and pulled me closer to his naked body, and my skin instantly tingled from his touch.

“Happy birthday, Hazel,” he said, just before lowering his head to claim my mouth with a deep kiss.

I melted against him, a soft moan escaping into the cavern of his mouth as I surrendered to his kiss. Unable to resist the temptation, I ran my hands over the hard planes of his chest, then down over his abs, finally reaching his cock to take that thick length into my hand.

Connor was already semi-hard, twitching and growing within my grasp while I stroked him. His own moans flowed against my lips as he continued to claim my mouth with his tongue.

When I couldn’t wait any longer, I pulled back slightly to break the kiss. “Is this my birthday treat?” I asked breathlessly, giving his cock a gentle squeeze to let him know what I was talking about.

Connor groaned softly and bucked his hips, working himself within the circle I’d made around him with my fingers. “It’s one of your treats,” he replied with a grin, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Gary had invited any other guys around today to help celebrate.

That thought created a pleasant heat between my thighs that was nothing to do with the steaming hot water raining down on us. Hopefully, there would be plenty more fun throughout the day.

“Hmmm, well, if it’s my treat, I should enjoy it thoroughly,” I said, smiling as I lowered down into a crouch before him.

Connor nodded his head, his eyes growing dark as he stared down at me. “Enjoy it however you want, baby. Consider it yours for the day.”

“Ohhh, now I am a lucky birthday girl. I’m sure I could think of plenty of ways to enjoy your cock throughout the day. But first, I want breakfast.”

He opened his mouth as if to say something, but all that came out was a moan as I parted my lips and slid them down over the engorged head of his cock.

I kept my hand wrapped around the thick base, stroking up and down his shaft while sucking and licking the head.

“Come on, baby,” he groaned. “I thought you wanted to enjoy your treat. Not tease it.”

With that, Connor gripped my wet hair in his fist and drove his hips forward, pushing almost the entire length of his hard rod into my mouth. I coughed and spluttered with surprise as it hit the back of my throat, but it only took me a moment to recover and begin sucking hungrily on his cock.

“That’s better. Fuck, you are so damn good with your mouth, baby.”

The praise caused whimpers to escape around his cock, although the sounds were muffled with the way he was filling my mouth.

Connor gripped my hair with his other hand, holding my head in place as he started fucking my mouth enthusiastically. His moans echoed around the shower stall, and I could feel his hard meat throbbing between my lips.

The ache in my cunt was growing out of control as he used my mouth, and I couldn’t resist reaching down to rub my clit. Crouching down in this position had opened me up, making it easy to find that slick little button with my fingers. I rubbed vigorously, moving my fingertips around in little circles until I was moaning loudly around the cock in my mouth.

“That’s it, birthday girl. Make yourself cum for me. Make yourself nice and wet for when I’m ready to use your hot little cunt.”

The dirty talk had my pussy quivering with excitement, and I would have begged him to carry on talking to me like that if my mouth wasn’t too full to speak.

Instead, I did as I’d been told, rubbing hard and fast at my clit until pleasure exploded within me. I cried out, the sound completely muffled by his cock until he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me free to moan loudly as the climax consumed my entire body.

The pleasure had barely finished working its way through me before Connor used his grip on my hair to pull me to my feet. I stumbled slightly on the wet shower floor, but luckily, his hold on me was firm enough to help keep me.

Connor turned me around quickly before pushing up against my back, pressing my breasts and stomach against the slick shower wall. I could feel his hot breath rushing against my earlobe as he growled.

“Now how do you want to enjoy my dick, birthday girl?” he asked, his voice a low rumble in my ear.

“I want you to fuck me. Please fuck me, Connor.”

He chuckled softly, a wicked sound that sent of shiver of longing down my spine. “You want my cock deep in that tight pussy of yours, Hazel?”

“Oh god, yes. Please, Connor,” I begged shamelessly.

“Such a good girl,” he groaned, as he gripped my hips and pulled my ass closer to him. Then I felt the head of his cock teasing against my aching pussy for a long moment before he impaled me fully with one hard thrust.

I cried out with pleasure, my needy cunt gripping him tightly as he began fucking me hard and fast. Each thrust pushed my upper body harder into the wall, and I had to place my hands on the slick tiles to brace myself. My hard nipples rubbed against the wall to send ripples of heat down between my thighs.

Connor reached around me, grabbing my tits in both his large hands, pinching the hard little buttons between his fingers as he groped the voluptuous mounds of flesh.

I closed my eyes as I surrendered to the pleasure of his cock, the veiny shaft rubbing against sensitive spots deep inside.

“Harder,” I cried out, and Connor was all too happy to oblige me by pounding his dick faster and deeper into my pussy.

He pinched my nipples harder, tugging on the tight little buds, making my head spin as the stinging sensations mingled with the growing heat between my thighs.

It wasn’t long before fireworks were going off inside me, making my entire body convulse with the force of my climax. My loud cries filled the air, sounding almost like screams as I let go and allowed the violent orgasm to consume me.

After a few more deep thrusts, Connor’s grunts and moans filled the air alongside my own sounds of pleasure, and I felt his cum flood my pussy. He kept up the same brutal pace until my knees had gone weak and he had to hold me up.

“Damn,” I said with a weak grin playing across my lips. “What a way to start my birthday.”

Connor chuckled. “I know. It was fucking perfect. But there’s still plenty more time to celebrate. Let’s get washed up and go downstairs to see what else Gary has planned for you.”
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AFTER A SHOWER WHERE Connor and I took far too long running our hands over each other’s bodies under the guise of washing each other, we finally made our way downstairs. Connor was back in his jeans and t-shirt, while I was wearing nothing but a fluffy robe. After all, it was my birthday, and if I wanted to be comfortable, I would be.

To my surprise, Will was sitting at our kitchen table, and I felt another rush of warmth in my pussy. Hopefully, Gary had invited him around for the same reason he’d invited Connor.

Will’s face lit up when he saw me, despite my casual attire, and I rushed over to lower myself down into his lap. He pulled me close in his strong arms and pressed his lips hard against mine. I moaned softly and parted my lips for him, giving him access to claim my mouth with his probing tongue.

“I see you’re pleased with both your guests so far today, love,” Gary said, and I broke the kiss with a sheepish grin on my face.

“I couldn’t be happier, Gary,” I said as a small giggle escaped me.

“Good,” he replied. “I want your birthday to be very special this year. You deserve to be spoiled.” Gary winked at me as he placed a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon down on the table in front of me.

I squealed with delight as I realised he’d made good on his promise of bacon, and I began digging into my food. Apparently, being fucked hard in the shower could work up quite an appetite.

As I ate, I felt Will’s hands move to my front to open my robe. Both Connor and Gary watched as he caressed my breasts with his expert touch, gently teasing the nipples until they were so hard that they tingled with little sparks of pain. It was getting harder and harder to focus on my food as the ache between my thighs grew insistent once more. And the more I wriggled in his lap, the harder Will’s cock grew beneath me.

Finally, I gave up, putting the cutlery down and pushing the plate away. I relaxed back against him, letting out soft moans of pleasure as his hand glided down over my stomach to settle between my parted legs. He moved his fingers gently over my slick petals, and I had to wonder how much of that moisture was my arousal and how much of it was Connor’s cum still leaking out of me.

“Does that feel good?” he moaned in my ear as he sank two fingers deep into my wet cunt.

I let out a soft gasp as he filled me and nodded my head quickly, too breathless to form words. Gary and Connor were still in the room, watching us with lust-filled eyes while I surrendered to the pleasure of Will’s touch.

His fingers quickly grew slippery as he stroked them almost tenderly in and out of my pussy. My inner walls quivered around the invading digits as if urging him on to fuck me faster with them. But I don’t think he understood what my cunt was trying to tell him as he continued with the same maddeningly slow pace until I was writhing and moaning shamelessly in his lap.

I could feel Will’s cock pressing urgently against my ass cheeks, and that only seemed to make my pussy ache even more.

“What do you need, birthday girl?” he asked, while grazing his teeth against my earlobe.

I reached behind me, sliding my hand under my ass so I could grip his cock through his pants.

“This,” I managed to moan out. “I need this inside me.”

Will growled softly in my ear, and my pussy tightened around his fingers in response to that sound. After a few more slow thrusts, he pulled the digits out of me, causing me to cry out with disappointment at suddenly being empty.

But he quickly wrapped his arms around me and stood, placing my feet back on the floor as he bent me over the kitchen table. Will leaned down over my back, pressing gentle kisses along my spine. “It’s only fair that you get what you want on your birthday,” he said, his voice little more than a husky whisper.

The sound of a zipper seemed loud, and I held my breath, waiting for that moment when he would give me what I needed. Will stood behind me, gently gripping the back of my neck to keep me pinned against the kitchen table, and I melted into the moment.

I could feel the wetness leaking from my pussy, dripping down onto my inner thighs, and it took me a moment to realise the whining sound I could hear was coming from me.

“Please,” I whimpered. “I need your cock, Will.”

I heard all three men moaning, although I couldn’t see any of them with my face pointing towards the wall while my head was being held down. But that only seemed to heighten the arousal I was feeling.

After a long moment, I felt the head of Will’s cock teasing against my wet petals, gliding up and down my slit without actually entering me. I moaned and tried to wiggle my way onto his cock, but it was impossible with his hand holding me firmly in place.

Then, inch by inch, Will slowly pushed inside me, stretching me with his thick meat. I let out a moan. “Oh god, yes. Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

Will placed his other hand on my back, keeping me even more helpless as he began thrusting into me with deep, hard thrusts. The sounds of the wooden table legs scraping along the floor filled the room as our movements forced the table forwards.

Heat flooded to my core as Will pounded my pussy hard, the head of his cock slamming deep with each thrust. His primal grunts mingled with my loud moans while he took me hard, yet I could only hear it as if from far away as a fog of lust descended upon me.

The pleasure was building up inside me, quickly pushing me towards another release, and my body trembled with the intensity of the sensations.

“That’s it, Hazel. Cum for me. I need you to cum on my cock.” His words came out as a low snarl, and he began fucking me harder, his heavy balls slapping against my clit with each of his thrusts.

It all became too much, and I quickly spiralled out of control, crying out as another orgasm wracked my body. I shuddered violently with every wave of pleasure that washed over me, the intensity taking my breath away.

“Yes!” Will grunted triumphantly. “That’s it. Cum on my cock.” His final word morphed into a loud moan as I felt him erupt deep inside me, filling me with my second load of cum for the day.

Will kept up the brutal pace until we were both finished, then he fell back into the chair behind him, keeping my body close to his, so he remained inside me while I got settled on his lap once more.

We were both breathing hard, and my legs were still trembling when Gary walked over to us. His eyes were dark and hungry, and my pussy clenched around Will’s cock as I saw the look on my husband’s face. I was able to catch a brief glimpse of the obvious bulge in the front of his pants before he gripped my face in both hands and leaned down to kiss my lips hard.

My moans flowed against his lips as I kissed him back hungrily, reaching up to grip his t-shirt in one hand. Even though I had already been fucked twice, and still had another man’s cock growing soft within me, I still needed my husband with every fibre of my being.

But he broke the kiss, breathing hard as he pulled back with a wicked grin teasing across his lips. “Finish your breakfast, love, then go get dressed. We’ve still got a lot more celebrating to do yet.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “If it’s the kind of celebrating that requires wearing clothes, I’m not sure I want to be any part of it, Gary.”

He laughed along with me. “Don’t worry. I think you are going to love what I have planned for the rest of the day.”

I grinned and picked up my cutlery, going back to my forgotten breakfast. With any luck, I was going to be needing the energy for the rest of my special day.
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BY THE TIME I’D GOT dressed and appeared in the kitchen again, it was almost mid-morning and both Connor and Will had disappeared.

Gary smiled at me as he saw me enter, walking to me and pulling me into his arms.

“Having a good birthday so far, my love?” he asked.

“Mmm, it’s been perfect so far. Thank you, Gary. Should I be expecting any more visitors today?”

As if to answer my question, there was a loud knock on the front door. I grinned and arched a brow at my husband, who looked like he was going to explode with excitement.

“That will be Adam. I thought it would be nice to invite him for lunch, but he obviously got here a little early.”

A thrill ran through me as I watched Gary go to open the front door. Adam was the Dom in the neighbourhood, and my time with him usually meant I’d have an opportunity to sink into my more submissive nature.

When I heard Adam’s voice, I practically skipped out to the hallway to greet him. He scooped me up in his arms and kissed me hard, taking my breath away with his lips.

When he pulled his mouth from mine, his lips were curled up into a wide smile. “Happy birthday, Hazel!” he said. “I got you a present, but I’m not sure where to give it to you. Where shall we go?”

I giggled as I looked him over and realised he wasn’t actually holding a gift. I was going to have to assume it was a filthy gift, and that was perfectly fine by me.

Taking his hand, I pulled him into the living room and guided him over to the couch. Gary followed us in, taking a seat in the chair opposite us.

“So, what did you get me?” I asked, almost bouncing with excitement. “It must be very small because I can’t see you carrying anything.” I flashed him a teasing grin, and he laughed.

“Well, it’s something special. Something I assume nobody else has given you. And seeing as I am the friendly neighbourhood Dom, it’s my privilege to be the one to give it to you.”

I squirmed beside him, suddenly feeling a little breathless. Whatever he was planning to give me, I had a suspicion I was going to love it.

“What is it?” Gary asked, and when I looked over at him, I realised he was rock hard while he watched us. The front of his pants was showing an impressive tent as his cock stood proudly.

“I thought I’d give Hazel a birthday spanking. I assume nobody else has given you one of those?” he asked, turning back to me.

A loud groan escaped me, and I quickly shook my head. “No, Sir,” I responded, naturally sinking into a more submissive frame of mind.

“Good. Then let me be the one to give it to you.”

With a swiftness that surprised me, Adam wrapped a strong arm around me and pulled me across his lap. I wriggled a little, trying to calm the insistent ache between my thighs, and I could feel his erection pressing against my hip.

Slowly, Adam pulled my skirt up over my hips. “What’s this?” he asked, his voice dropping down into that deep and commanding tone he always used when he was taking control of me. “Wearing panties, Hazel? You should know better than that.”

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t realise you...”

My words were cut off by the loud crack of a hand coming down hard against my ass cheek, quickly followed by my surprised wail as a stinging heat spread across my skin.

He gripped my burning flesh roughly in one of his large hands, kneading my ass cheek to force whimpers from my lips. My pussy was leaking with pure arousal, and I wanted to beg him for more. But then his hand was gone from my body as he made easy work of ripping the little lace panties right off my body.

“A pretty little fucktoy like you should never wear panties. Your holes should be available for us all to use whenever we want, shouldn’t they?”

His words created a flutter deep in my pussy, and I wriggled against his thighs, hoping to find something to rub myself against. “Yes, Sir,” I whimpered. “I’m sorry.”

“Good girl,” he said, rubbing my ass cheek gently before sliding his hand down between my thighs.

A low growl escaped him. “So fucking wet and needy already. Or maybe you’ve already been a good little slut today and taken a couple of loads of cum in your greedy pussy? Which one is it, baby?”

“Both,” I answered quickly, knowing it was the truth. Sure, some of that sticky mess between my thighs was likely to be cum, but the lust consuming me told me some of it was going to be my own mess too.

I worked my hips up and down in his lap, grinding myself shamelessly against his fingers, breathing hard as I let my wanton desires take over.

“Both, huh? What a perfect answer.”

Adam moved his slick fingers from between my thighs and placed his hand back on my ass. I wriggled beneath him, whining quietly about being denied his touch where I needed it the most.

“Ready for your birthday spanking?” he asked in a low growl that sent a blistering heat instantly to my core.

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned, the words barely recognisable over the sound of pleasure. But Adam knew me well enough by now to realise that I always craved a spanking, no matter the occasion.

There was a long pause before I heard Adam take a deep breath, then he began the spanking. His hand rained down over and over on my ass cheeks, moving from one to another, leaving both burning from his attention. My loud cries filled the air, along with the sound of his hand slapping flesh.

I wriggled, my body instinctively trying to move away from the source of pain even though my inner thighs were slick with the arousal it caused. But Adam wrapped his free arm around my waist, pulling me against his stomach and holding me tight to keep me helpless.

The display of his strength and power over me turned me on just as much as the spanking. It took me a moment to realise that my ass was rising and falling as I tried to hump against his thighs once more, even as he kept smacking my ass. By now, both my ass cheeks were burning, the pain seeping deep into my body to fill me with an intense heat.

When Adam stopped, I was almost disappointed. But then I felt his hand back between my thighs as I melted into his touch.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good, Sir.”

My eyelids fluttered shut as I let the sensations envelop me like a soft blanket. The relief his touch brought to the ache in my core was like a balm to the pain on my ass, and I couldn’t stop moaning softly.

Adam chuckled. “It’s supposed to feel good, baby, otherwise I’m doing something very wrong.”

“I’m pretty sure you’re doing everything right,” Gary observed. “Very right indeed, judging by the look of her.”

Suddenly, two fingers plunged deep into my pussy, and I spread my legs wider apart while still laid across Adam’s lap, welcoming the invasion.

Adam had never been the kind to be gentle, which was one of the things I loved most about him. He pounded my cunt hard with his fingers, and I could feel my own wet mess splashing against my inner thighs with each thrust. I was so damn wet and needy, and my greedy pussy clenched around the digits to suck them even deeper.

“Good girl. You like it when I use you hard, don’t you?”

I tried to answer with a yes, but the sound came out completely garbled by a loud moan. I moved my hips as much as I could as he held me against his body, trying to fuck his fingers even harder.

Just as I was about to cum, Adam pulled his fingers free and smacked my ass hard again, making my eyes sting with tears of frustration.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’ll get what you need soon enough.”

Adam gripped my arms and helped me up into a sitting position on his lap, facing away from him so I could look over at Gary. My husband was staring at me with wild eyes, breathing heavily as he jerked his cock. The sight of his obvious arousal took my breath away, and I almost begged Adam to be allowed to crawl to Gary and suck my husband’s cock while he used my pussy.

But before I could even get a word out, Adam was lifting me, then sliding me down onto his cock, impaling me on it. I cried out in surprise as he filled me. I hadn’t even heard him unfasten his pants, so it had been a shock. But I recovered soon enough and began bouncing hard and fast on Adam’s hard rod.

Each time I slammed down all the way onto his cock, pain flared on my ass cheeks, making the sensations feel overwhelming. I gripped Adam’s knees tight, my fingernails digging into his skin as I gave in to the pleasure that had been building inside me from the very moment he’d started fucking me with his fingers.

An orgasm crashed into me, taking my breath away completely. Adam began moving beneath me, thrusting up into my cunt while my inner muscles squeezed and spasmed around him. He seemed to have more control than I did, though, as he managed to hold off on his own pleasure.

He fucked me hard throughout my climax, sending fireworks through my entire body, and kept going even when the sensations had faded and I was limp from the intensity of it.

I clung to Adam’s legs even tighter, worried he was going to bounce me off his lap with his brutal thrusts, even though he had a firm grip on my hips. Lifting my head, I looked over at Gary, noticing the puddles of cum decorating his stomach, and felt some relief that I hadn’t been the only one who couldn’t control themselves.

Adam moved his hands from my hips and brought them around to grip the front of my shirt. With one hard tug, he’d ripped it open, exposing my breasts to my husband. I’d put on a lace bra to match my panties when I’d got dressed, but its only function was pretty, as it certainly wasn’t providing any support. My generous tits were bouncing as I rode Adam’s cock hard, slowly slipping out the side of the little scraps of lace.

Adam grabbed my breasts, massaging them in his large hands. His palms were rough as they rubbed against my hardened nipples, the stimulation on those sensitive buds sending even more heat down to my core.

I threw my head back and let out a loud moan as I felt another orgasm approaching.

“That’s it, baby,” Adam growled in a low, feral tone. “Cum on my dick again, Hazel. I’m ready to fill you with another load of cream and I need you to fucking cum with me.”

I bounced harder on his cock, growing wild with my desire to please him. Reaching down, I began rubbing at my clit, giving my well-used pussy the extra stimulation it needed to clench and quiver with another orgasm.

The pleasure washed over me once more, and I clamped down hard on Adam’s dick, squeezing it while feeling it pulse deep inside me. He let out a loud moan of his own as he pumped me full of his cum, flooding my needy cunt with his hot seed.

We kept up our frantic movements until we were both fully satisfied; then I collapsed back against him, exhausted but glowing with happiness.

“Did you like your gift, baby?” he asked softly, his lips brushing against my ear.

His question seemed ridiculous given my current state, and I couldn’t help but giggle. “I loved every second of it, Sir. Thank you.”

I turned my head towards him and placed a big kiss on his cheek.

“Good,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. “Now go be a good girl and lick up the mess your husband made. I know you need his cum too, don’t you, baby?”

I nodded quickly and slipped off Adam’s lap to settle on my hands and knees, feeling Adam’s seed trickle down onto my inner thighs. Keeping my gaze locked firmly on the creamy puddles decorating Gary’s abdomen, I crawled towards him, licking my lips in anticipation of the taste I craved.

“That’s it, love. Come here,” Gary said.

Once I was at his feet, I lifted my gaze briefly to his face, seeing the lust still blazing in his eyes before leaning closer to lap at the salty cum with my tongue. I moaned softly, savouring the taste of his pleasure as I licked over and over again in long, slow strokes, gathering as much of his essence as I could.

Gary moaned softly and gathered my long hair in his fist, holding it firmly as I cleaned him up. Once all the cum had been lapped up, I turned my attention to his cock, kissing and licking along his softening shaft.

When I was satisfied he’d been fully cleaned, I lifted my head to look up at him. “Is that all my surprises for today?” I asked softly, a small smile playing across my lips.

“Perhaps,” Gary replied with a chuckle. “You will have to wait and see.”

I grumbled quietly under my breath, before climbing up into his lap and cuddling close to him.
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TWO HOURS LATER, I was still sitting naked in Gary’s lap. Adam was sitting beside us, giving my feet a gentle massage while we all chatted. I was being thoroughly spoiled with attention, and not just the sexual kind.

My heart overflowed with love for my husband, knowing he was happy to share me with other men and allow me these kinds of special experiences.

A knock at the door forced a soft groan from me. “Another surprise?” I asked, grinning at Gary.

Adam jumped up from his seat, letting my feet fall from his lap. “I’ll get it. You two stay there.”

I watched him curiously as he ran out to the front door. From where I was sitting, I couldn’t see who entered, but I heard voices out in the hallway and instantly recognised them.

Taylor and Brennan.

They had moved in next door to us a few weeks ago, and I had given them the kind of warm welcome that Connor had given me when we’d first moved into the area. My pussy quivered with excitement. If they were both here, that meant they would want to use me together, and very little aroused me more than pleasing multiple man at once.

The three men burst into the living room, Taylor and Brennan grinning as they spotted me.

“Happy birthday!” they both exclaimed almost at the same time.

I rose up from Gary’s lap and went to greet them, and they both immediately pressed close to sandwich me between their bodies.

“Thank you for coming to celebrate with me,” I whimpered breathlessly.

Even though Gary had invited all the other men I’d slept with since moving into the neighbourhood, I hadn’t been sure if he would invite these two. Connor, Will, and Adam had all become regular fuck buddies, and I had grown close to them all. But I had only been intimate with Brennan and Taylor once, on the day they had first moved in.

“I thought it was time you got reacquainted with them, love,” Gary said, watching me with the two men. He hadn’t actually come with me that day, so he’d never seen me with them, but he knew how much I’d enjoyed myself with them.

“Thank you,” I said to him with a wide smile on my face, before turning back to the two men holding me captive between them.

Taylor was behind me, and he leaned to whisper in my ear. “We’ve both been thinking about you and wanting more. So we were happy Gary invited us today.”

I squirmed between them, feeling a heat between my thighs despite having already been fucked three times today. My greedy little pussy still wanted more, and she wanted these two in particular.

“You don’t mind if I stay to watch too, do you?” Adam asked, already settled into the seat beside Gary, where he had been before we’d been interrupted.

I looked at Taylor and Brennan. While I obviously didn’t mind if Adam stayed; after all, he’d already seen me in various intimate situations; I couldn’t be sure that they would mind having an extra person in the audience.

They looked at one another over my head and both shrugged. “We don’t mind,” Brennan replied. “We’re going to be far too focused on the birthday girl to pay much attention to whoever else is in the room.”

I grinned at that, feeling a shiver of lust run down my spine.

“Why don’t you get on your knees, Hazel,” Taylor growled in my ear, and I quickly obeyed.

Without waiting to be told, I got to work unfastening Brennan’s pants as he was standing in front of me. Within seconds, his hard cock was free, and I was sucking greedily on it. His moans filled the room, and he rocked his hips slightly to push deeper into my mouth.

Behind me, I felt Taylor crouch down, his hand sliding between my reddened ass cheeks before moving beneath me to tease at my dripping sex. His touch brought out a moan from me, the sound of pleasure vibrating around Brennan’s hard rod as I sucked on it.

A finger entered me, and then a second, slowly sinking into my wet cunt. I closed my eyes, savouring the sensation of having two holes filled and used at the same time. Taylor began pumping his fingers, moving them in and out at the same slow pace Brennan was using to fuck my mouth.

Brennan placed both hands on the back of my head, holding me still while he moved, pushing his cock deeper with each thrust until I was taking every inch of him. I gagged and spluttered on his thick length before relaxing enough to swallow him easily, letting him use the tight channel of my throat for his pleasure.

And while sucking Brennan, his friend kept fucking my pussy with his fingers, slowly increasing the pace until he was slamming the digits hard and deep inside me. With a slight curl of his fingers, Taylor was rubbing against that sensitive spot on my inner wall, making me see stars as the sensations suddenly grew so much more intense.

Within seconds, pleasure was flooding my body, drowning out even the feel of the cock in my mouth. My muffled moans filled the air, and my body shuddered violently as I surrendered to the feelings rushing through me.

As soon as the pleasure had faded, Taylor slipped his fingers out of me and gave my glowing ass cheek a slap. It was only gentle compared to what Adam did to me, but it was enough to ignite the heat on my flesh once more.

“Turn around,” he said. “It’s my turn to use that pretty little mouth of yours.”

I let Brennan’s cock slip from my lips and turned around, catching sight of Gary and Adam watching me intently. They both grinned at me, letting me know they were enjoying the show I was putting on. But then Taylor’s cock was pressing against my lips to distract me.

Opening my mouth, I slid my lips down over his cock, stroking them up and down his hard rod while I sucked. Behind me, Brennan gripped my hips and pulled me up so I was on my hands and knees. I felt the head of his cock teasing against my soaked cunt lips, gliding up and down my slit without actually entering me.

“Are you ready to take both our cocks at the same time?” he asked, his voice a breathless growl.

Taylor pulled his cock out of my mouth, giving me a chance to answer. “Oh god, yes. Fuck me. I want you both inside me.”

The sounds of Gary’s moans were quickly drowned out by my own as Brennan slammed deep into my pussy with one hard thrust. He began thrusting hard, pummelling my cunt with forceful movements.

At the same time, Taylor pushed his cock back into my mouth, and I instinctively began sucking it. My body rocked back and forth between the two men as they each used me, and I could feel my heavy tits swaying beneath me.

I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of having both holes used hard. They were both moaning, their cocks throbbing within me, and the knowledge that they were enjoying using my body made me feel wanton and sexy.

As if from far away, I could hear Gary and Adam talking about what a hot show I was putting on for them. Their admiration just added to the arousal I was already feeling, and soon enough, my body was tensing, readying for the next climax.

“That’s a good girl,” Brennan grunted. “Cum on my cock, Hazel.”

He slammed into me harder and faster, the head of his cock sliding against that sensitive spot deep inside me with each thrust. The pleasure was impossible to fight as it washed over me once again, and my inner walls clamped down tight around Brennan’s dick to make the sensations even more intense. He let out a loud roar while filling me with his cum, painting my insides with his creamy loud. I could feel him pulsing wildly inside me, making me moan even more wantonly around Taylor’s thick meat.

Once he had emptied every drop inside me, Brennan slowed his pace, moving with a gentle motion while my cunt quivered with little aftershocks of pleasure around him.

Taylor pulled out of my mouth, leaving me panting and gasping as I tried to catch my breath. I looked up at him, watching as he pumped his hand up and down his fat cock.

“Tell me where you want my cum, birthday girl,” Taylor said while looking down at me.

Part of me wanted to beg him to paint my face with it, but when I glanced over at Gary, he shook his head at me as if he knew what I’d been thinking. A shiver of arousal ran down my spine, and I turned my attention back to Taylor.

“I need it in my pussy. Please, Taylor?” After all, everyone else had filled my pussy with cum, so he should, too.

Brennan pulled out of me, and I could feel his warmth trickling down my leg.

“There you go, Taylor,” he said. “She’s all yours.”

Brennan moved away, and Taylor walked around to settle on his knees behind me. “Here you go, Hazel. One more load of cum as your birthday gift.”

“God. Thank you,” I moaned, pushing my hips back as I felt the head of his cock pressing against my dripping folds.

He filled me with one hard thrust, then lowered himself down over my back, so he was on his hands and knees with me beneath him. Taylor pulled my hair to one side and pressed kisses against the back of my neck as he began to thrust hard and deep. He brought his hand beneath me, quickly finding the slick and swollen bud of my clit to rub it vigorously.

Despite the soreness between my thighs, I rocked back enthusiastically against him, lost in the arousal that had swept me up in its grasp. The pleasure was quickly building, cresting to its peak, and one final flick of Taylor's fingers against my clit sent me spiralling.

I cried out as my body shuddered with each wave of pleasure that moved over me, and my pussy clamped down hard around Taylor’s thick meat. He slammed harder and harder into me, until he let out a roar of triumph, filling my pussy with its sixth load of cum that day.

He didn’t slow down until we were both collapsed on the floor, with me trapped beneath his powerful body. After taking a few long moments to compose ourselves, Taylor slowly lifted himself off me and helped me back up to my knees.

I was trembling all over, naked with cum leaking from my well-used pussy, aware of all the pairs of eyes on me. But then my eyes met Gary’s, and I knew I needed him.

I crawled towards my husband and climbed up into his lap, straddling his thighs. Despite the wet mess between my thighs, I pressed my core against him, feeling his hardness through his pants. The room was silent except for the sound of our heavy breathing, and anticipation filled the air.

“I need you,” I whimpered quietly while staring into his eyes.

“Are you sure you can handle more, love?” he asked, tenderly pushing my damp hair out of my face.

I couldn’t help but laugh because, in all honesty, I wasn’t sure if I could. But I knew that there was no damn way I was going to let all these men take me on my birthday without letting the one man I loved inside me.

“Just be gentle with me,” I said, a small grin teasing at the corners of my lips.

“I can do that,” he said, chuckling softly.

Gary wrapped his arms around my waist and stood with me in his embrace. Without taking his eyes from mine, he addressed the three other men in the room.

“Feel free to help yourselves to some beers or whatever, guys. But I’m going to go enjoy some quality time with my wife.”

Cheers followed us as we left the room, and I wiggled my fingers at them in a little wave as I got carried away. Even after we’d left the living room, Gary refused to put me down, insisting on carrying me up the stairs.

I wrapped my arms around him, taking his ear between my teeth to nibble gently on the fleshy lobe. A growl escaped him.

“Do you want me to lay you down on the stairs and fuck you here, Hazel? Because I will.”

I laughed softly, nipping the lobe once more. “Is that a threat or a promise, my love?”

Gary laughed too as we reached the top of the stairs, and he headed straight for our bedroom door, nudging it open with his foot before laying me down on the bed.

He laid down on top of me and brought a hand between my thighs, cupping my mound in his palm. I spread my legs wider for him, lifting my hips in offering to him. Gary pressed firmly, the heel of his hand directly over my clit. A gasp escaped me, and I began writhing beneath him, rubbing myself wantonly against him.

“Still craving more, even after taking five guys already today?” he asked, a small grin on his lips.

A few months ago, a question like that would have made me feel ashamed. But not anymore. Gary had helped me explore my deepest desires and had loved me unconditionally through it all.

“I do crave more. But only from you, my love. I need you inside me, filling me and fucking me.”

Gary let out a soft groan and stood up from the bed, leaving me alone for a moment. He quickly stripped out of his clothes and left them discarded in a heap on the floor. His cock was rock hard, and my mouth watered at the sight of him.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around him, moaning as his thick shaft throbbed within my grasp. My husband stood at the edge of the bed, rocking his hips while I slowly pumped my hand up and down his hard length, watching as drops of precum leaked from the tip.

Unable to wait any more, I pulled gently, using my hold on his cock to guide him back onto the bed with me. He gripped my hips and rolled us over, so I was on top of him, straddling his waist.

“I want you on top,” he said, his voice coming out as a moan, “so you can control the pace. I don’t want to hurt you.”

A smile spread across my face and I leaned down to kiss him tenderly. “I don’t care if it hurts,” I whispered against his lips. “I just need you inside me, joined as one.”

I reached down between our bodies, taking hold of his cock once more to guide him to my slick entrance. My pussy was a dripping mess of cum and my own honey, and he slid easily inside me. Gary groaned loudly as I enveloped him in that wet heat, and he gripped my hips harder, holding me all the way down on his cock without either of us moving. I could feel him throbbing deep inside me, and he squeezed his eyes shut tight, as if fighting to keep control of himself.

After a few moments, he released his grip on me and we began moving as one with slow, sensual movements. Gary’s cock stroked slow and deep, dragging against all the sensitive spots in my core to make me moan and tremble with arousal.

“I love you, Hazel,” he moaned, pushing up into me, making me gasp as the head of his cock rubbed against my g-spot.

“I love you, too. I love you more than anything in the world.”

Our movements began growing more frantic despite our intentions to be gentle, our craving for one another overriding everything else. I bucked my hips, feeling the pressure building inside me once more.

Gary reached up to grip my hair tight in his fist, bringing my lips down against his. He kissed me hard and deep, his tongue plunging into my mouth in the same way his cock was taking my pussy. My moans echoed into the cavern of his mouth, elevating the sound into a cacophony of pleasure.

Leaning down over him as I was meant that my clit dragged against his pelvis with each movement of my hips, making me tremble with lust until an orgasm exploded within me.

Gary began pounding even harder into my soaked cunt, helping me ride out the pleasure. Soon enough, I felt him throbbing deep inside me as he erupted, filling me with his cum, and our loud cries mingled together around us.

We both bucked our hips frantically, giving each other what we so desperately needed, until we had drained every bit of pleasure we could. I collapsed on top of him, my head on his chest, listening to the rapid pounding of his heart.

Gary held me tight in his arms, stroking my hair tenderly, until we had both calmed down. “So, did you enjoy your birthday present?” he asked in a soft whisper.

A smile crept across my lips. “The time with the other guys was a lot of fun, so thank you. But my favourite gift today was you. Thank you for loving me so much.”

It looked like there were tears in his eyes as he held my gaze, the widest smile I’d ever seen on his face. “Oh, well that’s not something you need to thank me for. You are just so damn easy to love.”

I grinned and laid my head on his chest again, nuzzling my face against his bare skin, doubting that there was any other wife in the world who was loved quite as much as I was.
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Chapter One
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Iwoke up to find Anthony wrapped around me, still sound asleep. It took a few moments for the fog of sleep to disappear before I realised what day it was.

It was Christmas morning!

Despite being in my forties, I still loved Christmas, and I especially loved sharing the day with my husband. We both worked hard, so we had learned to make the most of our quality time together during the holidays.

I considered letting him sleep a little longer, but it only took a second for me to discard that idea. I wanted to get the day started!

With a smile on my lips, I began covering Anthony’s face with gentle little kisses. He began to stir a little, but he wasn’t waking fast enough for my liking, so I took his lower lip between my teeth and nibbled gently.

I felt a growl rumble through him before he even opened his eyes, letting me know he was awake and enjoying the attention. Releasing his lip, I went back to peppering his face with little kisses.

“Merry Christmas, love,” I whispered between kisses.

His lips curled up into a grin as he opened his eyes to look at me. “Merry Christmas, Lucy.”

“Shall we go downstairs and open gifts?” I asked, barely able to contain my excitement.

“Hmmm, but there’s a gift I can give you right here, Lucy,” he said, pushing his hips forward to press his morning wood against my thigh.

I laughed softly. “Please don’t tell me this is the only gift you got me, Anthony.”

He looked sheepish for a moment. “No. Of course not. But I’ve set up a surprise for you that won’t be ready until later. So this is the only gift I can give you right now.”

“I suppose I can wait until later for my gift. You might have to work hard to keep me distracted, though.” I grinned and wiggled my eyebrows at him.

“Ugh, I’ve only just woken up. Can’t I even have a minute before you start putting me to work?”

Despite his grumpy tone, Anthony flashed me a playful grin before rolling me onto my back. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him down to me until our lips met. The kiss started off slow and tender, the heat slowly building between us as we writhed against one another. He positioned himself between my thighs, letting me feel his hardness as it pressed urgently against my pussy. Each twitch of his cock created little sparks of pleasure in my core, making me moan on his lips.

Anthony pulled away, brushing feather-light kisses down along the column of my neck to send shivers of longing through me. I tangled my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, and his kisses grew more ravenous. He licked and suckled on the sensitive spot where neck met shoulder, and when I felt his teeth grazing the skin, I couldn’t help but moan loudly. I writhed beneath him, pressing my needy pussy against his abs as he moved even lower down my body.

“Are you sure you can’t tell me what the surprise is yet, love?” I asked, only half serious as my brain struggled to focus on anything but how good his lips felt. Especially when he began kissing in circles around my hardened nipple, sending even more tingles through my body.

He laughed softly. “I’m sure. It won’t be much of a surprise if I ruin it for you now, will it?”

I grumbled, muttering some unintelligible words under my breath. But when Anthony took my nipple between his teeth and tugged on the hard little bud, the words disappeared, only to be replaced with a gasp.

“If you’re still thinking about your surprise,” Anthony continued, “I’m obviously not doing a good enough job of distracting you. I think I’m going to have to up my game a bit.”

With that, he brought his hand between my thighs, finding my bare pussy with deft fingers. I let out a soft moan, suddenly thinking that this was one of the benefits of sleeping naked every night. It gave Anthony quick access to my needy holes whenever he wanted.

He teased his thick fingers back and forth through my wet folds, smearing my juices over my smooth flesh. My back arched, my entire body singing with the delicious sensations he was creating between my thighs. Now and then, his fingers would brush against my clit for the briefest of moments before moving away again, leaving me whimpering and desperate for more.

“If you really want to distract me, you’ll have to stop teasing me and give me what I need.”

“Oh, and what is that?” he asked, his lips curling up into a playful grin while he continued his teasing ministrations.

“I want your big, hard cock inside me, fucking me into oblivion.”

I felt his dick pulse against my thigh in response to my words, but Anthony made no move to satisfy my desires.

“How about another little treat before I give you what you want?”

“That depends. Is it the kind of treat that will get me off?” I asked, grinning back at him.

“Oh yeah, it will definitely get you off.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but before I could say anything, Anthony moved his kisses lower, trailing his lips down my body until he was settled lower on the bed with his head between my thighs.

With a moan, I parted my legs wider for him. “Okay, maybe this is the kind of treat I can get behind,” I said, noticing my voice had suddenly become breathless.

Anthony grinned up at me from between my thighs before pursing his lips to blow a stream of warm air against my pussy lips. Even that was enough to make me squirm, and I held my breath as I waited for the first touch of his tongue against my flesh.

Luckily, he didn’t make me wait too long. I closed my eyes, savouring the sensations as he ran the flat of his tongue slowly along my wet slit. My body reacted instinctively as I lifted my hips up off the bed, eagerly pressing myself against his tongue. Anthony let out a loud moan as he tasted me, and that sound only caused my cunt to quiver with an even more intense longing for the man I loved.

After one more slow drag of his tongue over my folds, he began teasing the tip around my sensitive clit, never quite touching the little bud. Rather than getting frustrated, I took a deep breath and enjoyed the growing sensations. Anthony was an expert at building up my desire before making me explode in the most intense ways, and that was exactly what I needed. I wanted the kind of earth-shattering release that only he could give me.

Slowly, he brought the tip of his tongue closer to my clit, moving it in smaller circles each time, until he couldn’t help but occasionally brush against the throbbing little button. Each time he did that, I would gasp and roll my hips, trying to find even more of that sweet bliss. But he continued with his teasing, letting my desire build until my entire body was burning with lust.

“Oh god,” I moaned, reaching down to tangle my fingers in his hair. “Please, Anthony.”

I was grateful that he didn’t make me articulate my needs any further, because with the kind of frantic state I was in, I wasn’t sure I’d have been able to do it.

Anthony looked up at me from his spot between my thighs as he began flicking his tongue over my clit in rapid movements that sent jolts of pleasure shooting throughout my body. My loud moans filled the room, and my body tensed, getting ready for the impending explosion.

I gripped his hair tighter, pulling him deeper between my thighs as I got ever closer to my release. When Anthony sealed his lips around my clit, suckling voraciously while continuing to use his tongue in ways that took my breath away, I shattered apart. I cried out his name as my body shuddered with wave after wave of pleasure. His moans flowed against my cunt lips, sending vibrations rippling through me to make my orgasm so much more intense.

Anthony ripped as much pleasure from me as he could before lifting his head. I grinned as I looked down at him, seeing the way my juices glistened on his lips. He looked like a complete mess, but he was my mess, and I was more ready than ever to feel his perfect dick inside me.

He crawled his way back up my body, bringing his lips down on mine in a deep and hungry kiss. The taste of my pleasure filled my senses, making my pussy quiver with renewed arousal. I placed my hands on his chest and pushed him over onto his back before moving to straddle his waist. His cock was rock hard and throbbing against my inner thigh as I sat on top of him.

“As much as I loved my first treat, Anthony,” I said breathlessly, “it’s Christmas morning, and I am ready to be spoiled.”

Anthony’s lips curled up into a grin. “Oh, don’t worry, baby. You are going to be spoiled rotten today. I promise you that.”

For a moment, my mind drifted back to my surprise, wondering what it could be. But then I pushed that thought aside. Right now, all I wanted was my husband. And I wanted him inside me.

I reached down to wrap my fingers gently around his throbbing shaft, holding him steady as I lowered myself down onto his dick. A loud moan escaped me as Anthony stretched my tight little pussy in the most perfect way, making me ache for him. I was so damn wet from his previous attention that I was able to slide easily down onto him.

Anthony grabbed my hips, pulling me all the way down until I was fully impaled, and I began grinding down against him. My sensitised clit rubbed against his pelvis, creating frissons of pleasure that spread throughout my body. If I carried on that way, it wasn’t going to take long for me to cum again, but Anthony took control. He used his hold on my hips to lift me up, then slam me back down onto his cock, guiding the movements over and over until I was riding him hard.

With my hands on his chest, I took back control as I rode his dick with wanton passion. Each time I took the entire length of his cock inside me, I cried out as another blissful storm gathered between my thighs. God, no matter how many times I fucked him, I could never get enough of Anthony. And he seemed to feel the same way about me too, if the dark look of lust in his eyes was any indication. Although the sex between us was never better than after he knew I had fucked someone else, we were always insatiable anyway.

Bracing himself with his feet flat on the bed, Anthony began thrusting his hips, pumping upwards to make me bounce even harder on his dick. He brought his hands up to my tits, cupping them in his hands and pinching the hard little nipples in the way that would always drive me crazy with lust. His touch sent tingles all the way down to my pussy, making me quiver and clench around his hard length.

Within moments, I was shattering apart at the seams once more as a pleasure so intense consumed my entire being. My screams rang out loud in the early morning quiet of our bedroom, a perfect accompaniment to the wooden headboard banging against the wall as we kept up the frantic pace of our movements.

Beneath me, Anthony tensed and let out a guttural moan as he reached his own climax. I could feel his dick pulse and throb inside of me as he pumped me full of his of cum. Breathlessly, I kept riding him hard until all traces of pleasure had faded away. Then I collapsed down on top of him, resting my head on his chest while his cock remained nestled within the warmth of my cunt.

“Mmmm, what a perfect way to begin our Christmas together,” I said, a smile on my face.

Anthony wrapped his arms around me and held me close while I listened to his ragged breathing and the rapid beating of his heart. I could only hope that my surprise later today would involve a lot more fucking!
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Chapter Two
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After Anthony and I had dozed a little longer, then taken a shower, we headed downstairs. I was wearing jeans and a Christmas sweater with penguins and snowflakes on the front. I’d also tied my long hair back with a red ribbon to help with the festive look. Anthony had refused to wear the Christmas sweater I’d brought for him a couple of weeks ago, but wouldn’t tell me why. Usually, he was happy to wear it around the house; he just didn’t like wearing it out in public.

Suddenly, a thought came to me.

“Have you invited someone to visit today, Anthony? Is that my surprise?” I bounced a little on the balls of my feet as I got carried away in the excitement and wondered who it might be. Someone gorgeous and willing to fuck me in front of my husband, I hoped.

He simply laughed and shrugged. “Stop asking me questions, Lucy,” he chastised. “I’m not going to tell you anything. You will just have to wait and see.”

I sighed as I walked through to the kitchen to prepare coffee for us both. “You really aren’t any fun at all. Maybe I could offer you something in exchange for information?”

“Oh, what would you offer me?” he asked, his lips curving up into a mischievous grin.

I thought it over for a moment before stepping closer to him, snapping open the button on his jeans. “Well, I could give you a blow job, love. You always said I could take away any man’s sense of reasoning with my talented mouth.” I ran my tongue along my lips slowly, enjoying the way his eyes seemed to follow the pink tip as if mesmerised.

But just as I thought my plan was going to work, he laughed and gently pushed my hands away from his waistband. “I’m still perfectly satisfied after our little session in bed together, baby, so you’ll have to think of something else to tempt me.”

My lips curved downwards into a pout, and I stared up at him with large eyes. If seduction wasn’t going to work, maybe the sad puppy dog eyes would.

Anthony tilted his head to the side as he looked at me. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re kind of spoiled?” he asked, trying to keep a straight face.

“That’s so not true,” I retorted with a huff. “If that was the case, I would already have my gift. Or at least know what it was. But look, no gift!”

I held my hands out to my sides, showing him how empty they were, when there was a sudden knock at the door. My ears perked up instantly at the sound, and I let out an excited squeal.

“Is that it? Is my treat here?”

Anthony grinned and nodded. “It is. Go get it, baby, and enjoy it. Merry Christmas.”

Rushing over to him, I brushed my lips against his in a quick and tender kiss. “Merry Christmas, love.”

I practically ran towards the door, grateful to still be barefoot, so I didn’t accidentally trip myself up in my eagerness to see who was there. When I opened the door, a guy dressed as Santa was standing there, wearing the usual red suit, fake white beard and hair, and a hat that was tilted at a jaunty angle on top of his head. Except this Santa wasn’t wearing the obligatory padding underneath, and the sheer bulk of him looked to be all muscle rather than the fat usually associated with Saint Nick.

The beard and hair covered a little too much of his features for me to be able to work out who it was straight away, although the man certainly seemed familiar. I could only assume it was a friend of Anthony’s.

“Well, hello, Santa!” I said, opening the door wider for him and signalling for him to come in. “I wasn’t expecting you to be here today. I would have thought you’d be sleeping right now after your busy night of delivering gifts all over the world last night.”

He stepped in the front door and I closed it behind him. Even through the fuzzy beard, I could still see the way the corners of his full lips curved up into an amused grin.

“It seems I forgot to deliver a few gifts,” he replied, dropping a sack I hadn’t noticed until now on the floor in front of me. “So I thought I had better rectify my error.”

As soon as he spoke, I realised who it was hiding behind the Santa costume. It was Matt, Anthony’s best friend. Matt and I had only slept together once, a few months ago, and nothing else had happened between us since, but my sweet husband knew I had a crush on him and that I was eager for another chance to get my hands on him. And it seemed as though Anthony had found a way to make that little dream come true.

I smiled at Matt. “Oh, well, thank you for going out of your way to bring the gifts, Santa. It would be terrible if anybody were to be left dissatisfied on Christmas morning.” I let the corners of my lips curl up into a seductive smile, and butterflies appeared in my stomach as he took a step closer.

“Of course, before I can officially give you the gifts, I have to make sure that you’ve been a good girl this year. I can’t be giving gifts to people who are on the naughty list.”

My mind drifted back over all the wicked things I’d done during the year as I took another step towards Matt, closing the distance between us even further. Reaching up, I curled a long strand of his beard around my finger.

“I’ve been a very good girl this year, Santa. I tried to spread as much happiness as I could to everyone I met.”

He quirked an eyebrow up at me, and I could see he was trying to keep a straight face. “Well, that’s very good to hear, Lucy. But tell me, exactly how happy did you make all these people?”

“Oh, that’s an easy one to answer, Santa. I left them all screaming with joy. Often more than once.”

Matt let go of the serious Santa he was trying to portray, and he let out a hearty laugh that was much more fitting for the role he was playing. “Then you may have your gifts, Lucy. Shall we go sit down somewhere?”

He picked up the sack of gifts from the floor and followed me through to the living room, where Anthony was already waiting with freshly made coffee for all three of us. My husband winked at me as he caught my eye, and I flashed him a beaming smile in return. I flopped down onto the couch and Matt settled beside me, before emptying out his sack to leave a pile of neatly wrapped presents on the floor by my feet.

“Ohhh!” I squealed as I took in the sight of all the gifts. “Which one shall I open first?”

I glanced at both Matt and Anthony, but they both just shrugged their shoulders. “Start wherever you like, beautiful,” Matt said. “Just make sure you leave the envelope for last.”

I frowned and looked back down at the floor, having missed seeing an envelope before. This time, I saw one corner of it peeking out from underneath the pile of presents.

“Okay, I can do that. After all, I’m sure all the really fun stuff is in the boxes, right?”

Both men chuckled and nodded. “True,” Anthony said. “The things in the boxes will be a lot of fun, but what’s in the envelope will be the icing and the cherry on top of the cake.”

I tilted my head, looking at my husband and wondering what he could mean, but then Matt grabbed my attention.

“So why don’t you open your presents, Lucy? I can’t wait to see what you think of them.” He had a smirk on his face that was far too sexy a look for any regular Santa. I had no idea what was in these boxes, but I was hoping that the real gift for today would be the man sitting next to me.

I glanced down at the pile once more and, unsure which one to pick first, I just grabbed the one on top. Unable to wait any longer, I ripped off the colourful paper and threw it on the floor. I let out a gasp as I realised what it was. A remote controlled egg-shaped vibrator.

“Oh! Now, this does look fun. When do we get to try it out?”

Anthony laughed at the eager tone of my voice. “Soon, baby. I made sure to download the app on my phone already so I can control it for you, but you have to open all the other gifts first.”

I couldn’t help but squirm at the thought of wearing the vibrator in my pussy while someone else controlled it, either driving me to one orgasm after another or using it to tease me until I was a frantic mess. But it wasn’t time for that yet. I still had more gifts to open!

I grabbed the next box from the pile and tore the paper from it, having to hold back a squeal as I realised what it was. Anal beads. While I loved having my ass used, I’d never had any toys for that dark hole, and I was excited to find out how good the beads would feel. Perhaps later I could wear them while somebody was controlling the vibrator. That seemed like a perfect way to spend some time.

“I can’t wait to try these too!” I said enthusiastically. “But I think I’m noticing a bit of a theme with the gifts. Are they all adult toys?”

Both men laughed. “Maybe,” Matt replied. “But you are an adult, so it makes sense to buy you adult toys, right?” He winked at me, and the excited butterflies in my gut went into overdrive.

“That’s true. And adult toys are so much more fun.”

I flashed them both my most wicked grin as I reached for the next gift. Making quick work of removing the wrapping, I found another toy for my ass. A silver metal butt plug with a big pink jewel on the base.

“Ohhhh, this is so pretty!” I exclaimed with joy.

“I thought maybe you could wear it to work sometimes, baby,” Anthony said. “That way, when you fuck one of your co-workers, they’ll be able to see your pretty plug.”

I let out a soft moan. “That sounds perfect, Anthony. Thank you.” Beside me, Matt cleared his throat, and I chuckled. “And thank you too, Santa. Of course.” He smiled at me, then gestured to the few remaining gifts on the floor.

Picking up another box, this one smaller and flatter than the others, my curiosity was piqued. I wondered what filthy toy it might contain as I ripped the paper. But when I opened the box, I was surprised to find a red silk scarf folded neatly within. While it wasn’t at all what I’d been expecting, I couldn’t help but think about how gorgeous it would look with one of the little black dresses that I usually wore to work.

“Ummm, thanks guys. It’s not what I thought it was going to be, but it’s genuinely beautiful. I guess this means that not all the gifts are going to be erotic things after all.”

The two men glanced at each other briefly before bringing their attention back to me, polite smiles on their faces. They seemed to be waiting for me to continue opening my gifts, and who was I to disappoint them?

The next box was smaller too, although not flat like the last one. And once I’d opened it, I wasn’t quite sure what the two small items were.

“They are nipple clamps,” Matt added helpfully.

Oh, I could see that now he’d pointed it out. They certainly weren’t like any other nipple clamps I’d seen before, though. They were shaped more like two tiny bullet vibrators with clips. But I’d never used any kind of clamps before, and my nipples were already tingling with the anticipation of such torture.

Matt reached over and pressed a little button I hadn’t noticed on the end of one of the clamps, and it instantly buzzed to life, vibrating in my hand.

“Oh wow,” I said, squirming slightly as I imagined how it would feel to have it clamped tight onto one of my nipples. “I didn’t even know they made nipple clamps like these. I can’t decide if I’m scared or excited to try them.”

Anthony laughed. “I bet that if we were to check your panties right now, we’d find out that you are much more excited than anything else.”

I grinned at him, not wanting to admit he was right. My panties were soaked from looking at all the toys and thinking about all the ways I hoped the two men were going to spoil me today.

Rather than answering him, I picked up the final gift from the floor. All that remained after this one was the envelope that I’d been instructed to leave until the end. I unwrapped the box and opened it, looking curiously at the item inside. It was another thing that I was unfamiliar with, but then I’d never really had a need for many toys. I much preferred to have another person make me cum. But I was starting to see that there was a lot more variety in toys now than there had been back in the days when I was single.

This toy was on the small side, fitting neatly into the palm of my hand, and at first I thought it might have been another vibrator. But it had a circle protruding outwards that I’d never seen on a sex toy before.

I lifted my gaze to Matt, waiting for him to enlighten me the way he had done with the vibrating nipple clamps, and he chuckled. “It’s a clitoral suction toy.”

My eyes widened as I stared at him, then looked down at the little toy in my hand once more. Wow, toys really had come a long way.

“It will suck my clit for me?” I asked, feeling a little dumbfounded.

“Yes, it will,” he replied. He took it from me and pressed the circle against the palm of my hand before switching on the toy. I was amazed to feel a powerful suction action instantly, and I let out a soft moan.

“God, these are amazing. I can’t wait to try them all.” I was already breathless with arousal and squirming in my chair as my pussy tingled.

“Well, open the envelope, then we can get onto the testing phase,” Anthony said, a wide grin on his lips.

Eager to get playing with my new toys as soon as possible, I picked up the envelope and ripped it open. Inside it was a homemade coupon, and I recognised the handwriting as Anthony’s straight away.

“This coupon,” I read aloud, “entitles the recipient, Lucy Matthews, to one wild day with Santa, where they may do whatever they wish to one another. The only condition is that the recipient’s husband, Anthony Matthews, must be invited to watch all the filthy shenanigans that occur.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. I had been Anthony’s hotwife for years, and I’d never needed a hall pass before now, but it was a sweet gesture.

“I think that seems like a very fair condition,” I said to my husband before turning my attention to Matt. “Now, Santa, what can I do to show you how grateful I am for all the brand new toys and the special time with you today?”

Matt grinned at me, the curl of his lips making him look predatory despite the jolly old man costume he was still wearing.

“That’s easy to answer,” he replied. “You can strip and then give me a show of you using all of your new toys.”
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Chapter Three
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My heart stuttered as I listened to Matt’s command, and I would be lying if I said it didn’t make my pussy clench with arousal. It could be said that I was something of an exhibitionist, and the thought of putting on a solo show for both men, but especially for my husband’s best friend, had me dripping with lust.

“I think I could do that for you, Santa,” I said with a smile on my face.

Leaning in, I pressed a soft kiss to Matt’s cheek, then stood from the couch. If I was going to give them a sexy show, the first thing I would have to do was take off almost all my clothing. A little thrill ran through me as I remembered the underwear I had put on, and I knew I had made the right choice. Of course, I hadn’t known my lingerie would be visible to anyone other than Anthony today.

I gripped the bottom of my Christmas sweater and pulled it up over my head in one swift movement, before dropping it on the floor with the discarded wrapping paper. Both men took in a sharp breath as they observed my voluptuous tits almost overflowing from the flimsy red lace bra I was wearing. Oh yes, I had definitely made the right choice. Not only was red the colour of the season, but it was also the perfect colour for the slutty behaviour that was about to go down.

Next, I unbuttoned my jeans and hooked my thumbs into the waistband, pushing my pants down to my ankles before stepping out of them. My little red lace panties perfectly matched my bra, and the way Matt was staring at me with his mouth open had my needy cunt aching for attention.

I decided to keep the underwear on a little longer, seeing as it was so fitting for the occasion, but I reached out and grabbed the hat from Matt’s head and repositioned it on my own. Now I was looking perfectly festive.

Sitting back down on the couch, I looked over all the boxes in front of me, wondering which one I should pick first.

“Do either of you have a preference about what you’d like to see me use first?”

Matt shook his head. “That’s up to you, beautiful. Show us how you would play with all your new toys if you were alone.” He was watching me, his eyes roaming over every inch of my body, and the intensity of his stare had my body tingling already without even touching any of my toys.

“Well, this is the one I’m most curious about,” I said as I picked up the box with the clit suction toy.

Both men groaned appreciatively at my choice, so I proceeded to take it out of the box. I leaned back on the couch, spreading my legs wide so that both men would have a good view of my cunt. Then I tugged the panties to one side and placed the small circle directly over my clit, which was already tingling with anticipation.

I looked at both men, enjoying the way they were staring at the spot between my thighs, before I pressed the little button on the toy. The suction action started immediately, making me gasp in surprise and delight. Blissful sensations were radiating outward from my core, filling my body with a warmth that felt so damn good. My nipples tightened into hard little buds that rubbed against the lace that was covering them as my entire body came alive.

Rolling the circle around slightly, I found the spot that created the most pleasure and let out a loud moan. Suddenly, Matt’s large hand was resting on my thigh, gliding slowly upwards over my smooth skin. I looked into his eyes, seeing the hunger that was clearly displayed on his face.

“Does that feel good, Lucy?” he asked, his voice seemingly deeper than it had been just a moment ago.

I nodded my head quickly, feeling too breathless and dizzy from the overwhelming sensations coming from between my thighs to actually speak. Closing my eyes, I allowed the bliss to swallow me whole, savouring the way the heat was building within me. I knew it wouldn’t take long, and I reminded myself that I should probably slow down so I could give the men a real show, but my body had a mind of its own. And all it could think about was finding a sweet release.

As the waves of warmth swept me up in its embrace, I was only vaguely aware of Matt’s hand as he moved it even higher up my leg. But when he brushed my wet folds with his fingertips, it was as if jolts of electricity spread out through my body, adding to the overwhelming feelings already being created by the suction toy.

He smeared my wetness around my slit, making his fingers slick with it, before he continued moving his hand higher up my body. I heard a small whining sound when he pulled his hand away from my needy cunt, and it took me a moment to realise the sound had come from me.

Matt left a sticky, wet trail of my juices over the bare skin of my abdomen before he cupped one of my tits in his large hand. He mauled the mound of flesh roughly, making my nipple stiffen even more, and I let out a moan as his palm rubbing against the sensitive button sent even more tingles down to my pussy.

“Come on, beautiful,” he growled softly in my ear. “I want to see you cum. Make yourself cum for Santa.”

I writhed as the intense suction over my clit pushed me closer and closer to the edge, so close to my release I could almost taste it. Matt gripped a nipple between thumb and forefinger, pinching and tugging it through the lace in a way that mingled pain and pleasure together beautifully.

As waves of my orgasm washed over me again and again, I cried out, my hips bucking with the force of my orgasm. My body moved instinctively, pressing harder against the toy in an effort to seek out the source of pleasure. It was impossible to keep my eyes open as the blistering white heat consumed me, and for a moment, I almost forgot there were two sets of eyes focused intently on me, watching my every move. Only the sting in my nipple as Matt continued to pinch the little bud reminded me that they were there.

The final wisps of pleasure had barely even disappeared when Matt placed his hand over mine and switched off the toy, taking it gently away from me. I whimpered quietly, wanting to protest, but feeling too weak to do so after such an intense orgasm. Opening my eyes slowly, I looked over at my husband, who was watching me with dark eyes while stroking his cock. A shiver of lust moved through me as I saw the way he was staring at me, but then I turned my attention back to Matt.

“Which one next, beautiful?” he asked, his voice raspy and full of craving.

After thinking about it for a moment, I knew I wanted something for my ass. That orgasm was so impossibly intense that now my pussy was feeling far too sensitive. A toy for my ass would give my cunt a much-needed break.

“I want the anal beads next,” I answered breathlessly.

Matt leaned and picked the box up from the floor and handed it to me, then dipped his hand into the pocket of his red pants. He pulled out a bottle of lubricant, and even with my brain as fried as it was, I still couldn’t help but laugh.

“I had no idea Santa carried lube around in his pockets. It seems Santa is a lot more filthy than I ever realised.”

Matt winked at me. “I do carry it around. But I only ever use it with the really, really good girls like you.”

I felt myself beam at his praise. “Well, that’s good. Not everyone deserves these kinds of special treats.”

Opening up the box in my hand, I pulled out the anal beads. They were metal balls in increasing sizes, joined together by a length of string. I regularly had anal sex with both my husband and my various lovers, so I wasn’t at all concerned about the size of them. I knew I could take much bigger than even the largest bead. But I was curious to find out what it would feel like to have all the beads inside of me, and especially how it would feel when they were plucked one by one from my tightest hole.

With the beads in one hand, I slipped down from the couch, turning so that my ass was pointed towards Anthony while I rested my elbows on the couch where I had just been sitting. I spread my legs and gave my bottom a little wiggle, and I was pleased to hear feral growling sounds coming from both men.

“Here, let me help you get ready for the beads, Lucy,” Matt said, as he slipped his hands inside my panties and pushed them down my legs. I helpfully lifted one knee at a time from the floor so that he could pull them off properly.

Then I heard the flip of a bottle lid just seconds before cold lubricant was drizzled between my ass cheeks. I let out a moan when Matt quickly followed with his hand, rubbing the liquid into my skin and warming it with his fingers. He teased my puckered hole, making me whimper and squirm as I wondered if he would slide a finger inside me.

Luckily, Matt didn’t make me wait too long to find out. I felt the thick tip of one finger pressing against the tight entrance, and I took a deep breath, trying to relax the muscles there. The digit entered slowly, stretching me in the most delicious way. I spread my legs wider, wanting Anthony to have the perfect view of his best friend fingering my ass.

When Matt began sliding his finger in and out of my forbidden hole, ripples of pleasure spread through my body, and I couldn’t resist the urge to push back against the digit, needing it even deeper inside me. But as soon as I did that, Matt pulled his finger back, letting it slip from me with a wet pop.

“Such a tease,” I groaned, looking over my shoulder at him.

He just grinned at me, apparently unashamed of his teasing ways. “You’re ready for the beads now. Want me to do it?” he asked.

“Mmmm, yes please,” I replied, resting my head on the couch cushions and arching my back just enough that it lifted my ass into the air a little more.

“Good girl,” he growled, running a hand gently along the length of my spine.

I purred at his touch until I felt the coolness of the first metal bead press against my opening. I let out a soft gasp in surprise, but the first bead entered easily, and so did the second. Matt carefully pushed each bead inside me until only a length of string was left visible.

I squeezed my muscles slightly around the beads and let out a long moan. Each individual ball seemed to be hitting pressure points deep inside my ass hole, creating all kinds of pleasurable sensations.

From behind me, I could hear Anthony moaning, and I could tell by the sounds he was making that he was still jerking his cock. If I wasn’t mistaken, he was also getting pretty close to the edge.

When Matt pulled his hands away from me, I whimpered quietly and looked towards him. Before I could say anything else, he was reaching for another box.

“I think to get the best effect, we need to be using a few of these gifts all at once.”

I wasn’t about to argue with him, and my needy pussy quivered at the thought of getting some more attention.

He pulled out the red scarf, and I looked at him in confusion for a moment, until he draped the soft material over my eyes and tied a secure knot at the back of my head. Oh, now I understood why it was mixed in with all the naughty presents. Matt had planned to use it as a blindfold all along.

Now that I was shrouded in darkness, my senses all heightened at once, and the little hairs on my body all stood up as the bare skin tingled in anticipation of what was to come.

“You trust me to take care of you and make you feel good, don’t you, beautiful?”

I nodded my head quickly. “I do,” I answered, my voice sounding breathless with arousal.

“Good girl.”

I heard some movement behind me, and the sound of another box being opened. A shiver moved over me as I wondered which toy was being selected, and my ass instinctively tightened around the beads, making me gasp with an unexpected pleasure.

Suddenly, Matt’s hands were on me again, running along my sides before moving up to cup my breasts, pushing the lace out of the way to leave my tits bare. In this position, on my knees and leaning forward onto the couch, my heavy tits were swinging beneath me, and they filled his hands perfectly. His palms were slightly calloused, providing a heavenly friction as his hands moved back and forth over my flesh.

I let out a soft moan and relaxed into his touch, letting the warmth spread through me every time his hands brushed against my hardened nipples. Between the beads in my ass and the way he was touching me, my pussy was dripping and aching. Maybe if I was lucky, one of the men would fuck me soon. Although it was also fun being the centre of attention like this, so I definitely wasn’t complaining.

Matt pulled one hand away, only for it to be replaced almost instantly with an intense stinging sensation on that nipple. My brain had barely registered the fact that he must have applied one of the clamps, when a buzzing sound filled the room and waves of vibrations flowed through the sensitive little bud. It was almost too much, as both pleasure and pain mingled together in an intoxicating blend that took my breath away.

It was less of a surprise when Matt attached the second clamp, but even so, I couldn’t stop my body from tensing as even more pain and pleasure washed over me, causing me to clench around the beads within me.

I lowered my head down onto the couch, surrendering to all the feelings that swarmed through me, consuming my entire body. I wasn’t sure I’d felt anything as intense as this before, but I knew there were still other toys waiting to be used, so I had a suspicion this was only the beginning.

Sure enough, not even a minute passed before I heard the sound of more rustling behind me, then felt something pressing against my soaked cunt lips. That greedy hole opened willingly to accept whatever was being offered. Judging by the shape and size of it, it was the remote controlled vibrator.

Matt’s hand returned to my back, rubbing along my spine as my entire body trembled with the overwhelming sensations. It was a soothing touch that helped prepare me for the moment when the toy inside my pussy buzzed to life, making me cry out with a pleasure that was so intense it was getting difficult to draw a proper breath.

“Now then, beautiful,” Matt growled, and even with the blindfold on, I could tell that his lips were close to my ear. “Are you ready to become Santa’s little fucktoy?”

There was only one possible response to that question, and I gave it without hesitation.

“Oh god, yes, please.”
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Chapter Four
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Iheard more movement coming from beside me, and I was almost certain I heard a belt buckle being opened. Licking my lips in anticipation, I tried to move closer to the sound through the darkness created by the blindfold.

“Patience, Lucy,” Matt said. “You will get what you need soon enough.”

He gripped my ponytail in his fist and guided my head downwards until my lips were pressed against the head of his cock. His flesh was hot and hard, and my natural response was to part my lips in readiness for him. With his hold on me, he pulled my head down, guiding my lips over his shaft, and I moaned around him.

Even as I sucked eagerly on his thick, long dick, the toys continued to vibrate, making it hard to think about what I was doing. The sensations were creating a fire in me that threatened to consume me from the inside out. All I could do was what my body instinctively knew how to do, and luckily, sucking cock was one of those things.

I bobbed my head in Matt’s lap, dragging my lips back and forth along his shaft while sucking frantically. The constant buzzing in my most sensitive places had me worked up into a frenzy, and that had me sucking his dick deep into my throat, as if it was more important to feel every inch of his cock than it was to actually breathe. And maybe at that moment, it was more important. I needed to be filled with cock and fucked into oblivion, because that was the only thing that would bring me any relief from the craving that the toys were creating.

Matt gripped my hair tighter and pulled me up off his cock. I would have argued with him about it if I wasn’t too busy gasping for air.

“Breathe for me, beautiful,” he said, then his voice lowered into a growl as he continued speaking. “Do you have any idea how hot you look with those pretty lips of yours wrapped around my cock?”

“If you enjoy the sight so much, you should let me keep sucking your dick,” I said with a wicked grin teasing about the corners of my lips.

From behind me, I heard Anthony let out a long groan. He always loved it when I let my inner-slut come out to play, and today, that part of me was desperate for attention.

Matt chuckled, and I wished I could see the way his eyes always sparkled whenever he laughed, but the blindfold made that impossible. He pushed my head back down, though, and I moaned as I slid my mouth down onto him once more. His cock was so fucking hard, and every time I pushed my lips all the way down to the base, I could feel him throbbing deep in my throat. It wouldn’t be long before I pushed him over the edge, and the thought of being fed a big, juicy load of cum had me sucking even more hungrily.

His moans were like the sweetest symphony to me, and the more he moaned, the greedier I became.

Just as I was certain he was about to blow and feed me his cum, he pulled me up off his cock again. The frustration I felt at being denied what I wanted, while Anthony used the remote control vibrator to keep me right on the edge, left me groaning loudly.

“I need your cum,” I moaned.

“And you will get it, Lucy. But not yet. I’m not finished with you by a long shot.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned breathlessly.

The vibrator suddenly slipped free of my pussy, and for a moment, I panicked that it had fallen out on its own because I was so fucking wet. My body breathed a sigh of relief though as one source of overwhelming stimulation disappeared, even though the pinching and vibrating of the nipple clamps had those sensitive buds feeling almost raw with pleasure and pain combining in a breath-taking way. But then I felt the head of a cock pressing against my slick folds and all possible thought fled my brain.

I pushed my hips back in an attempt to impale myself on his dick. I needed to be filled and fucked. Right now. But his large hands on my waist stopped me from being able to move as much as I needed to.

A pitiful whining sound filled the air, and it took me a moment to realise the sound was coming from me.

“Your wife is very greedy, Anthony,” Matt said with a chuckle.

“I know. It’s one of the reasons why I love her so much.”

“God,” I groaned. “Stop teasing me and just fuck me already.”

My cunt was dripping, and I could feel my moisture seeping onto my inner thighs. I was more than ready for his dick. I just needed him to stop teasing me. The head of his cock still lingered at my entrance, whispering promises of all the pleasures that were to come.

Just when I thought I was going to go out of my mind with lust, Matt pushed his hips forward and filled me with one hard thrust. Moans of pleasure were forced from my lips as I finally got that feeling I needed. The feeling of being full.

As he started fucking me, my inner walls tightened around him, and my other hole instinctively clenched around the beads, adding a whole new layer of sensation to the experience. Moans filled the air from all three people in the room, and it was one of the most sensuous things I’d ever heard.

I kept trying to turn my head towards Anthony, wanting to see if he was still stroking his cock or if he’d already succumbed to his own pleasure while he watched his best friend fuck me. I cursed the blindfold that was stealing my sight. Usually, I loved watching my husband jerk off, especially if I was the one he was jerking off to, and being denied that vision was only making me frustrated.

But my attention was brought back to Matt when the largest bead popped out of my ass. A moan escaped me, and after a moment, the next bead slipped free. Then the next. Even as he was pulling on the string, Matt kept up the same steady pace of his hips, slamming his cock home hard and fast into my pussy. Between his dick pounding me hard, and the clamps providing constant stimulation to my nipples, an intense heat was blooming at my core.

Once all the beads had been removed, I felt more lubricant being drizzled between my ass cheeks.

“Seeing as you’ve been such a good girl all year,” Matt growled from behind me, “you deserve to have both holes filled properly, Lucy.

Suddenly, I felt cold metal pressing against my tight star, and I gasped in surprise. It had to be my new butt plug. Matt slowed his thrusts as he carefully pushed on the toy, giving me time to slowly open up and accept it in my ass. I moaned and held as still as I could for him, considering the way my entire body was trembling, almost combusting with my need to cum.

He wriggled it from side to side, struggling to make it fit with the way his cock was already stretching out my pussy. With both his cock and the plug filling my holes, there was a subtle burning as I adjusted to being double stuffed. It wasn’t unpleasant, though. Far from it.

I waited impatiently for him to finish fiddling with my butt plug, and as soon as it was seated fully in that tight hole, I started to move. I rocked back and forth, impaling myself on his dick over and over. My greediness seemed to bring out an animal in him too, and he wrapped my long hair around his fist and pummeled my soaked cunt hard and fast from behind.

Each thrust of his hips seemed to press against the plug, pushing on it until it felt like my ass was being fucked hard at the same time. I was so fucking worked up that it only took a minute of that brutal pace to push me over the edge.

Tremors wracked my body as wave after wave of pleasure swept over me. I clamped down around Matt’s cock, gripping it tight throughout the intensity of my orgasm. His hips stuttered, thrusting erratically into my quivering cunt as he surrendered to his own orgasm. Matt’s loud moans joined mine, filling the room with the sounds of our joined climax at the same time as he filled me with his cum.

His fingers dug even harder into my waist, hard enough to hurt, and I knew I would have bruises later. I didn’t care, though. I loved being used so hard that I was left with visible marks afterwards.

Matt kept pounding my pussy until we were both spent, and until I was a trembling mess, gasping for air. He leaned down over me, pressing kisses along my spine while he reached to gently remove the clamps from my nipples. A soft groan of relief emerged from my lips to finally be free of that extra stimulation. It had felt good, but when combined with everything else, it had become overwhelming.

I felt someone lowering onto the couch next to me, and considering the fact that Matt was still inside me, I had to assume it was Matt. When the blindfold was removed, I could see it was, in fact, my husband beside me.

He leaned down to kiss me deeply, and I couldn’t help but whimper against his lips.

“Did you enjoy your gift, baby?” he asked, his voice a little breathless. Although his cock was now back in his pants, I had no doubt that he had made himself cum while watching us.

“I loved it,” I responded, with a tired smile playing about my lips. “But the coupon did say that I get a whole day with Santa. He doesn’t have to go yet, does he?”

I looked over my shoulder at Matt, and he flashed me a grin. “Of course not. I’m staying right here for as long as you’ll have me.”

With that, he gave another tiny thrust of his hips before slipping out and letting me feel his cum dribble down onto my thighs. I couldn’t have asked for a more perfect Christmas present, and the least I could do to thank Anthony was let him watch me fuck his best friend a few more times.
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Chapter One
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“So, do you know what you’re going to wear yet?” Anthony asked, pulling me away from the book I was reading as I laid in bed.

“What for?” I asked, still too wrapped up in the arms of the gorgeous hero of the romance novel to understand what on earth my husband could be talking about.

“For our big date on Friday night,” he said, as he flopped onto the bed beside me, making us both bounce.

It took another moment or two for the realisation to sink in.

“Oh! It’s Valentine’s Day,” I said, a grin drawing across my face. “I didn’t realise you had something planned.”

Anthony chuckled and rolled his eyes; and I had to resist throwing my book at him. Of course, he knew I was only teasing him. We had a tradition which we had followed every Valentine’s Day for the last twelve years, ever since our first date, which had coincidentally landed on February 14th.

“I realise you are going to be surprised by this,” he said, trying to remain deadpan despite the way the corners of his lips were attempting to curl up into a smile, “but I have booked a table for us at Pierre’s for dinner. And I have also made a reservation at The Boulevard, so we can spend the night living in luxury.”

I squealed and tossed my book onto the nightstand before throwing my arms around him for a huge hug. “Have I ever told you how perfect you are?” I asked, while covering his face in multiple kisses.

“Not so far today,” he replied, affecting a sniffle. “I am feeling most unloved.”

Anthony only lasted a second before he burst out laughing and rolled me over onto my back, coming to rest on top of me. I wriggled beneath him, enjoying the feel of his weight on top of me.

“But seriously,” I said," thank you for organising this every year, Anthony. I love it, and I love you."

For a moment, I let my mind drift back to that night twelve years ago. Our first date. I had to admit I had been a bit wild in my younger years, playing around a lot, often with multiple men. I had told myself I was too busy studying, and then too busy building my career as a lawyer to be able to focus on having another person permanently in my life.

Of course, that was before I met Anthony. If you’d have told me that I’d meet someone and fall instantly in love with him on the first night, I would have laughed. But, as it happened, Cupid had been laying in wait for me that night when he saw me out on a blind date that my best friend had set up.

As we’d enjoyed our meal that night at Pierre’s, I felt something for Anthony that I’d never felt with anyone else. And while I’d always imagined love would feel like an intense rollercoaster of emotions, it just wasn’t like that with Anthony. Instead, I had found peace. As if I’d found the one person my heart had been looking for, and now I could spend the rest of my life feeling blissfully content.

That didn’t mean I could wait to get my hands on him, though. All through the meal, we had been kissing and touching each other. So much so, I was almost certain we were going to be asked to leave. And by the time our meal was over, I was desperate to get even more intimate with him.

I would have been happy to let him take me by the dumpster behind the restaurant, but he had always been a romantic, and he had insisted on booking a room at The Boulevard, which was just a few yards down the road from Pierre’s.

There, we had the most amazing night together, and I knew I would have been willing to give up my wild ways with men to keep him.

But he hadn’t asked me to. In fact, as our relationship progressed, he had encouraged me to continue being as wild as I wanted with others. And, even more than that, he seemed to get off on hearing me tell my stories of what I had been getting up to whenever I wasn’t with him. That was when I knew I’d found the perfect man. He loved me just as I was, and had never asked me to change.

So when he’d proposed two years later, at Pierre’s on Valentine’s Day, I hadn’t hesitated to say yes.

The feel of Anthony’s lips brushing against the side of my neck brought me back to the present moment, though. Tingles prickled at my skin wherever he kissed, and I tilted my head back to give him better access to the curve of my neck.

He nipped tenderly at the sensitive flesh, forcing a gasp from my lips, and I wrapped my arms around him to hold him tight. I spread my legs wide for him, letting out a contented sigh as he settled himself between them.

With my hands on his ass, I pulled Anthony’s hips towards mine, and I felt his hardness pressing against my core. I was wearing a silk nightdress with nothing underneath, while he was wearing nothing but boxer shorts, and I could feel the heat of his erection against my pussy.

Unable to help myself, I slipped my hand inside his boxers and gripped him gently, stroking his hard shaft until it was pulsing with his pure arousal.

“You know, Lucy,” he whispered into my ear, “there is one way you could thank me for organising another special Valentine’s for us.”

He had a wicked grin on his face as he looked down at me.

“Oh? And what is that, love?” I asked, feigning ignorance, although I was already fairly certain what he was going to say.

Anthony rolled on his back, somehow pushing his boxers down around his knees as he did so. His rock hard dick stood out lewdly from his body, throbbing noticeably while a drop of precum gathered at the tip before slowly trailing down his thick length.

I licked my lips, already craving what I suspected he was about to ask for.

“I want your mouth on my cock, Lucy. Don’t you think that would be the perfect thank you?”

Fighting the urge to roll my eyes, I simply smirked at him before moving lower down the bed. I’d never needed an excuse to suck him off before, and I sure as hell didn’t need one now. My oral fixation and my love for his cock were the only reasons that mattered.

Once I was settled between his legs on the lower half of the bed, I moved quickly to catch that drop of precum with my tongue just before it ran down over his sac. The salty taste of his desire filled my senses and I let out a moan, before licking my way all along his hard rod.

His deep moans filled the air in our quiet bedroom, and the sound created a pleasant ache between my thighs. I kept one hand wrapped firmly around the base, holding his throbbing meat steady while I lavished it with licks and kisses. By the time I was finished, his dick was glistening with my saliva and he was panting hard.

Looking up at him, I saw the dark look in his eyes that meant he was close to losing control and taking what he needed. That created an even more intense flutter of excitement deep in my pussy, and a desire to tease him until he could no longer hold back.

With my lips curled up into a teasing grin, I kept my eyes on his while I twirled my tongue around the engorged head of his cock. A low growl emerged from Anthony, and his body was visibly trembling with his attempt to hold back. I wouldn’t have to wait too much longer.

One more flick of my tongue against the slit was all it took. Suddenly, both his hands were on the back of my head, holding me in place as he pushed his hard rod into my mouth.

A moan of satisfaction escaped me as I surrendered willingly to his ministrations. Anthony’s hips rose repeatedly off the bed as he thrust up into my mouth, using that wet hole for his pleasure. After all the teasing he’d endured, he deserved it, and I craved his rough affection.

My entire body thrummed with arousal as I licked and sucked his rock hard dick, trying not to choke on it as he pushed deeper and deeper with each thrust of his hips. A wetness was quickly forming on my inner thighs as my liquid desire leaked from between slick petals, and my nipples, which had hardened into tight buds, rubbed against my nightdress to send ripples of pleasure down to my cunt.

Anthony’s sounds of pleasure grew louder, his grunts and moans sounding so damn perfect to me. No matter how many times I heard them, I could never get enough.

I sucked voraciously, my cheeks caving inwards as I worked to please my husband. He was throbbing insistently, and his musky taste was growing more intense by the second.

After a few more thrusts, he was unloading himself into my mouth, and I felt rope after rope of cum splash against my tongue. I swallowed hungrily, eager for every drop of his creamy essence, and I kept sucking until he had been drained completely and his cock was growing soft in my mouth. Even then, I let him slip from my lips with some reluctance, still hungry for more.

Anthony chuckled. “You are always so greedy. Just give me a while and I might be ready to go again.”

I grinned up at him, absolutely shameless in my wanton desires. “Perhaps if I keep sucking, you’ll be ready sooner,” I pointed out to him, and his chuckle turned into a full laugh.

“Fine,” he said. “You know I can’t deny you anything, love.”

I did know that, and I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t one of the things I loved most about him. With a smile on my face, I lowered my head once more to continue lavishing his spent cock with adoring attention.
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Chapter Two
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Iwatched with a sigh as Anthony packed his suitcase a few days later. Even though I knew he couldn’t help it, I was still disappointed about having to miss out on our special plans for Valentine’s. But an emergency had come up at work, and he had to leave town for some important meetings.

“When do you think you’ll be back?” I asked, still hoping that maybe he’d be able to get back in time for dinner on Friday night.

“Unfortunately, the earliest I can get back is late Saturday morning. I’ve got two days full of meetings, and then my clients are insisting I take them out for dinner on Friday night. And given the fact that a big contract is riding on this, I can’t really turn them down. By the time that’s finished, it will be far too late to drive home.”

I nodded my head, knowing it was reasonable, but I still couldn’t stop the disappointment I felt.

“So what you’re saying is that on Valentine’s Day, you will be wining and dining someone else?” I asked, trying to keep a straight face as a smile threatened at the corner of my lips. “Should I be jealous?”

Anthony laughed and zipped up his suitcase before hauling it off the bed to place it on the floor. “Of course not, love. I will be taking three old men out for dinner, and I couldn’t think of anything less romantic if I tried.”

I chuckled with him, and closed the distance between us, wrapping my arms around my husband’s neck to pull him closer. His hands instantly moved to my hips, moving over the curves of my ass before gripping the globes of flesh firmly.

“Trust me,” he said. “I would much rather be here with you on Friday. But I can’t afford to lose this client.”

“I know,” I said, before brushing my lips tenderly against his. “Do you think you’ll be able to switch the reservations to Saturday night? It would be a shame to have to cancel it completely.”

Anthony sighed and shook his head. “I already tried that. Both places are full all weekend. But I managed to arrange something else instead.”

“Oh?” I asked, tilting my head to the side. “What did you do?”

He grinned down at me, pressing a gentle kiss to the tip of my nose. “Well, I know how much you love our tradition on Valentine’s Day, so I asked a guy from work to take you instead. So now you don’t have to miss out.”

I blinked rapidly, staring up at him in surprise for a few long moments. “You want me to celebrate Valentine’s Day with someone else?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.

“I do, love. You should go and have fun. Just because I’m stuck at work doing boring things, it doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy yourself.”

I thought it over for a minute. While I knew I would much rather have Anthony there, at least the evening wasn’t going to be a total loss. And we could always celebrate together some other way over the weekend.

“Do I know this guy from work who you’ve set me up with?” I asked, as curiosity got the better of me.

“No, you don’t. But he’s a great guy and I think you’ll really like him. I wouldn’t send you out on a date with someone I didn’t like or trust.”

“That’s true,” I agreed. “But doesn’t he think it’s a bit strange that he’s being asked to take his boss’s wife out on a date?”

Anthony laughed and shrugged. “He’s a close enough friend that he knows you’re my hotwife, Lucy. And he knows how much it would help me out. Besides, I always tell guys at work how damn perfect you are, so he’s eager to get a chance to meet you.”

I couldn’t help but grin as his words caused a surge of pride in my chest. I really did hit the jackpot when I met Anthony.

“So because he’s one of your employees, does that mean I have to behave myself with him?” I asked, curious if there were going to be any restrictions placed on me just this once. Of course, if he didn’t want me fucking one of his employees, I would honour that request. He had given me so much over the years that I wasn’t going to get worked up over this one little thing.

But he chuckled and shook his head. “No, you don’t have to behave yourself at all. In fact, I’ve spent a lot of time over the last couple of years boasting to him about what a hot and eager little slut you are, so I’d really appreciate it if you could prove me right about that.”

I felt my lips curl up into a smirk. “I guess I could do that for you. So what’s his name?”

“He’s called Lucian, and he works in the accounting department. He’s smart and funny, and I’m certain you’ll think he’s good looking.”

Before I could reply, Anthony looked at his watch and sighed. “Is it time for you to go already?” I asked, my voice coming out as an almost pitiful whine.

“Almost,” he replied. “But there is time for one last kiss before I go.”

I grinned and stood up on my tiptoes, pressing my lips firmly against his. He kissed me back for a long moment before gripping my hips and pushing me away, causing me to fall back onto the bed.

“Not that kind of kiss,” he said as he lowered to his knees beside the bed. “I meant the special kind of kiss that always makes you happy.”

Anthony grinned up at me as he pushed my legs apart, and I let out a soft moan. “These are my favourite kind of kisses,” I agreed as I pulled my dress up to my waist, revealing the white lace panties I was wearing.

“Mine too,” he replied while brushing his lips along my inner thigh, moving his kisses higher until my pussy was tingling in anticipation of his attention.

I dropped my head back onto the mattress, moaning quietly as the ache in my core grew more intense with each little kiss against the bare skin of my thighs. But luckily for me, he wasn’t as much of a tease as I usually was.

His mouth came to land on my pussy, and he licked along the length of my slit through my rapidly dampening lace panties. Just that one touch of his tongue was enough to make my body sing, and I reached down to tangle my fingers gently through his hair.

Anthony continued to lick at my needy pussy, his tongue sending jolts of pleasure through my body each time it brushed close to my clit. And even though it felt so damn good, I still needed more.

With my free hand, I reached down to tug my panties to the side. “Please,” I moaned, sounding wanton and wild as the desire to cum built up inside me with each swipe of his tongue against my hot flesh.

He pushed his tongue past my wet folds, flicking it deep inside me for a long moment, and I bucked my hips to grind myself against his face. The tingling in my clit was growing overwhelming, and if I was going to cum, I needed his mouth on that sensitive little button.

To my relief, Anthony seemed just as eager as I was for my climax, so he slipped his tongue out of me and began teasing the tip of it against my clit, coaxing the slick bud out from behind its hood.

I let out a soft groan as soon as I felt him gently lapping at my pearl, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. While spreading my legs wider, I gripped his hair in both hands, needing to keep him exactly where I was until he’d finished what he’d started. He didn’t seem to mind though, and he took hold of my thighs in his strong hands, keeping them spread wide as he feasted between them.

The sensations built steady until I was screaming out my husband’s name, my body writhing in ecstasy as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me. Anthony sealed his lips around my clit, sucking hard on the little bud in a way that had me seeing stars. My body moved as if it had a mind of its own as I ground myself wildly against his mouth to draw out the orgasm for as long as I could.

When it was over, I collapsed back onto the bed, panting hard while my body trembled with little aftershocks of pleasure. Anthony released my clit and began licking tenderly at my slit, moaning against my folds as he lapped at the juices that were no doubt leaking freely from my pussy.

“I’m going to miss you,” I whimpered, my voice still unsteady from the intense climax.

“I’m going to miss you too, love,” he replied between gentle licks. “But I promise that I’ll be back as soon as I can, and I know you are going to have the best Valentine’s day.”

I smiled at that, wondering what Lucian would be like. Oh well, it was only a couple of days before I was going to find out for myself.
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Chapter Three
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My nerves almost got the better of me on Friday night as I got ready for my blind date, which was unusual for me. I considered cancelling, knowing that I would much rather be celebrating this one special day with my husband, but that would have been unfair to both Anthony and Lucian. So I decided to forget about the fact it was Valentine’s Day and enjoy it as just a fun night out with a new man.

That seemed to be enough to get my pussy tingling in anticipation of the evening.

Once I was dressed, I admired the view in the mirror. Pierre’s restaurant was a fancy place, and I knew people always dressed up even when it wasn’t a special occasion, so to make sure I looked the part that night, I had gone with a long red dress, with a slit up one side to show off a generous amount of leg. The only word that could accurately describe the neckline was ‘plunging’ and even I couldn’t seem to pull my eyes away from the rounded globes of my tits as they attempted to spill out of a dress that was only just able to keep them in place.

I felt another little flutter of arousal between my thighs as I imagined the stranger staring at my breasts during the meal, and I was pleased with my choice of outfit.

A knock at the door let me know Lucian had arrived to pick me up, and my heart hammered with excitement against my rib cage. I rushed to the door and flung it open before stopping short.

Anthony had told me I would probably find his friend handsome, but I still hadn’t expected someone who looked like a model to be standing on my doorstep.

“Ummm, hi,” I said, before a nervous giggle escaped me.

One corner of his lip curled up into a smirk, as if he was used to having this effect on women, and the heat between my thighs grew wildly out of control. Confident men had always been a big weakness for me, and my first impression of Lucian was that his confidence almost bordered on arrogance. And I was more than okay with that.

“Hi,” he said, his voice so deep and rich that I could have happily drowned in it. “You must be Lucy.”

“I am,” I answered, giving a small nod of my head.

For a brief moment, I allowed my gaze to wonder over the delicious-looking treat standing in front of me. He was tall, well over six feet, if I had to guess, with broad shoulders that threatened to bulge out of the fitted suit he was wearing. His dark skin glistened in the glow from the porch light, giving him an almost ethereal look. Dark brown eyes gazed at me from beneath heavy-lidded eyes, and the way he devoured me with nothing more than his eyes had my heart pounding even harder.

His plump lips curled up into a wide grin. “Perfect. Anthony told me you were beautiful, but I had no idea you were going to be this damn beautiful.”

His compliment had my pussy purring with happiness.

The idea of forgetting all about the date and pulling him inside so I could find out just how good he looked under that suit flitted briefly through my mind before I discarded it. Even though I was definitely tempted, it would be a shame to ruin Anthony’s plans for us. Besides, after an evening of sitting across from Lucian and aching for his attention, the time at The Boulevard was bound to be much more satisfying.

So I picked up my purse and flashed him my widest smile. “Shall we go then?” I asked, trying not to give into the temptation of needing instant gratification.

“Of course,” he said, smiling at me as he held out his arm.

Lord help me. Gorgeous, confident, and a gentleman. If I wasn’t begging for his dick by the end of the evening, it would be safe to assume that something was seriously wrong.

I slipped my hand into the crook of his arm and let him lead me to his car, already excited about the evening ahead.
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THE FOOD AT PIERRE’S was to die for, as usual. Given that Lucian had never tried French cuisine before, he’d allowed me to choose for him from the menu, so I made sure to pick all my favourites for him. He enjoyed the Bouillabaisse starter so much that he had moaned in the most sensual way, causing my toes to curl as a warmth rushed through my body.

Even though the Boeuf Bourguignon hadn’t had such an erotic effect on him, he had still devoured it with the same kind of enthusiasm as a starved man, so I had to assume he enjoyed it.

The chocolate soufflé we’d shared had been downright orgasmic for the both of us, though.

Both the wine and conversation had flowed freely, and I wasn’t sure I could remember the last time I’d laughed so much. Anthony had assured me I was going to find Lucian funny, and as always, he was absolutely right.

While we were waiting for our bill to arrive, Lucian moved his chair closer to mine and took my hand in his. Looking down at our joined hands, I realised there was something so strangely beautiful about the contrast between his chocolate brown skin and my own ivory flesh. It made me wonder how it would look when I was exploring every inch of his dark body with my pale hands. For a moment, an image of my small hand wrapped around a huge, thick black cock filled my mind, and I had to hold back a moan.

But Lucian’s voice pulled me out of my sensual daydream. “So how long have you and Anthony been living the hotwife lifestyle?”

I smiled at him and gave a small shrug of my shoulders. “I’m not sure we’ve ever not been a part of it,” I answered. “And it wasn’t even something we knew we wanted at the time.”

Lucian stared into my eyes as I spoke, keeping a tight grip on my hand. His rapt attention had me squirming slightly in my chair, and once again, my mind raced with all kinds of erotic scenarios. But he simply nodded his head as if he wanted me to go on, so I did.

“When we first met, I was still young and, well, I had always been a little wild, if you know what I mean?”

He chuckled and nodded. “I’m guessing it means that men found you fucking irresistible, and you found it hard to resist their advances?”

I grinned at him. “That’s close enough to the truth,” I answered. “Anyway, I fell in love with Anthony as soon as I met him, and I would have been happy to give up other men for him. But he encouraged me to continue playing around. He got off on the idea of other men wanting me, and he never once doubted that he was the one I loved.”

Lucian was quiet for a moment before speaking again. “Damn, it takes a hell of a lot of confidence to be like him. I’m not sure if I’d be willing to share you if you were mine,” he said with a wicked grin on his face.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Maybe not. But luckily for you, Anthony is willing to share me, which means we get to have a very fun night.” I winked at him, and he laughed along with me.

“That is very lucky for me,” Lucian agreed, releasing his hold on my hand so he could place his own hand on my thigh. He brushed his thumb back and forth against the skin left bare by the split in my dress, and little tingles shot across my flesh with his touch.

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table as I looked deep into his dark brown eyes, and he held my gaze firmly. When I felt his hand sliding higher up my leg, I gasped softly before holding my breath, my entire body going rigid in anticipation of the touch I’d been longing for all evening.

In my usual style, I’d forgone panties for the evening, choosing the ease of access over looking pretty, and his fingertips brushed tenderly against my wet folds. We both let out a moan loud enough to draw attention from two of the nearby tables, but after a moment, they turned back to their loved ones.

Lucian smiled at me, that curve of his luscious lips sending a thrill straight down my spine as I imagined them pressed up against my own lips.

Slowly, he traced his fingertips up and down the length of my slit, gathering my wetness on the digits before slowly sliding them into me. This time, I held back any sounds I would have made by clamping my bottom lip between my teeth. I had to bite hard when Lucian began sliding his fingers in and out of my dripping sheath, making sure that the digits glided against my clit with each stroking motion.

Soon enough, it was taking every bit of willpower I possessed not to give in to the temptation to grind wantonly against his fingers and get myself off right there in the restaurant. And judging by the smirk on Lucian’s face, he could tell how much he was affecting me.

The sound of a throat clearing alerted me to the fact that someone was standing close behind me, and I felt my face turn hot. I looked over my shoulder to see a waiter standing there, holding a piece of paper on a small silver platter. Lucian appeared nonchalant despite the interruption, and he kept his fingers buried deep inside my cunt underneath the table.

“Here is your bill,” the waiter said, a knowing smile playing about the corner of his lips. “A man named Anthony has already taken care of it by phone, so there is nothing else you need to do. Unless there is something else you desire from the menu?”

In that moment, the only thing I desired was for Lucian to replace his fingers inside me with his cock, and that wasn’t something we could do in the middle of the dining room at Pierre’s. Well, not if I was hoping to be able to return in the future, anyway.

“I think we are fine for now, thank you,” Lucian answered as he slipped his fingers out of me. He didn’t even bother cleaning my juices from his digits before pulling his wallet out of his jacket pocket to get a tip for the young man who stood expectantly beside our table.

I got a thrill watching as the waiter reached out to take the cash from Lucian, his fingers brushing against my date’s wet fingers. With a grin on my face, I had to wonder if he’d be able to smell my excitement on himself after that small touch.

But the waiter simply thanked us, pocketed his tip, and then moved on to the next table.

Turning to look at Lucian, I flashed him a wicked grin. “Let’s get out of here. The food was divine, but now I’m desperate for a taste of something else entirely.” I let my gaze flicker down to his lap, and the large bulge that seemed to be straining against his pants forced another gasp from my lips.

Oh yes, I was ready for a very different kind of feast indeed.

Lucian grabbed my hand and stood, pulling me towards the exit. He seemed to be just as excited as I was about the next part of our evening.
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Chapter Four
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The Boulevard was only a few yards down the road from Pierre’s, so we made quick work of getting there. Lucian hung back a bit while I booked us in and got the key card, then we rushed to the elevator like a pair of teenage lovers eager to experience each other for the first time.

Once the elevator doors were closed, I found myself pinned against the wall by Lucian’s powerful body, while he lowered his head to claim my mouth with his. I surrendered willingly to his kiss, responding passionately, while I wrapped my arms around him to pull his bulky frame even closer.

His cock was pressing insistently against my stomach, sending a thrill through me when I realised he was rock hard.

The elevator came to a sudden stop, making me groan in frustration as I was forced to pull myself away from my new lover. We went quickly to our room, Lucian walking behind me and reaching around to grope my tits roughly through the flimsy red material that barely kept them covered. My nipples hardened instantly in response to his touch, and every brush of his palm against the sensitive buds had me whimpering with desire.

With clumsy fingers, I fiddled with the key card until the door opened, and I cried out in surprise as I saw the man sitting in the chair in the corner of the room.

My first thought was that perhaps we were in the wrong room, or there had been some kind of mistake at reception. But then my brain caught up and I realised it was Anthony sat in that chair. He grinned at me, holding a large bunch of red roses.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Lucy,” he said, standing from the chair so he could sweep me into his arms as I threw myself at him.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice coming out as an excited squeal. “I didn’t think you were coming back until tomorrow!”

“Well, things went better than planned during the meetings so I could get home to you sooner,” Anthony replied, still holding onto me while I clung desperately, wrapping both my arms and legs around him.

“That’s great news! Oh, but what about Lucian?” I asked, turning to look at the man still standing in the doorway, watching me and my husband with an amused grin on his face.

If I was being honest with myself, I was torn between happiness that Anthony had made it home in time for at least some of our Valentine’s tradition, and disappointment that I wasn’t going to experience more of Lucian.

“I called Lucian before starting my drive back earlier today, and he agreed to be part of our celebration tonight, Lucy.”

Lucian grinned and nodded at me, confirming what my husband had just said, and I squealed happily.

“This day is just getting better and better!”

My new lover chuckled and kicked the hotel door closed behind him before flicking the lock shut. “I believe what Anthony wants more than anything is to watch me taking his wife rough and hard. Doesn’t that sound like the perfect gift to give him on Valentine’s Day, Lucy?”

As Lucian spoke, he slowly stalked towards me, keeping his dark gaze steady on me. My body quivered with lust, but whether that was caused by his words or the way he was coming towards me like the prey he intended to claim was of no importance. All that mattered was the ache between my thighs.

Anthony slowly lowered me to my feet, before leaning to whisper in my ear. “Make me proud, my beautiful little slut.”

My pussy quivered in response, and without thinking, I lowered to my knees and crawled the short distance to Lucian’s feet. In this position, he towered over me, making me feel tiny with his huge frame despite the fact that I wasn’t exactly short.

I looked up into Lucian’s eyes as I ran one hand over his crotch, feeling the massive bulge in the front of his pants. He was hard and hung, and I felt a drop of moisture land on my inner thigh as it trickled from my cunt.

Lucian gripped a handful of my long dark hair in his even darker fist, tugging roughly to tilt my head back, forcing me to hold his gaze.

“Is it true what Anthony said? Are you a good little slut, Lucy?”

I groaned softly as his words made my pussy pulse with desire. “Fuck yes,” I replied, the words escaping on a long moan.

“And you want my dick?” Lucian asked with a low growl.

“Yes, Lucian,” I moaned. “I want to suck your dick. I want to feast on it before you fuck me hard.”

Another moan filled the room, this time coming from my husband, who was again sitting in the chair in the corner of the room, watching me with his employee.

“Good girl,” Lucian groaned softly. “So take out my cock and suck it like a good little slut.

I didn’t need to be told twice, and I quickly got to work, opening the buckle on his belt and unfastening his pants. I pulled his slacks down so they pooled around his ankles, and when his huge cock sprung free, I realised that he had also decided to go without underwear.

For a moment, I couldn’t move as I stared at his perfect cock. It was long and thick, his dark flesh throbbing while deep veins ran along its entire length. The head was a deep purple colour, engorged and leaking precum.

A loud moan escaped me, and I wrapped my hand around the fat base, my long fingers barely meeting around it. I stroked it slowly, enjoying the feel of it throbbing in my grasp.

“Suck him, Lucy,” Anthony moaned from his position just behind me. “I want to see you worshipping his cock.”

I licked my lips, hesitating for a moment while I wondered how I was supposed to take such a huge beast. But then my desire to please both the men in the room took over and stole away everything but my hunger for the massive cock right in front of me.

With a whimper, I leaned forward and flicked my tongue against the swollen head, lapping at the drops of precum that oozed slowly from the slit. The musky taste of his arousal filled my senses, and I let out a long moan.

I needed more than just that one small taste, though. So much more.

While looking up at Lucian, I parted my lips wide and engulfed the fat head of his dick in the wet heat of my mouth. A quiet growl rumbled through him as I began to suck hungrily, bobbing my head while I tried to work more of his monster into my mouth.

“God, Lucy,” Anthony moaned. “You look so fucking beautiful with a huge black cock between your lips.”

I whimpered at my husband’s praise, squirming on my knees as I worked my lips up and down Lucian’s shaft. But I’d barely managed to take even half of his cock before it was hitting the back of my throat, making me gag and splutter on his meaty rod.

Lucian seemed to like that, though, placing his hand on the back of my head to hold me down on his throbbing dick.

“Relax, baby,” he moaned. “I know you can take it. Just relax for me.”

Looking up into his eyes, I knew Lucian was right. I relaxed my throat and tried to focus on breathing through my nose. It wasn’t long before that tight channel was opening to accommodate his impressive girth.

“Good girl,” both the men moaned at the same time, coaxing a moan of my own from me, even though the sound was completely muffled.

Lucian began pumping his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of my eager mouth. I sucked the best I could with my lips stretched around him, and my little whimpers flowed freely against his rock hard flesh.

“Rub your clit for me, Lucy,” my new lover instructed. “I want to feel your moans on my cock as you make yourself cum.”

Without hesitation, I pulled up my dress and slipped a hand between my thighs, running my fingers through my slick folds to quickly find my clit. It was pulsing with my arousal, and each touch of my fingertip sent intense tingles running through my entire body.

“I said rub your clit, Lucy,” Lucian grunted through gritted teeth as he kept fucking my mouth. “Don’t just tease it. Rub it hard and fast. I want you to cum for me.”

It became almost impossible to focus on pleasing Lucian as I began rubbing my clit vigorously, filling my body with an intense heat that I knew would create an intense explosion very soon. But all I had to do was hold my mouth open willingly while Lucian used that wet hole for his pleasure, which freed me up to focus on the climax that was quickly building within.

“That’s it,” Anthony encouraged. “Cum for Lucian.”

I rubbed harder and faster at the sensitive little button, building the desire up into a frenzy of sensations until my body was shuddering with wave after wave of pleasure. My loud moans were muffled by the huge cock in my mouth, although Lucian was no longer thrusting. He just kept his dick in my mouth while I surrendered to my intense orgasm.

The last quivers of pleasure had barely finished moving through me before Lucian was sliding his cock out of my mouth. This close, I could see how little of his shaft I’d actually been able to take. Not even half of it was glistening with my saliva, and I actually felt disappointed in myself for not being a better cocksucker.

But then Lucian took away those thoughts with his next words. “I hope you are nice and wet now, Lucy. You will need to be if you want to take my cock.”

I moaned at the thought of having my pussy filled with the beast in front of me. Even though I suspected it was going to hurt, I craved for him to fuck me hard.

“Get on the bed, baby,” my lover commanded. “Let me make sure you’re ready for me.”

Another moan escaped me before I crawled up onto the bed, staying on my hands and knees with my dress pulled up over my waist, as I wasn’t sure what position he wanted me in. If this wasn’t right, I had no doubt he was strong enough to manhandle me into whatever position he wanted.

But both men were behind me, and I knew they both had the perfect view of my dripping cunt when they both let out a moan at the same time.

“God, what a view,” Lucian groaned.

I looked over my shoulder at them to see they were both staring intently between my thighs while jerking themselves off. A whimper escaped me as I watched them, feeling more of my liquid desire leaking down onto my inner thighs.

The ache in my core grew intense, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait before feeling that massive beast railing my tight little pussy.

“Please, Lucian,” I moaned, feeling my cunt quivering in anticipation of being filled.

He stepped closer, stopping at the end of the bed where he could easily reach out and slide the fingers of his free hand along the length of my slit. My body moved instinctively, rocking backwards to press myself against his exploring digits, hoping they might enter my needy cavern.

But then his hand disappeared, and I felt the bed shift as he climbed onto it behind me. I let out a soft moan, holding my body still while I waited for him to enter me.

“She’s so damn wet, Anthony,” Lucian growled. “I need to fuck her. Now.”

“Do it,” Anthony grunted back. “I can see from here how much she needs your dick inside her.”

A shiver of lust ran down my spine as I listened to the two men talking about me. In that moment, I felt like a pretty little fucktoy for their amusement, and I honestly couldn’t think of anything else I would much rather be.

Lucian rested one large hand on my ass while using the other to guide the head of his cock to my slick opening. He teased the tip up and down through my folds for a few long moments, forcing a moan from my lips, then he slowly pushed his hips forward.

I let out a loud cry as my pussy stretched around Lucian’s huge beast, having to work hard to accommodate his girth. But it didn’t hurt as I’d expected it to. My cunt was more than ready to take him, as the wetness made it easy for him to slide home into my tight sheath.

Lucian was breathing hard by the time he’d filled me completely, and I could feel his cock throbbing deep inside me. Deeper than any man had been before. I held myself still, my pussy quivering around the massive invasion as I got used to his size.

Both his hands were on my hips, gripping tight enough to leave bruises as he held me firmly in place. My entire body was trembling from an overload of sensations, and it was growing hard to catch my breath.

Then suddenly, Lucian began moving his hips, moving in and out of me with long, steady strokes.

“Oh god, yes!” I cried. “Fuck me, Lucian. Fuck me. I need your cock.”

I could hear Anthony groaning from the corner of the room as he watched me surrender to my longing for his colleague’s huge black cock, which only further fuelled my desire.

Lucian released his grip on my hips and I began moving, pushing myself back onto his hard rod to impale myself on it repeatedly. I could feel the pleasure building rapidly between my thighs, feeling myself rushing headlong into another orgasm.

“That’s a good little slut,” Lucian grunted, punctuating his words with hard thrusts. “Show me how much you love my cock. Cum on it for me, baby.”

His praise and words of encouragement had me moving wildly, slamming myself back onto his enormous dick with a frenzied lust. Within moments, I was screaming out his name as pleasure coursed through my body, making me shudder with the force of my climax.

I gripped the sheets tightly, using it to keep me anchored as the orgasm had me soaring. My cries were harsh and ragged in the quiet room, but I couldn’t stop them. The pleasure was too intense, and I’d lost all control.

Lucian didn’t slow his pace at all. If anything, he just pounded my pussy even harder while it clamped down hard around his cock.

“Oh fuck. I’m gonna cum,” Lucian roared just seconds before I felt him erupt inside me, flooding my pussy with his hot load.

His thrusts grew erratic as his orgasm took hold, and I moaned as he used my body for his pleasure even after my own climax had faded.

Finally, Lucian slowed his pace, then pulled slowly out of me, leaving his cum dripping out of my gaping cunt. I was breathing hard, trying to catch my breath after the brutal fucking, and all my muscles felt weak.

He leaned down, pressing a tender kiss on my spine.

“Thank you, baby. That was so fucking perfect, but I’m going to leave you two in peace to celebrate your Valentine’s Day together.”

I rolled over onto my back and pulled Lucian down until his lips met mine, and I kissed him hungrily.

“Thank you so much for making our night so special, Lucian. I hope this won’t be the last time I see you.”

Lucian chuckled. “I hope so, too. But Anthony knows where I am if you ever need me again.”

I grinned at him, knowing full well I would be wanting more time with him in the future, then I watched as he pulled his pants back up and left the room.
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Chapter Five
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Iturned my gaze towards Anthony in the corner of the room once we were all alone. He was staring at me with dark eyes, his pants pulled down just enough so that he could stroke his rock hard cock. Even from the bed, I could see the precum dribbling down his shaft and over his hand.

Just as I was about to get off the bed and crawl to him, ready to show him I craved his cock just as much as I’d craved Lucian’s, he stopped me with a command.

“Stand and take off your dress, Lucy. I want to see all of you.”

I whimpered and quickly slid off the edge of the bed, coming to stand in front of my husband as I slipped the dress off my shoulders, letting it pool on the floor at my feet. Now I was left only in my red heels, seeing as I had gone completely without underwear for my date. I moved to slip the shoes off, too, but Anthony chuckled and shook his head.

“No, love. Keep those on.” He grinned at me as he ran his gaze over every inch of my naked body, causing shivers of lust to move through me.

I stood quietly except for an occasional whimper as Anthony devoured my body with nothing but his eyes. A wetness was quickly forming on my inner thighs, a combination of Lucian’s cum and my own arousal, and my husband stared at the glistening mixture on my bare skin.

It was getting harder and harder to wait for his touch. The longer he made me wait, the more my desire for him grew. I stepped closer to him, and he didn’t stop me, so I took another step.

When I was standing between his knees, Anthony finally reached out to cup his hand over my mound. I couldn’t help but moan at his touch, and I moved my hips slightly to grind my well-used cunt against his hand.

“How was it, Lucy?” he asked in a gruff voice. “Are you sore?”

“It was so good,” I whimpered, suddenly feeling a little shy about how wanton I had become with the other man. “And I’m a little sore.”

Anthony stroked my pussy tenderly, stoking a whole new fire between my thighs. “Too sore for me to claim back what’s mine?” he asked.

His question forced a moan from my lips, and I quickly shook my head. “Not at all, Anthony. I need you.”

My husband grinned and quickly stood, bringing his hands to my hips to hold me steady as his swift movement almost made me lose my balance. He gazed down into my eyes as he ran his hands over my breasts, exploring my flesh with well-practiced movements that never failed to make me ache for him.

I arched my spine, pushing my tits firmly into his palms, moaning as the hard little nipples brushed against his hands. He began pinching and tugging on my nipples, sending a rush of heat down to my pussy, creating an urgent need for him.

Resisting the temptation to reach out and stroke his cock, I instead reached up to unbutton his shirt. I wanted him naked, just like I was, so I could feel the heat of his body against mine without a single barrier between us.

I slipped his shirt off his shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind him, before I got to work unfastening his pants. At the same time, he was slipping his shoes off so he could step out of his pants and kick them to the side.

His hard cock was standing out lewdly from his body. It might not have been as big as Lucian’s, but it sure as hell wasn’t small, and my mouth was watering at the sight of it.

“God, I need to worship your cock,” I moaned as I lowered down onto my knees, holding eye contact as I parted my lips and took him into my mouth.

Anthony let out a loud groan. “Fuck, that feels so good, love. I got so damn hard watching you with Lucian. It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.”

His words had me squirming on my knees as I sucked eagerly on his hard length. Anthony gripped my hair in his hand and started thrusting his hips, pushing his dick deeper into my mouth until it was pushing into the tight channel of my throat. I didn’t panic like I had with Lucian. My mouth was made for pleasing Anthony, and I had taken him deep so many times that I could do it without a second thought. He pumped hard and deep into my throat, and I kept my lips parted for him so he could use my mouth like it was his own personal fuck hole.

The heat between my thighs was building, and I reached down to strum at my clit, unable to help myself. My moans came out as a gargling sound while Anthony used my mouth, and I rubbed frantically in my desperation to cum again.

But before I could, Anthony pulled out of my mouth and helped me to my feet, crashing his mouth down on mine in a deep and hungry kiss. I threw my arms around his neck, clinging to him as I kissed him back with an equal passion, our lips and tongues clashing against one another in a desperate battle.

Anthony wrapped his arms around me and lifted my feet off the floor, forcing me to wrap my legs around his waist. He carried me easily over to the bed and laid me down gently on it, settling his body on top of mine. I could feel his thick and heavy erection pressing against my core, and I squirmed beneath him as I attempted to take his hard rod inside me.

He stared down at me, stroking my hair back tenderly from my face. “Tell me you need my cock,” he commanded, his voice little more than a ragged whisper I had to strain to hear.

“I need your cock,” I moaned without hesitation, knowing it was the absolute truth. “Fuck me, Anthony. I need you inside me. Please let me have your cock.”

The corners of his lips curled up into a wicked grin, letting me know that was exactly what he’d wanted to hear.

“With pleasure, my love,” he answered, before slowly sliding his hard dick into my dripping cunt.

I moaned and arched my spine beneath him as a heat consumed my body, drowning me in my desire for my husband. With arms and legs around him, I clung to him while he began pumping his hips, thrusting into my tight sheath with abandon. Anthony might have shown some concern earlier about the sore state of my pussy, but he showed none now as he took what was his. And I didn’t want him to hold back. I needed him with every fibre of my being.

My moans filled the air, growing louder with each deep thrust. Anthony’s lips brushed against my ear, his growls flowing freely against my lobe. Our bodies quickly grew slick with sweat as we worked against one another, building each other up to the most blissful heights, and something about it was so much more intimate than what had happened with Lucian. Sure, he’d been a great fuck, and no doubt I would be craving his cock again soon, but with Anthony, it was about so much more than sex. When he was inside me, it was as if we had become one. With his naked body on top of mine, there was nothing hidden between us. And it was exactly what I needed.

I rocked my hips beneath Anthony, meeting each one of his powerful thrusts, clinging tightly to him as if I was scared of losing him. Our moans became more frenzied as we each got closer to that edge, and it only took a few more deep thrusts to push me into another earth-shattering climax.

I couldn’t hold back my screams as the pleasure consumed me and made me lose control. My body convulsed wildly while my pussy clamped down hard around Anthony’s cock. Even through the haze of pleasure, I could feel him throbbing madly inside me, and his loud moans mingled with mine as he filled me with his cum.

He kept pounding my cunt hard until we were both spent, our bodies trembling as we clung to one another. After the longest time, our heartbeats had slowed and our breathing had steadied. We held each other silently, savouring the closeness after such an exciting evening.

Anthony brushed his lips against mine in a sweet and tender kiss. “I love you,” he whispered against my lips.

I smiled softly. “I love you too, Anthony.”

“Do you think we should invite Lucian again next year?” he asked, a playful grin teasing at the corner of his lips.

I laughed. “I guess we could. So long as you don’t expect me to wait until next year to fuck him again!”

Anthony grinned sheepishly, then pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I’d never make you wait that long, my love. I’ll work out something for you both soon.”

He rolled off me, then pulled me into his side, holding me tight until we both fell into a contented sleep.
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Icould barely contain my excitement as Anthony pulled into the parking lot of Holly’s Hideaway. It was a private tropical resort that looked beautiful in the bright afternoon sun. There wasn’t a cloud in sight in the vibrant blue sky, and visions of sunbathing with a fruity cocktail in my hand were already filling my mind.

“This place is so beautiful!” I said, smiling from ear to ear. “I can’t believe you booked this on your own without spoiling the surprise once.”

Anthony laughed as he switched off the engine of the car and took off his seatbelt. “Well, I wanted to do something nice for you for our wedding anniversary.”

I grinned at him, leaning over to kiss his lips. “I am a very spoiled and lucky woman. What would I do without you?”

“I don’t know,” he said, and I noticed the corners of his lips twitching as he tried to suppress a grin. “Book your own tropical vacations?”

“True,” I said, letting out a dramatic sigh for effect. “And that doesn’t sound like any fun at all.”

Anthony got out of the car, but not before letting me see his wry grin and the roll of his eyes. I followed him, getting out of the car and rushing round to him so I could wrap my arms around his waist. I might like to tease my husband at times, but I was crazy about him, and I liked to make sure he always knew it.

He held me tightly for a moment and pressed a kiss to the top of my head before releasing his hold on me.

“Why don’t you go hang out by the pool while I get us checked in and take our bags to our room,” he said. “Then I’ll come down to find you.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I can help if you want?”

“Don’t be silly,” he told me, leaning down to kiss my lips gently. “Go start relaxing and I’ll be with you soon.”

“Well, if you insist,” I said, smiling widely.

Signs to the pool were visible from the car park, so I rushed off in that direction. The whole resort was beautiful, with multiple small villas dotted around the place, along with a much larger building for the restaurant and some shops.

When I got to the outdoor pool, I was delighted to see there was a small hut where a man was serving drinks. Once I got the fruity cocktail that I’d been craving, I found an empty sun lounger and sat down.

I took a sip and looked around at the other visitors. I didn’t know much about this place. After all, Anthony had wanted to keep it all a surprise, but it looked like it might have been some kind of couple’s resort. There were four other couples that I could see, three of them dotted around the pool in other sun loungers, while the final couple were in the water.

As I watched, the guy who’d served me my drink walked over to one of the other couples with a tray in his hand. If my knowledge of cocktails served me correctly, a Sex on the Beach was balanced perfectly on the tray.

The bartender crouched down beside the pretty blonde woman and held out the tray to her, and she took the drink. Then, to my surprise, the woman leaned over and kissed the bartender. And it wasn’t just a friendly kiss, either. It was a deep and passionate kiss that was enough to leave even the onlookers feeling hot and flustered.

The woman’s husband watched intently, and even from the other side of the pool, I could see how excited he was by the bulge in the front of his swim shorts.

A slow grin spread across my face. I wasn’t the kind to get offended by the sight of a married woman making out with another man in front of her husband. After all, I’d been Anthony’s hotwife for many years, and I’d had plenty of lovers myself in that time. I thought it was fun to see it playing out right in front of me. It helped me to understand why the husbands liked to watch so much.

“Wow, they seem to be getting on well,” Anthony observed with a chuckle as he walked up behind me.

“They sure do,” I agreed. “I think that’s her husband there watching.”

Anthony settled into the lounger beside me. “I’m not surprised. So, Lucy, I have something to tell you about this place.”

I turned my head to look at him, feeling my eyebrows raise in surprise. What else did my husband have up his sleeve besides the vacation at this beautiful resort?

“This place might be called Holly’s Hideaway, but it has a nickname.” He paused, and I continued to stare at him while I waited for him to get to the point. “But the people who visit often call it the Hotwife Hideaway.”

My confused expression swiftly changed to a wide grin. “And why do they call it that, love?”

He chuckled. “Because it’s only open to couples who are already in the hotwife lifestyle, or who are looking to explore it together. And all the employees are male here for a reason. They are here to, ahem, entertain the married women.”

“That explains what happened over there then,” I said, nodding my head towards the couple and the bartender, who was now sitting in a chair beside the woman and rubbing one of her feet while it rested in his lap. “So we’re here for some fun?”

“Of course, baby,” he said. “I’m looking forward to seeing you have some fun with another man. Or maybe multiple men.” Anthony flashed me a wink that ignited a spark between my thighs.

“Let go back to our room, love,” I said, placing my half-finished drink on a small table beside the lounger before standing. “It’s time I thanked you for such a special surprise.”

“How can I resist an offer like that?” he asked, one corner of his lip curled up into a sexy smirk. He stood from his chair and took my hand, leading the way to our room.

It was a small villa, with a cute little living area, and a separate bedroom with an ensuite bathroom. As soon as we were inside, I slammed the front door shut and pushed him over to the couch, where he landed with a flop.

Anthony grinned as I got on my knees in front of him and worked open the zipper on his shorts. “Someone seems eager,” he observed. “I think the idea of being able to have fun with any guy you want here has got you a bit worked up, Lucy.”

I laughed softly while pulling his hard cock gently out of his shorts, keeping my hand wrapped around the base. A drop of precum glistened at the tip, and I couldn’t resist leaning forward to gather it up with my tongue.

“Maybe it has got me worked up, love, but you seem just as excited as I am.”

His cock was throbbing in my hand, and I leaned forward to take the engorged head into my mouth. My lips slid along its length until I felt them meet his balls, which hung heavy against his body. Then I slowly pulled back, swirling my tongue around his swollen crown and sucking lightly. His hips rose up off the couch in response and his loud moan filled the air.

I took him deep into my mouth once more, sucking hungrily and feeling my own desire grow as his cock throbbed between my lips.

“I do love how you show gratitude, baby,” Anthony grunted from between gritted teeth as he reach down to grip my long dark hair in one of his hands.

With my mouth as full as it was, I could only moan in response, the sound of pleasure vibrating around his hard flesh. When he began using his grip on my hair to control my pace, working my mouth up and down his shaft the way he needed, my pussy ached and dripped. I always loved it when he lost control and took what he needed from me.

Drops of his precum leaked onto my tongue, filling my senses with the salty taste of his arousal, and I sucked even harder in my attempt to earn more of those drops.

Anthony dropped his head back against the couch and braced his feet on the floor as he began thrusting up into my mouth. His hard rod throbbed wildly, and I could tell by the way his body started shaking that he was so very close to the edge. So I reached up and cupped his balls in my hand, gently massaging the heavy orbs. I was hungry, and I wanted nothing more than for my husband to feed me with a big load of his hot cum.

But just when I thought he was about to explode, he pulled my head up until my lips slipped off his cock completely. A groan of frustration escaped me as I gasped for air. His impressive cock was standing up from his body, every inch of it glistening with my saliva, and I needed to keep sucking. But his firm grip on my hair stopped me.

“The only place I want to cum right now, Lucy, is in your wet little pussy,” he groaned. “So that when you go out looking for another man to fuck, you’ll already be full of your husband’s cum.”

His words made me moan, and I quickly got to my feet, slipping out of my shorts and my wet little panties. I made a move to straddle his thighs, but he placed a gentle hand on my stomach to stop me.

“No, baby. Take everything off. I want to see your perfect tits bouncing in my face while you are riding my cock.”

“I do love the way you think,” I said, grinning wickedly at him as I scrambled backwards off his lap.

While he watched me with a hungry gaze, his rock hard cock in his hand, I pulled off my t-shirt and reached behind to unclasp my bra. As I pulled it off, I palmed my breasts, cupping them together in a way that made him moan loudly.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Now get over here and slide down on my dick, baby. It’s time for me to fuck you and fill you with cum.”

I climbed back into his lap, wasting no time in gripping his cock gently in my hand so I could hold it steady as I lowered myself down onto it. We both moaned loudly as his cock stretched my tight pussy. He always felt so damn perfect inside me, like I’d been made for him, and I could never seem to get enough.

Once I was fully seated on his hard meat, I placed my hands on his shoulders and began moving up and down. My pussy was so damn wet that he was able to slide in and out of me easily, filling me over and over again with his thick cock.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You feel so perfect. You always do, Anthony.”

He moaned and gripped my hips almost painfully, helping me bounce hard enough on his cock that it made my tits bounce. Anthony let out a low growl, then leaned forward to take a hardened nipple into his mouth.

I placed a hand on the back of his head, holding him close to my breast while he licked and nibbled at the hard little bud in his mouth. Each time his teeth grazed against my nipple, it sent jolts of electricity through my body and down to my pussy.

“Oh god, don’t stop, love,” I moaned. “I’m so close. I’m so fucking close.”

He captured my nipple between his teeth, tugging on it hard enough that pain mingled with the pleasure building within my body to create a heady mix of sensations.

“Cum on my cock, Lucy,” he growled. “Now. Cum now, baby.”

I was helpless to do anything but obey as the first wave of pleasure washed over me, consuming my entire body. I shuddered and moaned, holding even tighter to him as I surrendered to my climax.

At the same time, I felt his body quake beneath me, then his cock pulsed wildly as he came inside me. His grip tightened on my hips hard enough that I knew I’d have bruises from it, but I didn’t care. I kept riding his cock hard and fast until we were both sated and I had collapsed against him, gasping for air.

He held me close, his cock still buried inside my warm wet cunt even though it was softening after his release.

“That was so perfect, baby. Now, when we go out in a little while, you’ll have your husband’s cum dripping from your pretty little pussy.”

I grinned softly. “And where will we be going in a little while?” I asked.

“There’s some live music in the bar tonight, so I thought we could go. I expect it’s going to be busy, so it would be a great time for us to meet new people.”

I chuckled. “You mean a great time for us to find a willing victim?”

Anthony laughed. “Have you looked in the mirror recently, Lucy? I promise you, any man you set your sights on will be thanking their lucky stars.”

I giggled and cuddled close to him, enjoying the warmth of his embrace for a little longer before it was time to get ready to go out.
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The evening had been fantastic. Anthony and I had met another couple who were in their mid-twenties, Lara and Ian, who were new to the hotwife lifestyle. The four of us had had drinks together while we talked about our experiences with other men. Lara’s only experience had been at the Hideaway just the day before, and they were still brimming with excitement over it.

In the background, a band had been playing songs, mostly soft rock power ballads reminiscent of those from the eighties, and I’d loved every minute of it. Not least of all because the singer, who was also probably in his mid-twenties just like our new friends, had a gorgeous voice that made my pussy purr and the kind of body that made me want to go wild with him.

At forty-seven, I’d had more than my fair share of younger men, and I knew I could teach that singer a thing or two about sex if I ever got my hands on him. It was a shame that the band must have been hired in for the evening and so weren’t available to ‘entertain the married women’, as Anthony had put it earlier.

“Shall we go, baby?” Anthony asked as the band started packing away their equipment and the other couples began leaving the bar.

Lara and Ian had already left about thirty minutes ago, and if I read them correctly, they had probably gone back to their villa to fuck each other senseless after talking about their hotwife adventure had got them all worked up.

“Sure,” I said, standing up and wrapping my arm around Anthony’s waist so we could walk out in each other’s arms. “It’s been an amazing night.”

“It sure has, he agreed.

We had to pass by the pool on the walk back to our own little villa, and Anthony pulled me over to the loungers where we’d been sitting earlier in the day.

“How about we sit out here for a while and enjoy the view of the night stars?” he suggested. “It was so loud in there that a bit of peace and quiet might help my ears to stop ringing.”

I laughed softly. “I think that means you must be getting old, love.”

He grinned at me and I settled into the lounger, taking a deep breath as I relaxed. My ears were ringing too, after all the loud music and shouting to be heard over it. I might be able to hold my own with the younger generation when it came to sex, but in a lot of other ways, I was starting to feel my age. Perhaps I really did need to find a sexy younger man to make me feel young again while we were on vacation.

“Hey, are you Anthony and Lucy?” I heard a husky voice ask from somewhere behind us.

I turned and looked to see who it was, and gasped when I recognised the man walking towards us as the singer of the band.

A smug grin spread across Anthony’s face, and I had a feeling he had something to do with this.

“We are!” Anthony said as he stood up, walking over the greet the other guy with an outstretched hand. “Thanks for agreeing to come and meet with us. My wife couldn’t seem to keep her eyes off you for the whole performance.”

“Anthony!” I squealed, feeling my face grow red.

The singer laughed, and after shaking Anthony’s hand, he walked over to me to take my hand, bringing it to his lips and placing a kiss on my knuckles.

“It’s fine,” he said, perching on the edge of the lounger beside me, keeping hold of my hand. “In case you hadn’t realised, I became a singer because I like all the attention.” He winked at me, and I had to hold back a whimper. “I’m Max, by the way.”

He really was gorgeous, with his dirty blond hair that was almost down to his shoulders and a crooked grin that could melt panties from at least a mile away. And now I was closer to him, the lights around the pool made his green eyes seem dazzling.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Max. So, you came here looking for us? Why was that?”

“Because I heard a rumour that you might like to spend some time with me tonight. And after you were pointed out to me in the audience, there was no way I’d turn down an opportunity to spend the evening with a beautiful woman like you.”

“Oh,” I said, both surprised and flattered by his words. “How did you arrange that?” I asked Anthony, turning towards my husband.

He chuckled softly. “I saw you staring at Max all evening and knew he was perfect for you. So I asked the bartender if he was on the staff here or if he was off-limits to the wives. And then the nice bartender helped me organise it all as a surprise.”

I grinned widely, turning back to Max. “My husband is the best. Not only did he arrange this whole vacation as a surprise for me, but then he arranged to bring me a delicious treat like you. I am spoiled rotten, but I love it.”

Reaching out, I gripped the front of Max’s t-shirt and pulled him towards me until our lips met. He let out a little growl against my lips and a shiver of lust ran down my spine. I always loved it when my lovers proved to be a little bit feral.

He nipped gently at my lower lip, and a heat began building between my thighs. “I think it looks like you’re the delicious treat, Lucy. In fact, I’d like to test that theory.”

Max placed a hand on my knee and slowly moved it higher up my inner thigh. I spread my legs eagerly for him, showing the younger man just how much I welcomed his touch. My dress rode up higher with his hand, and soon enough his fingers brushed against my bare lower lips.

Max let out a low groan. “No panties tonight, Lucy? I like that.”

“Mmmm,” I moaned as his fingers began exploring my soft flesh. “And I like it when you touch me.”

He grinned at me when he brushed gentle fingertips against my clit, forcing a soft gasp from me.

“Good, because I was planning to keep touching you for the rest of the night.”

My only response was a moan as he expertly toyed with my clit, creating intense tingling sensations between my thighs. But he suddenly pulled his hand away and my face instantly sculpted itself into a frown.

“Why did you stop?” I asked. “It’s not the end of the night yet, is it?”

“Oh no, far from it. But I wanted to see if I was right about you being a delicious treat.”

While holding my gaze, he brought the wet fingers to his lips and flicked his tongue against them. I watched, mesmerised as his tongue moved sensually over the glistening digits, and the guttural moan that emerged from him as he enjoyed the taste of my arousal was enough to make my pussy quiver.

“It seems I was right,” he said. “But in the name of science, I should probably perform a more thorough test to make sure. Don’t you agree?”

God, Max really was a fucking treat. “Definitely. In the name of science, of course.”

I relaxed back in the lounger and pulled my dress up around my waist, spreading my legs wide to display my wet cunt to his hungry gaze. He stood there for a moment, looking down at that spot between my thighs, then he lowered to his knees on the floor beside me.

I cast a quick glance towards Anthony, who was watching with a dark lust in his eyes, and he nodded his head towards Max, letting me know the younger man should be the object of my attention right now. I was, of course, more than happy to oblige.

With a grin on my face, I gripped Max’s t-shirt again, tugging on it to bring his face close to mine. I flicked my tongue against his lip, resisting the urge to kiss him deeply only because I wanted to find out how good he could make me feel with his mouth.

“The experiment will only be fair if you let me taste you afterwards, though. So keep that in mind, Max.”

He chuckled softly. “I think I am okay with that, beautiful.”

Without another word, Max turned his attention to my exposed pussy, dragging a finger along my wet slit a few times before sliding it slowly inside me. I let out a moan and arched up from the lounger, feeling my cunt squeezing around his finger.

“God, you’re so wet,” he groaned.

He lowered his head between my thighs, teasing my clit with the tip of his tongue while he fucked me with his finger. I whimpered and writhed, feeling the pleasurable sensations building at my core.

When he slid a second finger in with his first, the digits stretched me wider, making me feel each hard thrust even more. While fucking me hard and fast with his fingers, his lips sealed around my clit, causing my hips to buck up from the lounger.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned breathlessly. “That feels so good. Don’t stop, baby. Make me cum.”

I reached down, gripping his long hair tightly in both hands while I rolled my hips, rubbing myself frantically against his mouth. He moaned loudly, the sound vibrating around my clit in a way that made my head spin.

Max curled his fingers, hitting the sensitive spot deep inside me with each thrust. That, along with his mouth sucking voraciously on my clit, pushed me quickly over the edge. An intense pleasure washed over me, and I couldn’t hold back my loud moans, even though I knew my sounds of pleasure could bring attention to us by the pool.

I heard Anthony groaning softly as he watched, and I met his gaze over Max’s head while he kept using his mouth and fingers to draw out the pleasure for as long as he could.

He didn’t stop until I was laid limp and breathless on the lounger, my body shuddering with little aftershocks of pleasure. Then he lifted his head, grinning at me with glistening lips before licking the moisture away.

The sight of him doing that made me groan as my cunt quivered with lust for him. He really was a sexy thing.

“You were beyond delicious, Lucy,” he said in a low voice. “I may need to have another taste.”

“But we had a deal, didn’t we? You get to taste me, and then I get to taste you in return. How else are we going to know which one of us is the most delicious?”

He smirked at me. “I think for us to really know that, the same person would have to taste both of us.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Shhhh, that’s just a technicality, Max. I’m only trying to make sure I get to suck your dick tonight. Is that so wrong?”

I reached out and cupped the large bulge in the front of his shorts in my hand, moaning softly as I felt his cock twitch in response to my touch.

“I’m glad you're having a good time out here,” came a woman’s voice suddenly from somewhere just outside the reach of the lights surrounding the pool. We all jumped, and I quickly pulled my hand away. “But don’t you think this is the kind of fun you should be having somewhere a little less public?”

Anthony jumped up from his lounger, quickly pushing his cock back into his shorts. He must have been enjoying the show Max and I were putting on for him.

“I’m sorry, Holly,” he said quickly. “We just got a bit carried away.”

Oh shit. It was Holly.

The owner of the resort.
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Holly stepped out into the light, grinning at the three of us while I quickly tugged my dress down and tried to make myself look respectable.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, dismissing the apology with a wave of her hand. “You’re not the first people I’ve caught in action in public at night, and I doubt you’ll be the last. Hell, it’s not even the first time I’ve caught Max getting up to no good.”

Max huffed. “I’ll have you know, the women here always tell me that I’m very good.” He grinned and winked at the owner of the resort, and she smirked back at him.

“Oh, I saw that last time when I stayed to watch. That poor woman could barely walk by the time you were done with her.”

“You like to watch?” Anthony asked Holly. “In that case, you’re welcome to stay.”

Holly giggled and stepped even closer. “I am a bit of a voyeur, now that you come to mention it. If Lucy enjoys having an audience, I’d be honoured to stay.”

I grinned at Holly, my gaze moving over her curves that looked exquisite in a thin summer dress. “Of course you can stay, Holly. You’re a voyeur, and I’m an exhibitionist, so we make the perfect team!”

Max leaned closer for a moment to whisper in my ear. “Do you like women as well as men, Lucy?”

“I sure do,” I answered, thinking that the way I’d been staring at the beautiful woman a second ago must have been more subtle that I realised.

Max turned his attention back to Holly. “Maybe you could help us with a little science experiment we were just working on, Holly?”

She laughed and rolled her eyes, crossing her arms in a way that squeezed her breasts together and made her cleavage even more pronounced. “I know it’s been a long time since I studied anything, but even I know I did not just walk in on a science experiment.”

I grinned, seeing where Max was going with this. “You see, Holly,” I continued, “we were having a little fight about which one of us was the most delicious treat. Max tasted me and said I was delicious, and I was about to return the favour. But as he correctly pointed out, for it to be a fair test, we would need to be tasted by the same person.”

Holly's pretty pink lips curved up into a wide smile. “Oh, I see what you mean. Well, I’m happy to be the impartial reviewer of both flavours.”

My pussy quivered at the thought of being eaten out by the stunning woman in front of me. This was going to be one hell of a fun experiment. Much better than the ones we always carried out at school.

Anthony clapped his hands, then rubbed them together with obvious glee. “I’ve always loved it when you told me what you did with your girlfriends, but this will be my first time watching you with another woman, and I can’t wait.”

Holly smiled at my husband and walked over to where we were all sitting. “You’ve watched Lucy with other men before?” she asked him.

“I have a few times, and any time she’s had fun without me being there, she’s always told me all about it. Whether it was with a man or a woman.”

“Then you are in for a treat tonight, my love,” I said, smiling widely at Anthony. “Now you’ll get to watch me with both of these gorgeous people.”

He nodded his head, his eyes shining brightly in the darkness, and he leaned back in his sun lounger, rubbing his hard cock through his shorts. “Then shall we get this show started?” he suggested.

I blew him a kiss, then turned back to Holly, leaning closer to her. “I was just about to get my first taste of Max, so how about we share and suck him off together?”

Max let out a groan as he listened to us talking, and I could see his hard cock straining against the fabric of his shorts.

“I think that sounds perfect, Lucy,” she replied, and took my hand in hers.

We both lowered to our knees in front of Max while he pushed his shorts down to the ground, freeing his hard cock from its confines. Both Holly and I whimpered at the sight of him. He was the very definition of well endowed. Eight inches or so, if I had to guess, with a thick shaft covered in veins. It was throbbing right in front of our faces, and even though I’d offered to share, I was suddenly feeling greedy for the first taste.

I leaned forward, twirling my tongue around the engorged head, enjoying the way his hard meat throbbed even more at my touch. Max let out a low groan, which suddenly grew louder as I took him into the wet heat of my mouth, suckling eagerly on the crown.

Holly leaned in too, and I was aware of her closeness as she took one of Max’s heavy testicles into her mouth to suckle on it just as hungrily as I was sucking his cock.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, reaching down to place a hand on both our heads.

His hips bucked, and he pushed himself deeper into my mouth. A drop of precum dripped onto my tongue, filling my senses with the musky taste of his arousal. I couldn’t help but moan around him, loving every moment of having such an amazing cock deep inside my mouth.

After a few more moments, I reluctantly let his cock fall from my lips, knowing I needed to make good on my offer to share. Holly quickly took my place, sliding her lips down over Max’s cock to slurp on his hard length like a hungry little slut. Watching her with her pretty lips stretched around his cock made my pussy ache. God, no wonder Anthony loved watching me suck another man’s cock so much. I’d had no idea it was this hot.

“I’m starting to see the appeal of watching now,” I said in a breathless voice. “You look so sexy with a big hard cock in your mouth, Holly.” She moaned around his rod, but didn’t stop sucking.

Looking over at my husband, I saw he had his hard cock in his hand, stroking it slowly while he met my gaze. Without looking away from him, I reached over to Holly, cupping one of her voluptuous tits in my hand. Judging by the way her hard little nipple was poking against the thin cotton of her summer dress, she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

She let out another moan, the sound muffled by Max’s cock as he began thrusting his hips, sliding his hard meat in and out of her mouth. The sight of it had me dripping, and as much as I craved to have my mouth fucked too, watching Holly was so fucking erotic that there was no way I was going to stop what she was doing.

Instead, I pulled down the thin spaghetti straps on her dress so that the garment pooled around her waist, displaying her perfect breasts. Unable to resist, I leaned down and took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking the hard bud until I felt a shiver run down her spine.

“God, your tits are perfect, Holly,” I moaned. “You focus on his cock. I’ve found something else I need to worship right now.”

Her moans continued to flow, while I cupped her tits in both my hands, squeezing them together so her nipples were jutting out in a tempting display. I took one back into my mouth, nibbling gently on the stiff peak until she was moaning and writhing.

Above me, I could hear Max grunting loudly as he pumped his hips, fucking Holly’s sweet mouth harder and faster as he grew close to his climax. Meanwhile, I moved back and forth between Holly’s tits, lavishing them both with attention until her flesh glistened with my saliva.

Then a loud roar filled the air as he erupted inside Holly’s mouth and I pulled back to watch, seeing the base of his shaft pulse with each rope of cum that he fed to my new friend. I groaned softly at the sight.

Holly kept sucking desperately until she’d drained every drop of Max’s cum, then she slipped her lips off his dick. She turned to grin at me, licking her lips.

“He really is delicious,” she said. “But now it’s time for me to see if you taste even better.” Holly dropped her voice to a husky whisper. “For some reason, I think you will.”

Her eyes were dark with lust as she moved over me, gently guiding me onto my back so I was laid on the ground beneath her. Holly pressed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I let out a moan as I realised she’d kept some of Max’s cum in her mouth for me, and we shared the treat during hungry kisses.

But then she trailed her lips lower, kissing down the length of my neck while pulling my dress down. She ravaged my breasts with kisses and licks until my nipples were so hard they became sore from all the attention. By now, my cunt was on fire with a need for relief, but luckily, Holly seemed all too happy to help.

She settled with her head between my thighs, looking up at me as she pushed the lower half of my dress up out of the way. When her gaze moved down to my pussy, Holly let out a moan.

“Such a pretty pussy,” she said, running a fingertip through slick folds.

“It is,” Max agreed. “But trust me. Lucy tastes even better than she looks.”

“Time for me to find out for myself,” she said, her pretty eyes dark with lust as she lowered her head between my thighs.

Holly dragged the flat of her tongue over my slit, moaning against my pussy in such a way that the sound vibrated straight through me, causing all kinds of pleasurable sensations. I reached down, tangling my fingers in her long locks while I moved my hips to work myself against her tongue.

Jolts of pleasure shot through my entire body as she kept licking, making sure to flick the tip of her tongue against my clit each time she reached the top of my opening.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, barely able to catch my breath as Holly worked her magic. “That feels so damn good. Don’t stop, beautiful. God, I need to cum so badly.”

When I lifted my head up off the ground to look down at Holly, I realised she was looking up at me from between my thighs. The moment our eyes met, she stopped licking and sealed her lips around my clit.

She started sucking on the sensitive bundle of nerves, and it was as if electricity was shooting through my entire body, making me buck and shudder under the onslaught of such intense sensations.

Max came to sit beside me on the floor, and I could see his spent cock was already twitching a little, slowly coming back to life while he watched Holly feast on my pussy. I reached out, taking his dick into my hand so I could slowly stroke it. After Holly was finished, I was going to need him to fuck me, so it was only fair I helped to make him fully hard again.

“She tastes good, doesn’t she, Holly?” he grunted, as his cock pulsed a little within my gentle grip.

Holly moaned and nodded her head.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, and my climax surged up inside of me, filling every inch of my body until I exploded, screaming into the quiet night air. Waves of pleasure slammed into me over and over again, stealing my breath away until my screams went quiet and all I could handle were silent moans.

I bucked my hips, grinding myself frantically against her mouth, while Holly tried her best to keep suckling my clit during all my movements.

It felt like my orgasm went on for several minutes, although, in reality, it was probably a lot shorter than that. But when it finally faded, I was left gasping for air, frantically trying to fill my lungs after such an intense orgasm.

“Oh god,” I groaned, feeling my entire body trembling. “That was amazing, Holly.”

She lifted her head and grinned at me, before crawling on top of me, our lips meeting once more in a passionate kiss. The taste of my juices mingled on our lips, making me moan.

Then a loud beeping sound filled the air.

With a groan, Holly climbed off me and moved to the lounger where she’d dropped her purse earlier in the evening to pull out her phone. She looked at the screen, and her face screwed up into a frown.

“Damn it,” she grumbled. “I need to go and deal with a problem. So I’ll leave you all to enjoy the rest of your evening.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you for joining us for a while. I enjoyed it a lot.” I flashed her a wicked grin, and she laughed.

“How long are you staying here for, Lucy?” she asked, while pulling the straps of her dress back up into place.

“A week,” Anthony answered for me.

“Perfect,” Holly replied. “Then make sure you come spend some more time with me before you go home.” She winked at me before rushing away.
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Chapter Four
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Iturned towards Max, smiling seductively at him. “I suppose this means I have you all to myself again. Such a shame.”

He chuckled softly. “A shame indeed. But I’m sure you’ll be okay.”

I crawled to where he was sitting, noticing he was almost fully hard again already. So I straddled his lap, brushing my slick folds against the length of his shaft. He gasped softly, and I felt his dick twitch against my core.

“Yeah, I’m sure I’ll be fine,” I said, grinning at him before taking hold of his t-shirt and pulling it off over his head. “Especially once I’m riding your cock hard and fast.”

He groaned softly, running his hands up my sides while I wrapped my arms around his neck. With my dress bunched up around my waist, it meant my bare breasts pressed up against his chest, and I whimpered as my hard nipples scraped against his firm pecs.

I couldn’t help but roll my hips, grinding my clit against his rapidly hardening shaft while looking into his eyes. Soft moans were coming from the direction of my husband, and judging by his ragged breathing, he was jerking off while he watched.

“I think you’re ready for me, baby,” I said, while reaching down to gently wrap my fingers around his shaft.

Max gripped my ass cheeks, digging his fingers into the firm flesh as he lifted me up. “I sure am, beautiful. Now, what were you saying just now about riding my dick hard and fast?”

The head of his cock teased against my slick opening, forcing a soft gasp from my lips. “Let me show you, Max.”

I lowered myself down slowly, taking his big cock inside me inch by inch. A low growl emerged from him, and I felt him throbbing as I enveloped him in the wet heat of my cunt.

Once I’d taken all of him inside me, I stayed down on him, rolling my hips to grind on his dick. While staring into my eyes, he moved his hand to my ass and gave one rounded cheek a firm smack.

“Ride it,” he commanded, his jaw set in a firm line. “Now.”

I grinned at him, still grinding a moment longer before I began moving my hips up and down, bouncing on his cock enthusiastically. His dick felt so damn perfect every time I slammed down on it, taking every thick inch of his hard meat into my pussy, that I started moving faster.

“That feels so fucking good,” he grunted through gritted teeth. “But I think I know what will feel better.”

Max wrapped an arm around my waist and moved to lay me down on my back on the floor, holding his dick deep inside me the whole time.

Once he had me in position, he gripped my ankles and pushed my knees up to my chest, opening me up perfectly to his thrusts. He began pumping his hips, slamming his dick into me over and over at a merciless pace.

“Oh fuck, yes Max!” I moaned loudly. “Harder! Fuck me harder, baby. I need to cum on your dick.”

His jaw tensed and he pounded my pussy harder, making me cry out each time he rammed it deep inside me. My cunt gripped his big cock tight like a fist, and I could feel him throbbing within my grip.

“Don’t worry, beautiful. I’m gonna make you cum so fucking hard.”

He pushed my knees even closer to my chest, bending me in the process and forcing my ass up off the floor beneath me. Now he had me at the perfect angle that the head of his cock was rubbing against my g-spot with every movement. It felt so fucking good that my head was spinning and I was moaning loudly.

I wanted to beg him to fuck me even harder, to make sure I was sore by the time he was finished with me, but it was impossible to find the words. Every thrust sent me soaring higher, pushing me closer to that precipice as the pleasure built rapidly. Trembles moved over my body as I lost all control of myself, and all I could do was hold on tightly to my thighs, keeping myself open to his powerful movements.

Soon enough, my orgasm hit me, making me cry out incoherently into the dark night as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I shuddered violently all over, and my cunt clamped down tight around Max’s perfect dick.

After a few more thrusts, Max’s loud moans mingled with mine in the night air as his cock pulsed, and he unloaded his cum into my quivering pussy. He kept pounding me hard through our joined bliss, drawing my orgasm out for as long as he could, before he finally released his hold on my ankles and collapsed on top of me.

We were both panting hard and trembling all over, and I wrapped my arms around him to hold him close while he nuzzled his face against the soft pillow of my breasts. I glanced over at my husband, who was watching us intently, his eyes practically glowing with lust as the lights around the pool illuminated his features. Luckily, he’d saved himself for me, and his cock was still rock hard in his fist. Although he was no longer stroking himself anymore. No doubt he’d stopped so he would be able to fuck me and claim me properly once Max had gone.

Max pressed gentle kisses over my breasts, flicking his tongue against the generous mounds of flesh; then he moved up into a sitting position. His cock slipped free of my pussy, and I let out a small whimper.

“I had so much fun, Lucy,” he said, grinning at me as I remained laid on the floor with my legs spread wide and his cum seeping out of my pussy. “But I think Anthony needs you right now. So maybe look out for me while you’re here at the Hideaway, but now you should go take care of him.”

He leaned down to kiss my lips tenderly, then stood, finding his t-shirt, which had been left discarded on the floor and putting it on.

“Thank you for such an amazing night, Max,” I said, grinning up at him. “It was perfect.”

“It really was,” he said, flashing me a wink before disappearing in the same direction Holly had gone earlier.

Anthony got up from his lounger, his hard cock jutting out lewdly from his body in a way that made my mouth water. While I loved having fun with other men, I never craved anybody’s dick as much as I craved my husbands. The others were for fun, but this was the man I loved with all my heart, so my craving for him consumed every part of my body.

He reached a hand out to me and I took it, letting him help pull me up to my feet. Then he guided me over to the nearest lounger, pushing me down onto my knees before bending me over it. I spread my legs wider, giving him the perfect view of my cum-filled pussy, and he let out a growl.

“That pretty little cunt of yours has been well-used today, but I hope it can take one more pounding, baby. Because it’s time for me to claim back your pussy with a good, hard fucking.”

I let out a soft moan and wriggled my hips side to side, feeling the warmth of Max’s cum dribbling down my inner thigh. “I need it, my love,” I whimpered. “Fuck me, please!”

My pussy was so ready for him. I ached for him in a way I never ached for anybody else. And when he lowered to his knees behind me, my pussy quivered in anticipation of being reclaimed hard.

Anthony teased a finger through my drenched folds, moaning softly as the digit must have become quickly covered with Max’s seed.

“Look at you. So full of cum, baby,” he grunted. “But I know you can take one more load, can’t you?”

I nodded frantically, and let out a loud moan when he pulled his finger away and replaced it with the head of his dick. “I need you inside me, Anthony. Just fuck me. Please.”

“Well, seeing as you asked so nicely, baby, how could I refuse?”

He slammed his hips forward, filling me with one fluid motion, and I let out a loud cry. His cock might not have been quite as thick as Max’s, but it was longer, and it filled me perfectly, as if my body was made for him.

Anthony held his cock deep inside me for a moment while he gathered my long dark hair in his fist, then he tugged roughly, forcing me to arch my spine and look up at the dark night sky overhead. I let out a groan, squirming needily as I waited for him to give me what I needed.

After another few long moments of making me wait, he finally began moving his hips. A guttural moan escaped me as he slowly slid his cock almost all the way out of my tight, wet hole before slamming it deep again. He repeated the motions, filling me hard and deep with each forward motion. Hard enough to make me cry out and to push the lounger forward each time.

But it wasn’t long before he lost the control needed to move at such a pace, and soon enough, he was pounding my pussy mercilessly, fucking me hard enough to take my breath away.

I gripped tightly to the edge of the lounger, my loud moans filling the air as my husband claimed my pussy with reckless abandon. Another orgasm was already quickly rising up inside me, and when Anthony brought a hand beneath me to rub frantically at my clit, I shattered apart.

Ripples of ecstasy filled my body, making me shudder and scream my husband’s name as an intense climax consumed me entirely. He kept fucking me hard while rubbing at the sensitive bundle of nerves, pushing me deeper into the blissful sensations until my voice was hoarse from all the primal sounds of pleasure he ripped from me.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, leaning over me and pressing his lips to my ear. “Cum on my dick.”

Suddenly, Anthony’s movements grew erratic and he let out a loud moan as his cock erupted inside me, filling me with another load of his hot seed. He pumped his hips frantically, his grip on my hair growing so tight it made my scalp sting, but he didn’t stop until he’d emptied himself inside me completely.

He released his grip on my hair, and my head fell back down onto the lounger while I gasped for air. His lips trailed along my spine, covering my bare skin in gentle kisses while he wrapped his arms around my waist.

“That was an amazing night,” he whispered. “Thank you for everything.”

I smiled softly, a little whimper escaping my lips. “Thank you for bringing me here, my love. And for being willing to share me with others.”

Anthony laughed quietly. “Of course I’m happy to share you. I wouldn’t want to miss out on all this fun. Besides, I know that your heart belongs to me and always will.”

“It does,” I agreed, knowing his words were the absolute truth.

“I can’t wait to see what tomorrow brings,” he said. “I wonder how many men you’ll be able to fuck while we’re here.”

I let out a soft groan before laughing. “How many men do you want me to fuck?” I asked.

“As many as you can, baby,” he said. “And maybe you’ll get some more time with Holly, too.”

I grinned. “It sounds like I’m going to need another vacation afterwards to recover from this one.”

“Maybe, but I know that won’t stop you from having as much fun as possible at the Hotwife Hideaway.”

And he was right.
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Chapter One
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Leah:

I heard Dylan’s car roll into the driveway just as I was putting the lasagne in the oven, and I felt the usual rapid flutter in my chest that I still felt every day, even after being married to him for almost a decade. It was amazing to still feel so much excitement for him after all that time, and I had to guess he felt the same about me considering the enthusiasm he greeted me with every day when he got home from his job at the bank.

I washed my hands and got to the front door just as he stepped inside. Dylan smiled widely when he saw me and scooped me up in his arms.

“Hi, Leah,” he said, while peppering gentle kisses along the side of my neck. I tilted my head to the side, giving him better access, and a little shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Hi, love. How was your day?”

Dylan chuckled and set me gently back down on my feet. “It was quite a day, and now I am famished.”

He ran his gaze up and down my body to let me know he wasn’t talking about being hungry for food, and my pussy quivered in response. I grinned and moved to grab his hand, thinking we had a little time before dinner would be ready. But he spoiled my plans by tugging me into the kitchen and sitting down at the table before pulling me into his lap.

“I met up with Robin for lunch today,” Dylan said, “and the launch of his new club is happening Saturday night. He’s invited us both. It should be a fun night, so what do you say, sweetheart?”

I wrinkled my nose slightly, unable to hide the distaste I felt at the mention of the club. “But isn’t that a swinger’s club?” I asked. “I don’t think we really belong there, do you? Surely that’s for unhappy couples who are just looking for reasons to be with other people for a while.”

Dylan laughed and shook his head. “Of course it isn’t, Leah. Robin has been my best friend since high school, and he’s been into swinging for most of his adult life. Look how happy he is with Megan. They are the epitome of a happy marriage. He says it just adds some spice to their life.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so,” I said, reluctant to admit he was right about how happily married his friend was. It had surprised me when I’d first met them and they’d admitted they were swingers. They seemed like any regular married couple. “But maybe things aren’t great and they are just good at hiding it.”

“Definitely not,” he replied. “I have never seen Robin happier than he’s been since meeting Megan. Besides, you shouldn’t judge people for the choices they make. If swinging makes them happy, then that’s their business.” Dylan paused for a moment, chuckling to himself. “And it’s quite literally their business now they have opened the club.”

The corners of my lips turned up into a grin as I leaned in to kiss him gently. “Okay, I’m sorry. You’re right. I shouldn’t judge them. They are consenting adults, and should be allowed to do whatever they want. But I’m still not sure it’s a good idea to go to the launch, though.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, his fingers trailing higher up my leg until the tips were peeking under the hem of my skirt.

“Because it’s a swinger’s club, so there will be expectations about the people who are there. Won’t people expect us to, you know, do stuff with others if we go?”

Dylan flashed me a wicked grin. “Would that really be such a bad thing? I think you’d look beautiful in the arms of another man.”

I laughed and gently slapped his arm, feeling my face turn hot. “Stop teasing me like that. You know you don’t mean that, really.”

He continued to grin at me as he wrapped his arms tight around my waist and stood up before laying me down on top of the kitchen table. Now this was more like it. I locked my legs around his waist, keeping him close while he trailed kisses from my neck down to the modest amount of cleavage being shown off by my dress.

Each little kiss increased the fluttering sensations between my thighs, and it wasn’t long before I was writhing beneath him.

“Okay, I’m sorry for teasing you. But, in all seriousness, Robin is my best friend, and he’s been working hard to get this business started up. I would really love to support him by being there on the first night. If it’s not your kind of thing, I don’t mind going on my own.”

“Oh no, I don’t think so, Dylan,” I said, faking a frown.

A look of hurt flashed across his face as he stood upright. “You don’t trust me, Leah? I swear I would never cheat on you.”

I reached out and took hold of his tie, wrapping it around my hand over and over to slowly draw him back down to me. A playful grin tugged at my lips, and he visibly relaxed. “Of course I trust you, love. It’s all the women there who I don’t trust. Have you seen how damn good you look in a suit? They would all be flocking around you, begging for your attention. I’d better go with you to keep you safe.”

Dylan laughed and pressed his lips against mine. “And I’d better keep you safe, too. I know that when all the guys there see you, they won’t be able to resist flirting with you.”

A soft gasp escaped me as I felt his cock stirring to life, straining against my pussy through our clothing. I wriggled as much as I could, enjoying the tingles it created whenever I rubbed myself against his hardness.

“That sounds perfect. We can look after each other, just like we always do.”

“So you’ll come with me then?” he asked, an adorable look of hope on his face.

I couldn’t help but smile. “I will. And you’re right, Dylan. We should support our friends in their new business venture. I’m sorry for being so silly about all this.”

Dylan tenderly kissed my forehead. “It’s okay. But now it’s time for dinner. I’m starving.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, love. The lasagne isn’t going to be ready for at least another 30 minutes.”

He pulled up a chair between my parted thighs and sat down on it. “Why would I want lasagne when I’ve got the most delicious looking meal right in front of me?”

I lifted my head up from the table, letting out a quiet moan as I saw his dark eyes burning with desire.

Dylan pushed my dress up around my waist and tugged my panties to one side, exposing my bare pussy lips to his hungry gaze. My entire body quivered, waiting for him to do something. Anything. The way he was staring between my thighs had me feeling desperate for his touch.

Finally, he lowered his head, slowly gliding his tongue through my slick folds. Dylan’s moans vibrated against my aching flesh, and I reached down to tangle my fingers in his hair to pull him closer. He sealed his lips over my clit, licking and suckling on the little bud to coax it out from under its hood.

My back arched up off the table as his tongue brushed against that sensitive bundle of nerves, and I couldn’t hold back a loud moan. Dylan gently teased my clit while pressing two fingers against my wet opening, pushing the digits slowly inside me.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please don’t stop. It feels so damn good, Dylan.” I was surprised to hear how breathless I was already, although perhaps I shouldn’t have been. My husband had been attentive over the years and he knew how to work my body like a finely tuned instrument.

Dylan pumped his fingers slowly in and out of me, curling them so his fingertips rubbed against that sensitive spot deep inside. I gripped his hair tighter, losing all control of myself as the sensations between my thighs grew more intense. My body moved instinctively as I ground myself against his face, eager to get myself off.

More of his moans flowed against my clit, creating the most pleasant vibrations against the engorged button, and he pumped his fingers vigorously into my wet cavern. I rocked my hips, working myself against his mouth and fingers, my own moans filling the air as I got closer to the edge.

Dylan’s mouth started a fire between my thighs that soon spread outwards from my core, enveloping my entire body in an intense heat. I gasped his name when the first wave of pleasure rolled over me, sweeping me up in my climax. My body shuddered, and I writhed across the table as the intensity almost became too much.

But he kept up the merciless pace of his fingers, fucking me hard with the digits while my inner walls convulsed around them. And his mouth never left my clit, no matter how much I wriggled. Dylan drew out the orgasm with his expert ministrations until I was breathless and limp on the kitchen table.

When he was finished with me, he brushed his lips against my inner thighs with tender kisses, and I could feel my wetness coating his skin.

“Hmmm, do you think I’ve got time for seconds before dinner is ready?” he asked, his glistening lips curling up into a devilish grin.

I groaned softly, not sure I could handle another orgasm so quickly. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re greedy? I asked, holding back a chuckle.

“Only you,” he replied with a shrug. “But you’ve always seemed to like it when I get greedy with you.”

He lowered his head between my thighs once more, and I closed my eyes, moaning softly as I surrendered to his hunger.
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Chapter Two

[image: ]

Dylan:

In the couple of days since I’d first mentioned the launch of Robin’s club, Leah’s attitude had changed from being unsure if we should go, to her demanding that she go out and buy a new dress for the occasion so she could look her best.

I didn’t complain about that, of course. I made good money at the bank, and Leah more than deserved a new dress. Plus, she had picked out the slinkiest little black dress she could, and it showed off all her curves to mouth-watering perfection.

When she’d tried the dress on for me, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about how much all the other men at the club would want her, and it had made me rock hard. I’d wanted to take her then and there while she was still wearing the dress, but she’d insisted on taking it off so we didn’t make a mess of it before Saturday night.

Now it was Saturday night, and we were heading into the club. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. Perhaps my view of swinging had been jaded by my wife, as I’d thought it would be a dark and dingy place. But I was surprised by how light and modern it was, with large mirrors all around, and an upscale oak bar that seemed to be stocked with all the most expensive spirits.

“Wow, this place looks amazing,” Leah said, turning to look at me with a wide smile on her face. “Let’s dance!”

I laughed and let her lead me onto the dance floor. There was no way I could resist her when she looked this happy. Or this hot. I pulled her close to me, swaying side to side in time with the music. My hands moved naturally over the curve of her hip and down to her ass, possessively cupping the firm globes while noticing a couple of men were already glancing her way.

“You look so fucking beautiful, Leah,” I whispered in her ear. “I wouldn’t be surprised if all the men in here want you tonight.”

Leah giggled, a happy sound that made me wonder if she wanted the men to admire her. My cock twitched at the thought, although I couldn’t figure out why.

“So long as you want me, Dylan, that’s all that matters to me.”

I growled against her earlobe, gripping her ass tight and pulling her hips even closer against mine. “Surely you can feel how much I want you, sweetheart. I’m rock hard already. This damn dress of yours is so tight, it barely leaves anything to the imagination.”

I was almost certain I heard her whimper, and when I pulled my head back slightly, her face was an adorable shade of pink.

“Do you think I went too far with this dress?” she asked, uncertainty written all over her face. “I don’t want to give the wrong idea.”

I frowned and shook my head. There was no way I wanted her feeling those kinds of doubts. I wanted the happy, careful, and so goddamn sexy Leah of a few moments ago back in my arms.

“No, Leah. Your dress is perfect. You are perfect. So don’t worry about anything. Let’s just enjoy ourselves tonight.”

I grinned down at her, then twirled her around, still holding her close. She let out a happy squeal, and she looked nothing less than radiant. It was no surprise that more men were looking in our direction, no doubt admiring the goddess in my arms.

My dick was throbbing already with an eagerness to get inside her, but that would have to wait. I ran my hands up her body, caressing the sides of her voluptuous tits, but I didn’t dare go as far as I’d like to. I wasn’t sure Leah would enjoy me groping her breasts in public.

But when I looked down at her face, I could see her eyes had darkened and her face was flushed with desire. She was looking up at me like she wanted me to ravish her then and there, and for a brief moment, I considered pulling her away and taking her home so I could fuck her hard and fast, just the way we both needed it.

“Excuse me,” said a deep voice coming from beside me.

Leah and I both turned our heads in surprise to find a guy neither of us had ever seen before standing right beside us. We must have been so caught up in each other that we hadn’t even noticed him approaching.

He was tall, even taller than my 6’1” frame, and his skin was dark as night. But his eyes were a warm chocolate brown, and his smile lit up his face. Even I had to admit he was good looking, and I was completely straight. I imagined he would be popular in a place like this.

“Hi,” Leah said, and I turned my head quickly in her direction once more, surprised by the breathlessness in her voice. I had no way of knowing if it was caused by the sensual dancing we had been engaged in, or if it was the handsome stranger.

I felt a strange heavy feeling in my chest as I thought about her becoming so flustered by another man, but my dick sure as hell liked the idea of it. He was throbbing inside my pants, so fucking hard that it was getting uncomfortable.

“Hi,” the guy said, keeping his attention focused firmly on Leah. No matter how she felt about him, he was definitely interested in her. “My name is Cole, and I thought I’d come and ask if I could be lucky enough to have the next dance with you?”

Leah’s face grew even more red, and she stumbled over her words before being able to find the right ones. Oh yeah, she was definitely getting flustered by the stranger.

“Hi, Cole. I’m Leah. And it’s very sweet of you to ask, but I’m here with my husband, Dylan, and we are not swingers. I’m sorry.”

Cole flashed her another charming smile, apparently not at all bothered by that news. I couldn’t stop watching him for some reason. He hadn’t even so much as glanced in my direction. Instead, he seemed to be mesmerised by Leah’s beauty, and I couldn’t blame him. I reached down, readjusting myself as things grew even more uncomfortable. If I didn’t get Leah out of here soon so I could fuck her, there was every chance I might cum in my underwear like a horny teenager. Something about my wife getting so much attention was driving me crazy.

“So you’re not swingers, but you decided to visit a swinger’s club tonight?” Cole asked, seemingly amused by the situation.

Leah giggled again, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear while she ducked her head, perhaps trying to hide the obvious flush of her cheeks.

“It’s just that the people who own this place are good friends of ours,” she offered as an explanation. “We are here to support them and celebrate with them.”

“Oh,” he said. “That makes sense. Well, I can understand you don’t want anything else, but the offer of a dance is still open if you would like that. And if your husband doesn’t mind, of course.”

Cole finally turned to look at me, a warm smile on his lips.

“I don’t mind at all, sweetheart,” I said to Leah. “It’s just a dance, and there’s no harm in that.”

Leah turned to look at me, her eyes wide with shock. She obviously hadn’t expected me to say that, and even though I couldn’t admit it to her in that moment, I was curious how it would feel to watch her while her body was pressed close to another man’s.

“I... well... ummm...” Leah mumbled as she turned her gaze down to her feet. “I don’t know.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her close, my erection pressing against her hip. My lips brushed against her ear as I whispered. “I really don’t mind if you want to dance with him, Leah. It’s your call.”

“But are you sure you won’t get jealous or mad or whatever?” she asked, keeping her voice low so Cole wouldn’t be able to hear our conversation.

I couldn’t help but laugh, and her bottom lip curved into an adorable pout. “Of course I won’t. We’ve been married for almost ten years. I trust you completely. Besides, can’t you feel how hard I am at the thought of you dancing with another man?”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “That’s why you’re so hard?” she asked, her voice coming out as a squeak.

“Yep,” I replied, “I just think it would be so sexy to watch you in his arms, your bodies swaying together.” My cock twitched hard enough to force a groan from my lips, and judging by her soft gasp, she’d felt it too. All I could do was offer her a sheepish grin.

“Well, I would like to dance with him,” she admitted hesitantly, and my cock gave another twitch against her hip.

“Then go, sweetheart. It’s just one dance. Enjoy it for me.”

Leah smiled up at me, then brushed her lips against mine. “Thank you, Dylan. Just one dance, then I’ll be back.”

I grinned and released my hold on her, watching as she turned back to Cole and took a step closer to him.

“I would really like to dance with you, Cole,” she said, as she held her hand out for him.

He grinned and took hold of her hand, tugging her away to another spot on the dance floor while I could only watch.
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Chapter Three
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Leah:

Even though I knew it was wrong of me, I’d felt an instant attraction to Cole as soon as he came over to speak to me and Dylan. He was the epitome of tall, dark and handsome, and just the way he had been looking at me had created an excited flutter between my thighs. And I had felt guilty about it at first, but something about Dylan’s reaction to everything, the way he had got so damn hard, had been enough to soothe away the guilt. If anything, it had just stoked the fire that was already building inside me.

By the time Cole pulled me aside and wrapped his arms around my waist, I was already a needy mess, although I did my best to hide that.

I’d always been short compared to Dylan, but next to Cole, I felt tiny. Images of him easily picking me up so he could use me however he wanted flooded my brain, and I shook my head to try to clear those thoughts. They weren’t going to help me calm myself down at all.

Cole leaned down to whisper in my ear. “I noticed you as soon as you walked in, Leah. You look absolutely stunning in this dress.”

I whimpered quietly, hoping he didn’t catch the needy little sound. “Thank you, Cole. I brought it especially for tonight.”

Cole let out a soft growl. “And I’m so glad you did. The image of all your perfect curves will be on my mind for days.” He placed his hands on my waist, then slid them down over the swell of my hips, guiding them to move from side to side in time with his own movements.

Everything he did was slow and sensual, and the feel of his powerful body moving against mine even in something as innocent as a dance had me feeling breathless. I glanced over my shoulder, looking for Dylan, and I found him leaning up against the wall. Robin had found him and was talking enthusiastically, but my husband only had eyes for me as he watched intently.

“If you ever change your mind about wanting to experiment more with other men, with your husband’s permission, I hope to be the one you choose, Leah.”

Those words brought my attention back to Cole, and another whimper escaped me. “I... I don’t know if... if we will ever do that,” I stuttered, feeling even more flustered by his apparent desire for me. “But if it does, I would like it to be with you.”

Cole pulled me closer, until my body was flush against his, and I let out a small gasp as I felt the outline of his erection pressed against my stomach. Apparently it was true what they said about black men. From the feel of it, Cole was hung. Much bigger than Dylan, who had never had any trouble keeping me satisfied. My mind wandered to what it would feel like to be filled with such a huge cock, but I quickly pushed those thoughts away. It wasn’t going to happen. I was a happily married woman.

“I think you should talk to your husband,” Cole said, his voice seeming calm in comparison to the excitement showing in the front of his pants. “Judging by the look on his face right now, I bet he would enjoy watching you with me. And I think you would enjoy that, too.”

My face started burning, and I could only imagine how red I must be. Sure, I felt an attraction to him, but that wasn’t worth risking a happy marriage over.

Suddenly, the song came to an end, but Cole held onto me a few moments longer, reluctant to let me go. My heart was pounding in my chest, and the heat which had started between my thighs was now consuming my entire body. It was impossible to deny the fact I wanted him, but I couldn’t do that to Dylan.

Gathering every bit of willpower I could find, I stepped back from Cole and missed the feel of him against my body almost instantly. “Thank you for the dance tonight, Cole. I enjoyed it.”

He looked down at me, giving me a gentle smile that made me think he could see the different emotions that were warring inside me. “Go and talk to your husband,” he repeated. “And you know where to find me in the future if you change your mind.”

Cole turned and walked away, and after taking a deep breath to steady myself, I headed back to Dylan. As soon as Robin saw me approaching, he smiled at me, then left Dylan’s side to go back behind the bar. My husband pulled me close, crashing his lips down hard on mine in a kiss that took my breath away. I responded just as hungrily, pouring every bit of lust and longing that had been built up during the evening into the kiss.

Our lips and tongues tangled in a passionate embrace, and I wrapped my arms around him, clinging to him tightly. Dylan spun me and pushed me back against the wall, trapping me there while he ravaged my mouth. My lipstick was going to be a mess by the time he was finished with me, but I couldn’t bring myself to care.

He pushed his hips against mine, letting me feel how hard he was, and I let out a soft moan against his lips. The fire between my thighs was raging out of control, and I felt like I would go crazy if I wasn’t filled and fucked soon.

Dylan broke the kiss, leaving both of us panting as we stared at each other with wild, lust-filled eyes. “You were so fucking beautiful out there, Leah. Every movement was sensual, and I couldn’t stop staring at you. And it was obvious how much Cole craved you.”

I felt another blush heating my face, and I dipped my head, hoping my husband wouldn’t see the longing I’d felt for the other man, too. But he gripped my chin and lifted my head until I was looking up into his eyes once more.

“Did you enjoy it, sweetheart?” he asked, looking so deep into my eyes I was pretty sure he was searching my soul for the truth.

“Yes,” I whispered, uncertain if I should say anymore.

“Do you want to dance with him again?” he asked, and the excited gleam in his eye told me he wanted me to. And as much as I wanted to, there was something else I needed even more.

“No, I want you to take me home and fuck me, Dylan.”

His eyes widened with surprise for a moment. I was never usually as bold as that, always preferring to seduce him subtly. But after the sensual dance with Cole, it was almost as if I needed Dylan to take me and claim me back as his. It was a primal instinct that I couldn’t fight.

Dylan leaned down to kiss me again, his tongue pushing against my lips until they parted and allowed him entry. I sucked on it, making him moan, until he took control of the kiss, caressing my tongue with his while his hand creeped up to cup my breast.

My back arched instinctively, pushing me into his touch, and my nipple puckered into a hard little bud in response. He squeezed my flesh roughly, being much less gentle than usual, and I gasped into his mouth. I knew other people could see us, but in that moment, the only thing I cared about was the lust coursing through my body, and the way Dylan’s touch made me feel.

He pulled away again, but continued groping my breast, sending little tendrils of pleasure through me each time his palm brushed against my nipple.

“I think we should go before I lose all control and fuck you right here in front of everybody.”

I nodded my head and let him lead me out of the club.
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Chapter Four
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Dylan:

I pulled Leah towards our car, and held the door open for her while she jumped in, before getting into the driver’s side myself. Within moments, I was on the road home, driving as quickly as I thought I could go without getting into a crash. I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful and sexy she’d looked in the arms of the big, dark-skinned man. Their bodies had moved together in perfect synchronicity, leading me to wonder how they would move together without any clothes acting as a barrier.

My dick was rock hard, pressing against the thick cotton of my slacks in a way that was growing more and more uncomfortable by the minute. I needed to be inside her. Soon. I wanted to feel her perfect little pussy wrapped around my cock, milking it until she’d drained me completely.

Suddenly, I felt Leah’s hand on my thigh, so high up that her fingertips were almost touching the bulge in my pants. I turned to look at her briefly, taking note of the wild lust burning in her eyes before turning my attention back to the road ahead of me.

“I want your cock,” she whimpered, gliding her hand higher until it was covering my throbbing dick.

I let out a groan. Fuck, I had no idea what had got into Leah tonight, but I sure as hell liked it. Don’t get me wrong, I loved her usual coy style of seduction too, but this blatantly slutty approach was also fucking hot. My cock twitched with her touch, and she wrapped her hand around me through my pants. It felt so damn good I had to fight the urge to close my eyes and let my head fall back.

“God, I don’t think I can wait until we get home, Leah. I need your mouth on me, sweetheart.”

Leah gasped softly. “You mean here? In the car?”

But she didn’t give me a chance to respond before she began frantically opening the button and zip on my slacks, working to free my dick. It sprung free, almost hitting the steering wheel in its eagerness to get some attention.

I pushed my seat back a little to give her some more room, and she bent over to instantly take my cock into her mouth. An intense pleasure moved through me as she enveloped my throbbing shaft in the wet heat of her mouth. My natural instinct was to start thrusting my hips, to fuck her willing mouth, but there was no way I could do that safely while driving.

Usually Leah loved to take her time when giving me head, licking and kissing my rock hard flesh before starting to suck. But tonight, she was sucking desperately from the start, making me feel so damn good I was almost seeing stars.

Placing a hand on the back of her head, I helped her take my dick deeper until it was pushing into her tight throat and she was choking on it. She quickly recovered, sliding her lips all the way down to the base so that every fucking inch was inside her. I could feel my balls tightening against my body as my climax approached. I just needed to hold on a little longer, though. Home was only a minute away.

I moved my hand back to the steering wheel, letting Leah control the pace while I focused on getting us home safely. God, even without my help, she was sucking frantically, as if she was desperate for my cock. I’d never seen her like this, and even in my lust-addled state, I had to wonder if it was because her time with Cole had aroused her so much.

After pulling up in the driveway, I switched off the engine and pushed my seat all the way back. I didn’t care if one of our neighbours might see us. I just needed her too badly to worry about that. With both hands on the back of her head, I pumped my hips, fucking her mouth for a few seconds before pleasure washed over me.

Leah moaned around my dick, sucking harder while she eagerly swallowed every bit of cum I had to give her. I clenched my eyes tightly shut, seeing stars on the outer edges of my vision as my body shook with the force of my orgasm.

As soon as I was done, I pulled Leah up off my spent cock and crashed my mouth against hers, kissing her deeply. She tasted of my creamy pleasure, and for a second, I wondered what it would be like to kiss her like this after another guy had cum in her mouth. For some reason, the idea of it had me moaning against her lips.

“Let’s go inside,” I said, pulling my mouth from hers to leave us both breathing heavily. “I’m nowhere close to being finished with you yet.”

Leah’s face grew flushed as two bright red spots appeared on her cheeks. A sure fire sign she was just as horny as I still felt. “Okay,” she said, the sound rushing out on an exhalation.

We both got out of the car and rushed to the front door. As soon as we got inside, I was all over her, pushing her back against the wall and crushing her with my body before we’d even properly entered. I kissed her hard and deep, my hands moving over her luscious curves until I was groping the perky flesh of her tits. Even through her dress, I could feel her nipples hardening, and I pinched at them as best I could through the fabric until she was emitting little gasps of pleasure into my mouth.

I broke the kiss, staring into her eyes. “You were so beautiful tonight, Leah. So sexy as you danced with him. The way your bodies moved against each other.” Apparently, I was so fucking turned on, I couldn’t even speak in full sentences. But the more words that tumbled from my mouth, the more flushed she became.

“You really enjoyed watching me?” she asked, uncertainty mixing with the arousal on her face.

“Fuck yes. So much.” For a brief moment, I wanted to ask her if she’d be willing to do more than just dance with Cole, but I was worried it would ruin this moment if that wasn’t something she wanted. It would be something to discuss later, when we were both fully sated.

“Come on, let’s go upstairs,” Leah whimpered, grabbing my hand and pulling me up the stairs behind her. In this position, I had the perfect view of her rounded ass swaying side to side as she walked ahead of me. The dress was short, barely covering the lower part of her ass cheeks, and I thought of how all the other men tonight must have got a bit of an eyeful of my wife. Surprisingly, that had my cock twitching slightly, already slowly coming back to life after my orgasm.

Once we were in the bedroom, Leah placed her hands on my chest and pushed gently, guiding me back onto the bed. I laid back as she climbed on top of me, straddling my waist. This sexual goddess was barely recognisable from my usually sweet and timid wife. Something had happened tonight to turn her into a wild animal, but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining. This woman was mine, and everything about her drove me crazy with lust.

Leah reached behind her back to unzip her dress, then she pulled the garment off over her head. I moaned as I watched her, running my hands up her sides until I was cupping her breasts again. I was having trouble keeping my hands off her, but the way she arched her back as if to offer me her fucking perfect tits made me think she didn’t mind.

A growl emerged from somewhere deep inside me as I curled my fingers and gripped the flimsy lace of her bra, using it to pull her down on top of me. With quick movements, I reached behind her to unclasp the bra, pulling it off before throwing it onto the floor. I cupped her tits again, massaging them roughly in the palms of my hands, enjoying the way her moans filled the room.

I let out a moan of my own as Leah began moving on top of me, grinding herself against my thigh. Even through my pants and her little lace panties, I could feel the heat emanating from her cunt. My dick twitched again, growing harder and no doubt wanting to be buried deep in that slick heat between her thighs.

Leah reached between our bodies to unfasten my pants once more, and to gently work my cock out of my slacks.

“I need you inside me,” she whimpered. Leah stroked her hand up and down my cock until I was fully hard, then pulled her panties to the side and slowly lowered herself down on top of me. We both moaned loudly, and I was suddenly grateful for the fact I’d already cum, otherwise I probably would have unloaded inside her within seconds.

Leah’s soft velvet walls gripped me tightly, and I could feel how soaked her pussy was even though I’d barely touched her yet. I knew it was Cole who had her so worked up, but that didn’t bother me, not when it was my cock she was riding wantonly.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That feels so damn good, sweetheart. Don’t stop. I want you to cum on my dick.”

I braced my feet on the floor and began pumping my hips, slamming up into her hard and fast to make her bounce even more wildly on my cock. Her generous tits moved up and down with her frantic movements, until I gripped them in my hands again, pinching the hard little nipples between my thumb and forefinger.

The hottest little sounds were coming from her, wails and moans as she rode herself to ecstasy. Leah was so fucking worked up that she was cumming on my cock in record time, squeezing my erection in her slick pussy as her loud cries of pleasure reverberated around the room. I gritted my teeth, doing my best to hold back my own orgasm because I couldn’t get enough of seeing her with her head thrown back, her dark hair flowing over her shoulder as she gave herself to me with a wild passion I’d never seen in her before.

Suddenly, images flashed in my mind of Leah riding Cole’s dick like this, moving with wanton abandon as she called out his name while cumming hard on him. Despite all my best intentions, those images made it impossible for me to hold back, and I felt my climax rushing forwards.

I moved my hips faster, pounding into her tight little cunt over and over, groaning as the pleasure swept over me for the second time tonight. With my hands on her hips, gripping tightly, I pumped my seed deep inside her quivering pussy, feeling the little spasms of her fading orgasm squeezing my dick until I’d emptied myself inside her completely.

Leah collapsed on top of me, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly to me. We were both panting hard, trying to catch our breath after our frantic love-making.

“That was... amazing,” she whispered against the side of my neck as she nuzzled into me.

“God,” I groaned, feeling suddenly speechless. “I don’t think I have ever felt anything like that before.”

“Me neither,” she said, wriggling a little on top of me. I smiled as my sweet, shy wife seemed to have returned.

“If dancing with another man turns you into such a sexy little beast, we need to be going dancing more often,” I whispered teasingly in her ear.

A soft giggle emerged from Leah. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

I smiled to myself and just held her tighter. Now still wasn’t the right time, but I definitely wanted to talk to her about exploring this some more. The way she’d reacted tonight told me that she wanted to explore being shared with another man, even if she was too shy to tell me that herself yet.
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Chapter Five
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Leah:

Sunday morning started with me waking in Dylan’s arms, my head resting on his chest so I could hear the steady beating of his heart. I remained still, not wanting to wake him, and let my mind drift back to the night before.

Something about me dancing with Cole in the club had driven both Dylan and me wild, and when we returned home, we had the best sex I could ever remember having. Not that it wasn’t always good between us. Even after a decade of marriage, we still had trouble keeping our hands off each other. But last night had been different. It wasn’t just good. It was mind blowing.

A pleasant ache appeared between my thighs when I thought about it, but when my thoughts turned to Cole, I felt my body flush and tingle all over. Surely it was just a crush, right? In a few days, I would have forgotten all about him and things would return to normal.

Or was it that being in a place last night where people who claimed such sexual freedom were all gathered together had made me want something more? After all, Robin and Megan, two of our closest friends, had been having sex with people outside their marriage for years, and they actually claimed it was good for them. Maybe Dylan and I could have something similar.

I let out a sigh. Here I was, experiencing my first crush on someone since I’d met Dylan, and I was blowing thing way out of proportion. It was just a crush. I’d survive if I didn’t have sex with the complete stranger.

“That was a big sigh,” Dylan said, his words still slow and thick with sleep.

I lifted my head from his chest and looked at him with a sheepish smile on my face. “Sorry, did I wake you?”

Dylan chuckled and wrapped one arm tighter around me, while lifting his other so he could rub the sleep from his eyes. “Do you even know me, Leah? It takes a lot more than that to wake me.” I giggled, knowing it was true. “I was just wondering what had caused it, seeing as we’d had such an amazing night last night. I thought you’d be glowing this morning.” He flashed me a playful grin, and I felt myself turning red again.

“It was a really good night,” I said, unable to stop the wide grin from spreading across my face.

He suddenly rolled over, pushing me onto my back so he was laid on top of me. When Dylan trailed kisses along the side of my neck, I began to squirm beneath him. Apparently, I was still feeling needy even after our intense love making just a few hours ago.

“Tell me what you enjoyed about last night,” he said quietly between kisses.

I arched my head back, exposing my throat to his kisses. “The sex when we got home was amazing, love,” I replied, the words coming out on a soft moan.

“God,” Dylan groaned. “I’ve never seen you so worked up before. It was so fucking sexy.”

He pushed his hips forward, grinding his cock against my thigh for a moment to let me feel how hard he was. I slid my hand down his body, gently taking hold of his erection and beginning to stroke it slowly. A shiver ran down his spine, and a low moan emerged from somewhere deep inside him.

I parted my legs and gently guided him inside me, letting out a soft gasp as his hardness slowly filled me. Dylan didn’t move for the longest time. Instead, he held himself deep inside me, letting me enjoy the feeling of being full, while he brushed featherlight kisses along my neck and shoulder. When he did move, it was with slow and gentle thrusts, our bodies moving together with an easiness that was more about the intimacy of being joined than the frantic need for pleasure.

“Tell me,” Dylan whispered in my ear. “I need to know what got you so worked up last night. Was it Cole?”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it, and I quickly turned my head away from him, not wanting my husband to see the shame and guilt written all over my face. He stilled his movements, watching me for a long moment before he spoke again.

“It’s okay if it was Cole who excited you last night, sweetheart. You don’t need to be ashamed. I love you, and I know how much you love me.”

“I do love you, Dylan,” I whispered, unable to think of anything else to say.

Dylan cupped my cheek, bringing my gaze gently back to him. “I will be honest, Leah. There were some wild thoughts going through my mind last night. Both when I was watching you dance with him and while we were fucking afterwards.”

“What kind of thoughts?”

“The kind of thoughts where I was imagining you with him. Both naked. Your bodies moving together in a much more intimate way than just a dance.”

I gasped in shock, my eyes widening as I looked up at him. If I was in any doubt about how those thought had made him feel, his cock was pulsing insistently inside me, letting me know those thoughts aroused him.

“You... you want me to have sex with Cole?”

For the first time since we started talking, a flush of colour appeared on Dylan’s cheeks, too. “I don’t know. I’m just saying the thought of it turns me on a lot. And I think it turns you on too. I think that’s why you were acting so wild last night when we got home.”

“Cole told me to talk to you about this,” I said, the words so quiet they were almost a whisper.

“About him having sex with you?”

I nodded my head, nibbling nervously on my bottom lip. “He said that judging by the way you were watching the two of us last night that you would probably love watching us have sex. And he said we should go back to the club and find him if we are interested.”

Dylan groaned softly and lowered his forward down to mine, beginning to move his hips again to slide slowly in and out of me. “Do you want to, sweetheart?”

Despite the awkward conversation, I couldn’t help but react to how good his cock felt as it moved within me once more. I wrapped my arms and legs around Dylan, clinging to him as he guided our movements, taking a long moment to think about my answer.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I’m curious. I will admit that much. There was something about him that attracted me to him from the start. But you are the one I love, and I don’t want to do anything to risk our relationship.”

Dylan pressed a gentle kiss against my lips. “Sex outside the marriage doesn’t have to mean the end of a relationship. You’ve seen how close Robin and Megan are. If it works for them, maybe it will work for us too.”

“So, what should we do?” I asked, little whimpers spilling out between the words as our bodies moved together.

“How about we try it once? You said you are curious, and I am too. If we try it and one of us doesn’t enjoy it, we can agree it’s not something that will work for us. If we do enjoy it, well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”

I closed my eyes and let out a soft sigh. “This is such a big decision, Dylan. I would hate to ever lose you.”

“Sweetheart, open your eyes and look at me.” Dylan waited for me to do as he’d said before continuing to speak. “You won’t ever lose me. Not over this. I promise you that. If anything does happen with Cole, it will be with the three of us going into it with our eyes wide open. And if I find that the reality of seeing you with another man is not something I can handle, I would never hold that against you.”

“So you think we should give this a try?” I asked, suddenly feeling breathless at the thought of being with Cole intimately.

“I do,” he answered with a confidence that made me squirm beneath him. “So long as you want that, too.”

“I... I would like that,” I said, wishing I could say it with the same confidence he did. But the truth was, I was worried about hurting him by admitting I wanted to have sex with another man.

But he didn’t look hurt at all. A wide grin spread across Dylan’s face and he brushed his lips against mine once more. “How about we go back to the club tonight, Leah? If he’s there, we’ll see what happens.”

“Tonight?” I squeaked. “I didn’t realise it would be so soon.”

Dylan nodded. “Tonight. Just think, in a few hours, you might have Cole’s dick buried deep inside your tight little pussy.”

I couldn’t help but moan, and Dylan began pumping his hips faster, slamming into me with the same kind of frantic desire as he’d shown last night.

“I can’t wait to see you riding his cock, sweetheart,” he moaned into my ear. “You’ll look so sexy moaning as he makes you cum.”

“Oh god,” I whimpered, clinging to him tighter while he fucked me hard.

Dylan thrust hard and deep, making me cry out as the first waves of pleasure moved over me. I clamped down around his cock, making the sensations even more intense as I surrendered to my orgasm. My body shuddered beneath him while the pleasure overwhelmed me, drowning me in waves of ecstasy.

He let out a loud groan before his own body shook, and I felt his warmth filling my pussy. I kept my legs wrapped tight around his waist, trying to pull him as deep as possible while he emptied himself inside me.

When Dylan pulled out, I felt his cum leaking from me, dripping down onto the sheets. Then he laid beside me and took me into his arms. I snuggled in close to the heat of his body as I thought about what would be happening that night. Both excitement and nerves filled me, and I was grateful that Dylan was going to be there by my side, through whatever might happen.
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Chapter Six
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Dylan:

As we walked into the club again that night, my heart was pounding so hard I had to hope nobody around me could hear it. The nerves were kicking in at full force, and I couldn’t decide if I was hoping Cole would actually be there or not. It wasn’t that I was nervous about the actual deed of watching him with Leah. In fact, the thought of it had been keeping me so turned on all day that I’d ended up propositioning Leah a few more times since our wake up fuck. But how in the hell was a conversation like that supposed to go?

Was I supposed to just walk up to Cole and ask him to fuck my wife? Was there some kind of protocol about how this was supposed to play out? I didn’t have a clue, and that was the root cause of my nerves.

Leah was looking around the club, no doubt searching for Cole, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was wearing a red dress that had a neckline low enough to show off a delicious amount of cleavage and a flared skirt that came down to her knees. Her long brown hair was tied up in a high ponytail, with a couple of curls cascading down the sides of her face. The whole look was both alluring and adorable, and once again I was proud as a few heads turned in our direction.

“There he is,” she squealed, before turning to smile sheepishly at me. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get so excited.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. If she blushed any deeper, her face was going to be the same colour as her dress. “It’s fine. Although you might want to save some of that excitement for later tonight when you’re riding his cock.”

As expected, Leah looked at me with shocked, wide eyes, while her face turned a more vibrant shade of red. I knew I shouldn’t tease her, but how could I resist when her reaction was always so damn cute?

I grinned and wrapped my arm around her waist. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s go talk to him.”

Plastering a smile on my face, I guided Leah across the room to where Cole was standing by the bar. I hoped I looked more confident than I felt, because at that moment, my legs were shaking so much I was worried they were going to collapse beneath me.

Cole noticed us walking towards him, and the smile that lit up his face as soon as he saw Leah made me realise I was doing the right thing. My wife deserved to be adored by him. She deserved the world. And I wanted to give her every possible experience that would bring her happiness.

“Hi, Cole,” I said, surprising myself with the confidence in my own voice.

“Hi... ummm... I’m sorry. I don’t think I got your name last night.”

He reached out his hand towards me, and I released my hold on Leah so I could shake it. “I’m Dylan. Leah’s husband.”

“Ahhh, Dylan. It’s a pleasure to meet you. You are an incredibly lucky man.” Before I could agree with him, Cole had turned his attention to my wife. “And, Leah, what a pleasant surprise to see you again so soon.”

Leah giggled in her adorable little way and took Cole’s offered hand, too. But instead of shaking her hand like he had done with mine, he pulled it up to his lips to kiss her knuckles. It seemed like an oddly intimate gesture, especially with the way Cole was looking so deep into her eyes as he leaned down; and my dick reacted instantly, stirring to life in my pants.

Cole continued to hold Leah’s hand as he turned his attention back to me. “Will you let me buy you two a drink, then perhaps we can sit down and talk?”

A part of me felt relieved that he was taking charge instead of leaving it to me to do all the work. Although I supposed he did have a lot more experience in this kind of thing than I did.

“Sure, it would be great to talk,” I replied, “but I don’t need a drink.” I turned to Leah with a questioning look on my face, and she shook her head at me. “I think Leah is fine without a drink too, so shall we find somewhere to talk?”

Cole nodded and pointed towards a table in one of the corners. It was darker there and seemed like a good place for us to have this conversation without anyone paying us much attention. I made my way towards it, feeling strange about the fact he was trailing behind me a little, still holding Leah’s hand while they walked.

Once we were all settled, Leah was left sitting between Cole and me, and she reached to take hold of my hand as well. Watching her, she seemed to be a lot calmer than I was expecting, which pleased me. I wanted her to enjoy every moment of this.

“So I assume Leah talked to you about the conversation she and I had last night? About how you might be interested in watching me have sex with your wife?” Cole moved straight to the point, and I was grateful for that. For the entire drive here, I’d been running over a possible script in my head of what to say to him, and by the time we’d arrived, I still hadn’t come up with anything decent.

“I... ummm... yes, she did talk to me about that,” I responded, still feeling a little awkward. “We’ve talked about it, and we’ve decided that’s definitely something we’d be interested in.”

Cole smiled widely at the news, before leaning closer to Leah and pressing a kiss to her flushed cheek. Even though it was such a small gesture, I couldn’t wipe the image from my mind, even after Cole had relaxed back into his chair. “I’m very happy to hear that. I was hoping the two of you would return.”

“So, it’s something you’re interested in, too?” I asked. It looked pretty obvious to me he wanted Leah, but a part of me needed to hear him say it.

“Hell, yeah,” he answered. “Who wouldn’t want to spend some time with this beauty?”

Cole stroked his fingers gently up and down Leah’s bare arm, and I could hear the soft whimpers it created even over the music. She looked over at me, almost as if she was looking for permission, and I gave her an encouraging nod.

As I watched, Leah leaned in closer to Cole, tilting her head back so their lips would meet at the perfect angle. For a moment, it was as if time stopped still as their mouths came together, then suddenly there was a flurry of movement. Cole moved his hand up to her hair, gripping the base of her ponytail so he could tilt her head even more, while he parted her lips with his tongue, changing the kiss from a chaste one to a deep and passionate one.

I heard a deep moan, and it took me a second to realise it had come from me. Seeing Leah up close as she kissed another man was one of the most sensual experiences of my life. Their lips and tongues moved together as if they’d done this a million times before. Yet it was their first kiss, and it must have felt good judging by the little whimpers that were flowing freely from my wife.

My dick was rock hard, pressing against my pants with each throb. Without thinking about what I was doing, I reached down and began rubbing it through my clothing, sealing my lips tight together so I wouldn’t end up moaning loudly.

When Cole pulled back, breaking the kiss, I was almost disappointed. Actually, fuck that, I was disappointed. I needed to see him take her hard and give her the pleasure I knew she would be craving after a kiss like that. Leah was panting hard, staring at her new lover with lust drunk eyes, and I swear I had never seen her looking so beautiful.

After a moment, Leah remembered where she was, and she turned to look at me with a hint of caution in her expression. I could imagine how she was feeling. I knew she was worried about hurting me with this. To reassure her, I leaned forward and kissed her lips hard.

“You are so perfect, sweetheart. So fucking beautiful.”

Leah whimpered. “You liked that?” she asked, apparently still needing more reassurance.

“I didn’t just like it,” I replied. “I loved it. And I would love to see even more.”

“Would you two like to come back to my place?” Cole asked. “It’s not far from here.”

Leah and I were still staring at each other. “Is that what you want?” she asked me breathlessly.

“It is,” I answered quickly, without the slightest hint of hesitation.

She smiled at me, then turned to Cole. “We’d like that. Let’s go.”
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Chapter Seven
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Leah:

The walk back to Cole’s place went quickly, as my mind whirled with a million thoughts of what was about to happen. I was really going to fuck another man. While my husband watched. When I’d left the house last night, before entering Robin’s new club, I would never have dreamed that something like this was going to happen, but something about it felt strangely right. I couldn’t even describe why. It was just this feeling deep inside me that this was the path Dylan and I were destined to take.

Cole was still holding my hand in his, the warmth emanating from him to surround my hand and creep up my arm, filling my body with a tingling sense of his closeness. Every now and then, I would find myself looking down at where our hands joined, admiring the contrast of his darkness against my pale skin. For a moment, I imagined what it would be like to undress him, slowly revealing more and more of his ebony skin, and a shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Here we are,” he said after a few minutes, leading us towards a detached house with a small front yard that looked well kept.

“Nice place,” Dylan said, and I noticed a slight tremor in his voice. He sounded nervous, but when I turned to look at him, he flashed me a reassuring smile.

“Thanks,” Cole replied, fishing his keys out of his pocket with his free hand, then reluctantly letting go of me so he could unlock the front door.

He led us into his home, and I noticed how clean and tidy the place was. For a moment, I found myself wondering if there was a woman in his life, then quickly shook that thought away. I’m sure that if he was married or seeing someone, he would have told us.

Cole took hold of my hand again, then turned to face me and my husband. “Would you like a drink first, or would you like to go straight upstairs?”

“Can we just go upstairs, please?” I asked quickly, before feeling my face turn bright red. I hadn’t meant to sound so eager, but I was excited about this next step the three of us were about to take together.

Dylan chuckled beside me, placing his hand on my waist. “I would like that, too.

“Let’s go then.”

Cole grinned at us both and began walking up the stairs, leaving us trailing behind him. I couldn’t help but admire his firm ass as I followed him, and I couldn’t wait to find out how good he looked naked. My pussy was already tingling in anticipation.

He took us into his bedroom, sat down on the edge of his large bed, then pulled me down onto his lap. A whimper escaped me as I landed on his thighs, and as soon as I was settled, he ran his hand over my leg.

“Tell me what you want tonight, Leah,” Cole said, his voice carrying a confidence that was so damn sexy.

I glanced quickly over at Dylan, who had taken a seat on a small couch on one side of the room. He didn’t look upset or worried. Quite the opposite, in fact. Even from over on the bed, the tent in the front of his pants was glaringly obvious.

Cole gripped my chin and pulled me back around to face him. “I already know what your husband wants, beauty. He wants to watch you being fucked by another man. I can see it all over his face. But you need to tell me what you want.”

“I... I want you,” I answered, suddenly feeling shy.

A smile lit up Cole’s face, making butterflies appear low in my tummy. “Do you need me to fuck you, Leah?”

I whimpered, and nodded my head quickly, shifting side to side on his lap as the ache between my thighs grew more intense. The feeling of the hard bulge that was almost pressing against my core wasn’t helping matters.

Cole brought his hand up to cup my cheek, brushing his thumb tenderly against my skin. “Then why don’t you get on your knees, beauty, and show me how much you’ve been craving my cock ever since our dance last night?”

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, as I slowly lowered myself down onto my knees in front of him.

Even though I knew I should be focused on Cole, I still felt a need to check on Dylan to make sure he was handling everything okay. One quick glance showed me he was enjoying it, watching me with hungry, lust-filled eyes while he gently touched his rock hard cock through his pants.

Knowing that he was happy, I turned my attention back to Cole and lifted my eyes up to his face. He had the warmest brown eyes, reminding me of melted chocolate, and I continued to stare up at him even as I ran my hands up his thighs and began unfastening his pants.

After pausing for a moment, I reached into his pants and wrapped my hand around his throbbing member. It was thicker than any cock I’d ever been intimate with, and a soft moan escaped me, quickly followed by another moan from my husband as he watched.

With great gentleness, I worked Cole’s erection out of his pants, letting out a gasp as I saw the full size of his impressive beast. It was bigger than I’d ever imagined, and I had a moment of panic, wondering if I would be able to take it all, but my pussy was quivering with excitement at the possibility of being so full.

“Go ahead, Leah. I need to feel your pretty lips around my dick.”

I let out a moan as Cole’s dirty talk had me squirming on my knees. Then, without hesitation, I leaned forward and slipped my lips down over the engorged crown. My little whimpers spilled out over his hard flesh as I began suckling gently on only the head, teasing my tongue around it. A drop of his precum leaked from the tip, filling my senses with the taste of his essence, and my hunger for him grew more intense.

“How does that feel, sweetheart?” Dylan asked from over on the couch, and his voice was breathless, as if he was close to the edge of ecstasy.

With a lot more reluctance than I was expecting to feel, I lifted up off Cole’s cock, whimpering quietly as I already missed the feel of it in my mouth. “So good,” I moaned, feeling my face grow hot as I admitted that to my husband.

“God, you look so beautiful with his dick in your mouth, Leah. Don’t stop. I want to see more.”

Just as I turned my attention back to Cole, I noticed Dylan working his cock out of his pants, and he was so hard it was throbbing in his hand. I bit back a moan, deciding it was time to focus on the gorgeous man in front of me.

I leaned in once more, dragging my tongue along his entire thick length, feeling his dark flesh throbbing as I lapped up every sweet drop of precum that dribbled down towards his heavy sac. Cole stroked his fingers through my hair, letting out a long, low moan to let me know how much he was enjoying my attention.

“That’s it, beauty. Get it nice and hard, because I need to be deep inside your pussy soon.”

The throbbing ache between my thighs was growing out of control, and I took Cole into my mouth once more, slurping hungrily on his shaft as I stroked my lips up and down his manhood, trying to take him deeper with each downward motion. Even so, there was no way I could swallow every inch of him. I could only take about half his length before I was gagging and spluttering. Instead, I wrapped my hand around his base and stroked in time with the movement of my lips, enjoying the low moans that my attention coaxed from him.

Cole’s cock was throbbing in my hand, the taste of his precum growing stronger as he leaked more and more in my mouth. He leaned backwards, placing both his hands on the bed behind him so he could move his hips, moving gently in and out of my mouth. My moans flowed around him, the sounds muffled by his hard flesh.

Dylan’s moans were almost as loud as Cole’s, and I wished I could watch him as he stroked himself. That was a sight which had always driven me wild, but tonight, I was focused on our new friend. It might be the only night I got with him, and I wanted to make the most of it.

I sucked desperately, already addicted to the feel of Cole’s thick meat between my lips. Each pulse of his flesh created an answering quiver in my pussy. There was no denying the fact that my body ached for him.

Just when I thought he was about to explode in my mouth, I lifted my head, letting his cock slip from between my lips with a loud pop. Cole groaned loudly while his erection continued to pulse insistently against my lips. I licked and kissed along his length for a few moments, enjoying the feel of his velvet-soft skin against my lips.

“I need you inside me, Cole,” I whimpered, feeling too wanton now to be shy about my desire.

He gripped my arm gently and helped me to my feet, before unzipping my dress and pushing the garment off my shoulders until it pooled on the floor around my feet. I stepped out of it, moving closer to Cole as I began unbuttoning his shirt, slowly revealing more and more of his deliciously dark skin. I couldn’t resist the urge to lean in and brush my lips against his chest, feeling the rapid beating of his heart beneath my lips.

Soon enough, we were both completely naked, and Cole ran his hand up my side to cup my breast. My nipple was already hard as a pebble, and his touch created an intense tingle in the little bud that shot straight down to my pussy.

“You are so beautiful, Leah,” he said, his words escaping on a low moan. “I need to be inside you, but first, I need to get you ready for my cock.”

He pushed me back gently, guiding me to lie on his bed. As soon as I was on my back, he gripped my legs in his strong hands and pushed them apart, baring my wet pussy to his hungry gaze. Cole licked his lips, and I couldn’t control the little whimpers that flowed from me.

“I think it’s safe to say you are already wet enough for me, beauty, but I still want to play with this pretty pussy of yours for a while first.”

The haze of need was so intense that all I could do was nod my head vigorously, letting Cole know he could do whatever he wanted with me. One look over at Dylan showed me he was enjoying this just as much as I was. He was wild and wide-eyed, pumping his cock frantically in his fist. The sight of him caused an instant quiver between my thighs, and I had no doubt I would need him just as desperately as I’d needed him last night by the time Cole was finished with me.

A warm wet tongue dragged along my wet slit, bringing my attention back to Cole. My body jolted as sparks of pleasure shot through me, making my back arch up off the bed. Then I felt two fingers pressing at my opening, stretching me open as Cole filled me with those digits. He pumped them in and out of me, fucking me slowly at first, then building up the pace until I was moaning and writhing with my need for release.

“Oh god,” I groaned, moving my hips in a wanton motion as I tried to get myself off on his fingers.

“No, you don’t,” Cole growled, pulling his fingers slowly from my dripping pussy. “When you cum tonight, it’s going to be on my cock, Leah. Are you ready for my cock?”

“Yes, Cole,” I moaned shamelessly. “I need your cock so badly.”

Something about that must have pushed Dylan over the edge, and his moans filled the room. I turned my head towards him just in time to see ropes of cum shooting up over his shirt, leaving milky white splatters over the black material.

Cole gave me a moment to finish watching my husband before he gently pressed the fat head of his cock against my wet hole. Even that was enough to make me cry out in pleasure and beg him for more.

“Please, Cole, more. Please.” I repeated the words over and over, my moans growing louder as he sank inside me inch by inch. By the time he was fully inside me, the begging had stopped, as I lost the ability to even speak for a moment.

With more gentleness than I’d expected, he began pumping his hips, moving in and out of me slowly. He was so wide that he stretched me further than I’d ever been stretched before, but it felt so damn good. The engorged head rubbed against my inner walls in a way that quickly sent a fire of need surging through my body. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long until I was cumming on his cock, exactly as he’d told me he wanted.

Cole lowered his body down on top of mine, holding himself up with his elbows on either side of my head. I wrapped my arms around him, unable to resist reaching down to that perfect ass I’d been admiring on my way up the stairs, gripping the firm cheeks so I could pull him deeper inside me.

My loud moans filled the room while my body stretched to accommodate Cole’s girth. The pleasure was so intense it was hard to catch my breath, and each slow draw of his cock against the sensitive spot deep inside me caused a shiver down my spine. My pussy tightened around him, feeling an orgasm building quickly, and I moved beneath him, working myself against his cock in all the ways that felt good.

I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye and turned to see Dylan moving over to the bed. He’d already tucked his cock back into his pants, and he looked a lot calmer now that he’d taken care of his needs. My husband crouched down beside the bed and stroked my hair, whispering in my ear.

“God, I’ve never wanted you so badly, sweetheart. You are so beautiful. So sexy.”

As his words filled my ears, Cole leaned down to press his lips against mine in a passionate kiss. He began pumping his hips faster, slamming into me with more force each time until I was right on the brink, my body trembling as I got closer to my release.

Dylan continued stroking my hair, letting me know he was close as I became overwhelmed with sensations.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Let go. Cum for Cole.”

My husband’s encouragement was enough to push me over the edge, helping me surrender to the pleasure of Cole’s cock. My body shuddered as my orgasm swept over me and consumed me completely, while my moans flowed against his lips. Cole swallowed my sounds of pleasure greedily; then he lifted his head and let out a roar as he filled me with his cum.

When he was spent, Cole collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, and I held him close while I turned to look at my husband. Dylan smiled at me, before leaning to kiss me tenderly. I melted into the moment, feeling happier than I’d ever imagined I could after our new sexual adventure.
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Chapter Eight
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Dylan:

The drive home after our evening with Cole was a quiet one, with both of us lost in our thoughts. Although Leah kept her hand on my thigh the entire way home. I didn’t mind, though. I craved the closeness with her after such an emotionally intense evening.

When we got inside our home, I noticed Leah was pale.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” I asked, pulling her in close to me for a hug. She nodded, unable to meet my gaze, and I began to worry. I pressed a gentle kiss against her forehead. “Tell me what’s wrong, Leah. Please.”

The last thing I wanted was for her to regret what had happened, although I’d known it was a possibility all along that either one of us might feel that way. Or maybe even both of us.

“You aren’t mad at me, are you?” she asked in a voice so quiet I had to strain to hear her.

“Of course not, Leah,” I answered quickly. “I loved it.”

“But you were so quiet in the car. I thought you must be mad.”

I could see tears glistening in her eyes, and I held her closer. “No, sweetheart. I was just lost in my thoughts. All I could think about was the sight of you on your knees sucking his cock. You looked so hot, and it made me crave your mouth on me so badly.”

Leah looked up at me, the tears gone, only to be replaced with a curious expression on her face.. “It did?”

I chuckled and nodded. “Yeah. I mean, I always crave your mouth, Leah, but definitely more so than usual tonight.” With my eyes locked on hers, I cupped her cheek in my hand and brushed my thumb along her lush lower lip.

With the barest hint of a grin curling the corners of her mouth, Leah flicked her tongue against my thumb before sucking it into her mouth. A loud growl rumbled up from somewhere deep inside me, but the sound quickly morphed into a moan as she reached into my pants to take hold of my dick. It twitched in her hand, coming back to life after the intense orgasm I’d had at Cole’s place.

“Well, I want to take care of that need for you, Dylan.”

As Leah held my gaze, she lowered herself down to her knees in front of me, making quick work of freeing my cock from my pants. “Are you sure, sweetheart? We can just go to bed if you’re tired.” Her answer was to wrap her lips around my hardening cock, forcing a moan from me. We were still standing inside the entryway of our home, just inside our front door, but there was an urgency to her greedy suckling motions, and I wasn’t going to stop her.

I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of her mouth on my dick while images from our evening with Cole filled my mind. Leah had been glowing all evening, so happy with the attention from Cole. And while a part of me felt like I should be jealous, I wasn’t. I’d loved seeing her like that, and it had made me even more proud to call her my wife. Watching her enjoy Cole’s big black cock had shown me a new, sexually liberated side of her, and if she wanted to, then I would help her explore that further. With Cole again, or maybe even with other guys one day in the future.

Leah took me deeper, engulfing my entire dick in the warmth of her mouth, bringing me back to the present moment. I hadn’t even realised my hips were moving to thrust in and out of her perfect mouth until I heard her gagging softly. The need to cum was so intense that my body was acting as if it had a mind of its own.

But there was no way I was wasting my cum in her mouth tonight. I needed to fill her pussy with it, just like Cole had done. I pulled out of her mouth, and the way she whined in protest was almost enough to make me blow my load all over her face. But I just about managed to keep control of myself.

I helped Leah to her feet, then lifted her up off them so she had to wrap her legs around my waist. With little effort, I carried her through to the living room and laid her down on the couch. I didn’t even bother undressing us. The need to be inside her was making me too impatient for that. Instead, I pulled her panties to the side and entered her with one hard thrust.

“Oh god,” she moaned out, her eyelids fluttering shut as I filled her.

I had to hold still for a moment, taking deep breaths so calm myself while her tight, wet walls gripped me hard. She was so fucking wet, and it took me a moment to realise it wasn’t all from her. Leah was still filled with Cole’s cum, and I could feel the sticky moisture coating my dick.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Why does your cunt feel so damn good when it’s filled with another man’s cum?”

“I don’t know, love,” she whimpered. “But please take me. Make me yours again.”

Leah’s words made me pause for a moment before the rightness of them sank in. Fuck, yes. I needed to make her mine again. The sudden need to claim her body back after another man had used it took hold of me, unleashing some kind of primal desire deep within.

I began moving my hips, taking her roughly as I surrendered to that animalistic urge. My cock was throbbing inside her as I slammed it deep over and over, feeling her inner walls squeezing around me as she got closer to her own release. The wet, sloppy sounds that filled the air each time I thrust into her were a reminder that she was filled with another man’s cum, and that only drove me even more wild.

Leah cried out with each hard forward motion of my hips, her body trembling as she got closer to that edge while she gripped my ass and pulled me deeper. The image of her pale hands on Cole’s ebony ass earlier in the evening filled my mind, everything reminding me of how perfect she had been when another man was taking her.

It all became too much for me, and I felt that familiar tension in the pit of my stomach as I got ready to fill her with her second load of cum for the evening.

“Cum for me,” I grunted out between gritted teeth. I needed her to cum with me, to know that I pleased her just as much as Cole had.

Leah stilled beneath me for a moment, before her body shuddered and her piercing cry filled the air. Her cunt walls squeezed even more tightly, quivering around my dick in a way that had me seeing stars. I let out a long moan as my dick erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum while her spasming walls milked every drop from me.

After our orgasms had faded, I laid on top of her for the longest time, until our breathing had steadied and our heartbeats had slowed.

“I love you, Leah,” I whispered into her ear.

“I love you too. Dylan, are we going to... No, never mind.”

“What is it?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“Are we going to... do that again?”

Even though I knew what she meant, I couldn’t resist teasing her. “Well, not quite yet. I’m going to need some time to recover before I’m ready to go again.”

Leah laughed and shook her head. “I didn’t mean that! Although, let me know when you are ready again, please.” She giggled and that adorable blush spread across her face again. “I meant what happened with Cole.”

I stroked her cheek gently, enjoying the warmth emanating from her soft skin. “Would you like to do it again?” I asked. “After all, if you don’t enjoy it, then it definitely shouldn’t happen again?”

She hesitated for the longest time, and I already knew what her silence meant. If she didn’t like it, she would have no problem telling me. The fact that she was struggling to say the words meant she wanted more of Cole. And the knowledge of that caused a tingling warmth in my dick, although that was the best he could manage after two orgasms already tonight.

I waited patiently, continuing to stroke her cheek in the hope that it would soothe her.

“I did like it,” she said eventually, her voice coming out as a whisper.

“Good,” I said, smiling down at her. “I wanted you to love every single moment of it. It was honestly such a sexy experience watching you with him, and I know I want more of that if you do.”

Leah nodded her head gently, gazing off into space as if lost in thought. “But isn’t this weird?” she asked.

I chuckled and shrugged. “Honestly, part of me wonders about that too, sweetheart. But I’m not too worried. I guess having a best friend who has been involved in open relationships for almost the whole time I’ve known him has given me the attitude that so long as everyone involved is a consenting adult, then we can do what we want.”

She was nibbling on her lower lip as she continued to stare into space. Then her eyes snapped back to mine. “Are you going to want to have sex with other women?”

The question surprised me, mostly because the thought hadn’t even entered my head. Although I could see why she’d asked, given that both Robin and Megan were sexually active with other people. Did I want that, though? I mulled it over for a few long moments before shaking my head.

“No, sweetheart. I have got no interest at all in fucking anyone else. The fun for me in all this is being able to watch you let go and enjoy yourself. You are the only woman I need.”

Although she hid it as quickly as she could, I was pretty certain I saw a look of relief flash across her face. “Okay,” she said. “If you’re sure.”

I grinned and kissed her gently on the forehead. “I’m sure, Leah.”

She relaxed then, and wriggled her body closer against mine, and I held her tightly as we laid together on the couch. I honestly couldn’t wait until the next time I saw her with Cole. Leah was the sweetest, most loving person I’d ever met, and she deserved every ounce of pleasure the two of us could give her.
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Chapter Nine
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Leah:

It was Wednesday, three days since our night with Cole, and it was still all Dylan and I could talk about. We’d already decided that we would go back to the club again Friday night to see if we could find him again. And while I’d been worried that my husband would be hurt or jealous by everything that was happening, Dylan was constantly so turned on that he was making advances at every opportunity. Which was why I was starting my shift at the coffee shop today with his cum soaking into the cotton of my panties.

I felt a heated flush creep across my face as I remembered how he’d bent me over the kitchen counter that morning and taken me roughly until I was screaming his name in the midst of my pleasure. Somehow, introducing a third person had made things even hotter between Dylan and me, and I was looking forward to catching up with Cole again at the weekend.

The coffee shop was busy that morning, with a long queue as usual. People couldn’t seem to start their day without a fresh, steaming-hot dose of caffeine. A couple of hours into my shift, I had a feeling that someone was watching me, and it took me a moment to realise that Cole was standing in the queue, staring intently at me with a smile on his lips. I bit my lower lip as an instant flood of warmth headed straight between my thighs.

Despite my best efforts, it became hard to concentrate, and I kept on messing up the orders of the people in the queue in front of him. God only knew what he must have been thinking of me as I struggled to keep my cool.

Finally, he reached the head of the queue. “Hi, Leah,” he said, greeting me with a wide smile. “I usually go to the other coffee shop across town, but it was closed this morning. Must have been fate stepping in for us.”

“It must be,” I said, unable to hold back a small giggle as I fiddled nervously with my hair, aware of people watching us from the line behind him. “So, ummm, what can I get you, Cole?”

“Just a black coffee, please.” I got to work fixing up his order. At least it was something simple that I would not mess up. “What time are you working till today?” he asked.

“I finish at two,” I answered. “But I am on a break in about ten minutes.”

I handed him his drink and took his payment. “Perfect. I’ll go sit down and drink this, then maybe we can chat during your break?”

“Sure,” I said, nodding at him. “I will see you in ten.”

Cole grinned at me, taking his cup of coffee and sitting down at a nearby table. I was aware of his eyes on me the whole time, and it created a tingle of longing all over my body. It was impossible to think of anything other than how good his cock had felt on Sunday night. My already leaky pussy began aching with a need for attention, although I was well aware there was nothing I could do about it at that moment.

I tried my best to focus on work, but the ten minutes still dragged by. It felt like forever until my colleague arrived to relieve me for my break.

With trembling legs, I made my way over to Cole. “Hi,” I said, attempting to sound bright and breezy as opposed to the needy mess that I was. “Do you want to come sit in the break room with me?” I had to admit I was worried what my regulars would think if they saw me having coffee with a man when most of them knew I was married.

“Sure. Lead the way.”

Cole rose gracefully from his chair for such a huge man, and followed me to the break room. It was just us in there, and he stalked towards me until I was backed up against the wall with his powerful body pressing against me. He leaned down, his lips so close to mine that I could feel his warm breath against my skin. My heart was pounding hard, and my entire body was thrumming with arousal. His closeness was a powerful force over me, making me want to sink to my knees and take him into my mouth again.

“I’ve missed you,” he said, reaching up to cup my cheek in his palm. “Do you think you and Dylan will be visiting the club again soon? I can’t wait to be inside you again.”

It was getting hard to think, never mind form full sentences, but I did my best to respond. “We were planning on coming back Friday to see you.”

A smile lit up his face, and I felt my knees grow a little weaker. “Perfect. I will make sure I’m there then.” He pushed his hips forward slightly, letting me feel how hard he was, and I let out a soft moan.

Cole leaned down, taking advantage of my parted lips to kiss me hard and deep, his tongue brushing against mine in a passionate embrace. I kissed him back hungrily, wrapping my arms around him. Tremors of longing moved through me, my body aching for him. It shocked me how badly I craved him, and part of me hoped he was planning on taking me hard here at work.

But he was the first one to stop, breaking the kiss as he stepped back, so we were both staring at each other, breathing heavily. “I do need to get back to work, beauty. But I will see you Friday night.”

“Okay, we’ll see you then,” I whimpered.

Cole kissed my lips gently, then turned to walk out, leaving me alone in the break room. I slowly lowered myself into one of the chairs, still trembling, as I closed my eyes and tried to get my body back under control. Damn it, Dylan had taken good care of me that morning, yet here I was, acting like I was in heat. I didn’t know what had come over me. But whatever it was, I couldn’t wait to get home to Dylan so he could take care of me all over again.
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AS IT TURNED OUT, BY the time I next saw Dylan, I was a mess, but for an entirely different reason. After Cole had left the coffee shop, I’d started to feel guilty about the kiss I’d shared with him. Dylan and I had only ever discussed things happening with Cole when my husband was there to watch. But today, I’d made out with him without Dylan knowing anything about it. Was that cheating? Was he going to get mad at me when I told him about it?

I’d got home from work a few hours before Dylan, and I was pretty sure I spent that whole time pacing back and forth.

It was stupid of us. We should have discussed whether I could do stuff with Cole without Dylan around. Or maybe I just shouldn’t have let anything happen until I knew for certain what was and wasn’t a part of the agreement between the three of us.

As soon as Dylan got home, I rushed over and threw myself at him. “Hey sweetheart,” he said, chuckling softly as he swept me up in his arms. “How has your day been?”

He placed me back down on my feet and I stepped back, and my face must have been a sight because Dylan suddenly looked concerned.

“What’s wrong? Has something happened, Leah?” He sounded panicked as he stroked his fingers through my hair.

“I just... I don’t know if I can do this thing with Cole anymore. It’s too much. I don’t know what’s allowed and what isn’t, and I think I messed up today.”

Dylan took hold of my hand and guided me through to the living room, then pulled me down into his lap once he was seated. “Tell me about it, sweetheart? What happened today?”

I took a deep breath before all the words came spilling out quickly. “Well, Cole came into the coffee shop today. I’ve never seen him there before, but he said his regular place was closed so he had to find somewhere else for his coffee. And it was my break time, so we went into the break room to chat, but we ended up making out. So I’ve spent all of today freaking out about whether or not it was allowed, or if that means I just accidentally cheated on you. And I’m so sorry, Dylan. I shouldn’t have done it until I knew whether it would be okay. But he was just suddenly there, and then we were kissing.”

Dylan remained quiet for a long moment, only letting out a prolonged breath. My heart was pounding, and I watched his face to look for any signs of anger, although there didn’t seem to be any. At least, not yet, anyway.

“Okay,” he finally said. “And it was just a kiss?”

I nibbled nervously on my lower lip and nodded my head, waiting to see how he would react. When he smiled at me, a wave of relief washed over me.

“I’m okay with that, sweetheart. It’s Cole, so it’s someone I know, and someone who you did a lot more than just kiss a few days ago. If it was someone else, it would be entirely different, but I promise you I’m fine with what happened today. But maybe we should have a talk about boundaries or ground rules or whatever you would like to call it, just to save you from this kind of stress in the future?”

I let out a big sigh of relief and nodded my head quickly. “I think that would be a really good idea.”

Dylan pulled me closer and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Okay, so I guess the big question is, do you want to be able to do these things with Cole, and maybe with others at some point, without me being with you? And please be honest. We can’t find something that works for both of us if we aren’t honest with each other about what we want in the first place.”

I took a moment to think it over, but I knew in my gut what I wanted as soon as he asked the question. “I want you to be with me, Dylan,” I answered. “I want this to be something we share together. The stress of this afternoon showed me it’s just not as much fun without you there, too.”

He smiled at me, and he looked so damn handsome I felt my heart sing a little. “Honestly, that is what I would prefer as well. A kiss is fine, but the thought of missing out on watching you doing the kinds of things you were doing with Cole on Sunday doesn’t make me feel good. So let’s agree for now that, unless we discuss otherwise, this is just something we will do together.”

“I think that sounds perfect,” I said, leaning in to gently kiss his lips.

“And if at some point, you do find it has become stressful, or just not as enjoyable anymore, talk to me about it, and we can stop at any time, okay?”

One thing I loved more than anything about Dylan was the way he always stayed so calm when I was in the middle of a crisis. No matter how worked up I got, he always knew the perfect thing to say to make me feel better.

“Okay,” I replied. “But I need you to promise me the same. That you will tell me if you ever want this to stop. Because it’s only fun for me if I know you are enjoying it, too.”

“Of course,” he said, grinning widely at me. “I promise to tell you if it stops being fun for me. So, does this mean we are still going to the club on Friday?”

I nodded my head, feeling enthusiastic about the prospect once more. “It does. I mentioned to Cole today that we’d be there then, and he said he’d make sure he’s there as well.”

“Perfect,” Dylan said, the word coming out on a soft groan. “I can’t wait to watch you with him again.”

My face grew hot again, and I smiled. “It’s going to be a fun night, for sure.”
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Chapter Ten

[image: ]

Dylan:

The second half of the week had dragged by as our excitement for Friday night took hold. And now, here we were, just arriving at Cole’s house again after meeting him at the club. We’d only stayed there for a few minutes, long enough for me to have a short conversation with Robin before we left with Cole. But, truth be told, I hadn’t heard a single word my friend had said to me, as my mind had been too full of sordid images from our night with Cole last week.

As we entered his home again, I could practically feel the excitement coming from Leah. It was almost as if her body was vibrating with it.

“Let’s just go upstairs again, shall we?” Cole asked, having already taken a few of the steps. It seemed he was eager, and Leah was too, if the way she bounced up the stairs after him was any sign.

I couldn’t move for a moment as I watched her, enthralled by the way she was glowing with happiness and excitement. Sharing her with another man was well worth it if that was the effect it had on her.

Leah was halfway up the stairs before turning to look down at me. “Are you coming?” she asked, the smile on her face replaced by a small frown.

I shook myself out of my stupor and made my way to the foot of the stairs. “Of course, sweetheart. I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

“Okay, good,” she said, the smile reappearing on her face before she turned to carry on up the stairs.

I followed them quickly, walking behind them into Cole’s bedroom before I sat down on the couch I’d used last time. It was perfect. I wasn’t in anyone’s way, yet I had a perfect view of everything that happened. My dick was already rock hard, and my natural instinct was to stroke it, but if I started doing that now, I was only going to cum embarrassingly early. It was definitely best to resist the urge to touch for as long as I could, so I settled back on the couch, ready to enjoy the show.

Cole took hold of Leah’s hand and gently pulled her closer. Even from here, I could see the way her lips parted ever so slightly in anticipation of his kiss, and the way her face was flushed with arousal. I did my best to commit the look on her face to memory, knowing it would be something I’d bring to mind often in the coming days.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all week,” Cole said, his focus entirely on Leah. He acted almost as if I wasn’t in the room, but I didn’t care. I was here as a willing observer, while my wife was treated like a Queen.

“Me too,” Leah whimpered, and her voice was so quiet it was difficult to hear it from where I was sitting.

Cole brought Leah’s hand to his crotch, and I heard the soft gasp that came from her as she began massaging his dick through his pants. Fuck, if I was an insecure man, I’d have been intimidated by the size of the beast he was packing, but I knew my wife enjoyed my cock just as much as she enjoyed Cole’s. There was absolutely no reason why she couldn’t have both whenever she wanted.

“Take out my cock,” Cole growled softly, and I shifted in my seat as Leah quickly did as he’d told her.

With nimble fingers, she worked open his belt and the fastenings on his jeans, before gently pulling out his dick. I couldn’t hold back a moan as I watched the way she handled his thick rod with a gentleness that bordered on reverence. My own cock was straining against my pants, wanting to be let free, but I was going to have to ignore it a little longer.

Leah stroked Cole’s cock while he opened the buttons on her shirt one by one, slowly revealing the pretty red lace bra she’d picked out yesterday just for him. The matching panties she had on under her skirt had been damp before we’d even left our house, so I could only imagine what they were like now. I had no doubt Cole would find her dripping wet once he undressed her properly.

Cole pushed the shirt off her shoulders so it could fall to the floor behind her, then he pushed her skirt down over her hips to leave her standing there in nothing but her lacy red lingerie. He let out a whistle through his teeth.

“Wow, Leah. You look so fucking beautiful,” he said, his eyes roaming over her body in a way that made her flush even more.

“I... I picked this out just for you,” she stuttered breathlessly.

Cole’s face lit up with a huge grin as he brought his hand up to cup her breast. Another little gasp escaped her, and I watched her intently as she arched her back and pushed herself into his large hand.

“Now I feel honoured. It’s just a shame you won’t be wearing it for long, beauty.”

Leah was panting hard now as her arousal took hold. I leaned forward, wanting to see every little reaction she made to his touch. When he slipped his hand inside the lace of her bra, mauling her flesh roughly, her lips parted on a moan and her eyelids fluttered shut the way they always did when she was enjoying something sensual.

I reached down, gripping my dick through my pants, giving it a rough squeeze to keep it under control. But it was throbbing, aching to be touched in a much more intimate way than that.

I’d only looked away from Leah for a moment as I tried to get my cock to behave, but when I looked up again, her bra was on the floor with the rest of her clothes, and Cole was lowering his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth.

The moan that came from her had my dick throbbing all over again. “Oh god, Cole, that feels so good,” she whimpered, as he took the hard bud between his teeth and tugged on it gently.

Leah was still stroking Cole’s thick meat, and it was twitching in her hand. “I want to see you suck him again, sweetheart,” I said, the words falling out of my mouth before I’d even realised I was going to say them.

They both looked over at me, and Cole flashed me a wicked grin. “I think that sounds perfect.” He turned back to Leah. “On your knees, beauty. It’s time for you to please both me and your husband by sucking my cock.”

Leah’s gaze flickered back and forth between the two of us for a long moment before she sank down to her knees. She was barely settled before she’d parted his lips to take the huge head eagerly into her mouth. Watching her pretty pink lips stretching wide around his girth was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, and she stroked them up and down his shaft while her hand continued to move in perfect synch with her mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” Cole groaned as he began slowly moving his hips back and forth, pushing deeper into her mouth each time.

I couldn’t handle it anymore. I quickly opened up my pants and pulled out my cock, letting out a moan of relief as I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking. Neither of them seemed to notice the sounds I made, though, as they got too caught up in each other.

Cole’s head was tipped back, with his deep moans filling the room, while Leah made hungry sucking noises on his huge rod. I could see his flesh shining with her drool each time she pulled her lips back to the tip, and I would have given anything to have her talented mouth working my cock like that. Instead, I would have to make do with my hand for now.

My hand was growing slippery as precum leaked from the tip of my dick, dribbling down my shaft until I was stroking it into my hard flesh. It felt so damn good that it took every bit of willpower I had not to blow my load already.

As I watched them, they seemed to forget about my existence entirely, but that only made the whole experience even hotter. The way they were so focused on each other made me feel like I was doing something naughty and secretly watching a couple in their acts of lust.

Suddenly, Cole gripped Leah’s hair and pulled her mouth off his dick. It was throbbing so hard that I thought he was going to explode then and there, but he somehow managed to hold back.

“Leah,” he groaned, “there is something I have thought of doing to you all week, and I want to know how you feel about it.”

“What is it?” my wife asked breathlessly.

I could already tell from the look of complete arousal on her face as she looked up at Cole from her knees that she would accept. And, even though I was curious about what he was about to propose, I hoped she would do whatever it was as well.

“Does your husband ever fuck your ass sometimes?”

Leah let out a sharp gasp and her eyes widened. When she shook her head, I felt my face grow hot. That had never been something I was interested in, and if I was being honest, I hadn’t even talked to her about trying anal. But judging by the look on her face, I could tell she wanted it. My dick throbbed harder in my hand as I realised my wife had a secretly dirty side to her. Even if that wasn’t my thing, it would be hot as hell to watch her experience it with Cole.

Cole looked my way and smirked slightly, before turning his attention back to Leah. “Okay, but how would you feel if I told you I wanted to take your perfect little ass tonight? Is that something you would want to try?”

Leah looked over at me and I smiled. She seemed to do that often when she was with Cole, as if she was looking for permission for whatever was happening. “If you want to do it, sweetheart, do it.”

She nodded at me, then looked up at Cole. “I would really like to try it, Cole,” she whimpered, and I had to hold back a moan at how needy and sexy she sounded. Apparently, she really wanted to have her ass fucked, and I was looking forward to watching that happen.

“Good girl,” he said, grinning down at her. It was the second time he’d called her that so far tonight, and I noticed the way she seemed to light up with his praise. I made a mental note to myself to give that a try once we were alone. “Take off your panties then get up on the bed, beauty, and lay down on your front.”

Leah quickly obeyed, climbing up onto the bed and positioning herself on her stomach. She even arched her spine to lift her bare ass into the air for Cole, as if she was offering it to him. As I watched, I had to give the base of my dick a tight squeeze, trying to stop the inevitable from happening. My wife looked so damn sexy giving herself to Cole that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to hold back much longer.

Cole grabbed something from the top drawer of his bedside table, although I couldn’t see what it was as he held it in his huge hand, and then he climbed on top of Leah, straddling her thighs. He revealed what he was holding in his hand, a bottle of lubricant, and I moaned again. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. He was really going to do it. He was going to fuck my wife’s ass for the first time.

“Just relax for me, beauty,” Cole said in a soft voice while smearing some of the lube over his fingers. “I promise to be gentle with you.”

I had to bite the inside of my cheek hard to stop myself laughing at that. It didn’t matter how gentle he was with her; his dick was huge enough to cause at least some discomfort.

Cole reached down, sliding his lubed up fingers between her ass cheeks, and Leah moaned softly. Her eyes had fluttered shut again, and she seemed to lift her butt even higher in the air. I watched as if hypnotised while he moved his hand back and forth, coating the valley between her ass cheeks with the slippery fluid. Then he changed the angle of his hand so one thick digit was pressing against her tight hole.

It was as if all three of us were holding our breath, waiting for the moment when he would first enter her virgin ass, then his finger was slowly sliding inside her. I watched with wonder as she cried out with a sound of pleasure that filled the room.

Watching her excitement about having her ass filled was too much for me. I couldn’t wait any longer. I jerked my dick hard and fast, feeling the pressure rising up from somewhere deep inside just moments before ropes of cum came spurting out of me. My body shuddered, and even though I needed to keep watching Leah, I couldn’t stop my eyelids from squeezing tightly together as the pleasure filled me. My moans were loud as I lost control of myself.

When I opened my eyes, I realised Leah was watching me, her head resting on the bed so she was facing toward me. Although her eyes were so glazed, I couldn’t be sure she was aware of what I was doing. Cole was pumping his finger in and out of her asshole, causing her to moan and whimper in a desperate way I’d never seen from her before. There was no doubt in my mind she was loving every moment of this new experience. As I went back to watching them, I grabbed a couple of tissues from the small table beside the couch and cleaned myself up.

“Please, Cole,” Leah moaned, the words coming out on an elongated moan.

“Tell me what you need, beauty.”

“Your cock,” she gasped as he plunged his fingers deep again. “Please, Cole. I need your cock.”

God, I loved watching her being so fucking wanton. I loved knowing how much she was enjoying Cole’s attention.

Cole pulled his finger out of her, then grabbed the bottle of lube again, so he could smear more of it all over his huge rod. I know I was already feeling a little anxious about how she was going to take him in that tight hole, so I could only imagine how she must be feeling about it. But she didn’t look at all worried. She looked as if she was in bliss simply from having had his finger fucking her, and it was damn obvious she wanted more.

He positioned himself over her so the head of his dick was pressing between her ass cheeks, against that tight opening. Then Cole grabbed hold of the base of his shaft as he ever so slowly pushed inside her. I watched with wide eyes as his cock disappeared inside her, an inch at a time, and Leah looked like she could barely catch her breath as he stretched her wide.

But if I was in any doubt about whether she was enjoying his cock in her ass, her words would have cleared up my confusion.

“More, Cole. More. Please,” she begged breathlessly, until every fucking inch of him was nestled in that tight little hole.

“Fuck,” I groaned, unable to hold back. Leah’s eyelids fluttered open briefly again as she heard my voice, but then Cole started moving his hips and she got lost in the sensations all over again.

He moved slowly at first, letting her get used to having her tight hole filled, then he began picking up the pace, thrusting harder into her. The faster he moved, the louder her cries of pleasure became. Cole’s body was tense, his jaw set in a firm line, and I knew just from looking at him how close he was to filling her with cum. I could only imagine how good it must feel for him with her inner muscles gripping him so tightly.

“I need you to cum for me, Leah,” he grunted through gritted teeth. At the same time, he reached a hand beneath her body, and even though I couldn’t see what he was doing, I had to guess he was reaching for her clit.

Leah suddenly screamed with the force of her orgasm, her entire body shuddering violently beneath Cole as she surrendered to the pleasure. That seemed to be what Cole was waiting for, because his orgasm came quickly then, and he pounded her ass hard as he lost all control.

Time seemed to stop as they gave into the pleasure of each other’s bodies, and I could only stare with my mouth wide open. I’d never seen my wife looking so damn beautiful or sexy, and I had a feeling I was already growing addicted to watching her with other men.

When Cole slowly slid out of her, I watched with awe as his cum oozed out of that tight hole. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I knew your ass was going to feel good, Leah, but that was fucking amazing.”

Leah’s eyes were still closed, and she let out a tired giggle at the filthy compliment. “Thank you, Cole. That did feel so good.”

I grinned as I watched her for a moment longer, before getting up and sitting on the bed beside her, stroking my fingers through her hair.

She opened her eyes and looked up at me, a small smile on her lips. “Any regrets?” I asked, already fairly confident what her answer would be.

“None at all. How about you?” Leah’s voice came out small, as if she was close to sleep already.

“My only regret is that we didn’t try this sooner.”

Cole chuckled at my response. “Yeah, I gotta say I agree with you on that, Dylan.”

I grinned at him before leaning down to kiss Leah’s forehead gently. “So you want to do this again, Leah?”

“Definitely,” she said, her voice sounding even more far away than before. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was growing more steady.

“I think you’ve worn her out,” I said to Cole, laughing softly.

“It does seem that way. You two are free to crash here for the night if you want? There’s plenty of room in my bed for all of us.”

I looked down at Leah, who was now snoring softly. “I think we might have to stay. There’s no way I can get her home when she’s like this.”

Cole nodded and laid down on his side of the bed, on the other side of Leah, while I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. Even in her sleep, she snuggled closer to me, and I couldn’t help but smile.

I closed my eyes, thinking about all the sexy adventures that would be possible in our future now that we’d taken this step and Leah had become my hotwife. And I couldn’t wait.
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Hotwife On Honeymoon:
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Chapter One
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Sophia:

I opened the door to our suite at the hotel and stood staring in awe. The hotel was nice enough, but what caught my attention was the large window, and the stunning view of Lake Garda that it offered.

"Do you like it, Sophia?" Ben asked as he followed into the room behind me, carrying two large suitcases.

With a squeal, I rushed over to the window, glancing around as I took in the view. The rustic rustic streets, the rush of people below, and most importantly, the way the sun glistened off the surface of the lake.

Happiness filled me, making me feel like I was going to overflow with it. "I love it, Ben! It's so beautiful here. I'm so glad you suggested coming to Italy for our honeymoon."

My new husband walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, placing his chin on my shoulder to look out the window with me.

"It is beautiful," he agreed. "Almost as beautiful as you are."

I giggled and squirmed a little as Ben brought a hand up to cup my breast through the thin summer dress I was wearing, brushing his thumb back and forth against my nipple, causing it to tighten and grow hard with the attention. Tingles spread through me, growing more intense the longer he teased that hard little bud.

"I can't believe it's over," I said. "Almost two years spent planning our big day, and it's gone." A sad ache appeared momentarily in my chest, until Ben began kissing along the curve of my neck.

"I know," he replied. "The wedding day did go by so quickly. But now we have some special time just for us. And then when we go back home, we've got the rest of our lives to enjoy together. Besides, we can always renew our vows one day if you start getting wedding fever again."

I laughed and wriggled back against my husband, eager for more of his kisses. Even though we were only twenty-three and too young for marriage according to some peoples' standards, including my mother's, we had been together since we were eighteen, and I'd been in love with him from afar for at least three years before that. We knew each other inside out, and he always knew what to say to make me happy.

"That's true," I said, nodding my head. "It took us two years to organise this wedding, so I guess that means we'd better book the ceremony to renew our vows in two years time."

Ben laughed and nipped roughly at my ear lobe. "You can't just spend your entire life organising one wedding after another, sweetheart. For a start, I don't think my bank balance could handle it."

I let out a dramatic sigh, trying to stop the grin that was threatening at the corners of my lips. "You just have to spoil all my fun, don't you?"

"I'm afraid so, Sophia," he said, affecting the same serious tone I was. "That is my role now that I'm your husband. I must spoil your fun and demand sandwiches. I don't make the rules. I just follow them."

That was enough to open the floodgates for the giggles to escape from within, and I playfully nudged him in the stomach with my elbow. "You can demand all the sandwiches you like, love, but unless you get them yourself, you'll be going hungry."

He laughed, and my heart soared as it always did when I heard that joyful sound. "That's fair. But what about blow jobs? Can I demand those?"

Looking at his reflection in the mirror, I could see the wide grin on his face.

"No, you can't. Because you've got a nice wife who loves your cock and who will happily give you blow jobs."

I turned around to face him, and he pushed me back against the window. His eyes had darkened, and the hungry look on his face made me feel like he might devour me any moment. With any luck, he would.

A wicked grin spread across his face as he placed his hand on my shoulders and pressed gently. That was all the encouragement I needed to lower down onto my knees and begin working on the fastenings of his shorts. I tugged them down, along with his underwear, and I let out a soft moan when his hard cock sprang free.

Ben braced his hands on the windows as he stood over me, looking at me rather than at the beautiful scenery Italy offered.

He pushed his hips forward, pressing the head of his hard cock against my lips. I opened wide for him, instinctively taking him into my mouth to begin sucking on the engorged head. A moan escaped me as the salty taste of his precum filled my senses, and I began lapping my tongue against the slit, seeking out more drops of his essence.

"I love you, Mrs Fraser," he groaned, pushing his hips forward to fill my mouth even more.

I sucked voraciously on his hard meat, moaning around him as I stroked my lips up and down his shaft. After only being married for two days, being called by my married name still caused flutters in both my heart and my pussy.

Ben pushed forward until the back of my head pressed up against the window behind me, so that when he began to slowly thrust in and out of my mouth, it was impossible to move away. Not that I would want to. I loved the feel of his hard cock between my lips, and I was happy to suck him off whenever he wanted.

I gripped onto his thighs with both my hands, long fingernails digging into his skin. The knowledge the somebody might see us from the street flitted through my mind, causing another little ache between my thighs. It was unlikely from up on the third floor, but just the possibility of it had me sucking even harder on his shaft.

Ben and I had always had a fondness for fucking in places where we might be discovered, and it didn't seem that married life was going to change that for us.

His cock was pulsing wildly between my lips, and I licked and sucked desperately, craving a taste of his cum. But it seemed that he had other ideas.

My husband pulled out of my mouth and gently gripped my upper arm, helping me back up to my feet. Then he turned me around to face the window once more.

"Arms up," he growled into my ear from behind, and I quickly did as I'd been told.

Once my arms were in the air, he gripped the hem of my dress and lifted it up over my head with one swift movement before dropping it onto the floor. Next to go was my bra, and then my panties, so that I was stood by the large window completely exposed.

A thrill ran through me, and I moaned when he reached around to my tits, kneading them roughly and pinching my nipples with thumb and forefinger. Each little tug on those sensitive buds had me writhing against Ben. His cock was pressed against my ass cheek, hard and wet with my saliva.

"Touch yourself for me, sweetheart. I need you nice and wet because I want to take my wife hard."

My mind was swimming with lust, making the most basic thoughts seem impossible, but I obeyed without hesitation. I was so fucking aroused by his touch, and by the thought of being fucked here in plain sight if anyone from the street cared to look upwards, that it was impossible to resist.

I reached down with one hand, sliding fingers along my slit a few times to make them wet before focusing my attention on my clit. With slow circle motions, I felt the little bud swell and begin to peek out from its hood, becoming even more sensitive to my touch. I let out a loud moan, starting to move my fingers in faster circles as the tingling sensations grew more intense.

Ben's fingers plucked and tugged at my nipples, adding to the heat that was consuming my body.

"Tell me what you need, Sophia," he groaned in my ear.

I could feel his cock throbbing insistently against the fleshy globes of my ass, and I rocked back against him, forcing a moan from my husband.

"I need you to fuck me, Ben. I need you inside me."

He dipped his head, scraping his teeth against the side of my neck hard enough to hurt a little, then he placed a hand on my back between my shoulder blades and pushed me forwards, until my face and tits were pressed against the window. With his other hand, he gripping one of my hips and pulled my ass back towards him, forcing me to arch my spine to hold the position.

While looking out over the people rushing past on the streets below, I felt the fat head of Ben's cock stroking up and down my soaked pussy lips, parting them and teasing between them, until neither of us could wait any longer, then he thrust forwards, pushing his cock deep into my cunt.

I moaned loudly, feeling brazen and wanton while stood naked in the window. "Fuck me, please," I moaned.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. I'm going to fuck you so hard all the people down on the street will be able to hear you scream when you cum."

Ben pumped his hips hard and fast, slamming his cock into me at a brutal pace. My body rocked with the force of his thrusts, pushing me harder against the window. The glass was cool against my hot skin, bringing welcome relief, although the way my hard nipples scraped across the surface sent ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

He kept one hand on my back, holding me helplessly in place, while the other hand snaked around to my front, pushing my own hand out of the way so he could take over playing with my clit. My husband rubbed hard and fast at the sensitive button, and his touches combined with his cock slamming into my pussy soon had me screaming out as an orgasm rushed over me.

My body shuddered and my legs trembled as the pleasure filled me, and I was grateful to the window for keeping me upright as my knees nearly buckled beneath me.

Behind me, Ben grunted loudly as he came inside me, pumping me full of his creamy load. He kept thrusting mercilessly until both our needs had been satisfied, then he wrapped his arms around me and held me while we looked out over the beautiful lake as we recovered.

If this was how our honeymoon was going to go, I wasn't sure I'd ever want to leave Italy.
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Chapter Two
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Ben:

I couldn’t help but laugh as Sophia came rushing out of the bathroom of our hotel suite, stumbling slightly as she pulled her shorts up her long, shapely legs. Her hair was still wet from her quick shower, and I could see a bit of toothpaste on her lower lip.

“I can’t believe we slept in so late!” she said, sounding flustered. “We missed breakfast, and if we don’t hurry, we’re going to end up missing lunch too!”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. We had a long flight yesterday, and we are dealing with jet lag. They are probably used to that.”

Sophia paused, taking a deep breath. “You’re right. Of course you are. And it’s not the end of the world if we miss lunch at the hotel because we’re in Italy. Home of some of the best food in the world!”

“Exactly!” I said, pulling her into my arms. I licked the thumb of one hand and brushed it against her lower lip, knowing how mad she’d be if I let her leave the room with dried toothpaste on her lip. Once it was gone, I turned my attention back to our conversation. “But if you want us to make it to breakfast on time tomorrow, you probably shouldn’t keep me up all night begging me to fuck you.”

I grinned wickedly down at Sophia, and her face flushed an adorable shade of red.

“I did not!” she squealed, slapping me playfully on my arm. “You were already hard, and I just took advantage of that.”

“Fine,” I said, laughing. “So the late night was both our faults. Now, let’s go get some food. I’m starving. I haven’t eaten anything but your pussy in the last twenty-four hours.”

Sophia giggled and flushed a little brighter. “But you said you like eating my pussy. You didn’t seem to be complaining last night.”

I grinned and gripped her ass cheeks hard in my hands, pulling her even closer against me and letting her feel how hard my cock was. She let out a soft moan that had my cock throbbing.

“I do love eating your pussy, Sophia. And after lunch I fully intend to devour you for desert. But we are both going to need our energy for that, so let’s go get some proper food.”

She grinned at me, although the rapid flutter of her pulse was a giveaway that my words had excited her more than she was letting on.

“Fine, so long as you promise I get to enjoy my special desert when we get back to the room, too.”

I laughed and took her hand in mine, pulling her towards the door of our suite.

“That seems like the perfect deal to me.”

We headed down to the restaurant on the ground floor of the hotel and noticed that most of the tables were empty. Only a few late stragglers were left behind, most of them enjoying delicious-looking sweet treats.

A waiter rushed over to us. “Welcome! Let’s get you seated, shall we?”

We both smiled and nodded at the man, and followed him as he led us over to an intimate table hidden away in one corner of the room. Once we were seated, he handed us both a menu.

“My name is Dante, and I will be your waiter today.”

“Hi, Dante. Thank you.” I smiled and took my menu from him. Even though he had a thick Italian accent, he spoke fluent English, so it was easy to understand him.

He turned to me, a wide smile on his face. “And can I congratulate you on finding such a beautiful lady, sir? I can assure you that the rest of mankind is very jealous of your good fortune. Including myself.”

Dante looked over at Sophia and winked at her, causing my wife to burst into a fit of giggles. I watched her, entranced by the way she seemed to be glowing from the compliment, and I was certain I must have been smiling almost as wide as she was.

“I’m sorry, sir,” Dante said to me. “I do not wish to cause any trouble, so I hope I have not offended you or your beautiful new wife in any way.”

“Oh no, you didn’t offend me at all,” Sophia was quick to reassure him.

“It’s fine,” I said, smiling at Dante. “How could I be offended when you just made her as happy as you did?”

Dante chuckled. “It seems you two are a match made in heaven. I will leave you alone for a few minutes to decide what you would like to eat, then I will return to take you order.”

He turned, flashing Sophia another wink before he walked over to clean up one of the other tables.

“Well, someone seems to like you,” I teased quietly, grinning at my wife.

She burst into another fit of giggles, trying to hide her flushed face in her hands. “Of course he doesn’t, silly. He probably says that to all the women, hoping to get a big tip.”

I smirked, unable to believe she’d given me an opening like that. “If he got his hands on you, sweetheart, I’m pretty sure you’d be the one on the receiving end of a big tip.”

Sophia squealed and threw a napkin at me, drawing the attention of Dante for a moment. I noticed the way he let his eyes linger on my wife, his gaze moving over her body in a way that told me he was definitely imagining what she looked like under her clothes.

The weird thing was that I didn’t feel at all jealous. I was the only guy Sophia had ever loved, and I didn’t doubt her devotion to me for even a second. But watching another guy undressing her with his eyes was strangely arousing. And it was a reminder of how lucky I was to be loved by such a hot and beautiful woman.

“You can’t just say things like that,” she hissed, leaning towards me over the table. “What if Dante had heard you?”

I chuckled and leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table. “If he’d heard me, he would probably agree that what I said would be the truth if he was given half a chance with you.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You are such a goofball, Ben. Always teasing me.”

I reached across the table to take her hand in mine, bringing it to my lips so I could brush a kiss across each of her knuckles. “Why on earth would I ever stop teasing you when your giggle sounds so adorable and you turn such a pretty shade of red? You knew what you were getting into when you married me. Too late to back out now.”

She huffed and pulled her hand away from mine, grinning at me. “It’s a good thing I love you, Ben, or we might have been the first couple to ever decide to divorce while still on honeymoon.”

“Oh, give it time,” I said, unable to stop myself from giving her a playful grin. “I’ve still got two weeks left to tease you. In fact, without work to keep me distracted a lot of the time, it’s all I have to do here.”

Sophia laughed and picked up her menu, although she kept glancing sideways towards Dante, watching him as he worked for a brief moment before pulling her attention away.

Rather than look at my own menu, I couldn’t stop studying my new wife. Her eyes were bright, and she was practically glowing with happiness. Even though it may not have looked like it with the way I teased her, I was head over heels in love with her. Like the sappy kind of love in the romantic movies she always made me watch with her.

While it probably should have bothered me she was sneaking quick glances towards another man on the first proper day of our honeymoon, it didn’t. In fact, my dick was rock hard from watching her, throbbing insistently. I tried to will it to go down, but my wife was far too sexy for that to happen any time soon.

I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Dante walking over to the table. As he approached, Sophia smoothed out her t-shirt and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear before looking over at me, her eyes widening.

“What?” she asked, looking suddenly flustered again.

“Oh, nothing important,” I replied with a grin.

Dante reached our table, and I stopped teasing Sophia long enough for us to order our lunch. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way the two of them kept looking at each other, and wondering why the hell I found it so hot.
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Chapter Three
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Sophia:

The constant teasing from my husband, and the attention from Dante, had left me feeling very flustered. So when Ben suggested going for a boat ride on the lake after lunch, I jumped at the chance.

The lake itself was beautiful, and I was looking forward to enjoying the sunshine and fresh air while out on the water. At least being away from the hotel would hopefully mean Ben would stop making jokes about the handsome waiter who’d been serving us at lunchtime.

And sure, I did think Dante handsome. But that didn’t mean anything. I was married, not blind, so gorgeous guys weren’t suddenly going to stop catching my attention. I just had no intention of acting on anything. Ben was the only man I loved, and no other guy could compare to him.

My husband had organised a trip with a guy called Nico, who owned his own small motor boat and often took tourists on trips around the lake.

The first thing I noticed about Nico was how gorgeous he was as well, with his dark skin, chocolate brown eyes, and brown hair that was starting to show a little grey at the temples. What was it about Italian men that made them so good-looking? Maybe it was something in the water.

“Hi, Nico,” Ben said as we approached the boat, a big smile on his face. “We’re Ben and Sophia. We organised a ride out on the lake today.”

“Of course!” Nico exclaimed in his deep Italian accent. “Come aboard and let’s get this show on the road. Or on the lake, at least.” He chuckled at his own joke, and I smiled.

Ben stepped onto the boat first, then both men reached out a hand for me to help me aboard. My skin prickled as Nico took my hand in his, as if some kind of spark had passed between us.

I pulled my hand away from his as soon as we were on the boat, moving closer to Ben, who wrapped his arm around me.

Nico smiled at me, although I had no way of knowing if he’d felt the same spark I had. Not that it mattered. I was here with my husband.

Ben looked at me, then at Nico, but shrugged his shoulders and pulled me down onto one of the wooden benches along the side of the boat.

“Relax and enjoy yourselves,” Nico said, that broad smile still on his face. “Let me take care of you this afternoon.”

The Italian man sat down by the steering wheel of the boat, his back to us as he started the engine and took us around the lake. I stared at the scenery, admiring the view of the colourful Mediterranean-style houses and the mountains behind them.

I let out a happy sigh, relaxing back against Ben’s chest as he wrapped his arms around me.

But it wasn’t long before his hands started to wander, distracting me from the sight-seeing I had been planning to do. He cupped my breast in one hand through the thin sleeveless top I was wearing.

“I didn’t get that desert I wanted,” he whispered in my ear, just loud enough for me to hear him over the boat’s engine and the sound of splashing water beneath us.

A moan escaped me and I squirmed as an ache began building between my thighs. “It’s a little late now,” I said, feeling my face grow hot. My eyes darted over to Nico, making sure he wasn’t watching us while Ben palmed my breast, capturing the hardened nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He tugged the little bud just enough to make me gasp as a warmth surged to my core.

“Maybe I could still have a small taste now? Just enough to help me last until I get you alone again.”

“What are you even talking about?” I asked with a laugh. Although that amused sound soon shut off when Bed slid his other hand in the front of my shorts.

“Just a little taste, sweetheart. You wouldn’t mind that, would you?”

As he spoke, his fingers brushed over my folds through my wet panties, and I let out a soft moan. Once again, I glanced over at Nico, who seemed to be focused on the expanse of water in front of him, rather than what we were doing.

So I spread my legs wider for Ben, giving him access to the wet heat between my thighs. He pulled the gusset of my panties aside to run his fingers through my slick folds, coating his fingers with my wetness.

As I surrendered to his touch, writhing and moaning quietly enough that I would not be heard, I kept my gaze fixed on Nico, watching to see if he might be aware of what we were doing right behind him. His closeness while I let Ben slide two fingers inside my cunt was adding to the arousal.

Ben and I had fooled around plenty of times where somebody might have been able to see us, but we’d never done anything so close to somebody that he could turn around and touch me if he wanted to. What would Nico do if he caught us touching each other on his boat? Would he turn around and take us back? Or would he want to watch?

My husband began to slowly pump his fingers in and out of me, the digits sliding easily in the wet mess of my pussy. He dragged the length of his finger against my clit, making me whimper and squirm.

The fear of being caught disappeared slightly as I got closer to the edge. Or maybe that fear only enhanced the tingling sensations between my thighs to make me feel even more wanton. But I no longer cared how close Nico was. I needed to cum for Ben and I didn’t think I’d be able to stop it.

But then Ben slipped his fingers out of me, leaving me holding back a groan of frustration while my pussy quivered in protest at being left unsatisfied. He brought his hand up to his mouth and licked his wet fingers; a growl rumbling through his chest as he tasted my nectar.

“I think you were about to cum then, sweetheart,” he said, and I nodded.

Ben chuckled quietly. “My greedy wife. Wanting to cum for me even when a complete stranger is sitting only a couple of feet away.”

“Oh god, please,” I whimpered. The ache at my core was overwhelming after the teasing. I was desperate to cum. “Nico isn’t even paying attention to us. I doubt he’d even notice so long as I stay quiet.”

My husband growled again. “Fine, Sophia. I will make you cum. Right here. Right now.”

He slid his hand back into my shorts, plunging three fingers deep into my hot, wet cunt that time. Without even giving me time to get used to the extra digit filling me, he began fucking me hard, making sure that his fingers rubbed against my clit as they moved in and out of me.

My back arched and my toes curled as a sudden rush of pleasure bloomed in my centre, the orgasm sweeping me up sooner than expected.

As my mouth opened on a silent moan and my body shuddered with the force of my climax, Nico turned around in his chair. He paused, his eyes growing wide as he took in the image of us. Nico’s gaze instantly dropped to the spot between my thighs, where he could see Ben’s hand moving vigorously inside my shorts.

But it was too late to stop the orgasm as it crashed over me, my body tensing and shuddering with each new wave of pleasure. I was lost to the sensations, aware only of Nico’s eyes on me and of Ben’s fingers as they fucked me hard.

When the climax had faded, I slumped back against Ben, feeling suddenly shy under Nico’s scrutiny.

“I’m sorry,” Ben said to the other man. “Would you like us to stop?”

“You are a happy young couple on your honeymoon. Why on earth would I want to stop you from enjoying one another?” he asked in his thick Italian accent.

“Thank you, my friend. So you won’t mind if I do this?” Ben asked as he gripped the bottom edge of my t-shirt and pulled it up over my head, showing off my breasts in the small bikini top I’d been wearing underneath.

“No,” the other man grunted. “I wouldn’t mind that at all.”

Nico’s eyes dropped down to my cleavage, the arousal in those dark brown orbs clearly evident. My heart was pounding, and it wasn’t just because of the intense orgasm Ben had given me. Arousal coursed through me as my husband slowly stripped off every item of my clothing, making me helpless to stop him. I stood and let him undress me, while Nico devoured my body with his hungry gaze.

Nectar was leaking freely from my pussy, coating my inner thighs. I was certain even Nico could see the wetness decorating my skin as he stared at that spot at my centre.

Ben pulled me back down onto the seat with him, using his strong hands to push my thighs wide. I let out a gasp as I realised just how exposed I was to a complete stranger.

“And what about you, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice close to my ear. “Do you mind me doing this to you?”

I shook my head quickly. The lust surging through my body was too strong for me to want this to stop. In fact, my greedy little pussy tingled and quivered, letting me know she still needed more.

By now, Nico’s shorts were tented at the front, and he was rubbing at the hard bulge through his shorts. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from his large hands, a part of me wondering what his thick fingers would feel like in my cunt.

But then Ben got down on his knees in front of me, pulling my attention back to him. “I was promised something sweet for desert,” he said, “and I don’t want to have to wait any longer.”

When he leaned in to drag his tongue along the length of my slit, my eyes met Nico’s and I let out a loud moan.
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Chapter Four
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Ben:

Sophia was so damn wet as I licked along her soft folds that her moisture coated my tongue and her taste filled my senses. I let out a loud moan, not even caring if Nico was watching. Let him see how good my wife tasted. It didn’t bother me if he craved her.

She wriggled against my mouth, and my tongue slipped easily inside her while I pressed my lips against her wet flesh as if French kissing her pretty little cunt. Sophia cried out sharply as I licked and lapped at every sensitive place I could reach, and even more wetness seemed to coat my face.

I pulled back from her pussy so I could catch my breath and glance over at Nico. He was hard and rubbing himself through his shorts, staring at my naked wife as if he would love to devour her, too. That only made my cock throb painfully against the confines of my clothes.

“Don’t stop, love. Please!”

Looking up at my wife, I could see the arousal all over her face, in her flushed cheeks and wild eyes. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen her look so damn beautiful.

Keeping my eyes on her face as I leaned in, I began flicking my tongue my tongue against her clit, coaxing the little button out from hiding behind its hood.

Sophia was gasping and moaning, reaching down to run her fingers through my hair before curling fingers to tug painfully at my scalp as she tried to pull me closer. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. She tasted too damn good for me to consider stopping before she’d made a mess all over my face.

The whole time, Sophia kept looking over at Nico, and it drove me wild to know he was seeing her in all her raw beauty. It only made me want my wife even more than I already did.

I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking the swollen button into my mouth, gently scraping my teeth against it in the way that always made her eyes roll back in her head. She began moving her hips, grinding frantically, her soft folds rubbing against my chin.

With her moisture coating the lower half of my face, I pulled back again. As expected, Nico was still watching her. Except now he had his cock out of his shorts and in his hand, jerking it hard and fast.

I bet if I told him he could fuck my wife, they would both want to do it, and something about that thought made me so damn hard I had no choice but to free myself from my shorts.

“Play with your tits, sweetheart,” I grunted as I began stroking my cock. “If we’re putting on a show for Nico, we should make it a good one.”

Sophia moaned, but she didn’t try to resist doing as she’d been told. She brought both hands up to her breasts, cupping the voluptuous mounds and squeezing them until the soft flesh appeared between her fingers. Her nipples had tightened into hard little buds, and she teased her fingertips over them as she mauled her own tits for our enjoyment.

“Fuck,” I growled. “You are so fucking beautiful, Sophia. Isn’t that right, Nico?” I asked, turning my head to briefly look at the other man.

“I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a more beautiful woman,” he replied. “Please don’t stop pleasuring her, though. If you’ll allow it, Ben, I’d love to see her as an orgasm takes her breath away.”

I nodded before diving back between my wife’s thighs, sucking and licking at her clit in ways that had her writhing and bucking. But I gripped her ass cheeks hard, pulling her towards me and not allowing her to wriggle away from the intense sensations I was creating between her thighs.

After less than a minute of that intense stimulation, Sophia shattered apart, her body shuddering as she succumbed to her climax. Her wetness flooded my face, along with her sweet scent, and I kept licking and sucking until she had gone limp against the side of the boat and she was gasping for air.

I pulled back, looking at her pretty pink pussy as it leaked, her nectar dripping to the wooden floor of the boat. God, she looked so freaking sexy like that, legs spread wantonly as she recovered from her climax, while another man and her husband could do nothing but stare at her.

After watching her a moment longer, I moved back to the bench to sit next to my wife. Even though I wasn’t stroking my cock anymore, it was still rock hard, standing out proudly from my body as it throbbed.

Sophia slid a hand into my lap, wrapping her fingers around my shaft to stroke it. I let out a long, low groan and leaned towards her to kiss along her neck.

“You are a lucky man, Ben,” Nico said, moving his hand up and down his own cock in time with Sophia’s strokes along my hard flesh.

“I am. I couldn’t be happier, Nico.”

I took one of Sophia’s breasts into my hand, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. But I wasn’t close enough to her for my liking. I needed to be closer. Close enough that our bodies were melded together as one.

So I released my grip on her breast and pulled her onto my lap, with her back against my chest so she was facing Nico. Her wet cunt rested against my hard rod, and with a slight movement of my hips, I was sinking into her wet sheath.

We both moaned, and with no encouragement from me, Sophia started bouncing on my dick. I leaned back against the side of the boat, enjoying the look on Nico’s face as he stared openly at my wife’s tits while she moved up and down.

God, Sophia’s tight wet pussy felt so good wrapped tight around my dick, and knowing another man was so openly admiring my wife’s naked body just made all the sensations so much more intense.

I gripped her hips and braced my feet on the floor before I started thrusting my hips, slamming up into her soaked pussy and making her bounce even harder on my dick. She cried out, her cunt quivering around me as the hard pounding pushed her towards another orgasm.

“Reach down and rub your clit, Sophia,” I growled through gritted teeth as I felt myself surging towards my own climax. But I had to make sure she came first. I needed to feel her clamping down hard on my dick.

Sophia obeyed quickly, and even though I couldn’t see her hand in front of her body, I could see the rapid movement of her arm as she rubbed frantically at the slick bud.

“That’s it. Good girl, sweetheart. Let’s show Nico how hard you can cum when you’re being fucked hard. Don’t hold back. Show him all you’ve got, Sophia.”

Her cunt squeezed around me and her body tensed as a loud cry emerged from somewhere deep inside Sophia. I thrust harder, pushing deeper inside her as I let go with her, my dick erupting inside her soaked pussy.

We both moved our bodies frantically, our loud moans filling the air. Neither of us cared if someone else on another boat might have been able to see us. We were too wrapped up in our own pleasure, and in the pleasure of being observed so closely.

It wasn’t until we were both fully satisfied and too drained to continue that we finally slowed our movements, and I wrapped my arms around her to pull her close against me.

To my surprise, when I looked over at Nico, I realised he was still hard and stroking his dick, watching us. I’d thought he was going to cum with us, but seeing he still wasn’t satisfied even after we’d finished made me feel bad.

“Sweetheart, how would you feel about going to give Nico a helping hand?”

Sophia gasped. “What... what do you mean?” she asked, even though I knew damn well she was smart enough to work out exactly what I meant.

“I mean, would you like to go and touch Nico’s cock to help him cum too?”

I felt a shiver run down her spine as I held her close, and I had a suspicion she wanted to do that.

“But... you wouldn’t mind?” she asked.

“Oh no, I wouldn’t mind at all. In fact, I think I would enjoy watching that.”

“Oh,” she said, before looking over at Nico. “Would you like me to help you?”

Nico nodded and let go of his throbbing dick. “I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more, beautiful.”

As I watched my wife, she stood up slowly from my lap, letting my dick fall from the heat of her pussy, then walked over to Nico. I was holding my breath, wondering if she was really going to do it. Sophia was sweet and sexy, all wrapped up in a single package, but she did have a tendency to be shy.

She looked over at me, and I nodded at her, hoping to give her any encouragement she might need.

With that, Sophia crouched down in front of Nico and reached out to tentatively take hold of his pulsing erection. The other man let out a loud moan.

“God, that feels so good,” the other man groaned, looking down at my wife with an undeniable lust in his eyes.

She held his gaze as she pumped her hand up and down his length, and I couldn’t help but moan. Some sane and rational part of my brain told me I should hate this, but I couldn’t. Not when Sophia looked so damn beautiful. I leaned forward, watching my wife’s every movement. It was impossible to look away.

All too soon, Nico lost control of himself and ropes of cum spurted from the tip of his cock to spray over Sophia’s bare tits. I groaned as I watched, my eyes following the drops of his creamy load as they covered her skin. My wife’s skin.

When every drop had been drained, I squeezed my eyes shut and groaned. Watching that had opened something up inside of me, and I knew I needed more.
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Chapter Five
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Sophia:

It was difficult to focus on the menu at dinner time with the way Ben kept staring at me from across the table. He looked like he might pounce on me and ravage me at any moment. But just because I’d let him fuck me that afternoon in front of some random stranger didn’t mean I was just going to let him bend me over the table in the restaurant at our hotel.

Although I had enjoyed the time out on the boat with Ben and Nico, I thought to myself with a grin on my face.

“Can you please stop looking at me like that?” I said to Ben in a stage whisper.

“Like what?” he replied, the corners of his lips turning up into a sly smile.

“Like you’re about to start doing wicked things to me at any moment.”

He chuckled. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. That’s a very difficult thing to do when all I can think of right now are all the downright filthy things I want to do to you.”

I let out a soft groan and started squirming in my seat. “Well, maybe you could at least wait until we are alone before you start actually doing those things to me.”

Ben’s chuckle morphed into a full laugh. “But why? I thought you enjoyed having an audience earlier today?”

I narrowed my eyes as I fixed him with a steely glare, trying to make it seem like I wasn’t about to burst out laughing.

“I just enjoyed what you were doing to me. It was you who liked having an audience, I think.”

“Oh, I won’t deny that,” he said with a wicked grin on his face. “Something about all the attention you’ve been getting from other men here has been doing something to me.”

“You don’t say,” I replied with a chuckle, while barely suppressing an eye roll. “You’ve been having trouble keeping your hands off me ever since we got here.”

“Hey now! That’s not fair! I’ve had trouble keeping my hands off you ever since we got together.” He chuckled and winked at me, causing a flutter of arousal in the pit of my stomach. “But knowing other men desire my wife is just plain hot.”

Ben glanced over to where Dante was serving a family on the other side of the room, then turned his attention back to me. “I bet he’d love to witness what Nico saw today. Even when he’s working, he can’t stop glancing over at you. I’ve seen it.”

I looked over at Dante to catch him looking at me, and we both quickly glanced away.

“What’s got into you, Ben? I don’t understand why you keep bringing up other guys. And why you asked me to do that thing with Nico on the boat earlier?”

As soon as I thought back to touching the gorgeous older man earlier today, I felt my face start to burn. I couldn’t deny that it had been intensely arousing. But I had obviously just got caught up in the sensuality of the moment after having been fucked by my new husband in front of a stranger. That’s all it was.

Ben glanced down at the table for a moment, fiddling with a napkin, and I watched him curiously. It wasn’t like him to be shy. My husband was one of the most confident men I’d ever known.

“Have you ever thought about doing things with other men, sweetheart?” he asked quietly, glancing around at the nearby tables to make sure nobody else was listening. “You know, more than just touching like today.”

“No!” I screeched loudly, before getting control of myself. I lowered my voice and leaned across the table. “Is this because I touched Nico today? I swear I only did it because you asked me to. It wouldn’t even have entered my mind to do it if you hadn’t said anything.”

Ben nodded, his gaze still lowered, and for the first time since I’d known him, I noticed a flush of colour appear on his cheeks.

When he remained quiet, I started to panic. Was he going to accuse me of cheating on him because of what had happened? This was our honeymoon. A supposedly happy time for us. I didn’t want us to fight.

Taking a deep breath, I reached across the table to take his hand in mine. “Ben, I would never cheat on you. And I’m sorry if it was wrong of me to touch Nico earlier. Maybe I shouldn’t have done. But I was so excited after you’d fucked me and I guess I wasn’t thinking straight. I promise I won’t do anything like that again.”

Ben finally looked up at me, a small smile on his face as he gave my hand a squeeze. “I don’t think you understand what I’m trying to say, sweetheart. I’m not at all mad about what happened on the boat. I thought it was so hot, and every time I think about it, I start getting hard.”

“Oh,” I gasped, not sure what else to say and trying to work out where he was going with this.

“It’s just that I think it would be fun to watch you with either Nico or Dante, if you wanted that, Sophia.”

I stared at him for a moment as I waited for my brain to catch up with that surprising turn of events, and he smiled at me sheepishly.

“You... you want me to have sex with another man on our honeymoon?” I asked, unable to believe I was actually saying such a thing.

“Like I said, only if you want to. If you don’t, there’s no pressure. I just think it would be fun, sweetheart. Something new and exciting to try. Just because we’re married doesn’t mean we can’t still have fun, right?”

At that moment, Dante came over to our table. “Are you ready to order?” he asked, giving me his most charming smile.

The way he looked at me made my stomach fill with a fluttering sensation, and given the conversation Ben and I had just been having, it was difficult to work out if those flutters were caused by nerves or excitement. Perhaps it was both.

“Not yet, Dante,” Ben replied. “Please, could we have a few more minutes?”

“Of course!” Dante replied with his characteristic enthusiasm. “Just get your beautiful wife to catch my attention when you’re ready. That shouldn’t be difficult.”

The waiter smiled over at me and winked, before disappearing to another table. The attention had my face burning, and when I looked over at Ben, his eyes were dark with lust. I gasped softly, shocked by the intensity I saw on his face.

“You really want this, don’t you?” I asked, my voice coming out as a small whisper.

“I do. It’s all I’ve been able to think about since the boat trip this afternoon. But again, I only want it to happen if you want it, too.”

I took a deep breath, trying to stop my racing thoughts. It didn’t help much, though.

“I... I just don’t know, Ben. This is huge. What if you change your mind and you get mad at me for doing that? What if it ruins our marriage before it’s barely even begun?”

Ben squeezed my hand tighter. “It won’t ruin our marriage, Sophia. I can promise you that. We love each other too much for anybody to come between us, and I genuinely believe that.”

With a sigh, I nodded my head. It was true that we had a strong bond, although that didn’t take away the fear that something would go wrong.

“And if I do change my mind at any point,” he continued, “I wouldn’t blame you for that or be mad about it. It just means we chalk it up as a bad experiment and we move on together.”

I looked at Ben across the table, seeing nothing but absolute sincerity on his face.

“Can I have some time to think about this?” I asked. “This is big, and I don’t want to rush into anything.”

“Of course, sweetheart. Take all the time you want.” He brought my hand up to his lips and kissed the inside of my wrist, where my pulse fluttered just beneath the skin. That brush of his lips was enough to coax a small whimper from my lips. “How about we order dinner and enjoy the rest of our night?”

I smiled and nodded. “That sounds like the perfect idea.”

“Good. Now why don’t you see what you can do to catch Dante’s attention?” he said, flashing me a teasing wink.

I laughed and gently tapped his ankle under the table with my foot, then waved over to Dante, who came rushing over to take our order.
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Chapter Six
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Sophia:

“So, what are we doing here?” Ben asked me, a confused smile on his lips.

“We’ve come to visit Lake Garda, my love. Isn’t it natural for us to spend time out on the actual lake?”

I glanced over at Nico on his boat and wiggled my fingers at him in a little wave.

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it, Sophia. Is this because of our conversation last night?”

I took a deep breath, not entirely sure myself why I’d surprised my husband with another boat ride with Nico today.

“Maybe that conversation did play a part in this. I’m curious about what you suggested, and so I thought we could go out on the boat with Nico and just see what happens.”

Ben nodded his head slowly, watching my face. “Did that conversation excite you, sweetheart?”

I felt my face start to burn as I tried to work out how to answer that question. In the end, I decided to go with honesty. After all, Ben had been brave enough to open up about his feelings yesterday, so he deserved the same in return.

“Yes,” I whispered softly. “It did excite me. I can’t promise anything will happen, Ben. But I’m intrigued enough to come out on a boat ride to see how comfortable I feel with the things you suggested.”

My husband smiled down at me and pulled me into his arms, whispering into my ear. “Thank you, Sophia. And everything can move at your pace, including deciding whether anything happens at all. But just know that if you do feel comfortable enough to let something happen with him, you absolutely have my blessing. Okay?”

I nodded, my cheek rubbing against his chest as I did so. “Okay,” I whispered. “Thank you.”

With a smile on my face, I pulled back from his embrace and took hold of Ben’s hand, pulling him towards the boat. He followed, and we both boarded the boat.

Today, Nico greeted me with a hug and a kiss on each cheek. The scent of his cologne enveloped me along with the heat of his body, and I felt a definite flutter between my thighs. And when I pulled back, I knew I must be blushing, judging by the heat I felt emanating from my face.

“It’s good to see you both again,” he said in his deep, thick Italian accent. Even though he’d addressed us both, his attention was firmly on me, and I suddenly found it hard to take a breath.

Then Ben was by my side, his arm wrapping around my waist to give me a gentle squeeze, offering his support. “It’s good to see you, too, Nico,” Ben replied with his usual confidence, holding out his hand to the other man.

Something about his casual confidence soothed me. He was completely comfortable in this situation, with no fears at all about what might happen. If he could be that sure about our love for one another, then so could I.

I smiled at Nico, holding his gaze for the longest time. My heart was pounding and my mouth had gone dry. In that instant, I knew it was useless trying to deny I felt an attraction towards him. It didn’t come close to the soul deep connection I felt with Ben. But it was a primal, physical attraction.

“Let’s get going, shall we?” Nico asked, and I simply nodded my head, unable to speak.

Ben pulled me over to the bench we’d sat on yesterday when we had fucked right in front of Nico, and I cuddled against his side. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the Italian man as my mind raced, wondering what I should do.

But then I felt Ben’s hand on my thigh, his thumb gently stroking back and forth against my bare skin. “Relax,” he whispered in my ear. “I can hear your panicked thoughts from here. Do you need me to help you relax?”

Even though I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, I nodded my head, trusting him to take care of me.

He smiled at me and ran his hand higher up my leg, sliding my skirt up so he could brush his fingers against the front of my panties. I gasped softly as his touch created an intense tingling sensation at my core.

Despite the fact there was no way Nico could have heard from his spot at the front of the boat, he turned his head as soon as the gasp had escaped me. His eyes met mine for a brief moment before his gaze travelled downward to where Ben’s hand was hidden by my skirt.

He turned off the engine of the boat, leaving us to drift out in the middle of the lake, and he walked towards us, sitting on the bench on the other side of me.

“May I?” he asked, reaching out but leaving his hand hovering just above my other leg without actually touching me.

I looked at Ben, feeling as if I still needed his permission, and he smiled at me.

“Sweetheart, if you want it, say yes. If you don’t, then that’s okay, too. There is no pressure here.” He turned his attention towards the other man before continuing. “Is there, Nico?”

“No, no, no,” Nico said, shaking his head emphatically. “No pressure at all. If you would enjoy it, I would love to spend time exploring your beautiful body. But I would never want you to feel as if you can’t say no to me.”

With one man either side of me, both of them being so tender and caring, something melted inside of me. I did want this, and I trusted them both.

I gave them both a shy smile before taking hold of Nico’s hand and guiding it down to my thigh. A growl rumbled through him as he curled his fingertips slightly to grip the firm flesh of my leg. It felt oddly possessive; but then he released his grip and began gently caressing my thigh.

Ben continued to tease my pussy with his fingers, my lace panties growing more damp as I relaxed into the attention of both of men.

Nico traced his hand gently up my body until he was cupping one breast in his hand, squeezing it gently. At the same time, Ben found the swollen bud of my clit with his exploring fingertips.

A moan escaped me and I writhed helplessly as I tried to arch into the touches all over my body. Nico brushed his thumb back and forth against my nipple, causing it to harden and send pleasurable sensations down to my clit, where Ben’s touch already had me trying to grind myself against his hand.

When my entire body was thrumming with arousal, it was hard to remember why I’d been nervous about this. Having both of them touch me at the same time was heavenly.

Nico pulled his hand away from my tit, leaving me missing the warmth of his touch. But he took hold of the thin strap of my dress and pulled it down my arm, baring my breast to him.

“Mmm,” he moaned. “So beautiful.” He cupped my aching flesh once more, tracing the pad of his thumb in a circle around my nipple without ever touching it, making that little button grow painfully hard.

I arched my back, trying to guide his touch to my aching nipple, but he moved with me. A soft groan of frustration escaped me, but then I felt Ben tug my panties to one side so he could slide a finger into my wet sheath, distracting me from the torment of Nico’s teasing.

“God,” he groaned. “She’s so wet, Nico. I think she’s enjoying this.”

The Italian man chuckled. “I should hope she is enjoying it. I know I am, too.”

Nico lowered his head, flicking his tongue against my hard nipple to send jolts of pleasure racing through my body. Then he sucked that sensitive bud into his mouth, suckling on it while occasionally grazing his teeth against it. My moans were flowing freely now while they both showered my body with attention.

Ben fucked me slowly with his finger, making my pussy quiver around him with its need for pleasure. I rolled my hips, working myself against that digit, while Nico continued to lavish my nipple with licks and nibbles.

My entire body was on fire with lust, and feeling more confident now, I reached out to either side of me, running my hands over the bulges they were both displaying in the front of their shorts. The sounds of their moans were perhaps the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard as I caressed their hard flesh through their clothing.

I could feel them throbbing, and my craving to please them both suddenly became overwhelming.

“There... there’s something I need,” I whimpered.

“What is it, Sophia?” Nico growled softly in my ear. “Tell us what you need.”

Despite the arousal moving through me, I couldn’t find the courage to say it out loud, so I would have to show them. I slipped down onto my knees in front of Nico, looking up at him as I unfastened his shorts.

Ben moaned and reached out to stroke my hair gently. “You look so beautiful on your knees for him like that, Sophia. You want to suck his cock, don’t you?”

I moaned softly and nodded my head, while reaching into Nico’s shorts to gently pull his cock free.

Nico grinned down at me. “Good girl. I can’t wait to feel your mouth on my cock.”

A shiver ran down my spine when he called me a good girl. Perhaps because he was older than both Ben and I, by about twenty years, if I had to guess, there was an eagerness to please him, and to earn his approval. The praise sent a rush of warmth straight down between my thighs.

As if he saw the effect his words had on me, Nico’s brown eyes darkened and he nodded his head, giving me permission to please him in the way I desired.
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Chapter Seven
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Ben:

Sophia leaned closer between Nico’s leg, with her hand wrapped gently around the base of his shaft. Both Nico and I groaned when she flicked her tongue against the engorged head of his cock, as if to take an experimental taste. Judging by the whimpers she made, she liked the result of that experiment.

I leaned back against the side of the boat, enjoying the sight of her on her knees for another man. My dick was throbbing, but I left it ignored in my shorts, preferring to focus on my wife for a while longer.

Sophia looked up at Nico for the longest time, and I had to wonder if she was having second thoughts. I know that if I were him, I would have had trouble waiting so long to feel that mouth on my cock. The man must have the patience of a saint, as far as I was concerned.

Finally, my wife leaned forward and took the head of Nico’s cock into her mouth, suckling gently on that swollen tip for a few seconds before sliding her lips further down his length. Nico let out a long, low moan, and my dick twitched as I watched, wanting some of that same attention. 

“That feels so damn good, Sophia,” Nico groaned, as he reached out to her, tangling his fingers into her hair to pull her further down onto his cock. She moaned loudly around him, and I knew she was enjoying the way he took control.

I reached down to slide a hand in the front of my shorts, casually stroking my erection as I continued to watch.

Sophia turned her head slightly, meeting my gaze even as she stroked her lips up and down Nico’s hard cock.

“You’re doing such a good job, sweetheart,” I moaned. “You look so fucking sexy with his dick in your mouth. I know I’m not going to be able to stop thinking about this for a very long time.”

I watched as her eyelids fluttered closed and she began sucking more vigorously on his hard rod, taking him deeper into her mouth with each downward stroke of her lips. Apparently, Nico wasn’t able to hold back any longer, and he began lifting his hips up from the bench, gently fucking her mouth while he kept his grip on her hair. His moans were growing louder, and his dick was throbbing as it moved in and out of my wife’s mouth. 

“Touch yourself for me, beautiful,” Nico commanded, and Sophia quickly obeyed, lifting her skirt with one hand while she rubbed at her pussy through her panties with the other.

Even from here, I could see the wet patch on her panties as she rubbed eagerly over her clit, and I had to hold back a moan of my own.

Unable to resist any longer, I unfastened my shorts and pulled out my cock, jerking it roughly as I let myself get swept up in the sexy scene happening right in front of me. Sophia was sucking almost desperately now, occasionally making herself gag as she tried taking him too deep too quickly.

Just when I thought Nico was about to feed her with his cum, he pulled her up off his cock and leaned down to brush his lips against hers for a brief moment.

“Is your sweet little cunt wet for me, Sophia?” he asked, his voice a low growl. And when she nodded, he let out a moan. “Good girl. And do you want me to fill that wet pussy of yours?”

Sophia looked over at me again, and I leaned down to press a kiss to her forehead. “Remember, sweetheart, if you want this, you have my blessing. One hundred per cent.”

She whimpered and nodded, then looked up at Nico once more. “I do,” she said, the words coming out on a soft moan. “I want you to fill me, Nico.”

He growled softly and reached down to grab the bottom hem of her dress before pulling the garment off over her head. Now she was kneeling only in her little lace panties, her bare breasts heaving as she breathed heavily.

Then Nico stood for a moment, stepping out of his shorts before laying on his back on the floor and pulling Sophia closer. She straddled his waist, and I could see his cock throbbing insistently against her cunt; except there was still a layer of lace protecting that wet hole.

“Slide down onto me,” he growled as he tugged her panties to the side.

I moved off the bench too, choosing to sit close to Nico’s head so I would have the perfect view of my wife as she took another man deep inside of her for the first time. Sophia lowered herself down slowly, letting out a moan as she did so, and I could see her pretty pink folds stretching wide around him.

A groan escaped me, and I jerked my cock faster, feeling the pleasure building up inside me as she began moving on his cock, slowly at first, then building up the pace until she was slamming down hard onto him.

“Yes,” I moaned. “That’s it, sweetheart. Ride him hard. Make yourself cum for us.”

“Fuck, yes,” Nico grunted. “I want you cumming on my cock, Sophia. Let me feel you cum.”

He gripped her hips hard, pulling her down mercilessly onto his cock over and over, driving his hips up from the floor to meet her thrusts. It wasn’t long before she was crying out with an orgasm, her body convulsing with the force of her pleasure. Each thrust created wet sounds as her pussy flooded with the evidence of her climax.

But Nico didn’t even stop then. He kept fucking her hard, slamming up into her pussy hard enough to make her bounce on his dick. Sophia kept her eyes on me, and I felt the connection between us even as Nico groaned and began filling her with cum. His thrusts became even more forceful as he took what he needed and pushed Sophia over the edge into another orgasm.

Their loud cries filled the air, along with the sound of flesh slapping together at a frantic pace. I could only watch as my wife let go completely with another man, surrendering completely to the pleasure he gave her so willingly.

My cock was throbbing in my hand as I stroked it, trying to keep pace with their thrusts. Precum was leaking, making my entire shaft slippery, and I could feel my own orgasm getting closer. Before I could reach it, though, Sophia leaned over to me, placing one hand on Nico’s chest while wrapping the other one around my shaft to stroke me.

The feel of her soft, warm hand around my throbbing dick was enough to make my cock erupt, with rope after rope of cum shooting from the tip to cover the wooden floor of the boat. I moaned loudly, pumping my hips to work myself into her hand, thrusting until I was completely spent.

Sophia smiled at me before pressing her lips against mine briefly. When she pulled back, she lowered her head to give Nico a gentle kiss too.

I let out a deep breath and realised I was trembling all over. That was one of the most intensely erotic scenes I’d ever witnessed, and I had a feeling I would be wanting more of it soon.
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Chapter Eight
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Sophia:

I was grateful once we got back to our hotel so I could have some alone time with my husband. While I’d really enjoyed the time with Nico on the boat, I now felt needy for my husband’s attention. Not necessarily in a sexual way, but I needed to know he wasn’t mad at me. I guess the feeling that was niggling away in my chest was guilt, and I hoped he would make that go away.

Ben took me into his arms and held me close, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead, and I felt a heavy breath rush out of me.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” he whispered against my hair.

I nodded my head, wrapping my arms around his waist to hold on tightly to him. “I am. But I feel a bit guilty about what I did. Is that silly?”

Ben gently tugged me onto the bed with him, pulling me into his embrace once we were laid down. I rested my head on his chest, letting the steady rhythm of his heart settle my nerves.

“No, I don’t think that’s silly at all, Sophia,” he said. “Not that you have any reason to feel guilty at all. It’s not like you were sneaking off to cheat with someone behind my back. I was there with you, wanting you to enjoy yourself while I watched. Everything that happened was with my blessing. You didn’t do anything wrong, sweetheart.”

I squeezed my arms tighter around his waist, clinging to him like a lifeline. “So, did you really enjoy watching it, Ben?” I asked. “Please be honest.”

Ben smiled and reached up to brush my hair out of my face, then looked deep into my eyes. “I didn’t just enjoy it, sweetheart. I absolutely loved it. It was the most sensual thing I have ever witnessed in my life. And this is coming from a guy who has watched a lot of porn.” He grinned playfully at me, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

We both went quiet for a few minutes, just holding each other as we got lost in our thoughts.

“So you’re not mad at me for what I did, Ben?” I finally asked. Sure, he said that he’d enjoyed it, but there was a part of me that needed a direct answer to that question. And I figured the only way to get that was to ask.

“Not even a little bit, Sophia. I love you, and everything about today was perfect. But what about you, sweetheart? Did you enjoy it?” I felt my face turn hot, and Ben chuckled. “Okay then, I’m just going to assume that blush of yours means you enjoyed it but are too shy to say it. Please do correct me if I’m wrong.”

He grinned at me, and when I didn’t say anything after a few moments, he laughed. “But that’s good, Sophia. I wanted you to enjoy it. Do you have any idea how much I would have hated for you to feel forced into doing something you didn’t want to do, just because I’d said it was something that turned me on? I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself. So don’t be shy about the fact you enjoyed it, sweetheart, because I need to know that you did.”

His words shocked me a bit. I hadn’t really considered that maybe he’d feel like he was forcing me into anything. The idea that he’d be mad at me for cheating had stopped me from realising that he might be dealing with other feelings about what had happened.

I pressed my lips gently to his. “I didn’t feel forced at all, Ben,” I said. “In fact, the way you were both so patient with me was one of the things that made me feel comfortable. I wanted it to happen, but only because you were there with me. If I’d been on my own, I think the guilt would have been too much, but having you with me made it exciting. Because I could see you were enjoying it, too.”

Ben’s lips curled up into a grin. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world, Sophia. Watching you cum as hard as you did for another man was wild. I’ve always known I had an exhibitionist streak, but I guess over the last couple of days, I’ve come to realise I have voyeuristic tendencies too.”

He stroked my cheek gently, before trailing his hand down my side, brushing against the side of my breast for the briefest moment before carrying on down to my hip.

“Watching you with him made me want you even more than I already did, Sophia,” he said, his voice gruff and deep with emotion.

The way he said those words created a flutter of arousal deep in the pit of my stomach, and I squeezed my thighs together in an attempt to quell the sudden ache that had appeared between them. As if he could see what I was doing, Ben slipped his hand between my thighs to cup my mound. I let out a moan and pushed my hips forward, pressing myself more firmly against his palm.

“God, your panties are so wet, sweetheart.”

For the second time during the conversation, I felt my face burn, and I watched as realisation dawned on him.

“It’s Nico’s cum, isn’t it? It’s leaking out to soak your panties?”

I whimpered and nodded, squirming even more against his hand when he let out a deep moan. He pushed my panties down and slid a finger into my soaked pussy, and I spread my legs even wider for him.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “It’s so hot knowing there’s still a part of him inside you, Sophia.”

“But what about you?” I whispered. “I need you inside me, too.”

Ben pulled his finger out of me and grabbed my hand, guiding it towards his crotch. He was rock hard, throbbing in his shorts, and I moaned softly.

“Is that what you want, sweetheart?” he growled softly against my ear as he pushed me onto my back and rolled on top of me.

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned. My hand was still trapped between our bodies, my hand on his cock.

He reached down between us, unfastening his shorts while I continued to caress his cock. I craved it too much to let go of it for long. As soon as he’d worked open the button and zip, I reached inside his shorts, wrapping my hand around his hot, hard flesh to gently pull it free of his clothes.

I couldn’t wait any longer for him, so I guided the head of his cock to my slick entrance, and moaned as he pushed inside me, stretching me with his hard cock. His lips found mine, and I kissed him with both tenderness and passion.

After my time with Nico, I was more desperate for my husband than I’d ever been. But not just in the physical way. I needed to know that he still loved me and wanted me after what I’d done.

Ben rocked his hips, pushing deep into my body with each thrust, his movements speaking of a gentle urgency of his own. I moaned as my pussy stretched to take him easily within me, and I wrapped my legs around him to keep him close.

“I love you, Ben,” I whimpered against his lips.

As if he could sense how badly I needed him, he gripped my wrists and held them down against the pillows, while pinning me with the weight of his body. A shiver of longing ran down my spine, feeling him above me and so deep inside me.

“I love you too, sweetheart. I love you with all my heart and nothing could ever change that.”

Ben began thrusting harder and deeper, making me cry out each time he filled me with his entire length. And soon enough, I was spiralling into a haze of lust that consumed me, keeping me focused on nothing but the way my husband made me feel with every thrust and every kiss.

The pleasure built up inside me until I couldn’t contain it any longer, and I gripped him even more tightly with my legs as an intense climax rocked my body. I shuddered and moaned, while my pussy squeezed around his cock so the swollen head rubbed against every pleasure centre in that tight channel.

At the same time, Ben moaned and tensed above me, and I could feel his cock pulsing wildly inside me as he filled me with his cum. Our bodies moved together perfectly in synch until our needs were fully sated, and then he rolled off me and pulled me close once more.

“Thank you for letting me have the time with Nico today, love,” I whispered against his chest. “It was fun and special, and I’m glad we took the chance to try it.”

Ben kissed my forehead tenderly. “Does that mean you want to do it again, Sophia?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe. I guess.”

He chuckled and held me tighter. “Try not to sound too enthusiastic about it, sweetheart. I might get jealous.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “Well, that is exactly the thing I’m worried about, love.”

“Well, you don’t need to be. I would happily share you with anyone who caught your eye, so long as I get to watch you.”

I smiled softly and felt another blush heat my face. “Then maybe it would be fun to do something like that again. Maybe with Nico.” I paused, unsure whether I should say the next part. But I took a deep breath to gather my courage and said it, anyway. “Or maybe with Dante.”

Ben’s eyes widened momentarily in surprise, then a wide grin spread across his face. “Oh, I’m fairly certain I could talk Dante into it, seeing as he seems smitten with you. Leave it with me, sweetheart, and I’ll fix something up for you.”
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Chapter Nine
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Ben:

Later that night, Sophia and I were sitting outside a bar, sipping glasses of cold sparkling water while we looked out over the lake. She seemed deep in thought, and I took her hand in mine.

“Are you okay?” I asked, giving her hand a gentle squeeze.

Sophia stayed quiet for a moment, looking out over the lake that sparkled with the reflections of light coming from the buildings all around it. “I am,” she finally answered. “It’s just that life has been a bit of a whirlwind recently, you know? The last couple of weeks before the wedding were stressful, with all the preparation that needed to be done. Then the actual wedding. And travelling for the honeymoon. And now this, on top of everything else. Don’t get me wrong, I’m happier than I’ve ever been. But it’s been a lot to process, both mentally and emotionally.”

I nodded my head. “I know how you feel. It has been an intense couple of weeks, sweetheart. But at least you are happy.”

She turned to look at me, a radiant smile on her face. “I really am.”

“What a surprise!” came a familiar voice. “Imagine seeing you here!”

I grinned as I turned and saw Dante approaching our table, while Sophia squeaked and squeezed my hand.

“Hey Dante. Want to come join us for a drink?” I asked, enjoying Sophia’s surprise a little too much.

“Is that okay with you, Sophia?” he asked my wife, and she quickly nodded her head.

“I... ummm... sure,” Sophia replied when she finally regained the ability to speak. “Of course you can join us, Dante.”

He sat down in the chair on the other side of my wife, and she blushed an adorable shade of red.

“Okay, I have to admit something,” I said to Sophia with a sheepish grin. She turned to look at me, the corners of her lips beginning to curl upwards a little. “I kind of invited Dante here tonight, so we can chat to him and get to know him a little better.”

Sophia laughed. “Really? I would never have realised that if you hadn’t told me.” She flashed me a teasing grin.

“I guess if Ben is being honest, Sophia, then I should be too,” said Dante, and we both looked over at him curiously. “When your husband told me why he wanted us to get to know one another, I was very intrigued. And excited.”

I heard a small whimper escape from my wife, and she shifted slightly in her chair the way she always did when she was getting excited herself.

Sophia glanced over at me, then back at Dante, before reaching out to take his hand. He gave her a dazzling smile, and I felt a stirring deep in the pit of my stomach as I watched them staring into each other’s eyes.

“Maybe we should go back to our hotel room and get to know each other there instead?” she suggested in a quiet voice, looking to me for approval.

“Only if you’re sure, sweetheart?”

She chuckled softly. “We’re all adults here, Ben. And we all know it’s going to happen. So maybe there is no need for the big lead up to the inevitable?”

I grinned at her, enjoying this newfound confidence she seemed to have. “Okay, if that’s what you’d prefer, we can do that. Right, Nico?”

“Oh absolutely. I do like the way you think, Sophia.”

My wife giggled. “Thank you. Let’s go then.”

She rose up from her chair and wrapped an arm around my waist as the three of us walked back to the hotel together. I dipped my head to whisper in her ear. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Definitely,” Sophia replied. “Our time together this afternoon helped me realise that this is something we both want, so I don’t feel any guilt tonight. Plus, this is our honeymoon, so it’s supposed to be fun, right?” She grinned at me, and I kissed the top of her head. 

“That’s right, sweetheart. So let’s go have some fun.”
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IT DIDN’T TAKE US LONG to get back to the hotel, and we quickly snuck to our room with Dante. While we were in another country, I wasn’t worried if anybody saw us going into a hotel room with another man because we weren’t likely to be bumping into anybody we knew. But we were conscious of the fact that this was Dante’s place of work.

Once we were back in our room, Sophia wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed a kiss to my lips.

“I’m going to go to Dante now, Ben,” she said, her voice soft, and I knew she was giving me an opportunity to stop her if I wanted to.

But there was no way in hell I wanted that.

“Good,” I told her, with a smile on my face. “I’m looking forward to watching this.”

I stepped away from Sophia and walked over to the chair that was in the corner of the room, and I settled in to watch the show. My wife gave a nervous little giggle as she walked over to Dante. 

“Hi,” she said, giving him a shy smile.

Dante chuckled and reached out to my wife, gently holding her waist and pulling her towards him. My wife melded her body against his, wrapping her arms around his neck and guiding his head down to hers so their lips could meet.

My dick pulsed inside my pants as I watched them. It was a slow and sensual kiss, their lips and tongues moving together in a way that soon had Sophia moaning. It was such a fucking sexy sound, although I knew it was only the beginning.

Dante glided a hand up the side of her body, cupping her breast gently in his palm. She arched her spine, showing how eager she was for his touch by pushing herself more firmly into his palm. He moaned and broke the kiss, cupping both of her voluptuous tits in his hands and squeezing them together.

After taking a moment to admire the way a generous amount of cleavage spilled out over the low neckline of her dress, Dante dipped his head and began licking and kissing along the deep valley of her cleavage.

Sophia dropped her head back, letting out a long, low moan as she enjoyed the other man’s touch, and I had to reach down to grip my rock hard cock through my pants as I watched. Every little thing my wife did always happened with a natural sensuality that I wasn’t even sure she realised she possessed. I could happily watch her like this for the rest of my life.

With fervent touches, Dante tugged the dress down lower, and Sophia’s perfect breasts spilled out over the top. As soon as they were free, the Italian man brought his mouth to her nipple, sucking urgently on the hard little bud. I groaned as I saw a shiver of pleasure run down my wife’s spine, and I gripped my cock tighter through my pants, knowing that I needed relief, but wanting to wait until the action had really started before I allowed myself that luxury.

Sophia gripped the back of Dante’s head, keeping him against her breast, and her breathing grew erratic. He pushed her back towards the bed, guiding her to lie down on it all while he kept his attention firmly on her tits, moving back and forth between them to lavish those luscious curves with equal attention.

At the same time, Sophia moved her hands between their bodies, unfastening Dante’s pants and reaching in to grasp his cock. She let out a soft gasp as she took hold of him, and when she freed his dick from his pants, I could see why. He was bigger than both Nico and I, and I knew we were the only two men she’d fucked up until tonight.

I could see the excitement on her face as she stroked him, feeling him grow bigger and harder in her hand.

“Oh, Dante,” she moaned, and the breathy sound of her voice made me have to bite back a groan. “I need you inside me, Dante.”

From my spot in the corner of the room, I could hear him moaning, the sound muffled by her breast against his lips. He let the stiff nipple slide free of his mouth, taking that hard bud between his teeth for a brief moment to give it a tug.

“Not yet, Sophia,” he growled. “I haven’t finished exploring the rest of your body with my mouth yet.”

He lifted the skirt up around her waist, then helped her sit up so he could pull her dress up over her head. Now my wife was wearing nothing but her panties, but in a heartbeat, Dante had laid her back down and taken those off as well.

The Italian man knelt on the floor beside the bed, his eyes filled with lust as he looked at Sophia’s pussy for the first time. The hunger I saw in his eyes for my wife was intensely erotic. I loved her getting this kind of attention, whether it was from me or someone else. Sophia deserved to be worshipped and adored.

When Dante lowered his head to that spot between her thighs and began lapping at her wet slit in a way that quickly had my wife moaning and writhing on the bed, I knew I couldn’t wait any longer. I opened my pants and pulled out my cock, groaning with relief as I wrapped my hand around it.

With Dante’s head blocking my view, I couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but I could hear his voracious licking, and Sophia’s moans let me know he was hitting the right spot.

I leaned back in my chair, grunting as I pumped my hand vigorously up and down my shaft, feeling it throbbing wildly in my tight grip. Even from here, I could hear how wet she was as Dante lapped at her dripping centre. It was obvious she was getting close from the loud moans and the wild thrashing, and I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her. She was so damn hot.

Dante reached up and mauled her tits in both hands, pinching and tugging on the hard nipples with his fingers. That, along with his mouth on her cunt, was enough to send her over the edge. Sophia reached down to grab the back of his head, holding him in place even as her thighs closed together. Fuck, he was trapped right there between her thighs, and judging by the sounds he was making, he loved being there just as much as I always did.

Sophia’s cries of pleasure were loud in the room, and her body shuddered intensely as she got swept away in her climax. As I watched, I kept stroking my cock, feeling my own orgasm rushing towards me. But I released my hold on my dick, leaving it throbbing and dripping precum as I forced myself to hold off a little longer.

Once Sophia was laid limp on the bed, gasping for air, Dante stood and began stripping off his clothes, staring down at my wife with a dark look in his eyes, which made me think she was about to be fucked hard. He moved quickly, eager to shed his clothing so he could take what he needed from my wife. I definitely couldn’t blame him for that. It was hard to control my own urges to do the same.

“You tasted so damn sweet, Sophia. And if I had more time, I’d stay there and keep feasting on you, but right now, I need to be inside you too badly.”

My wife held out her arms to him while spreading her thighs wide. “I need you too, Nico. Fuck me. Please.”

I moaned, and Sophia looked over at me for a brief moment, the love for me shining through in her eyes even as she begged another man to fuck her. Damn, I honestly didn’t know if I could love Sophia any more than I did at that moment. Loving and insanely sexy all wrapped up in one package was an intoxicating mix.

Dante climbed on top of Sophia and slid his hard cock straight into her welcoming cunt. My own dick throbbed as I watched, wanting to be in that warm, wet hole, so I took hold of it and started stroking again.

The Italian man bucked his hips hard, slamming deep inside my wife while she writhed beneath him, trying to lift her hips to take him even deeper. Their movements were wild and frantic, with Dante’s loud, primal grunts filling the room as he took Sophia with a desperate urgency.

I stroked faster, feeling the pressure building up and knowing I was so fucking close to exploding. Sophia looked over at me, her eyes wide as she shook her head.

“No, Ben,” she moaned. “I want to take care of you afterwards. Please wait for me.”

“God, it’s going to be torture waiting any longer, sweetheart,” I said with a laugh, trying to hide my groan of frustration. I let go of my cock, but it was still so fucking hard I couldn’t guarantee that just watching her with Dante wasn’t going to send me over the edge.

When Sophia knew I was no longer jerking off, she turned her attention back to Dante, reaching down to grab his ass cheeks so she could pull him deeper inside with a frantic lust. I could already see red lines marking his ass cheeks from her long nails, and her actions only seemed to make him thrust even harder.

Suddenly, Sophia screamed out, her body tensing then shuddering beneath Dante as she succumbed to another orgasm. Dante’s thrusts grew erratic as he threw his head back and let out a huge moan, while he no doubt filled my wife’s cunt with a huge load of cum.

He collapsed on top of her when he was done and kissed her lips gently before rolling off her. “Go to your husband,” he said with a small smile on his lips. “Make it good for him as a thank you for letting me spend the evening with you.”

He grinned over at me and winked, and I laughed. “Thank you. Although after watching you two, I’m so fucking turned on there is no way this could be anything other than a mind-blowing orgasm.”

Dante grinned and rolled onto his side, resting his head on his hand while he watched Sophia slip off the bed and crawl to me. As soon as she reached me, she took my dick into the wet heat of her mouth. It was already throbbing wildly, threatening to explode inside her mouth after only a few seconds of her hungry sucking.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “That feels so damn good, sweetheart. I’m not going to be able to last long. I got so worked up watching you with Dante.”

She lifted her gaze to look up at me as she began sucking even harder, sliding her lips all the way down to the base of my cock until she was choking on it, then bringing them back to the tip, repeating that motion until I could no longer hold back.

I grabbed the back of Sophia’s head, holding her down on my cock as my body shuddered and ropes of cum spurted down her throat. Loud moans escaped me as the most intense climax took its hold. My hips bucked, pushing my dick deeper down her throat, feeding her every bit of my pleasure. She sucked and moaned around my hard flesh, sending pleasurable vibrations all through me.

When I’d fed her as much as I could, I released my hold on her and leaned down to kiss her softly. The salty taste of my cum coated her lips and tongue, but I didn’t care. Then she climbed up into my lap and I wrapped my arms around my wife, holding her close.
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Chapter Ten
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Sophia:

“You were absolutely right, Ben,” I said with a wide smile on my face. “A day alone in the hotel room, focusing on each other, was exactly what I needed today.

I stretched out, enjoying the comfort of still laying in bed at two in the afternoon, after eating lunch which had been delivered by room service. Ben and I had already made love twice that morning, and I had a suspicion he had plans for more of that as the day wore on.

Not that I minded that, of course. I was enjoying all of his amorous attention.

“Of course I was right, sweetheart,” he said, a playful grin teasing at the corners of his lips. “I always am, right?”

I giggled and looked at him for a moment, before pasting a sweet smile on my face. “Of course, love. You’re always right. You almost never get anything wrong.”

Ben laughed and lunged, rolling me over onto my back while he got on top of me. I was still naked under the thin cotton sheet, and his sudden weight on top of me had created a heat between my thighs that had me squirming.

“I didn’t hear you disagreeing with me this morning when I was fucking you hard, Sophia,” he growled softly against my earlobe. “In fact, I remember you screaming yes and agreeing with me enthusiastically several times.”

A flush coloured my cheeks, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to giggle from the embarrassment or whimper as I was flooded with memories of how many times he had made me cum already today.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and nibbled gently at his earlobe. “You could always try to make me agree enthusiastically again if you want, love,” I said, trying to keep a straight face.

A throaty chuckle rumbled against my ear. “I think you are just getting greedy now, Sophia.”

Ben pushed his hips against me, letting me feel how hard he was again, and I couldn’t help but whimper loudly. Perhaps he liked it when I was greedy.

“Maybe I am,” I whispered, grinning softly. “After all, you have thoroughly spoiled me with attention so far on our honeymoon.”

“I like spoiling you. And I especially like watching you with Nico and Dante while they spoil you.”

A low moan escaped me as my husband reminded me about the wild things I’d done since we had arrived in Italy.

“It has been fun,” I admitted, suddenly feeling a little shy about everything that had happened.

“Well, we’ve still got a few more days left here for even more fun if you want,” Ben said, before pressing a gentle kiss against my lips.

“What are you thinking?” I asked, feeling curious. “Maybe one more time with each of them before we go home? That might be a nice way to say goodbye to them.”

“Possibly. And I agree. That would be a special way to say goodbye to them after they were such a special part of our honeymoon. As well as one more hot memory for the both of us when we return home.”

“Okay,” I agreed, suddenly worried I’d sounded a little too eager. “We could arrange something.”

Ben grinned softly down at me, then kissed the tip of my nose. “I could organise something. Do you trust me to set up something?”

“Of course,” I said with a giggle. “I trust you completely. Plus, you are the more extroverted one of us. If I tried to plan something like that in advance, I’d probably mess it up and they’d run away screaming.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No chance of that, sweetheart. Have you seen how gorgeous you look?”

“Stop it!” I replied, rolling my eyes but unable to stop grinning at the compliment. “You’re just biased because I am the one who cooks dinner every night when we’re at home.”

It was Ben’s turn to roll his eyes. “I can assure you it’s not just your cooking skills that I lust after. Have you even seen these beauties lately?” he asked, bringing a hand up to cup one of my breasts. 

His touch sent instant tingles running through my body, and my nipples hardened against the palm of his hand through the thin sheet. For a brief moment, he released his hold on my flesh so he could tug the sheet down to my waist, revealing both breasts to his hungry gaze.

Ben lowered his head to take one nipple into his mouth, and I let out a soft moan while arching and pushing against his lips. He sucked and licked on the hard little bud until I was writhing helplessly and holding him against my breast with a hand on the back of his head.

My toes curled as he sent tendrils of pleasure sneaking through my body with his tongue. After a few long minutes, he turned his attention to the other nipple, taking his time to make that one just as hard as the first. Each flick of his tongue, and each graze of his teeth, sent a shiver of arousal running down my spine and caused an intense heat to pool between my thighs.

It wasn’t long before my hips were bucking beneath him, trying to grind against my husband in an attempt to find some relief. But it was no good. Every time I found a position where I could build a delicious friction against my aching flesh, Ben would move, denying me what I needed.

When I heard a chuckle vibrating against my nipple, I groaned softly. “You’re so wicked,” I said, making a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a sob. “Please stop teasing me, love. You’re making me so needy.”

Ben bit down gently on the nipple in his mouth and gave it a sharp tug before he released it. “Fine. I suppose I could stop teasing you, sweetheart.”

He kept his eyes on mine as he kissed his way down my body, making me wriggle in anticipation of how far down those kisses might go. When he tugged the sheet down even lower to expose my bare sex, relief flooded me. I would be willing to do just about anything to feel his mouth on my pussy right now.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from him as he brushed his lips tenderly against each thigh, slowly moving higher and higher.

“Please,” I moaned once more, as he seemed to be taking forever to reach his destination.

For a brief second, Ben’s lips curled up into a wicked grin and he winked up at me, and then his mouth was on my pussy, licking and sucking along wet folds as if he was starved for the wetness coating my flesh. I moaned loudly and bucked my hips, grinding myself against his lips.

It seemed even he’d lost patience with the teasing as he brought his mouth directly to my clit, sucking that sensitive button straight into his mouth. That suction felt so damn good, and pleasure coursed through my body, quickly moving towards an inevitable crescendo.

As if that wasn’t enough, Ben pushed two fingers deep into my slick cavern, pumping them hard and fast while he sucked on my clit. The stimulation was almost too much, and as I writhed, I had no idea if I was trying to grind even harder against his mouth and fingers or trying to wriggle away from the intensity of it. Either way, I was lost to the pleasure as it grew and grew within me.

An overwhelming bliss suddenly consumed me, making my entire body quake and tremble. The orgasm washed over me in continuous waves until it grew hard to even draw in a deep breath. But through it all, I gripped my fingers in his hair and tugged roughly, trying to pull him even closer.

Ben didn’t stop using either his mouth or fingers until I was laid in a limp puddle in the middle of the bed, gasping for air and trembling slightly.

“Do you have any idea how beautiful you look when you are in your post-orgasmic glow?” he asked, while moving back up my body once more.

I was too dazed to speak, and I had the impression the grin on my face was probably making me look more than a little goofy in that moment, but I couldn’t help it. My husband had effectively turned me into a puddle of happiness.

He kissed me tenderly, and I could taste my own wetness on his lips when I kissed him back. And I’m almost certain that when he pulled me into his arms and held me close, I fell into a contented sleep, safe in the knowledge that I was loved.
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Chapter Eleven
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Sophia:

It was already the last night of our honeymoon. Ben had taken me out for dinner at a restaurant right on the edge of Lake Garda, and then we’d spent about an hour walking hand-in-hand along the water’s edge, reminiscing about our wedding and our time in Italy.

Although it was an amazing evening, I couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that Ben hadn’t organised more time for me with either Nico or Dante before we had to leave. And I didn’t feel as if I could mention it, because it was our honeymoon, so I didn’t want him thinking I’d spent the whole time lusting after other men. Besides, it wasn’t as if I hadn’t enjoyed every single second with my new husband. There was just a part of me that also craved the excitement which had come from him watching me with the other men.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Ben whispered in my ear as we entered the hotel lobby.

I chuckled. “Nothing much. Just feeling a little sad that our honeymoon is almost over. We have to fly back home tomorrow and get back to our normal lives.”

He squeezed my hand. “I know. But it’s been fun and given us a lot of amazing memories, right?”

“Right,” I said, forcing a smile.

We stopped outside the door to our hotel room, and Ben turned to look at me, taking hold of both my hands. “And I might have organised a special surprise for you on our last night, sweetheart.” He grinned and tilted his head towards the door. “Ready to find out who is waiting in there for you?”

A wide smile spread across my face, and I had to hold back a squeal. “There’s someone in there?” I asked, my voice a little too loud in the quiet corridor.

“There is,” he said, laughing.

Ben hadn’t forgotten to arrange something after all. I was curious to see which of the two men he had chosen, though. I would honestly be happy to see either of them in there waiting for me.

My husband released his hold of my hands and stepped back a little, leaving me to open the door. I used the key card and pushed the door open eagerly, pausing with a gasp as I saw both Nico and Dante sat in there having a drink together.

“Oh my god,” was all I could think to say as my mind raced and my body quivered in anticipation of whatever was about to happen. Both of them? I wouldn’t have expected that in a million years.

Both Italian men raised from their seats with wide smiles on their faces. 

“Sophia! Such a pleasure to see you again,” Nico said as he stepped towards me. He took my hand in his and brought it up to his lips, sending little tingles through my body, then he pulled me closer, dipping his head to kiss along the side of my neck.

I let out a happy sigh as I tilted my head, lengthening my neck and exposing it to his lips. As I did so, I looked over at Dante, and the way his eyes darkened with lust as he watched me forced a small whimper from my lips. 

A pair of arms encircled my waist from behind, and Ben pressed his lips against my ear. “Have fun tonight, Sophia. Just relax and enjoy all the attention, and know that I will be loving you and craving you during every moment of it.”

Those whispered words sent a shiver of longing down my spine, but as soon as he’d said them, my husband moved away and settled in the chair that Nico had just vacated.

I wrapped an arm around Nico, whose lips were still teasing along my neck, while he gently caressed one breast in his hand. The attention was already sending an intense heat down to my centre, and it had barely even begun yet.

Holding Dante’s gaze, I held out an arm for him too, beckoning him closer. He moved to stand at my side, and I draped an arm across his shoulders while he leaned down to press his lips against mine. It was a tender kiss, but filled with enough passion to make me melt into him. His hands began roaming my body, one moving down to firmly grab my ass, while the other cupped my other breast.

Being in both their hands was an intoxicating experience, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning and squirming.

Nico lifted his head and gripped my chin, pulling my mouth away from Dante’s so he could claim it instead. I kissed him eagerly, our tongues brushing against one another even as Dante’s hands continued to move over my body, leaving a trail of shivers in his wake.

From the corner of the room, I heard my husband moaning while he watched us. My head was still spinning from the surprise he set up, and now with all the overwhelming sensations from two mouths and two pairs of hands on me, it was hard to believe this was really happening. Being with two men at the same time seemed so naughty, and Ben had happily set it up for me.

As if moving through a perfectly choreographed sequence, Nico moved to step in front of me, while Dante moved behind, and I found myself sandwiched between their powerful bodies. A groan escaped me as Dante pressed his hard cock against the curves of my ass, while the evidence of Nico’s excitement throbbed against my thigh.

I found myself wriggling needily between them, wanting to feel every inch of their bodies pressed up against mine.

A quick glance over at Ben told me he was happy as he watched us. He already had his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly. His eyes were dark as they captured mine, but only for a second as my dress being pulled up over my head shattered that connection.

Standing between them in only my black lace underwear seemed to have me feeling even more wanton. I needed both these men. Desperately. So I reached one hand down in front of me to run it over Nico’s cock and reached behind me to rub Dante’s dick through his pants. All three of us were breathing hard, eager to be closer to one another. A closeness that required them to be wearing far fewer clothes than they were.

Focusing on Nico for a moment, as he was the one standing in front of me, I began unbuttoning his shirt, trying to ignore the way he was staring down at me with a dark storm in his eyes, in case I lost control of myself altogether. Once all the buttons were open, I pushed the shirt off his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I then got to work discarding his pants and underwear until he was standing naked before me.

With a whimper, I let both my eyes and my hands wander over his dark, toned flesh, enjoying the way his muscles rippled beneath my touch. But I didn’t touch his cock yet. There was still plenty of time for that.

Instead, I turned to face Dante, letting out a soft moan as I felt Nico press against my back, his erection throbbing against my ass cheeks. While I got to work undressing Dante, Nico’s hands were moving over my body, tugging the cups of my bra down so he could cup my breasts and tease the nipples with the pads of his thumbs. Dante couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off those big dark hands as they played over my pale flesh, and when his cock sprung free, it was all too obvious how aroused the sight had made him.

While Nico continued to caress my breasts, pinching gently at the hard nipples to make me gasp and moan, Dante ran his hand down between my thighs to cup my sex. My body moved instinctively, pushing my hips forward to press my aching flesh against his hand. Dante responded by sliding a finger deep into my pussy and pumping it slowly in and out of me.

“She’s so wet, Nico,” he groaned. “It’s going to feel so good when we fuck her. In fact, I’m not sure I can wait.”

“Here, let me help you,” Nico said, leaning down to place his hands on the backs of my thighs to lift my feet clean off the floor. As I leaned back against him, his powerful grip pulled my knees up to my chest while keeping my legs spread wide for Dante.

I felt completely helpless, especially with the way Dante was staring at my dripping sex. He stepped closer to me, his erection in his hand, and pressed the flared head against my folds.

A loud cry of pleasure escaped me as he plunged deep inside my willing body. When he began thrusting into me hard and deep, pushing me back against Nico, I glanced over at Ben once more. His eyes were wide and his face was flushed as he pumped his fist rapidly up and down his hard shaft.

“Fuck, you look amazing, sweetheart,” he grunted through gritted teeth when he realised I was looking over at him. “Does it feel good?”

“So good,” I moaned, as I reached out to grip Dante’s shoulders, clinging to him as his powerful thrusts took my breath away.

With my body trapped between theirs, feeling the heat of their skin against me while being surrounded by their masculine scents, I felt like I was in heaven. And Dante’s impressive cock slamming into me over and over again only made that feeling of celestial bliss feel even more intense.

I gripped his shoulders tighter as I felt the pleasure building up inside me, until it exploded in a tidal wave of ecstasy. My entire body shuddered, and Nico had to tighten his grip on me and pull me back tighter against him to make sure he didn’t drop me while I convulsed with the force of my orgasm.

At the same time, Dante started grunting while he held himself deep inside me, filling me with his warmth. He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me hard, and I moaned against his lips.

Slowly, Dante pulled out of me, and I felt his seed leaking from my well-fucked pussy. I whimpered and tightened my inner muscles, wanting to keep his essence within me for as long as I could, but Nico distracted me with words whispered against my earlobe.

“It’s my turn now, Sophia,” he growled softly in his thick Italian accent. “And having you in my arms while another man fucked you has made me so damn hard.”

I nodded my head quickly and reached up to wrap my arm around his neck. “I need you too, Nico.”

He carried me over to the bed, allowing me another quick look over at Ben in the corner. If the amount of precum dribbling down the length of his cock was any indication, he seemed to be enjoying watching me.

Nico put me down on the bed on my hands and knees, and in an instant, I felt the head of his cock teasing against my folds. I was so fucking wet, both from my own arousal and from Dante’s cum. Nico slid easily inside me, filling and stretching my pussy in the most delicious way.

Unable to help myself, I rocked back and forth, moving on Nico’s cock even as he plunged into me with steady thrusts of his hips. I moaned, feeling my arms and legs trembling as I struggled to support myself. My entire body had been left weak from the climax Dante had given me, and my greedy pussy already felt like it was gearing up for a second.

Nico gripped my hair in his fist and tugged my head back, forcing an arch in my spine while he continued to fuck me hard. It was becoming impossible to hold back my sounds of pleasure and, as if from a distance, I heard myself growing louder and more wild.

But the two Italian men knew exactly how to keep me quiet. Dante climbed onto the bed in front of me, and Nico pushed my head down, guiding my mouth onto the other man’s cock. It was soaked with my juices and his own cum, and I sucked hungrily, finding the combination of flavours intoxicating. Even though he was no longer hard, Dante was still bigger than average, and I sucked greedily to clean him up.

My body rocked back and forth between the two men in time with Nico’s thrusts, and soon enough, I shattered apart once more. My moans were muffled around Dante’s cock, and my entire body tensed, including my pussy, which clenched tight around Nico’s hard meat.

That was enough to send him over the edge, and he began pounding my pussy hard and fast until he was filling me with his cum, too. It felt like every fibre of my being was consumed by the fire these two men had created inside me, and I wasn’t sure I had ever felt so alive as I did in that moment.

When he was finished, Nico pulled out of me and laid down on the bed, pulling me down with him. Dante settled on my other side, and both of them held me while I caught my breath and recovered from such an intense experience.

“I think you enjoyed that,” Ben said, his voice making me jump.

I hadn’t even realised I’d closed my eyes, but when I opened them again, my husband was standing over me, naked, while he held his hard cock in his hand. A whimper escaped me as I saw him there, and I simultaneously held out my arms and spread my legs wide for him.

“I did,” I said softly, “but the evening won’t be complete without you as well.”

While the two Italian men continued to hold me, Ben laid down on top of me and slowly slid his hard rod inside my soaked pussy.

“Oh god,” he groaned. “You feel so good, sweetheart.”

I wrapped my arms and legs around him, clinging to the man I loved with all my heart, while he held himself as deep as he could inside me. It was as if Dante and Nico were no longer there, even though I could feel their hands stroking through my hair and feel their breath against my face. Now there was only Ben.

He began moving slowly, his brow furrowed, as if he was having to work hard to keep control of himself.

“Take me hard, love,” I whimpered. “Please.”

My husband growled softly, sliding an arm beneath me to tilt my hips so he could slide even deeper, then he began fucking me harder, slamming hard and fast into my willing body.

A moan escaped me, and I stared into his eyes as I sank into the blissful sensations he created within me.

Ben increased the pace of his hips while he brought a hand down between our bodies to strum my clit with expert precision. It only took a few moments of his touch to send me straight into another orgasm. I tensed and shuddered beneath him as waves of pleasure made it hard to catch my breath.

With a triumphant roar, Ben lost control of himself and slammed into me hard enough to push me deep into the mattress. His body tensed as he unloaded his cum inside of me, and I called out his name on a breathless moan.

After a few long moments of bliss, Ben laid down on top of me, his head on my chest, and I stroked my fingers through his hair. Surrounded by all three men, I suddenly felt emotional. Our trip to Italy had been amazing, and I didn’t want it to have to end yet. But it would have to.

As if they could sense how I was feeling, Nico and Dante cuddled closer to me on either side, and I was enveloped in the warmth coming from all three bodies.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Tonight, and the entire honeymoon, has been so special. Thank you for everything. All of you.”

Ben lifted his head and kissed the tip of my nose. “You deserve every bit of adoration and desire the three of us could give you. So thank you for being so special.”

His words made me smile widely.

“Besides,” Nico said, “it doesn’t have to end tonight if you don’t want it to. If Ben doesn’t mind, I would love to keep in touch with you, Sophia.”

“Oh yes, me too,” Dante added.

I looked up at Ben and he grinned.

“I have no problem with that at all,” he told me. “In fact, I think you should keep in touch with them, sweetheart. They are both good for you and make you happy. And maybe we will come back and visit them again sometime soon for even more fun.”

I smiled, feeling like I must have been beaming with happiness. “I love you, Ben.”

“I love you too, Sophia.”

My husband laid his head on my chest once more, and the three of us remained cuddled together until morning.
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Chapter One
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LUCY:

I listened to the steady pouring of the showerhead coming from the ensuite bathroom as I stayed curled up under the covers, a romance paperback in my hand. It was already getting late, and I was tired after a long day of serving customers at the bank where I worked. I was looking forward to a relaxing evening.

The shower turned off, then a few minutes later, my husband emerged from the bathroom, a cloud of steam billowing out from behind him. Riley had a towel wrapped around his waist, showing off his tall and lean physique, while he was towel drying his tousled dark blond hair.

I watched him for a long moment, feeling an almost forgotten stirring between my thighs, but I quickly turned my attention back to my book before he could catch me staring at him.

“Lucy,” he began, sounding hesitant. “There’s something I would like to talk to you about.” He sat down on the edge of our bed beside me. The glow from the bedside lamp washed over his face and his eyes looked soft in this lighting, with shadows playing over them.

My heart thumped hard against my chest when he reached across to take hold of one of my hands in both of his own. He gave it a gentle squeeze before letting go again, and he laced his fingers with mine.

His blue eyes met my brown ones, and there seemed to be a lot going on behind those beautiful irises—a deep emotion, maybe? But he didn’t say anything right away.

“What is it?” I asked, when the anticipation had become too much. I could tell it was serious from the look on his face, and I found myself on alert for some bad news.

“I know things have been difficult for us over the last few years,” he said, and the glow coming from the bedside lamp only seemed to highlight the flushed colour on his cheeks. “The struggles to have a baby have taken their toll on us, and I feel bad about it.” A tear trickled down his cheek, but he wiped it away immediately, without any shame or embarrassment.

I was about to reassure him that none of this was any of his fault, and that he couldn’t help the fact he was infertile. That was a cruel stroke of fate that was entirely out of our hands. But before I could say anything, Riley began speaking again.

“I know we have talked about adoption, but I really want you to experience pregnancy, and how it feels to carry your own child. You were so excited about that when we first started trying for a baby. Remember those nights we used to lay in bed, running our hands over your tummy and wondering if there was a sweet little baby growing inside you yet?”

His words created a sharp pain in my chest, serving as a bitter reminder of something I’d longed for that life had stolen from me. I blinked rapidly a few times, trying to hold back the tears. The last thing I wanted was for Riley to see how much that still hurt me when he couldn’t help the hand life had dealt him.

“But we’ve talked about this before, Riley,” I said after a long pause. “We can’t afford IVF. And the chances of it working the first time aren’t that high, anyway. I would hate to put us through so much financial difficulty and feel so much hope, only to have it all fall down around us if the procedure doesn’t work. Adoption is the safest route by far.”

Riley nodded. “Yes, I understand that. But what if I said I’d thought of a way to do this that doesn’t involve going through IVF?” There was a hopeful gleam in his eye now. “A solution that will allow us to have a baby naturally?”

My brows furrowed in confusion. What did he mean? Was he thinking about asking someone else to help get me pregnant?

“You’re not suggesting...?” I trailed off, unable to finish my sentence. How could he possibly think of doing something so outrageous as that?

“Just hear me out, Lucy. I know it sounds insane, but it would give you a chance to experience pregnancy for yourself. To feel your baby growing inside you.”

Riley reached out and gently placed his other hand on my stomach. My heart was pounding and the sound of my blood rushing was loud in my ears. I couldn’t believe what he was suggesting. Yet I could feel the call of my body, and the longing I’d felt for so many years to carry a child. But I didn’t want it to happen this way. Did I?

“Who...?” was all I could think to ask as my mind became overwhelmed with far too many confusing thoughts.

“Jayden,” he answered quickly, and I stared at him slack-jawed while he continued talking. “He’s my best friend, and I trust him more than anybody else. I’ve known him since high school and I know he’d never do anything to hurt us. Besides, he’s got three kids already with his ex-wife, so we know he’s capable of making babies.” He smiled at me, then leaned forward to kiss my lips softly.

I was stunned and speechless. This whole conversation had come completely out of nowhere, and it took me a minute to process everything he’d said. But eventually I managed to form coherent sentences. “How could you even suggest that?”

Riley shrugged. “Because I love you, and I’m desperate to make this dream of ours come true. It kills me every day knowing how much we both want a family together.” His voice softened, becoming sadder. “And I don’t like seeing you unhappy. I want to give you the one thing I know would make you truly happy.”

There was no doubt in my mind that Riley loved me. We’d spent most of our married lives falling deeper and deeper in love, which was why this situation hit home so hard. Because I knew how badly he wanted a child, just like I did. But the baby would not be his. It would be mine and Jayden’s.

“What are you saying, exactly?” I asked slowly, wanting to make absolutely sure we were both on the same page. “Are you seriously proposing we ask Jayden to get me pregnant?”

He slowly nodded his head, and the look in his eyes told me he was serious. I tried to imagine myself lying naked between the two friends, letting them take turns with me. A shiver ran up my spine at the idea of being shared like that, and I was surprised by my body’s response.

I didn’t know what to say. My brain was swirling with too many thoughts, while my body seemed consumed by a mixture of fear and arousal. All I could do was stare blankly into Riley’s eyes, wondering what he must be feeling right now. Wondering whether he really meant any of this.

“Can I have some time to think about this?” I finally asked.

“Of course,” he replied immediately, and stood from the bed. “I won’t push you either way, Lucy. If you decide against it, then we’ll go back to the adoption idea.”

He took the towel off from around his waist to begin drying off the rest of his body, and one quick glance downwards showed me that he was obviously feeling some arousal over his suggestion, too.

Once he was dry, Riley slipped into bed beside me and pulled me close, wrapping his arms around me. I nuzzled my face against his chest, the fresh scent of his cedar body wash filling my nostrils. The warmth of him wrapped tightly around me made my pulse race, and I let out an involuntary moan before burying my face further into his warm skin.

It had been so long since I had desired this kind of attention. Over the last three years, sex had become synonymous with our failed attempts to have a baby. And the longer that had gone by without any sign of pregnancy, the more intimacy had come to feel like a burden.

But now there was no pressure. And with Riley’s suggestion, there was even a glimmer of hope in our future. Not that I was ready to admit I was already considering going along with his plan.

He brought his head down to brush his lips softly against mine. Our tongues danced briefly before parting, and he spoke quietly. “Please tell me if you’re not comfortable with what I’m suggesting, Lucy. I would never want you to do something that you are not completely comfortable with. Especially when it’s something this important.”

His concern for my feelings tugged at the edges of my heart. Forcing myself to meet his gaze once again, I gave him a small smile. “Thank you for being willing to do this for me if it’s what I decide I want.”

I felt a strange mix of emotions running through me—excitement, nervousness, and uncertainty. But the overlying emotion was love for my husband for suggesting something that would be difficult for him just because it made me happy.

Unable to hide the love and gratitude I felt for him, I pressed my lips hard against his. He deepened the kiss instantly, pulling me closer as he took my mouth passionately. I moaned softly when he slid his hand underneath my shirt and cupped my bare breast. His thumb teased across my nipple until I gasped, and I pushed myself harder against his touch.

As much as I craved his touch, I craved something else even more. I placed my palm on his chest and pushed him gently onto his back, while I trailed gentle kisses down his chest and abdomen. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see his cock twitching in anticipation.

When my kisses had almost reached his throbbing erection, I paused for a moment, blowing warm air over his hardened flesh in a way that made him moan deeply. I looked up at him, staring deep into his blue eyes as I slid my lips down over the head of his cock. It swelled beneath my tongue, and I opened my lips slightly to allow more of his shaft inside.

Riley grabbed my hair in both hands, holding me still as he began thrusting himself deeper and faster. There was an urgency to his movements, something I hadn’t seen in so long, and I moaned around his thick shaft. I closed my eyes, allowing all myself to focus solely on the sensations flowing throughout my body. The taste of his salty precum mixed with the musky scent of his skin caused my pussy to tingle pleasantly.

The sounds of his breathing were growing heavier, and I knew he wasn’t far away from cumming. Releasing his grip on my hair, Riley grasped the back of my head firmly and pushed me further down onto his hard flesh. I gagged softly on his cock as it pushed deep into my throat, but I didn’t struggle against his control. His blatant arousal made me feel more desired than I had in a long time, and I didn’t want anything to ruin that.

I sucked harder on his rigid length in my desperation to please him with my mouth. When I flicked my tongue against the base of his dick, he grunted loudly as he came powerfully into my mouth. Spurt after spurt of his seed erupted from the pulsing head of his cock, coating the roof of my mouth with his sticky liquid before I swallowed it eagerly.

When I was certain he’d fed me as much cum as he could, I let Riley’s cock slip from my lips so I could trail gentle kisses along its softening length. Then I crawled back up the bed again to the safety of his arms.

“I love you,” he whispered against my hair. “I would do anything for you, Lucy.”

“I love you, too,” I said softly, my heart feeling overwhelmed by his display of love tonight.
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Chapter Two
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RILEY:

My knees were trembling as I followed Jayden into his kitchen. Lucy and I had taken another couple of days to discuss if we were certain about going through with our plan, and we had decided it was something we both wanted. Now it was time to persuade Jayden to get on board with the idea.

“Want a beer?” he asked me as he opened the fridge and pulled out a familiar brown glass bottle.

“No thanks,” I said. “Not today.” My stomach was already churning a little at the thought of what I was about to ask him. Adding beer into the mix didn’t seem wise.

Jayden turned to look at me. “Is something wrong, Riley?”

“No,” I answered quickly. “I just... need to talk to you about something and I guess I’m a bit nervous.”

He nodded and pointed over towards the kitchen table. “Let’s take a seat and talk it over. The sooner you spill what’s bothering you, the sooner you can stop being nervous about it.”

I chuckled to myself as I sat down at the wooden table. If only it was that simple. He took a seat across from me and leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on the edge of the wood.

“So what’s up?” Jayden asked me after a long moment. It felt like hours had passed before I could bring myself to speak again. Finally, though, I did.

“Well...” I started slowly. “As you know, Lucy and I have been trying for a baby for a few years now, and we found out a couple of weeks ago that I’m infertile.” I paused for a moment, glancing over at my friend, who seemed to have a devastated look on his face. “So I can’t give Lucy the baby she so desperately wants.”

Jayden shook his head, but then sighed deeply when he spoke. “It sucks, man. I know how much you both want kids.” His eyes landed on mine and they were filled with sadness.

“Yeah, well... there’s nothing we can do about it.” I shrugged uncomfortably. “We’ve talked about adoption and IVF treatments, but they are not cheap or easy options.” There was an awkward pause between us as I struggled to find words to explain why I was there.

“But I was hoping you might be able to help us, Jayden,” I whispered. The words came out so quietly I was worried he wouldn’t hear them. But his reaction told me he did.

His mouth dropped open and his eyebrows shot up in surprise. “What? Are you serious?”

I smiled nervously and nodded. “Yes. We really would love your help.”

“Do you mean you just want me to give you a cup of sperm? Or something else?” He held my gaze firmly for a few long moments until I looked away.

“Something else,” I said, feeling my face burning. “You would need to knock Lucy up for me.”

There was silence for several moments while Jayden digested everything I’d said. Then finally, he began speaking again. “Riley, I don’t even know where to begin. This sounds insane.” He laughed softly. “Have you discussed this with Lucy? What did she say?”

I looked away from him and stared down at my hands folded together on the tabletop. They trembled slightly under the weight of all those emotions swirling around inside me. “Lucy has agreed to the idea,” I replied. “I wish I could give her a baby myself, but I can’t, and she’s always been so excited about the idea of being pregnant.”

Jayden gave me a sympathetic smile. “That must make things difficult for you two.” He reached out and patted my shoulder gently. “You know how much I love you two, right? You’re my best friends, so of course I want to help you. But how can I be sure this won’t ruin our friendship? Won’t it be difficult for you knowing I’ve had sex with your wife?”

I was suddenly grateful I was sitting at the table as the wooden surface hid my body’s reaction to his words. Ever since I’d come up with the idea, it had been difficult to think of anything but Jayden fucking my wife, and it made me rock hard every single time. But I didn’t want to admit that to him.

“We’ve known each other so long, Jayden,” I replied. “There is nobody I trust with my wife more than you. If it’s going to be anybody, I want it to be you. Besides, you’d make a great favourite uncle when we finally get our baby.” I grinned at him, hoping to lighten the tone of the heavy conversation.

Jayden laughed softly and rubbed his chin. “Okay, okay! Give me a second to get my thoughts straight!” He stood up and walked over to the countertop, where he poured himself a glass of water. After taking a sip, and pausing to look out the window for a long moment, he returned to the table and leaned against one corner.

“This is not something I ever expected you to ask me. And I’ll tell you upfront—I am honoured by your request, Riley, but I honestly don’t know if this is the right thing to do. I mean, you’re asking me to fuck your wife, which will lead to her getting knocked up and carrying my baby. This is huge.” He stopped and ran his fingers through his hair as he continued to stare off into space for a second.

He wasn’t wrong about any of it, but I couldn’t let him walk away without giving it a try. I needed to give Lucy a chance to be pregnant no matter what.

“Please, just listen to what I have to say, Jayden,” I implored. “Lucy wants a baby more than she’s ever wanted anything in her life. Please help me give her that. I promise it will not ruin our friendship, and I promise that we won’t ask anything of you once Lucy is pregnant. If it makes you feel better, we can write out a contract so you can sign away any parental rights to us. I just don’t know how else to give her the baby she needs.”

My voice cracked halfway through that last sentence, and I bit my lip to keep myself from crying. It still broke my heart to know I couldn’t be the man to give my wife what she wanted more than anything. She deserved to be a mother, and I felt like I was letting her down.

“It’s okay, Riley,” Jayden reassured me softly after hearing the pain in my voice. He pulled his chair closer to mine and placed his hand on my shoulder. “I will help you both with this, okay?”

The relief I felt almost brought tears to my eyes. “Thank you, Jayden.” I squeezed his arm tight and tried to hide my emotion behind a forced smile.

A few seconds passed before either of us spoke again. “So, how does this work, exactly?” His question seemed innocent enough, but there was an undertone of curiosity laced within.

“Well,” I said, suddenly feeling awkward, “when we know that Lucy is in the fertile stage of her cycle, maybe we could call you up and you could come over to our place to take care of things?” My cheeks flushed red with embarrassment, but Jayden nodded.

“Sure, why not?” he responded easily.

I exhaled slowly. The tension between us had vanished now that we had got past the hard part of the conversation. We turned the topic to more mundane things, like our favourite football team, and made small talk for a little while before I made my excuses and left.

I drove home as quickly as I could while still sticking to the speed limit, my mind racing the whole time. It was going to happen. Riley was going to fuck my wife. My dick was throbbing, swelling uncomfortably against my jeans.

Once I was home and parked in the garage, I quickly opened the button and fly on my jeans before pulling out my rock hard cock. I stroked my shaft a couple times, relishing the sensation of my hand around my pulsing member. Leaning my head back against the headrest, I let out a long, low moan.

I had no idea how Lucy would react if she caught me jerking off in my car, but I couldn’t stop myself. Images of Lucy and Jayden together were rushing through my mind, driving me crazy.

Images of Jayden pounding Lucy’s pussy filled my vision, her soft petals stretching wide around his cock. Her moans echoed around in my mind, making my balls ache with a need for release.

My hand moved faster until my hips began bucking involuntarily with my desperation to cum. When I knew I was close, I pulled the front of my t-shirt up under my chin and, with a loud groan, I pumped three quick shots of thick semen onto my chest and stomach.

I slumped forward in my seat and closed my eyes, trying to calm my breathing before I went inside. I didn’t want Lucy finding out about this side of me. What would she think if she knew I got this aroused by thinking of her with my best friend?

I quickly cleaned myself up with a tissue and tucked myself back into my jeans before getting out of the car.

When I walked into the house, I found Lucy sitting at the dining room table reading something on her phone. She looked up when she heard the door open, then immediately set the device aside and stood up to greet me.

She gave me a warm hug and whispered in my ear, “Hi, sweetie. How did your talk with Jayden go?” I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her close, reluctant to let go of the woman I loved so desperately.

I smiled shyly. “Not bad, actually. He says he’ll help us get pregnant. He seems pretty excited about it.”

Lucy giggled quietly, leaning her cheek against my shoulder. “That’s good news, isn’t it?”

I sighed softly. “Yeah... Yeah, it is.”

We stayed like that for several minutes, just holding each other tightly. After some time had gone by, I finally took a deep breath and pulled away slightly to look into her beautiful green eyes. They were glistening with unshed tears.

“What’s wrong?” I asked gently.

Her face crumpled as she fought to hold back the emotions threatening to overwhelm her. “Oh God, Riley...” She swallowed heavily and continued in a whisper, “This means so much to me, baby. You have no idea what this means to me. Thank you!”

I laughed awkwardly. “You’re welcome! But seriously, though, don’t cry.” Even though I knew they were happy tears, I always hated to see Lucy cry.

She sniffed loudly and wiped her nose with the sleeve of her shirt. “No, I’m okay,” she insisted. Then, after taking another moment to compose herself, she reached down and grabbed my hand.

“Come on, let’s go sit down so you can tell me all about it. This has been such a stressful day already. Maybe hearing everything will make me feel better.”

I nodded and followed her over to the couch, ready to do anything I could to put a smile on her face.
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Chapter Three
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LUCY:

I couldn’t seem to stop myself from trembling all over with a mixture of nerves and excitement. Jayden was going to be here any minute. I’d taken an ovulation test that morning and it had come back positive.

It was impossible to know if I should be more focused on the fact I was about to have sex with my husband’s best friend or that I could be pregnant by the end of the night.

My heart fluttered at the thought of that possibility, and I found myself unconsciously running my hand over my flat stomach.

I tried to tell myself that was why I was doing this. To have a baby. But there was also a tiny part of me that was excited about sex with Jayden. There was no denying he was a good-looking guy, and I guess I’d always had a bit of a crush on him, although I would never admit that to Riley. It’s not like I’d planned to act on that crush, so it would have been pointless to mention it.

But now, here I was, about to have sex with him on a suggestion by my husband. It all felt a little bit crazy.

After Riley had been to see Jayden and ask for his help, we had all sat down together one night to discuss all the details. Such as what would happen while I was being intimate with Jayden, as well as what would happen when I had actually got pregnant.

We’d decided that we would keep going with our unusual arrangement until I got pregnant, and we signed a document saying the baby would legally be mine and Riley’s and that we would not expect support from Jayden. During the conversation, we’d also decided that Riley would stay with us while we had sex. After all, it was only fair that he should be allowed to be present at the conception of his child. Besides, I wasn’t sure I could go through with it without him.

Riley stepped into the bedroom and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close.

“How are you feeling, baby?” he asked. “Are you okay? You’re shaking.” He kissed my forehead tenderly.

I nodded against his chest. “Yes, I just... I don’t want this to change things between us,” I admitted quietly. We were still very much in love, even after nearly ten years together. And despite everything else going on right now, that was something I didn’t ever plan to lose sight of.

“I can understand you feeling that way, Lucy,” he said softly. “But I love you so much. I’m doing this because I love you with all my heart. Nothing will ever change how I feel about you.” His words warmed me inside and out.

He held me tightly before letting me go and smiling down at me.

A moment later, I heard the doorbell ring downstairs. My insides tightened nervously again. This was really happening. My husband’s best friend was actually here to make me pregnant.

Riley leaned down and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Ready?” he asked gently.

I nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied honestly.

He smiled and took my hand, leading me downstairs where we let Jayden in. I expected him to look as awkward as I felt, but surprisingly, he didn’t. Even in this weird situation, Jayden seemed to radiate with his usual confidence, and a part of me couldn’t help but relax when I saw that.

“Hi,” I said shyly. “Come on in.”

Riley and I stepped back to let him in, and once he was inside, Jayden leaned down to brush a soft kiss against my cheek. He never usually greeted me like that, but I guess it was appropriate considering what was about to happen today. My skin tingled in the wake of his tender kiss, and I had to bite my lower lip so a whimper wouldn’t escape.

“I just want to say thank you to you both,” he began, his emerald green eyes full of sincerity as he glanced back and forth between me and my husband. “It is an honour to be included in such a huge part of your lives, and I really hope we are successful tonight.”

He smiled warmly at us both, and I felt a heat begin pooling deep in the pit of my stomach. Something stirred within me at seeing him smile like that. A warmth spread throughout my body, making it difficult to breathe properly. The butterflies in my tummy started flapping wildly.

“We really appreciate you doing this, man,” Riley responded, and I nodded my head quickly in agreement, seeing as it felt impossible to speak at the moment.

Jayden grinned widely. “Of course, it’s no problem at all,” he said to Riley before turning towards me, looking directly into my eyes. “Lucy, I know this must seem strange to you, but I promise you that I am going to do everything I possibly can to make sure you enjoy yourself.” His lips curled up into a wicked grin, and I couldn’t seem to stop the moan that escaped me.

His words held such promise, and somehow I knew he meant it. I glanced quickly at Riley, who gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. “Let’s all go upstairs, baby.”

My husband seemed to be almost vibrating with excitement, which I hadn’t expected. But I was too overwhelmed with everything right now to try and work out why that might be. So I nodded and began walking up the stairs, pausing only long enough to make sure both men were following me. Once we reached the top floor, we went straight into the master bedroom and shut the door behind us.

I turned to face Jayden, unsure whether I should sit down or not. He stepped towards me, standing close enough that I felt dwarfed by his huge frame. Not only was he tall, but Jayden was a personal trainer at the local gym and his body rippled all over with muscles.

Unable to resist, I reached out and placed my hand gently on his chest, feeling the warmth of his body through his t-shirt. It sent shivers coursing through me.

“You okay, Lucy?” he whispered huskily.

I nodded my head slowly. “Yes,” I breathed out, unable to hide the tremble in my voice any longer.

He stared deeply into my eyes for several moments before capturing one of my hands in his own. His thumb stroked across my knuckles gently. “Relax,” he murmured, leaning closer until our noses touched. “I promise I will take care of you tonight.”

The way he spoke calmed me instantly, and I felt myself relaxing under his touch. His fingers brushed lightly along mine, sending small sparks of electricity shooting up my arm. I closed my eyes briefly, savouring how good it felt.

Opening them again, I looked up into his handsome features. His gaze was dark, filled with lustful intent, and I found it hard to pull away. There was something very sensual about being held captive in his mesmerising stare.

Then suddenly, without warning, Jayden pulled me firmly against him and kissed me hungrily. His tongue slid easily between my parted lips, tasting me thoroughly. For a few brief seconds, I allowed myself to lose control completely and melted against him.

From the other side of the room, I heard a low moan, and I realised it came from Riley as he watched me with his best friend. As much as I wanted to turn around and see his reaction, I didn’t dare break free of Jayden’s hold. Instead, my mind focused solely on the sensations his mouth was creating, and I lost track of time. All sense of reason left me, leaving nothing more than desire burning brightly inside my belly.

When he finally broke off the kiss, I opened my eyes and saw that he was glancing down at me with a hungry stare. “That wasn’t nearly as bad as you thought it would be, was it?” he asked, his voice a soft growl.

A flush rose up my neck and cheeks, and I shook my head slightly. “No,” I replied quietly, reaching up to run my fingertips tenderly along the stubble on his chin. “Thank you.”

Jayden leaned in once again, kissing me softly before pulling back to look down into my upturned face. “Good girl,” he whispered huskily. “Now, let’s get you ready.”

He reached for the top button of my dress, slowly opening it while holding my gaze intently. I held my breath, unable to believe this was happening, or that my entire body was already a trembling mess of lust after only one kiss.

Jayden opened one button after another, slowly revealing the black lace lingerie I’d so carefully picked out for him earlier in the evening. Once all the buttons had been opened, he gently pushed the cotton garment off my shoulders to let it pool on the floor around my feet, then he took a step back to look at me.

I had to fight the urge to cover myself with my arms, but the dark hunger that was so evident in his eyes let me know Jayden liked what he saw. Then his hands were moving over my body, sliding beneath the hemline of my panties and cupping my ass cheek. I bit my lip when I felt his hot palm stroke over my skin. The heat of his touch made me quiver, and I couldn’t help but feel aroused.

Then Jayden slowly ran his palms up over my stomach, lingering at my breasts, where they rested atop the lacy cups of the bra. When Jayden lifted the material, exposing my nipples and making them peak erect, I moaned in response. My heart beat faster at his boldness, and the fluttering sensations between my thighs were growing more intense.

When Jayden wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me closer, I could feel exactly how excited he was, too. His bulging erection throbbed against my stomach through his jeans.

He leaned down, cupping one of my breasts in his hand while he took the hard nipple into his mouth, and I let out a gasp as his tongue flickered against the stiff bud.

I wrapped my arms around him, running my fingers through his hair as I held him close. For a brief moment, my gaze met Riley’s over the top of Jayden’s head, and I was surprised to see the lust shining back at me from my husband’s eyes.

But then Jayden spoke, bringing my attention back to him. “You’re beautiful,” he said softly, his lips brushing across my ear. He tugged at the clasp behind my back, undoing the hook. It fell open, and I slipped the bra off, feeling his warm fingers brush against my bare chest.

“You’re sure this is what you want?” he whispered huskily.

I nodded, squeezing his shoulder tightly. “Yes. Please.”

His smile spread wider, lighting up his whole face. “Okay, then,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss me. There was no hesitation in his movements. No awkwardness. Only pure passion.

My own breathing quickened, and my nerves returned full force. This was real now—more than ever before. Jayden’s kiss deepened, and I closed my eyes, savouring the sensation.

As we kissed, his hands moved down to my hips, gripping tight enough to make me wince. But it also gave me a thrill. I shivered as I pressed tighter against him, allowing our bodies to come together fully.

Then he was pushing my panties down my thighs and he cupped my mound in his palm. I gasped loudly when his finger slid inside me, making me shudder. I didn’t even have time to think about why his touch should excite me like it did. All I knew was that I wanted more. So much more.

With gentle pressure, Jayden began to move his finger in and out of my pussy, spreading the moisture there until I was wetter than I’d ever been. I gripped his shoulders, arching my back to press against him. With each thrust of his digit, I cried out, my voice echoing in the room.

As he slid his middle finger deeper inside me, his thumb stroked my clit. Soon, I was writhing under his caress, my knees beginning to tremble. I arched my back further, gasping aloud with pleasure as his other hand massaged the small of my back. Just when I thought I was about to explode with my orgasm, Jayden withdrew his fingers from me.

A moan escaped me when his fingers found my clit, sending electric tingles shooting through every part of my body. My legs trembled and my toes curled. As Jayden sucked on my lower lip, I started to writhe again in anticipation of his next movement.

But then Jayden broke the kiss, pulling back enough that I could see Riley watching us over his shoulder. A sudden panic filled me. What the hell was I doing? How could I be getting this turned on by someone who wasn’t my husband?!

I placed my hands on Jayden’s chest and pushed him away as tears filled my eyes. “I’m sorry,” I wailed pitifully. “I can’t do this. I’m sorry.”

Without even waiting to see Jayden and Riley’s reaction, I rushed to the bathroom, slammed the door shut, and flipped the lock closed.
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Chapter Four
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RILEY:

I stared at the bathroom door, my mouth hanging open, until the sound of Jayden clearing his throat distracted me.

“I’m really sorry if I did something wrong, man,” he said to me. “I genuinely thought she was enjoying it.”

With a sigh, I nodded my head. “She was, Jayden. I know her, and she was definitely enjoying it. But something spooked her. I should go make sure she is okay.”

“Yeah,” he agreed. “I guess I’ll go home. But let me know later that things are still good between you two, okay?”

“I will,” I said. “Thanks for giving this a try, anyway. Maybe we can try again next month or something if she’s feeling up to it?”

Jayden nodded. “Sure. But we can talk about it later. For now, I’ll leave you to make sure Lucy’s okay in there.”

I watched as my friend turned and walked out the bedroom, then waited until I heard the front door close before approaching the bathroom.

When I knocked on the door, Lucy opened it, then sat down on the floor with her back against the wall. Her eyes were red and puffy, as if she’d been crying, and I sat down beside her to wrap her up in my arms. A muffled sob escaped her, and I stroked my fingers gently through her hair.

“What happened?” I asked softly.

“It just felt so intense, Riley. And then I looked at you, and I got so scared that what I was doing was going to ruin our relationship. I don’t want that.”

I held her closer to me as I listened, my heart pounding in my chest. “Intense in a bad way?” I asked softly.

When she didn’t answer, I pulled back slightly and gripped her chin to force her to look up at me. Her face had turned a bright crimson colour, and I had a feeling I knew what was going on.

“You enjoyed it, didn’t you, baby?” After a long pause, Lucy nodded her head slightly. “And so you feel like you betrayed me because you were enjoying Jayden’s attention.”

The tears welled up in her eyes again, threatening to spill down her cheeks once more, and she nodded her head quickly.

“I didn’t expect that to happen, Riley. I’m sorry.”

With a sigh, I pulled Lucy back to me, her face burying into the crook of my neck. “Lucy, you’ve got nothing to be sorry for. You haven’t done anything wrong.”

“But this is supposed to just be about making a baby. Not about... anything else.”

I laughed softly, unable to help myself. “Yes, Lucy, this is about making a baby. But that doesn’t mean it can only be about that. There’s no reason why the three of us can’t all have fun at the same time.”

Lucy pulled back slightly and looked up at me, her eyes wide. “Really?” she asked, as if the whole idea that I expected her to enjoy it was completely alien to her.

I smiled warmly at her. “Of course. Why would you think otherwise? Sex is supposed to be fun. Besides, if you didn’t enjoy it, I’d feel like I was forcing you to do something against your will, and I’d hate that.”

Lucy sniffed loudly and wiped her nose with the back of one hand. She took a deep breath and blew it out slowly, trying to calm herself down. When she finally spoke, her voice still sounded shaky.

“But you won’t get any enjoyment out of it. I think that’s what bothers me. It’s like you’re being left out.”

I sighed softly as I realised it was time to make my confession. If it would help Lucy feel less guilty about this, then it would be worth it.

“Listen to me, baby. I promise I will enjoy this just as much as you and Jayden.” I lowered my head, looking down at the floor for a moment as I tried to gather my courage. “When I first came up with the idea of you and Jayden, it was because I wanted him to help you get pregnant. But since then, I have been having the most vivid fantasies about watching you with my best friend, and it makes me so damn hard every time I think about it.”

When I brought my gaze back to Lucy’s face, she was staring at me with her mouth open wide. Shame flooded me for a moment until she threw herself and me and wrapped her arms tight around my neck.

“You really mean that?” she asked. “It... it turns you on to watch me with him?”

I nodded as I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. “It does. You looked so sexy with him tonight, baby. So hot.”

Lucy bit her lip and swallowed nervously, but when I leaned forward and brushed my lips across hers, she melted into me. I kissed her deeply, letting my tongue slip between her parted lips. The taste of her kisses made my cock throb painfully inside my pants, and I couldn’t wait to pull them off and bury myself in her pussy.

We broke apart after several moments and stared at each other, both breathing heavily from the kiss we shared. Then Lucy dropped her head onto my shoulder and let out another soft sob.

“Oh god,” she said quietly. “I’m such an idiot!”

She started crying harder, her body shaking uncontrollably in my embrace. I stroked her hair soothingly while she cried, whispering gentle words of comfort in her ear. Eventually, the tears stopped flowing, leaving Lucy sitting there silently, staring blankly ahead of her.

“Do you still love me, Riley?” she whispered brokenly. “Even now that I know how much you want to see us together...”

“Of course I do, Lucy. How could you ever doubt that? The knowledge that I can’t be the one to get you pregnant isn’t easy for me. But I don’t regret asking Jayden to help at all.”

A tear trickled down Lucy’s cheek. “No matter what happens, please never stop loving me.”

I reached over to pick up the box of tissues next to where Lucy sat and handed one to her. “I promise, sweetheart. Everything will be okay. And soon enough, we’ll have the baby we always wanted.”

As soon as Lucy had finished wiping away her tears, I stood up and helped her stand before leading her back to our bedroom. She glanced around the room before turning to look at me.

“Did Jayden go home?” she asked.

I nodded. “He wanted to give us some time alone,” I said, a soft smile on my lips.

“That’s probably a good idea,” she said, as she pulled me over to the bed.

We both laid down, with Lucy’s naked body pressed against me. Even after the emotional turmoil, I couldn’t stop thinking about how gorgeous she’d looked as her body had trembled with pleasure while Jayden fingered her pussy. My dick was throbbing uncomfortably, so I tried to push the images out of my mind. The last thing my wife needed when she was upset was me trying to make a move on her.

Suddenly, Lucy brushed her lips against my ear and whispered. “Maybe if you told me about the fantasies you have about me and Jayden, then it might make things easier for me if we decide to try again?”

So much for my plan to not think about it for a while. I chuckled nervously. “You really want to hear about that, Lucy?”

“I do,” she whimpered, and this time, I could hear the arousal in her voice. “Please tell me what you think about.”

“Okay, well, sometimes I think about him touching you just the way he did earlier, and I imagine you cumming hard on his fingers. Other times, I picture you riding him and making yourself cum all over his big, fat cock.”

Lucy moaned softly as she ran her hand along my thigh. “And how often are those thoughts in your head?”

I smiled. “All day long, pretty much. They’re like a constant soundtrack playing through my brain whenever I try to think about anything else. It drives me crazy.”

The sound of Lucy’s moaning grew louder, and I felt her trembling beside me as she began grinding herself against my leg. “Why do you think it excites you so much?” she asked, her voice growing breathless.

“Because I want to watch you losing yourself to that kind of intense pleasure,” I replied, running my finger lightly over her breast. Her nipple hardened under my touch, and I pinched gently. “I want to see you being worshipped and given all the pleasure your body can handle. From me, but also from Jayden, too. You deserve to be spoiled with attention.”

Lucy groaned loudly and buried her face against my neck. “God yes! That sounds amazing. So it’s not wrong for me to want that, too?”

“Not at all, honey. In fact, I feel lucky to have met someone who understands exactly what turns me on most. We can enjoy this together. With Jayden.”

I slid my arm around Lucy’s waist, pulling her on top of me so our bodies were flush against each other. When I lifted my mouth to kiss her once more, I felt her respond eagerly by wrapping her arms tightly around my neck. Our tongues danced playfully as she ground her pelvis against mine, sending electric pulses shooting throughout my entire body.

It only took me a few seconds to pull off my shirt, tossing it aside, while Lucy got to work opening my jeans. As Lucy continued kissing me passionately, she pushed my pants down over my hips and dragged her nails across the bare skin of my thigh, causing me to shiver in delight. Then she tugged my boxers down until my hard cock sprung free.

Lucy sat up over me, straddling my hips and wasting no time in taking hold of my shaft and guiding it between her legs. She rubbed it slowly up and down her slit and then moved her hips in a circular motion, teasingly rubbing her clit with the tip. I watched as she closed her eyes and let out a soft moan, which made my dick pulse even more.

“I need to be inside you,” I moaned. “Right now.”

Lucy leaned forward, lowering herself onto me. A rush of heat flooded through my whole body as I sank deep into her wetness. She placed both her hands on my chest as she started rocking her hips in a slow circle, and I brought my hands up to her breasts, cupping those fleshy mounds while teasing the hardened nipples with my thumbs.

She arched her back slightly as I thrust upwards, pushing myself deeper into her hot tunnel. Soon enough, we were moving quickly and powerfully together; neither one of us was able to keep quiet any longer as our grunts filled the room.

“Fuck me, Riley,” Lucy cried out. “Take me hard. I need you so badly.”

I obliged by slamming myself deeply into her velvety depths, my ass lifting high up from the mattress with each hard thrust. The feeling of her clenching around me sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body, and soon I found myself reaching the edge. My balls tightened, and I let out a loud groan as I came violently within her.

At the same time, Lucy let out a sharp cry as she reached her own climax, shuddering and squeezing me tight before collapsing atop me.

As the aftershocks of orgasm washed over me, I rolled Lucy onto her side next to me and held her close. She snuggled against me, breathing heavily, and I stroked my thumb across her cheekbone.

“That was incredible,” Lucy whispered.

I laughed quietly. “Yeah, that would be one way to describe it.”

We lay there together for several minutes without speaking or doing anything except holding each other. I had no idea if we would try again with Jayden, or if I’d ever get to watch her with my best friend. But one thing I did know for certain was that I loved Lucy deeply, and whatever happened in the future, we would always have each other.
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Chapter Five
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LUCY:

I sighed as I glanced once again up at the clock on the wall. It was only midmorning, and my shift at the bank was moving horrendously slowly. The bad storm outside meant that not many people were willing to leave their homes for anything other than essential reasons.

The thought of spending even another hour cooped up inside with nothing but a stack of papers and an empty coffee cup made me feel like screaming. My mind wandered back over what had happened last night, when Jayden had visited.

Despite the panic I’d felt, the memory of how Jayden had kissed and touched me was etched in my mind. He hadn’t been rough or forceful; he simply seemed so confident in himself that it almost came off as arrogant—until his lips found mine and everything changed completely. His kisses had left me breathless while making my heart race wildly within its confines.

It had been such a relief to find out that Riley was turned on by watching us. At least the guilt hadn’t weighed so heavily on me since he’d made his confession. But we still hadn’t decided if we were going to try again with Jayden.

Except every time I thought about him now, remembering the way it had felt when he’d fingered me and toyed with my clit, a rush of heat would flood my entire body. There was no doubt in my mind I wanted to experience it again. I just had to find a way to do it that wouldn’t trigger the anxiety I’d felt last night.

The door to the main street opened and a tall, broad man entered, except the hood of his large coat hid his face so I couldn’t see who it was. I watched him curiously, always cautious when someone kept their face hidden, even if the weather outside was a perfectly good reason for someone to be wearing their hood.

When the man pulled the hood down, I breathed a sigh of relief as I realised it was Jayden. But that moment of calm was only fleeting, as my heart began pounding with a mixture of nerves and arousal. Why was he here? He’d never come to visit me at work before.

He glanced around quickly before walking over to my desk. “Hey,” he said, smiling awkwardly at me.

“Hi.” I nodded slightly, unable to look away from his beautiful eyes. They looked dark today, despite the light green colouring they usually possessed. A strange expression crossed his features, one that reminded me of something akin to sadness, although I wasn’t sure why. Maybe because of what had happened between us the previous night.

Jayden took a seat on the opposite side of the desk, leaning forward and resting his elbows against the surface. When he spoke, his voice sounded strained. “You okay?”

My throat suddenly felt dry as my mind returned to the events of last night, wondering if he thought I was silly for behaving the way I had. I shook myself mentally, trying to force those feelings aside.

“Yeah,” I replied softly. “You?”

Jayden nodded his head. “I’m good. I just had a couple of things I needed to say to you, Lucy, and I thought it might be better to say it without Riley around.”

That caught my attention immediately. “What kind of things?” I asked carefully, keeping my tone neutral even though I wondered what he wanted to say to me that he didn’t feel he could say in front of my husband.

A smile flickered across his handsome features. “Well...” He paused briefly, glancing towards the window as raindrops started hitting the glass pane with increasing frequency. Then he turned his attention back to me. “I just want you to know that I really enjoyed what happened between us last night.”

His words sent shivers through me, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I swallowed hard, feeling nervous all over again. I tried desperately to think of some sort of reply, but I couldn’t seem to form any coherent sentences.

“I would love to try again,” he continued. “But only if you and Riley decide it’s what you want. If it’s too hard for the pair of you, then that’s fine, too. I understand this has to be a difficult situation for you both.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “We haven’t quite decided yet what we want to do, though.”

Jayden flashed me a warm smile. “That’s okay. There’s no rush. As much as I’d love to experience more of you, I only want it to happen if both of you are fully on board with the idea.”

A heat filled me as he told me he wanted even more of me than he’d had last night, and there was an intense fluttering at my core. I could feel my face heating up as it turned a bright shade of red, so I glanced down at my hands while I fiddled nervously with a pen.

“I enjoyed it, too,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I just got worried that I was going to hurt Riley by going through with it. I don’t want to do that.”

Jayden leaned forwards slightly and placed a hand on top of mine where it rested on the desk. His fingers gently curled round my wrist, sending another wave of tingling sensations rushing into my arm. My breath hitched as our skin touched, and it made my mouth go dry and my pulse quicken.

“It won’t hurt Riley,” he reassured me. “Judging by a couple of things he’s said to me, I actually think he’s excited about watching us together.”

I smiled softly. “Yeah, he might have said something to me along those lines after you left last night.”

Jayden grinned. “Good!”

For a brief moment, I found myself staring deeply into his gorgeous green eyes, wanting to lose myself in them forever. But I blinked rapidly, forcing my mind back to the present.

“I guess I’m still a bit anxious about what might happen with Riley, even though I know he gets turned on by it all. But that’s the only thing stopping me at the moment.” I paused for a moment, nibbling my lip as I wondered whether or not I should continue. “I... I definitely liked what happened between us last night, though, and would like more. Especially knowing that I might end up pregnant too.”

Jayden’s grin grew even wider. “I definitely want more as well! I mean... I wouldn’t want anything bad to happen either. We’ll figure out how we’re going to deal with that if the time comes, okay? For now, let’s focus on enjoying ourselves.”

I smiled gratefully at him before nodding slowly. “Okay. I will talk to Riley about it again tonight and let you know what we decide.”

He gave me one final smile, then stood up. “Sounds good. Let me know if you need me to come over tonight, okay? I assume you’ll still be ovulating then, right?” Jayden winked at me, creating a flurry of sensations all through my body.

My heart thudded loudly in my chest. “Yes, I think so,” I replied, trying to hide the flush spreading across my cheeks. “Thanks again for everything so far.”

I watched Jayden as he left and waited for the rapid beating of my heart to slow down. It was crazy how much of an effect he had on me now that I knew just how good his touch felt.

A few minutes later, my boss walked over to my desk. “Hi, Douglas,” I said with a smile.

He nodded, looking as grumpy as ever. “It’s dead today. You might as well go take your break early and I’ll look after the place.”

“Thank you!” I replied, getting up quickly from my desk. “I’ll see you soon.”

I had no intention of heading out in the bad weather, so I just went to the break room and made myself a coffee. My hand was still tingling from where Jayden had touched me a little earlier, and the image of his wicked grin when he’d talked about how much he had enjoyed last night filled my mind. The thought of doing it again was already making my pussy clench.

Once I’d finished drinking my coffee, I pulled out my phone and started playing around with some apps, scrolling through different photos until I came upon a picture of Jayden. He looked incredible. His muscular physique, the way he held himself, the expression on his face—it all combined to create this aura of masculinity that drew me in. I couldn’t help but stare at him, admiring the hard lines of his jawline and the way his eyes seemed to sparkle.

I glanced quickly over at the break room door. Nobody was likely to come in. After all, it was only me and Douglas in today, and he was looking after the front desk while I took my break.

While looking at the picture of Jayden on my phone, I lifted my skirt and began gently rubbing my pussy through my white cotton panties. After a few moments, that wasn’t enough, though, and I tugged the gusset of my panties to the side.

A low moan escaped my lips as I slid two fingers inside myself. I closed my eyes and imagined being naked, lying on the bed beneath him. Our bodies touching everywhere, our mouths locked in passionate kisses while our hands explored each other. As my arousal built further, I spread my legs wide apart and imagined the feel of his thick cock sliding easily between my slick folds.

The sensation brought a small whimper from my lips. I could almost smell the musky scent of his skin and hear him breathing heavily above me as he thrust into me repeatedly.

I pumped my fingers hard and deep into my pussy in time with Jayden’s imaginary thrusts. My breath quickened. My nipples were rock hard underneath my clothes. My whole body was trembling, both from pleasure and anticipation.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, pushing my hips upwards towards my own fingers as they plunged deeper than usual. I bit my lip, feeling a powerful orgasm building within me.

With a cry, I threw back my head and arched my spine. Waves of heat washed through me as my climax tore through my body like lightning. With one final spasm, I collapsed back into the chair, gasping for air.

If it felt that good just thinking about having Jayden’s cock deep inside me, I could only imagine how good it would feel to be filled by the real thing.

I slowly pulled my fingers out of my quivering cunt and slid my panties back into place. Then, with shaky hands, I put my phone away. It was time to get back to work. And hopefully now I’d taken care of my need to cum; I wouldn’t be daydreaming about Jayden for the next few hours while bored at work.
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Chapter Six
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RILEY:

When I got home from work, I went straight to the bathroom for a shower. Working on cars all day always meant I was a mess by the time I got home. But I wasn’t complaining. I loved what I did for a living, as I’d been obsessed with cars ever since I was a kid and used to help my dad every Sunday fixing up his car.

Lucy wasn’t home yet, so hopefully I’d be able to finish my shower before she arrived. I wanted to make sure she was okay after what had happened last night.

I stepped under the showerhead and let out a long breath. The hot water felt good against my skin and it washed away most of the dirt that had accumulated over my hours at work. It also helped me relax, but not enough to stop thinking about everything that had happened between us yesterday.

As my mind wandered back to those images of how Lucy had reacted to Jayden’s touch, my dick began twitching to life, slowly growing harder and longer. My hand reached down without even realizing where it would end up until I found myself stroking my cock while staring at the wall tiles in front of me.

But then I heard Lucy calling out my name, and I quickly let go of my erection as if I’d been caught doing something naughty.

“I’m in the shower!” I called back. “I’ll be out in a minute!”

I finished washing as fast as I could, then jumped out of the shower, giving my whole body a quick rubdown with the towel before wrapping it around my waist. Then I walked out into the bedroom, where Lucy was sitting on the edge of the bed. She looked beautiful dressed in her white blouse and black pencil skirt. Her hair fell loose over one shoulder, framing her face perfectly.

She stood up and gave me a smile, but it didn’t quite reach her pretty brown eyes. I tilted my head, looking at her, and I realised she looked nervous.

“Are you okay, baby?” I asked. “You look upset.”

Her lips were pressed together tightly, and her cheeks glowed red. Was it because of last night? Or was there another reason why she seemed uncomfortable right now?

“I saw Jayden today,” she replied on one long breath, the words rushing out of her. “He came to see me at work.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling both surprised and curious by that news. “What did he want?”

Lucy hesitated before speaking again. “He just wanted to reassure me he was happy to move at whatever pace we are comfortable with. And... he told me how much he had enjoyed the time with me last night.”

Her face flushed an ever deeper shade of crimson.

My mouth dropped open. Oh fuck! I knew I shouldn’t be getting hard when hearing that another man had enjoyed kissing and touching my wife, but somehow I couldn’t help myself.

“Riley...” Lucy whispered, looking at me shyly. “Can we try again with Jayden, please?”

I nodded, unable to speak. There was nothing more I wanted than for Lucy to give him another chance. And my rapidly hardening cock seemed to be in complete agreement. Not that I was only doing this because it made me horny. I genuinely wanted Lucy to have the baby she’d always wanted, even if it wasn’t mine.

“Of course we can,” I finally replied as I took her into my arms. “When, though? Would you prefer to wait until next month?”

To my surprise, Lucy shook her head quickly. “No, no. We should do it tonight or tomorrow morning.”

A rush of excitement rushed through me. Tonight? Right now? I grinned widely, thrilled at the idea.

“Okay, babe,” I said excitedly. “Let’s get ready. We need to call him and ask if he’s free to come over.”

“Can you do that while I have a quick shower?” she asked. Lucy stepped closer and pressed her body against mine. She seemed to be almost vibrating with excitement. It was such a big difference from last night, and I couldn’t have been happier to see the change in her.

“Of course,” I said with a wide smile on my face.

As soon as Lucy disappeared into the en-suite bathroom, I picked up my phone to dial Jayden’s number, and he answered immediately.

“Hi, Jayden,” I said. “Are you free tonight? I don’t know what you said to Lucy at the bank today, but she’s come home eager to try again tonight.”

“Yeah, sure,” he answered after a long pause. “I can get there in about an hour, if that’s okay with you two?”

“That’s sounds perfect,” I replied quickly, feeling relief surge through me that he didn’t already have other plans. “We’ll see you then.”

I rushed into the bathroom, pausing a moment to admire the sight of my naked wife in the shower. The water cascaded down her beautiful breasts, making them appear larger than normal. I felt my cock twitch slightly as I imagined sliding my hand across Lucy’s wet flesh. But the sound of her voice pulled me out of my daydream.

“What did he say?”

“He’ll be over in about an hour,” I replied. “Is that okay?”

Lucy turned off the shower and reached for a clean towel. “Perfect.”

“How are you feeling?” I asked, stepping closer and helping her to dry off.

She smiled. “Much better.” She paused before continuing, her tone serious once more. “The truth is, I’ve been thinking about him all afternoon.”

My breath caught in my throat. “You have?”

Lucy nodded shyly while nibbling on her lower lip. Excitement coursed through me. Did she mean that she’d thought of having sex with him?

“And not just thinking about it either,” she continued softly, taking my hands in hers and pressing my palms firmly against her tummy. My dick twitched in response. “I actually touched myself while imagining his thick shaft inside me. It was so good!”

I groaned, unable to hide my desire any longer. Her confession sent shivers of pleasure racing along every nerve ending in my body.

“Mmmm, yes, honey,” I moaned as I slid my hands further down, cupping her round ass cheeks. They were firm yet plump, and I could feel the heat emanating from her flesh. A little moan escaped Lucy’s lips as I squeezed, pulling her closer. “It sounds so hot to think of you touching yourself while thinking of him. Did you make yourself cum?”

“I did,” she whimpered as I slid my hand down between her thighs to tease fingertips along her hot slit. “Oh God, I came so hard imagining his big cock fucking me. Mmmmm, it was so intense.”

With my fingers still teasing her pussy lips apart, I dipped my head and sucked gently on her bottom lip.

“Tell me how it felt,” I murmured huskily. “Did you imagine it going deep inside you?”

Her eyes fluttered closed briefly, and a small shudder ran through her body.

“Yes,” she whispered hoarsely. “God, yes! I kept picturing his thick cock filling me up like it would never stop. He fucked me so hard and fast, I couldn’t breathe. Oh God, I wanted to scream, but I was at work, so I couldn’t.”

I bit my lip, trying desperately not to let my arousal show. This sounded amazing; way hotter than anything I could ever dream up.

“So sexy,” I breathed. “Does it turn you on when you picture me watching?”

“Yes,” she gasped as I dipped my head and teased my tongue across her nipple. “Especially now that I know how much you want to watch me with him.”

I lifted my mouth away from her breast and looked deeply into her eyes. There was something different about this time together. Something rawer. More honest. We weren’t hiding our desires anymore, and that excited us both.

“Do you want to fuck him?” I asked boldly, needing some reassurance.

A tiny gasp slipped past Lucy’s parted lips, and her breathing grew heavier. “Yes, I do.”

There was no doubt in my mind that she meant it. And knowing that made my heart soar.

“Then we’re doing it,” I growled as I pressed my palm against her swollen clit. “Tonight. Tonight will be our last chance until next month.”

“Yes!” she moaned. “It will happen tonight.”

Her hips were rocking to grind her aching cunt against my palm. As she rubbed herself harder and faster, I watched her face contort with ecstasy. She had been fantasizing about Jayden all day, and she wanted him. I was so fucking hard it hurt, but right now, all I wanted was to watch Lucy surrender to her own pleasure.

I leaned forward and kissed her neck. She arched her back, pushing her tits more firmly against my chest. With each thrust of my finger, her muscles clenched around me like a vice.

“Riley,” she panted as she ground her wet mound against my hand. “Fuck, your fingers feel so good. So perfect.”

I grunted in reply, enjoying the sound of my name on her lips.

“Please,” she begged. “Don’t stop.” She grabbed fistfuls of my hair and pulled me tight to her, grinding herself against me as if begging for release. “Make me cum. Please!”

“Goddamn, Lucy,” I groaned as I felt my dick pulse with my own pent up desire. “You are so damn hot!”

As soon as those words left my mouth, she screamed out loud and came violently against my hand. Her whole body tensed, and she trembled against me as waves of pleasure rippled through her. I kept my other arm wrapped around her waist, holding her close against my body to keep her upright. When she finally relaxed, I slowly withdrew my fingers and licked the juices off them.

She smiled shyly and laid her cheek on my shoulder. “Thank you. That was perfect.” As she stayed cuddled against me, she gripped the towel that was around my waist and pulled it away, revealing my rock hard dick as it bounced proudly upwards. It wasn’t long before she reached out and began stroking my shaft, causing a low moan to escape my throat.

“That feels so good,” I sighed as she pumped her soft hand up and down my length. My hands found their way up to her breasts again. They were full and firm, and the nipples hardened beneath my palms as I firmly squeezed her flesh.

“Mmm, don’t stop,” I moaned softly.

Lucy kept stroking her hand up and down my throbbing shaft while her thumb brushed over the tip. The combination of her touch and her breathy voice caused goose bumps to break out along my arms.

My balls tightened and ached, desperate to feel some relief. With a few more pumps of her hand along my length, I felt the pleasure building up inside me. A moment later, I exploded. Hot semen shot out of me in thick spurts, coating Lucy’s arm and stomach with my sticky fluid.

The feeling was incredible. I’d never experienced anything quite like it. Every inch of my skin tingled and burned as the intense orgasm wracked every muscle in my body. For several moments, I just stood there panting heavily, unable to move or speak. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I regained control enough to pull myself free from her grip and step away.

“Jayden will be here soon,” I said with a shaky voice, my entire body still trembling from the force of my orgasm. “We should get cleaned up again, so we’re ready for him.”

Lucy nodded, and we quickly got cleaned up and dressed, ready for our big night.
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Chapter Seven

[image: ]

LUCY:

I couldn’t stop trembling, and the butterflies in my stomach seemed to be going into overdrive. But tonight, it felt like the good kind of nerves. Things were going to change forever after tonight, in a few different ways, but life would be changing for the better.

A ring of the doorbell signalled Jayden’s arrival, and both Riley and I jumped up from our seats, rushing to let him in. My husband let me get to the door first, and I pulled it open quickly in my eagerness to see Jayden. I felt so much more certain of myself tonight that I threw myself into his arms, and he lifted my feet easily from the floor and carried me into the house, before kicking the door closed behind him.

“Hey,” he said, as he settled me back down onto my feet. “You seem a lot happier tonight, Lucy. That’s good. So you’re both absolutely certain you want to go through with this?” His eyes flicked between mine and Riley’s faces, trying to make sure there wasn’t any room left for doubt or hesitation.

We’d told each other repeatedly before Jayden had arrived how serious we were about doing this; and that no matter what happened next, whether it worked out perfectly well or not, we wouldn’t regret making this choice.

Riley nodded confidently. “We are.”

Jayden gave an approving nod. “Okay... Well...” A small smile played across his lips, which made the butterflies in my stomach flutter even more wildly as arousal began seeping through my body. “Let’s just take things nice and slow tonight, okay?” He turned to face me once more, holding out his hand to me. “Lucy?”

My heart was beating loudly inside my chest. The anticipation building within me was making everything feel surreal, like I could barely believe what was actually happening right now.

He smiled at my nervousness. “Come here, beautiful,” Jayden said as he gently took my hand in his. As soon as my palm met with his warm skin, I shivered slightly in response. There was something electrifying about touching Jayden. Something addictive about being close to him. And when he held my hand tightly, stroking his thumb along the outside of my fingers while looking deeply into my eyes, I wanted nothing more than to sink deeper into his embrace and allow him to carry me away.

“Shall we go upstairs?” I whispered, only just able to hear myself over the thunderous beating of my heart.

His gaze followed the line of my throat until it reached my mouth. Then slowly, very deliberately, he leaned forward and placed a soft, gentle kiss on my lips. When his tongue swept softly against mine, my entire body trembled uncontrollably beneath its touch. I was utterly captivated by him. Every time his emerald green eyes gazed directly into mine, they stole my breath away and left me feeling weak-kneed.

“I think that would be a very good idea, Lucy. Lead the way.”

I glanced over at Riley for a brief moment, and he gave me a nod of encouragement. As I lowered my gaze, it was impossible not to see the tent in the front of my husband’s pants. He was already very aroused, which helped to ease my nerves even more.

Keeping hold of Jayden’s hand, I walked towards the stairs and guided them both up towards mine and Riley’s bedroom. Once there, I sat down on the edge of one bed while Jayden sat beside me, pulling me closer to him so he could continue kissing me tenderly. He caressed my bare thigh with his hand as his tongue slipped seductively between my parted lips. Our tongues danced together eagerly, and we explored each other’s mouths passionately. I ran my hands up his strong forearms and then rested them lightly on his shoulders. I loved how powerful, yet sensitive, he felt under my fingertips.

After a long, drawn out kiss, I broke off from his lips and looked up into his handsome face. “Are you ready for this?” I asked nervously, although I couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps I hadn’t needed to. After all, he seemed completely confident and assured of himself.

He grinned wickedly at me. “Oh yes. Absolutely.”

As soon as those words escaped his mouth, I suddenly became acutely aware of how wet my panties were becoming. They clung damply against my puffy folds, leaving little to the imagination. A quick peek over at my husband let me know he was leaning against the bedroom wall, one hand idly teasing his hard cock through his pants. Knowing he was happy, I turned my attention back to Jayden.

His intense gaze had shifted downwards, where his eyes were focused solely on my breasts, and the generous amount of cleavage which was visible in the low neckline of the dress I’d picked out for tonight. My cheeks flushed hotly as he stared intently at my body. For some reason, the sight of his heated gaze made my nipples instantly harden, sending sharp tingles shooting straight through my body.

Feeling suddenly bold, I moved into his lap, straddling his muscular thighs, and I let out a soft gasp as I felt the firmness of his leg press against my pussy through my panties. Jayden let out a growl and ran his hands gently up my thighs, then over my hips and up to my waist. His thumbs brushed delicately across the thin material of my black dress before cupping my full breasts firmly. I groaned quietly as he gave my tits a rough squeeze, causing my nipples to tighten further still.

Jayden released one breast from his grasp and slid his hand lower, slipping it underneath my skirt to grasp my ass cheek and pull me tighter against him, forcing me to grind against his rigid erection. The sensation sent jolts of pleasure coursing through my body, making me moan loudly.

“You’re so fucking hot, Lucy,” he murmured huskily into my ear as his hand squeezed harder against my rear end. The thumb of his other hand brushed back and forth over my hard nipple, leaving me panting as his touch created so many pleasurable feelings in my body.

A loud moan came from somewhere behind me, but I couldn’t seem to pull my gaze away from Jayden. It was enough for me to know that Riley was enjoying watching me with his best friend. That knowledge alone sent an electric thrill right through my core. I wanted nothing more than to feel Jayden’s thick shaft sliding deep inside of me. To have his large hands squeezing my breasts. And most importantly, to finally experience what it was like to make love to someone else after being married to my beloved Riley for years.

The thought excited me beyond belief, and I found myself biting my lip nervously as Jayden’s hands found the zip on my dress and pulled it downwards. Without even needing to be told, I lifted my arms above my head, allowing Jayden to pull the garment off over my head to leave me wearing nothing but the white lace bra and panties I’d had on beneath.

His dark and hungry gaze roamed over my body, taking in every inch of my almost naked form. When he reached my face, he leaned forward and pressed another searing kiss against my lips, sucking hungrily upon my tongue before letting go and licking his own lips suggestively.

I gasped softly as I watched him unbutton his shirt slowly. As his fingers worked their way expertly through the buttons, I took a moment to admire the masculine lines of his broad chest and chiseled abs. There wasn’t a single ounce of fat on his toned frame, and I knew without any doubt whatsoever that he would be able to easily overpower me. And that knowledge sent a rush of arousal flooding through my entire body.

Unable to help myself, I reached out and ran my fingers over the broad expanse of his chest, feeling his muscles flex under my touch. His skin was hot and smooth, and I couldn’t wait to feel every inch of his hard body pressed against my own soft curves.

My breath hitched as I slipped my hands down towards his belt buckle, wanting desperately to undo it and see just how big his dick really was. But instead of opening the buckle, I decided to tease him by simply stroking the bulge in his pants. He moaned deeply when my palms grazed against the hardness within his jeans, and I smiled smugly to myself as he quickly undid his belt and started to slide his zipper down. He craved my touch just as much as I craved his.

I tugged his jeans down just enough to let his hard cock spring free. It was already fully erect and throbbing heavily between our bodies, pulsating with desire. The sight of such a massive tool made me shudder, and I couldn’t stop the whimper escaping my throat as I wrapped both hands tightly around his length, admiring the sheer size of him.

“Oh god,” Riley whimpered from the edge of the room, and as much as I wanted to turn and look at him, it was impossible to tear my gaze away from Jayden’s impressive cock.

“Do you like how it feels in your hands, beautiful?” he growled into my ear.

I nodded quickly, then scrambled off his lap. He stood, and together, we made quick work of pulling off his jeans and underwear until he was naked. Then, as if my body had a mind of its own, I lowered to my knees in front of him. My eyes locked onto his manhood, which looked impossibly long and thick. Every part of me ached to take him into my mouth, to taste the salty-sweet fluid that coated his swollen tip.

After staring longingly at Jayden’s hard cock, I leaned forward and gently licked my way along the underside of Jayden’s shaft. His hips bucked slightly, pushing his dick into my open mouth, and I sucked greedily on the meaty crown while my hands caressed the rest of his firm length.

Riley groaned loudly once more, and I turned my head slightly to find him standing at the end of the bed and staring at us intently. For some reason, seeing him watch me suck Jayden off turned me on immensely.

Jayden grunted deeply as I began bobbing my head up and down on his cock, taking him deeper inside my mouth each time. He grabbed hold of my hair gently and moved my head back and forth, causing me to moan happily around his cock. “That’s right, Lucy. Suck that dick for me,” he groaned.

And I did. I loved the sound of his voice, so confident and commanding. And even though Riley didn’t say anything, his moans let me know he was enjoying watching me give myself completely to his best friend.

When I felt Jayden start to swell beneath my ministrations, I pulled away and lifted my eyes to meet his heated stare. I could tell he was close to cumming, but of course, he couldn’t cum in my mouth tonight. Not when I needed him to fill my pussy with his seed.

Jayden gently gripped my arm and helped me to my feet, then his hands were running all over my body once more. He gently squeezed my breasts through the thin lace of my bra before moving the material aside and lowering his head down to my tits. He nipped and bit lightly on one nipple as he continued teasing the other with his fingers. Pleasure surged through my body as he lavished those sensitive buds with attention, and when my nipples were so hard they had become tender, he stood upright once more to capture my gaze with his.

His hands slid lower and found my panties. With an impatient grunt, he ripped the material apart, revealing my soaked folds. His fingers immediately dipped inside me, sinking deep inside my wetness. I cried out sharply, unable to keep quiet, and he grinned wickedly down at me. “You’re soaking wet, aren’t you? You want this cock inside you?”

Yes. Yes, I did. So badly.

He pushed me backwards until I fell onto the bed, and without hesitation, he climbed atop me. We kissed hungrily, ravenously, our tongues dancing together as his large frame pressed down upon mine. My legs opened automatically under him, wrapping themselves tight around his waist. I arched against him, desperate for release.

Jayden grabbed the base of his erection while staring intently into my eyes. Without any further prompting or warning, he plunged into me. I gasped, feeling his thick girth stretch my insides wide open. It hurt a little, but not nearly as much as I thought it would.

“Fuck yes!” I moaned as he withdrew almost entirely, then slammed back inside me. Again and again, he repeated the action, thrusting deep within my slick passage. Each stroke sent ripples of ecstasy coursing through my entire being. The pain mixed with the pleasure, creating a delicious cocktail of sensations unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

My cries filled the bedroom, mingling with Riley’s loud groans beside me. He had laid down beside us on the bed, running his fingers through my damp hair as his best friend fucked me hard.

The pressure built swiftly inside me, threatening to explode, and just when I thought I might lose control, Jayden slowed his movements, stopping altogether. I whimpered softly, wanting nothing more than to feel his full length plunging deep inside me, filling every inch of my hungry pussy. But instead, he leaned forward and captured my mouth in another desperate kiss. Our tongues danced wildly together, swirling around and licking over each other.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned against my lips. “I don’t want it to be over yet.”

Jayden began moving once more, but much more slowly this time. Every thrust caused waves of pleasure to ripple throughout my body. They spread outward, encompassing my entire being, making my skin tingle and my bones ache with exquisite longing. My mind reeled, lost in sensation, overwhelmed by pure bliss.

Every movement became slower still, as if he wanted to prolong the experience. As if he knew how desperately I needed this night to last forever.

When he finally reached his limit, and could hold back no longer, he began slamming his cock hard and deep inside me. A cry escaped my throat, muffled slightly by his lips on mine. He held himself tightly against me, keeping that incredible friction going until he came.

Rope after rope of his seed coated my inner walls, sending sparks of electricity shooting through my veins as I surrendered completely to my own orgasm. My tight inner walls squeezed around him, as if trying to milk him of every drop of cum he had to give.

Jayden kept up the brutal pace until we were both spent and exhausted; then he rolled off me and collapsed on the bed beside me. I could feel his cum oozing out of my pussy, and I quickly clamped my thighs shut, trying to keep his seed inside me.

Riley gripped my chin gently and pulled my face towards him so he could kiss my lips tenderly. “That was so perfect,” he groaned.

“It fucking was,” Jayden growled in agreement.

I was too breathless to talk, so I simply nodded. It had been amazing, and if all had gone well, maybe I would soon be pregnant too. As if they knew what I’d been thinking, both Riley and Jayden reached over to place a hand gently on my stomach, and I felt happiness blossom within me.

Even if it hadn’t been successful, at least the three of us had shared this special night. And we’d get to keep doing this until we got that positive pregnancy test we were all hoping for.
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Chapter Eight
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RILEY:

While Jayden washed up in the bathroom and got dressed, I pulled Lucy into my arms, kissing her tenderly on the lips.

“I love you,” she whispered, with a wide smile on her face even as her eyes glistened with tears.

“I love you too, baby,” I said, squeezing her naked body tighter against me.

She wrapped her arms around me, as if clinging to me, and I stroked my fingers through her hair, just holding her quietly until Jayden came out of the bathroom.

He smiled at us as he saw us cuddling on the bed. “You two stay there. I’ll let myself out.” He grinned at both of us, and winked at Lucy, before disappearing from the bedroom and heading home.

“How are you feeling?” I asked Lucy. She was still smiling broadly when she looked up at me. Her eyes were sparkling brightly, and it made her look like an angel. But then again, that’s how she always looked to me.

“I’m happy,” she replied after a long moment. “There’s so many feelings swirling around inside me that it feels a bit overwhelming, but overall, I’m happy. How about you, Riley? How are you feeling after what happened?”

My dick was throbbing painfully in my tight jeans, as I hadn’t given myself any relief while watching her with Jayden. But I didn’t think that was what she wanted to hear.

“I loved watching every minute of it, Lucy,” I told her instead, which was absolutely the truth. “It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever witnessed.”

Lucy whimpered, and she turned an adorable shade of red, which she tried to hide by nuzzling her face into the side of my neck. I chuckled softly and continued stroking her hair.

“And, hopefully, soon you’ll be pregnant too, baby.” I couldn’t hide the excitement in my voice as I spoke. It was all we’d ever wanted since we’d met, and admittedly, we weren’t taking the traditional route to make it happen, but it was still going to be special.

“I hope so,” she said, her voice cracking slightly, but when she lifted her head, there was still a gentle smile on her lips. Lucy opened her mouth, as if to say something else, then stopped.

“What is it, baby?” I asked, keeping my voice quiet and soothing.

“You do still love me and want me after what happened tonight, don’t you?” She couldn’t seem to meet my gaze, and her face was a bright crimson.

“Of course I do,” I answered quickly, my voice firm and without the slightest hint of hesitation. “In fact, I’m not sure I’ve ever wanted you more than I do right now.”

Lucy laughed softly and rolled onto her back beside me on the bed. “You’re just saying that, love. You can’t really mean it.”

It seemed to me like there would only be one way to prove it to her. “Oh, I do mean it, Lucy,” I said with a grin on my face, as I took hold of her hand and gently guided it to the bulge in the front of my jeans. “Let’s see if this proves my point.”

Her lips curved upwards into a grin as she stared down at our intertwined hands for a few moments longer. Then slowly, tentatively, she began rubbing her thumb across the outline of my cock. The sensation sent shivers running through me and caused the tip of my dick to swell even further within my pants.

“Is this okay, babe?” Lucy finally whispered. There was no mistaking the desire in her tone.

“More than okay,” I assured her, as I moved to sit up on my knees between her legs. I pulled off my t-shirt and began opening the fastenings on my jeans.

Lucy moved to help me, quickly reaching in to grasp my hard shaft and pull it free of my clothing. She let out a soft moan. “You’re so hard,” she whimpered.

“That’s because watching you with Jayden excited me so damn much,” I murmured, leaning forward to press my lips against hers. We kissed deeply, exploring each other’s mouths with our tongues.

I guided her down onto her back, then broke the kiss as I rose back up onto my knees between her parted thighs. My eyes roamed over her naked body, wanting to see every inch of my beautiful wife.

My gaze stopped when I saw the creamy white liquid oozing out of Lucy’s red and swollen cunt lips. Jayden’s cum. I couldn’t help but moan as I reached out to run my fingers over my wife’s sticky folds. My fingertips glided easily along her smooth skin, and I felt her shudder beneath me.

“Riley...” Lucy moaned quietly. “Don’t stop... Please.”

The sound of her pleading words did nothing to lessen the arousal coursing through my veins. In fact, they heightened it. I licked my lips hungrily, as I slid two fingers deep inside my wife, fucking them slowly in and out of her warm wetness.

“Yes, yes, fuck me!” Lucy cried. Her hips were rolling wildly under my touch.

I looked down at her flushed cheeks and trembling lips. Lucy was close. So very close. Her pussy was soaked and sticky, and somehow, knowing she was full of my best friend’s cum was only making this feel so much hotter.

“Riley,” Lucy breathed. “Please. I need you. Make me cum again.”

Her request made my cock twitch. That was exactly where I intended to take her next. I bent forward and ran my tongue across her nipple before sucking it into my hot mouth. I heard Lucy cry out loudly as she bucked upward in response to the pleasurable sensations assaulting her sensitive nipples.

I glanced up at her face once more. Her expression was one of pure bliss and delight. I smiled smugly to myself; my plan had worked perfectly, and now she was ready to come undone all over my fingers.

I continued to lick and suckle on her breasts while I fingered her pussy with increasing speed and force. Within seconds, I felt her tighten around my digits. She moaned and shuddered uncontrollably as an intense orgasm moved through her.

As I moved to kiss her neck, Lucy wrapped both arms tightly around my shoulders and pulled herself closer against me. It didn’t matter how many times we’d done this—I loved feeling her warmth surrounding my fingers, smelling her sweet scent filling my nostrils, hearing her gasps and cries fill the room.

As soon as her orgasm had faded, and she was left gasping for air, I slowly pulled my fingers out of her. They were glistening with a mixture of her nectar and Jayden’s cum, and I couldn’t help but stare in wonder at them for a moment.

But then I turned my attention back to Lucy. “Do you want me to stop now, baby?” I asked. “Or... or do you need more?”

“Oh, Riley,” she moaned softly. “I need you to fuck me. Please. I need to feel you inside me.”

I let out a loud groan, then I wrapped my hand around the base of my cock, feeling the wetness on my fingers from Lucy’s soaked pussy. As I looked down at my beautiful wife, I gently guided the head of my cock to her dripping entrance. I pushed just a little deeper until the tip part her slick folds.

“Are you sure?” I asked, staring intently at her upturned face.

She nodded, biting her bottom lip. Then she lifted her leg high enough that she could wrap it around my hip. She held herself open for me, offering her most intimate place to me. The thought alone sent a jolt of excitement shooting straight through my dick.

“God, you are such an amazing woman,” I said, pulling my hips back slightly before pushing deeper into her slick channel. “It feels like your cunt is made for my cock.”

“Mmm hmmm,” Lucy purred, closing her eyes briefly as I filled her completely. “That’s because it was meant to be yours. You’re perfect for me.”

I growled low in my throat, unable to resist kissing her. When our lips broke apart, I thrust harder than ever before. My balls slapped against her ass as she gasped.

“Fuck me hard,” Lucy begged breathlessly. “Make me cum. Fuck me until I scream.”

I’d never heard Lucy begging like that before, and it was driving me wild. Something about tonight had unlocked something within my wife, and I was going to do whatever I could to satisfy her every desire.

With that in mind, I leaned down to suck one of her nipples into my mouth, flicking my tongue quickly over its hardened tip. Lucy’s legs tightened around my waist, as if she needed to hold on to me as I fucked her.

My hands went to her thighs, squeezing them firmly as I pounded into her. She whimpered loudly as another climax began building rapidly inside of her body. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around my shaft, urging me on relentlessly toward my own release.

With a grunt, I buried my length deep inside her, then came explosively. Spurt after spurt shot into her hot depths and I watched in awe as her entire body shook beneath mine. We stayed locked together long after our pleasure had faded, panting heavily as we gripped one another tightly.

Finally, I rolled off Lucy and pulled her into my arms so she could rest her head on my chest. We lay there side by side, enjoying the closeness of each other’s warm skin. Neither of us spoke, content to simply enjoy the quiet moments lying naked together.

Lucy closed her eyes and sighed deeply, causing me to smile tenderly at her peaceful expression. I stroked my fingertips across her cheekbone, marveling at her beauty. She seemed utterly relaxed and happy, despite everything that had occurred over the last few days. And I knew I would always do whatever I could to keep her looking this happy.
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Chapter Nine
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LUCY:

It was the following morning, and Riley was still sound asleep. I had only been awake about ten minutes, but I didn’t want to wake him as it was still early. According to the lights blinking at me from the alarm clock on Riley’s bedside table, there was still at least another hour before either of us had to get back to work.

After the excitement of last night, a whole host of emotions were running through me. There was the anticipation of having to wait to find out if we had been successful in getting pregnant. Along with a deep arousal every time I even thought of Jayden.

Somewhere behind it all was some guilt for feeling that way about my husband’s best friend. But after seeing how much Riley had enjoyed last night, that feeling had eased considerably.

I sat up in bed, looking down at Riley’s sleeping face. His eyes were closed tightly and a small smile played across his lips. He looked so peaceful. So beautiful. Even though our relationship had taken an unexpected turn recently, I couldn’t imagine anything better than being married to Riley.

As I watched him, his eyelids slowly flickered open, and his smile widened when he realised I was already awake.

“Good morning, baby,” he said, his voice still thick with sleep. “You’re up earlier than usual.”

He stretched lazily, making those muscles ripple under the thin fabric of the sheet covering his chest. The movement made my own body react; my nipples hardened against the cotton sheet I had wrapped around me, and moisture pooled between my thighs.

Riley grinned knowingly, reaching out to stroke one hand gently along my shoulder. As soon as his fingers touched me, goose bumps erupted across my skin.

My mouth went dry, and I swallowed hard. My heart raced as heat flooded my cheeks. His fingers traced gently up and down my arm, almost brushing against the side of my breast each time. With each touch, desire flared within me until I found myself squirming beneath his gentle caress.

Even though I’d been fucked twice last night, and fucked well, apparently I was still needy for more this morning. But there was something I needed to talk to Riley about first.

“I’ve been thinking about something while waiting for you to wake up...” I began.

Riley sat up beside me in bed, his expression turning serious. “What is it, Lucy? Are you okay?”

I smiled shyly and gave a brief nod of my head. “I am. But I was just thinking that maybe we should see Jayden again tonight.” Riley’s eyebrows shot up towards his hairline, but he didn’t say anything yet, so I continued. “It’s just that it was only three days ago that I got my positive ovulation test, so there’s a good chance that I might still be fertile. And if we saw him again tonight, it would increase our chances of getting pregnant.”

My husband tilted his head, looking at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. “You really enjoyed last night, didn’t you, baby?”

His tone sounded slightly teasing rather than accusatory or judgemental. I nodded mutely as my cheeks flushed pink.

Riley dropped his tone to a whisper when he next spoke. “It’s okay if you want it to happen again just for fun, Lucy. This doesn’t just have to be about wanting to get pregnant.”

My face grew even hotter, and I bit my lip nervously. What did he mean by that? Did he think I wanted to fuck Jayden just for the sake of fucking him? That wasn’t true! Was it?!

“I did enjoy sex with Jayden, Riley... very much,” I whispered, meeting his gaze evenly. “But it’s one thing to have sex with him because I want to get pregnant. And something else entirely to keep fucking him just for no reason.”

Riley chuckled. I had no idea how he could be so relaxed about this conversation, but he didn’t seem upset at all. “Because we all want it would be a good enough reason, baby. But look, we don’t have to talk about that now. You’re right. Perhaps it would be a good idea to try again tonight, because then that’s double the chance it might work, right?”

Relief rushed over me as he changed the focus of conversation. No doubt there was a reason for that relief, but I wasn’t ready to explore what that was yet. So I nodded quickly. “That’s right,” I replied with an awkward smile on my face.

Riley flashed me a knowing grin, which started the flutters low in my belly again. Then he leaned in closer to brush his lips tenderly against mine.

When he pulled back, his eyes were warm with affection. He reached forward to cup my cheek, his thumb tracing soothing circles against my cheek. When he bent to kiss me softly once more, I melted into his embrace. Our tongues met hesitantly, tasting each other with tentative touches. After several moments, I felt him grow bolder, pushing his tongue deeper inside my mouth.

His hands slid lower, cupping my breast possessively to coax a gasp from my lips. My nipple hardened under his firm grasp. I arched my body toward his, seeking more of his touch. Riley pulled me down to lie beside him once more, and his erection pressed firmly between us, growing harder with every passing moment. The pressure of it against my thigh made my pussy throb deliciously.

I reached out to gently take hold of his hard shaft. His breath hitched in surprise before he captured my hand, pulling it away with a smirk. “No touching, Lucy. I have something else in mind for you today.”

He teased me mercilessly, sliding his fingers along my inner thighs, tickling my skin with feathery touches. My hips bucked reflexively, desperate for more contact. As soon as I thought he was never going to touch me properly, however, he pushed two fingers deep inside me.

A moan escaped my parted lips, and my toes curled instinctively. I gasped at the sudden rush of pleasure.

“Oh god...” I moaned as Riley pleasured me with his expert touch, sending shivers through my entire being.

He grinned wickedly, leaning forward to lick a trail of wetness across my stomach. A second later, he was between my thighs and plunging his tongue deep inside me.

I let out a loud moan as his talented mouth sent waves of heat coursing through my veins, and I writhed beneath him, unable to contain myself as he lavished me with attention.

He kept pumping his fingers inside me while licking and sucking at my swollen pearl. Each thrust of his fingers brought me ever closer to orgasm. I knew I wouldn’t last long. Every time his fingers brushed against my g-spot, my muscles tightened around them. I began moaning loudly, lost to sensation.

The sound seemed to spur him on. He sped up, plunging his tongue and fingers deep inside me until I felt like I was going to burst apart. Then he switched tactics, using his fingers only to tease my sensitive flesh with light strokes that left me panting for air.

“Please...” I whimpered desperately, feeling my climax drawing near. “Don’t stop!”

My words made him grin up at me from between my thighs, then he began pumping his fingers faster than I’d imagined possible. My cries grew louder with each stroke, becoming high-pitched shrieks of ecstasy. With my legs trembling uncontrollably, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I threw my head back and screamed out in release as my body exploded with sweet bliss. Waves of euphoria washed over me as I came hard, screaming Riley’s name.

After a few seconds of recovery, or maybe it was even a few minutes, I opened my eyes to find Riley gazing intently down at me. A look of longing filled his eyes as he ran his finger along my flushed cheeks.

“You’re so beautiful when you cum,” he whispered huskily, kissing me lightly on the tip of my nose.

I smiled shyly at him, and he laid down beside me once more, holding me close. After a while, my rapid heartbeat steadied and my breathing slowed.
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Chapter Ten
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RILEY:

When we arrived at Jayden’s house that evening, I felt like a jumble of excited nerves. I was actually going to watch my best friend fuck my wife for the second night in a row. And if last night hadn’t been successful in knocking her up, maybe tonight would be.

My dick had been rock hard all day, and I hadn’t been able to stop daydreaming about this while I’d been supposed to be focusing on fixing cars. I’d even had to jerk off in the bathroom at work. Twice.

I switched off the car engine and turned to face Lucy, taking one of her hands in both of mine. “Before we go in there,” I started, “I just want you to know that I love you, and I really want you to enjoy tonight again. There is no need to worry about us, okay?”

She smiled at me and nodded. “I know, Riley. And thank you. I love you too.”

Lucy leaned over and pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue slowly caressed my lower lip before entering my mouth. Our tongues danced together for a few seconds before she pulled back, grinning at me mischievously.

“I guess it’s time to go in,” I said, breaking away from her gaze and opening the car door.

We got out and walked hand-in-hand towards the front porch. The door opened immediately after we knocked, and Jayden let us in. He was dressed in his usual loose t-shirt and faded jeans, but he looked more relaxed than I’d ever seen him. He greeted Lucy warmly, giving me a brief nod before turning back to my wife.

As I watched, Jayden gently stroked his fingers against Lucy’s cheek, staring into her eyes while he backed her up against the wall. I could barely catch my breath. My wife looked so beautiful as she stared back up at him, her eyes full of hungry desire. She looked tiny compared to Jayden’s tall, muscular frame, but I knew he’d never hurt her.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all day,” the other man said in a husky voice. “You look incredible.”

He leaned down and kissed Lucy on the lips, slipping his tongue deep inside her mouth. My already hard dick throbbed with arousal. It seemed like neither of them wanted to waste any time tonight. I took a step to the side, where I could get a better view of my best friend pinning my wife against the wall with his powerful body.

Lucy wrapped her arms around him, as if trying to pull Jayden even closer. Their bodies moved together, their tongues dancing with each other’s, before he broke away from her and stepped back.

She reached up and ran her hands through his short, dark hair, pulling him close once again. Then she brought her hands lower to grab hold of his shirt and pull it off, revealing a tight white tank top underneath. I let out a soft groan, seeing the eagerness Lucy obviously felt to have Jayden naked and inside her once more.

Jayden dropped his head so that he could trail kisses along her neck, then bit gently at the skin of her collarbone. I could see goosebumps rising on her smooth skin as he did so. She let out a little squeak of pleasure, which made me smile inwardly. My best friend reached down and gripped Lucy’s ass cheeks, pulling her tighter against his firm body.

“You’re so hard already,” she moaned, and I had to let out a soft moan of my own.

“I am,” Jayden growled against her earlobe. “I can’t fucking wait to be inside you again.”

He lifted Lucy up off her feet, and she wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, moaning happily. He carried her to the bedroom as I followed them, then sat her down on the edge of the bed. I couldn’t take my eyes off my gorgeous wife. Her long, dark brown hair hung loosely down her back, and her large breasts heaved with the way her arousal had her panting.

“I’m going to make you feel so good,” he whispered, kneeling between her thighs.

Lucy’s eyes were wide with excitement, a sexy grin spreading across her face. “Oh yeah? Just how good do you think you’ll be?”

My cock hardened even more, if that were possible, as I saw her playful confidence begin to shine through. I loved that she was feeling more comfortable tonight.

His lips curled into an impish smirk. “I’ll show you,” he replied, leaning in and kissing her deeply.

Her lips parted slightly, and Jayden slipped his tongue inside my wife’s mouth. Their moans filled the room as their tongues danced together. While they kissed, Jayden’s hands were sliding up her thighs, lifting her skirt higher.

When Jayden broke the kiss, he sank down lower onto his knees before Lucy. With her legs spread wide and her skirt lifted up around her waist, I could see her bare pussy glistening with moisture even from the other side of the room.

My friend let out a loud groan. “No panties tonight, beautiful?” he asked, reaching out and running his fingertips over her wet slit. I saw Lucy shiver under his touch.

“I figured that would be a waste of time,” she replied, a small grin teasing at the corner of her lips as she looked down at him.

Fuck. I squeezed my eyes tightly shut for a moment, trying to keep control of myself. I hadn’t realised my wife had decided to go without underwear tonight, and the thought of it was driving me wild.

When I opened them again, Jayden was brushing his lips against my wife’s bare thighs, slowly moving up her leg. His tongue trailed against her inner thigh, making my dick jerk against my pants as I watched. Lucy squirmed, letting out a soft gasp when he flicked his tongue over her clit.

The sight of Jayden licking my wife’s dripping pussy made me groan. I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, watching as he lapped at her juices. My cock was so hard it hurt, and I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to resist touching it for much longer.

I heard a soft moan escape Lucy’s throat, then a sharp intake of breath as she arched her back. She let out a stifled cry as he took her clit into his mouth and began to suckle it.

“Oh god!” she cried out, her voice high-pitched with desire as she dug her fingers into the sheets under her. Her face was flushed and her eyes bright, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen her looking so beautiful.

“You taste so fucking perfect,” Jayden moaned against my wife’s pussy before he began licking and sucking again.

This time, Lucy let out a louder cry, her entire body tensing as she came. As she surrendered to her orgasm, Jayden kept licking frantically at her clit while he slid two fingers into her pussy and began stroking in and out.

“Oh fuck yes, don’t stop!” she whimpered, her whole body shaking.

After a few more moments of intense pleasure, Lucy let out a loud sigh and fell back onto the bed. Jayden turned to look at me over his shoulder, and I could see the wetness all around his mouth as he grinned at me. I grinned back at him and gave him a nod before he turned back to my wife, who was still gasping for air.

Jayden stood and took one of Lucy’s hands, helping her to stand up despite the fact that her legs were visibly trembling. “Come on, beautiful. I want you to be naked when I fuck you.”

She moaned and did her best to comply. It only took Jayden a moment to pull the dress up over her head, and then she was completely naked.

“Fuck,” Jayden and I groaned at the same time. Lucy’s tits were perfect. They were large and firm, with full pink nipples that were begging to be sucked. The sight of them made my cock twitch, and I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. I opened my jeans and pulled out my rigid dick, letting out a moan as I wrapped my hand around the shaft.

As I watched them, Lucy laid back down on the bed, spreading her legs wide. Jayden was quickly pulling off all his clothes, but I only had eyes for my wife. I stroked my hand up and down my cock, moving at a gentle pace so I wouldn’t lose control too quickly.

Once Jayden was naked, he climbed onto the bed with Lucy, but he didn’t climb on top of her. Instead, he pulled her on top of him while he settled on his back.

“You’re going on top tonight, baby,” he said, with a wicked grin on his lips. “I want to watch those tits of yours bouncing as you ride me hard.”

Lucy let out a moan and nodded her head.

She was facing away from me, her ass pointing in my direction. Her pussy was glistening with moisture, and I could see the head of Jayden’s stiff cock already teasing against her entrance.

“Are you ready for this, beautiful?” he asked her, sliding his hands up her back and before bringing them around to cup her breasts.

“So ready,” she sighed, leaning forward to kiss his lips tenderly.

He continued kneading her breasts firmly, causing my wife to gasp loudly against his lips. He broke their kiss and let out a low growl, his hips bucking upwards as he pushed himself inside her.

“Ahh! Oh fuck!” she cried out.

My cock jerked in response, and I gripped my dick harder as I watched him bury himself deep inside my wife. Their bodies collided together, and I could hear the wet sounds of skin slapping against skin.

Jayden released his hold on Lucy’s tits, and we both watched as those soft, beautiful mounds of flesh bounced rapidly with the frantic pace of her movements. Lucy whimpered, her body shuddering as she began to move faster and faster. She threw her head back, moaning loudly while she rode him furiously.

Her pussy clenched tightly around his shaft, and he groaned as he buried himself balls-deep in her hot depths. The intensity of her thrusts caused her tits to bounce and sway hypnotically, and I felt my own dick twitching in response.

“Oh fuck!” Jayden grunted out, his hips bucking up towards her. I could see his entire length disappear into Lucy’s pussy and then slide back out, every inch of his hard shaft coated in her wetness.

Finally, Lucy let out a scream and came hard. Her body froze for an instant, then shook violently as she collapsed forwards on top of him.

After giving her a moment to recover, Jayden gently lifted Lucy off his cock and moved her onto her hands and knees on the bed. He turned his head to look over at me, then pointed to the head of the bed where Lucy was facing. I quickly moved over to the bed and sat on the pillows, gently stroking Lucy’s flushed face.

“Lucy,” he said, while settling on his knees behind her and grabbing a handful of her hair in his fist. “I want you kissing your husband while I keep fucking you, and while I fill you with a huge load of cum.”

“Oh god, yes,” she moaned as her eyes met mine. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me deeply as Jayden started to slowly push his cock back inside her.

“That’s it, baby. That’s how you do it,” he praised softly, as he grabbed her hips and began to pump his thick cock inside her.

“Yes,” Lucy moaned, her voice muffled by our kiss. “Keep fucking me. Fill me up with that big cock.”

We both broke off the kiss and looked into each other’s eyes while he slammed his cock in and out of her tight pussy. The sight was almost too much for me, watching him take control of her sweet body like that.

Lucy reached out with one hand and wrapped it around my throbbing dick. It was coated in precum now, which made it easy for her to slide her hot little hand up and down my shaft.

I cupped her face and guided her mouth back to mine, sucking her tongue into my mouth. She moaned into my mouth as she continued to stroke me, and I felt myself nearing the edge.

“I’m gonna come soon, baby,” Jayden groaned while he kept pounding her fertile pussy. “Are you ready for me to fill you up? Are you ready to feel me shoot my load inside you?”

Lucy pulled back from the kiss and looked into my eyes as she replied to my best friend. “Oh fuck, yes. Fill me with your cum, Jayden. Give me your seed.”

I groaned loudly. Hearing my wife begging for my best friend’s seed was enough to send me over the edge. While Lucy kept stroking me, ropes of cum erupted from the head of my dick and splattered all over my stomach.

Jayden’s powerful thrusts hit her deepest parts repeatedly, and within seconds, she was screaming. Her orgasm was so intense it brought tears to her eyes.

“Oh fuck!” she cried out, throwing her head back.

At the same time, Jayden roared loudly, pumping his hips even faster as he began to cum inside my wife.

“Give it to me, baby,” Lucy whimpered breathlessly between gasps for air. “Fill me up with your hot cum.”

“Fuck!” Jayden grunted out, while still continuing to pound her pussy relentlessly as he finished emptying himself inside her.

The intensity of his thrusts finally slowed, and he fell heavily onto the bed beside us, panting hard.

Lucy had fallen to her side, her body trembling slightly as she recovered from such a powerful climax, and I pulled her into my arms.

“Wow,” Lucy gasped, her eyes wide open. “I can’t believe how amazing that was.”

“It was incredible,” I agreed, as I ran my fingers through her hair. “You were so sexy when you begged for his cum, Lucy. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Lucy smiled shyly at me, and I kissed her forehead. She snuggled into me more and let out a soft sigh, leaning her head against my chest.

“I love you so much, Riley,” she sighed.

My heart melted hearing those words. I couldn’t get enough of my beautiful wife.

“I love you too, Lucy,” I whispered back to her.

After a moment, Jayden turned onto his side and wrapped an arm around Lucy from behind. Together, we held her and kept her warm while she drifted off into sleep with a peaceful smile on her face.


[image: ]




Epilogue
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LUCY:

I walked into the kitchen, enjoying all the sounds of laughter and happiness coming from the backyard. But it was hot outside, and with my ever-expanding belly, it didn’t take much for me to start feeling uncomfortable. So I poured myself a cold glass of lemonade and sat down at the kitchen table.

I looked out the window, smiling at all our family and friends. Little pieces of blue confetti still scattered across the ground, while some flitted about in the air, carried by the breeze.

With a contented sigh, I ran my hand slowly over my stomach. We still didn’t have a name for him yet, but Riley and I had decided to pick a name starting with the letter J to honour his real father, Jayden.

As my thoughts drifted to my husband’s best friend, he appeared in the kitchen doorway, as if thinking about him had somehow summoned him.

Jayden flashed me a wide grin as he walked over and sat in the chair beside me, placing his hand over mine on my stomach. “Hey, beautiful. How are you feeling?” he asked in a gentle voice.

“I’m feeling good. Just needed to get out of the sun for a while.”

He nodded in understanding, gently stroking his thumb back and forth over my big baby bump. “Where’s Riley?”

I glanced out the window for a moment and smiled when I spotted my husband. “He’s over by the grill, making sure everybody is well fed,” I told Jayden.

“Riley’s gonna make a great father,” he said with a smile on his face.

My heart swelled with pride when I heard those words. I absolutely knew that was true. “Yeah,” I said, choking slightly on the word as emotions overwhelmed me.

“Shhh, it’s okay, baby,” Jayden said soothingly, while his hand moved lower over the curve of my belly until it was on my thigh. With a grin on his face, Jayden slipped his hand up my dress to brush his fingers against the front of my panties. “I know what I can do to make you feel better.”

His touch sent shivers through every inch of my body. And when his fingertips pressed softly against my clit, I groaned loudly and pushed myself against those exploring digits.

Once we’d got a positive pregnancy test six months ago, we had all decided together that we didn’t want our special arrangement to end, and so Jayden and I had fucked many times since then. And we all knew things would change once the baby arrived, so it made sense to make the most of our freedom while we could.

Jayden caressed my pussy slowly, making my panties grow more damp with each passing second. His tongue teased along the length of my neck, sending pleasurable tingles straight down between my legs. When I felt his lips press lightly against my earlobe, I turned around in his arms, wrapping my hands behind his head and pulling his mouth closer to mine.

The kiss was sweet, soft, and slow. A promise of passion to come. My nipples hardened instantly as he reached up to cup my much fuller breasts, which only added fuel to the fire burning inside me. The heat spreading throughout my entire being caused an ache deep within me, begging to be satisfied.

After a long moment, he moved his hands away and pulled me into his lap so that I was sitting with my back against his broad chest. As much as I wished I could sit facing him so I could be staring into his eyes for what I suspected was about to happen, my swollen belly would make that almost impossible.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, while biting gently at my earlobe.

A shiver of longing moved through me as I heard those words, and I shifted my weight slightly so Jayden could open his pants and pull out the thick length of his hard cock.

In my eagerness to feel him inside me, I lifted my dress up around my waist and pulled my panties to the side before lowering down onto his cock. We both moaned loudly. He filled me completely, stretching me beyond belief.

“Fuck!” he groaned once he was buried fully in the wet heat of my pussy.

Our bodies rocked together in perfect rhythm, and our breathing quickened as we began moving faster, harder.

Every thrust into my body elicited a loud moan from me. And each time I felt the tip of his dick hit my deepest parts, I couldn’t help but push myself harder against him. Soon enough, we were fucking like animals, both of us desperate to reach our climax before anybody from the party could walk in and find us.

Jayden brought his hand around to my front, sliding it between my thighs so he could rub my clit while I rode his cock hard.

“I need you to cum for me, Lucy,” he grunted in my ear.

When he bit down on my earlobe, I let go, screaming out in pleasure. I came quickly, unable to contain my release any longer. Waves of euphoria washed over me, causing my whole body to shake uncontrollably as I bounced frantically on his dick.

And just seconds after I had finished coming, I felt Jayden tense and shudder as he filled me with his hot semen. I collapsed back against him, enjoying the feel of his powerful arms around me while I tried to catch my breath.

The sound of the kitchen door opening startled me until I noticed it was Riley who had found us. A slow grin spread across his lips as he realised what we had been doing, then he walked over and pressed a gentle kiss on my forehead.

“Been having fun in here without me, I see,” he said with a soft laugh.

Jayden grinned sheepishly. “Sorry, man. I couldn’t resist her. Look how gorgeous she is today.”

The praise made me flush, especially as I seemed to be resembling a beached whale more and more every day. Riley looked down at me with an appreciative gaze, making my pussy tingle and quiver around Jayden’s cock where it remained nestled inside me still.

“It’s fine,” Riley replied with a grin. “So long as you promise to fuck her extra hard when the guests have gone home to make it up to me.”

I groaned, while Jayden laughed. “That sounds like my kind of deal, Riley. You got it.”

“I need to get back out there,” Riley said with a big smile on his face. “They can’t seem to get enough of my burgers! But come out soon and I’ll save one for each of you, okay?”

I grinned and nodded. “Sure, we’ll be out soon, baby.”

Standing up from Jayden’s lap, I felt his cock slip free from my warm grip and his cum leaking onto my inner thigh as I gently kissed my husband.

As I watched him get back to the party, I let out a happy sigh. I couldn’t believe I’d been lucky enough to find such a special man, who would be willing to give me whatever I needed to feel satisfied and happy. In a couple of months’ time, our baby was going to have a father who absolutely doted on him, and I couldn’t wait to see it.
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Chapter One
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Camille:

“I can’t believe we’ve been married for an entire year now,” Julian said as we climbed out of the car. He’d just taken me out for dinner at the same restaurant where he’d proposed to me, and I was more than ready to get him inside and show him how much I loved being his wife.

“I know,” I replied. “But it’s been one of the happiest years of my life.”

He walked around to my side of the car and pinned me back against it, as he stared down at me with a wolfish grin. “Don’t worry. I will make sure every year is just as good, Camille. Starting with my plans for tonight.”

Surprise shot through me, and I looked up at him with wide eyes. “What plans? I thought we were just going out for dinner.”

Julian’s blue eyes sparkled, but he stayed quiet as he grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the house. No matter how much I pleaded with him to tell me what surprise he had arranged, he wouldn’t answer.

When he guided me into the living room, I stopped short and gasped. Then a rush of heat flooded my body as I realised exactly what my husband had planned for the evening.

Sprawled across the two large couches were Lachlan, Gareth, Michael, and Warren. All four of the men worked with Julian, and Gareth was their boss, and they were all people who Julian had shared me with during our relationship. Although the last time I was intimate with all four men at the same time was exactly a year ago, when Julian had wanted to celebrate our wedding night by watching me being used by all four of his friends.

“Hi,” I said, suddenly feeling nervous despite the arousal currently coursing through my veins.

They turned to look at me with big grins on their faces. “Happy anniversary!” they all shouted at the same time, and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“Thank you!” I replied. “Is this some kind of party?”

Gareth’s grin widened. “I think you know exactly what kind of party Julian has arranged for you, don’t you?” He winked at me, and I felt a flutter of excitement between my thighs.

Julian wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me over to where everyone was sitting. Michael reached out quickly to grab my hand and pull me into his lap. I landed there with a thud, causing Michael to grunt for a moment before he started laughing.

“You don’t mind if we all want to celebrate your anniversary with you, do you, Camille?” he asked, his voice coming out as a low growl as he placed a hand on my knee and slid it up my thigh.

I let out a soft moan, my thighs instinctively melting apart to welcome his touch. After a quick glance towards Julian and seeing his nod of encouragement, I turned my attention back to Michael and flashed him a playful smile.

“I suppose I would be okay with that. Did you bring us any gifts?”

Michael laughed. “No, we only brought gifts for you, Camille. Not for Julian. What do you think of this one?”

He grabbed my hand and guided it towards his crotch until my palm was pressed firmly against his cock through his pants. I whimpered and wrapped my fingers gently around his shaft, feeling his flesh pulse in response to my touch.

“I think this feels like a perfect gift,” I answered, my face flushing as I grew breathless with arousal.

Lachlan, who was sitting on the couch beside Michael, moved closer and reached up to tangle his hand in my long, dark brown locks. As he pulled my mouth to his, I let out a long moan while surrendering to his deep kiss. At the same time, I massaged Michael’s cock through his pants, feeling him grow bigger and harder. My pussy flooded with heat in response to all the unexpected attention.

I heard footsteps behind me just moments before a pair of hands settled lightly on my shoulders; but when I tried to turn to see who it was, Lachlan tightened his grip on my hair to keep my lips against his. When the hands on my shoulders slipped down my front to cup my breasts, I moaned into Lachlan’s mouth.

“Enjoy your surprise, babe,” Julian said, and it sounded as if his voice was coming from the other side of the room. “I’ve missed watching you get all this attention from my friends, so I know I’m going to enjoy this a lot.”

Lachlan released his hold on my hair and broke the kiss, leaving me free to look behind to see who was currently teasing my nipples into stiff little peaks. Warren was standing there, grinning down at me before pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. I leaned back against him, and when Michael’s hand moved even higher up my thigh, I couldn’t help but gasp as his fingertips brushed against the gusset of my panties.

“Oh, I definitely think I’m going to enjoy this,” I said to Julian, my words rushing out on a moan.

The sound caused all our guests to chuckle softly, which only served to make me feel more excited than ever. I looked over and saw that Lachlan was already unbuttoning his shirt, revealing the muscular torso beneath. His chest heaved with each slow breath he took, making his pecs flex beautifully.

My eyes wandered further downwards, taking in the bulge of his hard-on poking against his jeans. Lachlan was Julian’s best friend, and they had known one another even before they started working together. He was one of the very first people Julian had ever shared me with, and I would be lying if I said there wasn’t a special bond between us.

I leaned forward slightly, still enjoying Warren’s and Michael’s touches while I ran my hand over Lachlan’s exposed chest. I traced circles along his pectoral muscles before sliding my palm across his flat stomach.

As I worked my way lower, I felt his hips shift, giving me access to the zipper of his fly. I pushed it open slowly, letting my fingers slip inside his boxers and wrap themselves around his thick shaft. It twitched and jumped in reaction to my touch, eliciting a low groan from Lachlan’s throat.

The sound of another zipper opening brought my attention back to Michael, and when his cock was free, I gently wrapped my hand around his shaft, too. I stroked them both slowly, enjoying the feel of their hard rods pulsing rhythmically in my hands.

Warren stepped back from his position at my back and moved to stand beside me. When he unfastened his pants to pull out his cock, I let out a soft moan. It was at the perfect height for me to lean over and take his hard meat into my mouth. But before I did so, I glanced over quickly at the two remaining men in the room, Gareth and Julian, wanting to make sure they were at least enjoying the show if they weren’t planning to join in yet. Both men were stroking their cocks while they watched me.

“Go ahead and suck his dick, baby,” Gareth commanded in a confident tone that made me eager to obey.

I held his gaze for as long as I could as I leaned towards, enjoying the dark and hungry look in Gareth’s eyes. But when I slid my lips down over Warren’s cock, his body blocked my view of everything else, and I focused on sucking and stroking my lips up and down his shaft in a way that soon had him moaning.

“That’s a good girl,” Julian growled. “Show my friends how much you love their attention.”

Warren tangled his fingers in my hair and began to slowly pump his hips, gently fucking my mouth and pushing deeper with each thrust until I was gagging on the head. That didn’t slow him down, though. Instead, he eased himself further down my throat with each forward motion of his hips, until I was taking every single inch of his thick cock.

At the same time, I was still stroking Michael and Lachlan’s cocks, and my hands were quickly growing slick with their precum. All three men were moaning, and the sounds of their pleasure were driving me wild. There was a fire burning between my thighs that was making it impossible not to squirm in Michael’s lap.

“Look at her,” Julian said, presumably to Gareth. “Doesn’t she make the perfect little fucktoy?”

Gareth mumbled something in agreement, although I couldn’t make out his exact words. The praise sent a wave of heat flooding through my veins, and I suddenly grew even more eager to please the three men around me.

Except then Warren stepped back, pulling his cock from between my lips to leave me whimpering quite pathetically. But he grabbed my hand and pulled me up to my feet. “Come on, Camille,” he said in a deep raspy voice that sent a shiver down my spine. “You are wearing far too many clothes right now, and I think we need to fix that.”

I whimpered and nodded my head as Warren leaned down to grab the hem of my dress and pull it off over my head. As soon as it was off, Michael was unfastening the clasp on my bra while Lachlan was pulling down my panties. Within seconds, I was completely naked, with three sets of hands roaming over my body, caressing my breasts and thighs, with one hand slipping between my legs to cup my mound.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, writhing as I tried to press myself against each of their hands. My body ached for their attention, and I couldn’t seem to get enough.

The hand between my thighs brushed against my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure coursing through my entire body; but then it was gone again.

“On your knees now, beautiful,” Michael said, his lips close to my ear. “We all want a chance to use that pretty little mouth of yours.”

Both excitement and disappointment moved through me. If I was on my knees, and they were standing over me, there was no way they would be able to give my pussy the attention it craved. But then, I also loved sucking and worshipping their cocks so much that there was no way I’d give up an opportunity like this.

So I slowly lowered down onto my knees in front of them, staring intently into their eyes one by one as I took hold of Lachlan’s and Warren’s cocks as they stood either side of me. Michael was standing directly in front of me, and I held his gaze as I leaned forward to slide my lips down over his rigid pole.

It was thick and throbbing, forcing me to stretch my lips wide around him. Michael groaned loudly, his big hand cupping the back of my head, holding me firmly as he began to thrust his hips. The taste of his pre-cum mixed with his natural musk was almost overpowering, filling my mouth and tickling my nose.

My tongue swirled around his shaft, tasting his essence before sliding along the underside of his length to tease his balls while I held the full length of him in my throat. Michael’s breathing grew heavier, and he pushed harder and faster into my mouth, burying himself completely inside of me with every thrust. I sucked hard on him, swirling my tongue over his sensitive skin and drawing out loud moans of pleasure.

Then he suddenly pulled out, leaving me gasping for air while he used his hand on my head to direct me towards Lachlan, who was still waiting patiently to use my mouth after the other two had both had a turn. I opened my mouth eagerly and took his hard cock between my lips, sucking hungrily while he thrust hard and deep.

Suddenly, I felt a hard body pressed up against my back as someone crouched behind me. Then two large hands moved around to my front, one cupping a breast while the other slid down between my thighs to tease my folds apart. Two fingers sank deep inside my aching core, making me moan loudly around Lachlan’s cock.

“I had a feeling your poor little cunt was feeling neglected and wanted some attention,” Gareth growled softly into my ear from his position behind me. “And I wasn’t wrong, was I?”

I did my best to shake my head while still continuing to suck Lachlan’s rock hard dick. No, Gareth wasn’t at all wrong. To show him just how right he’d been, I began moving my hips to work myself against his thick digits, fucking myself on them as hard and fast as I could in my kneeling position.

“Mmmm,” Gareth moaned. “I think she might be ready to be fucked, gentlemen.”

I let out another loud moan around Lachlan’s cock before sliding my lips off him, panting hard. “Oh god, I am so ready,” I whimpered, leaning back against Gareth’s solid chest while he pumped his fingers rapidly in and out of my slick channel.

It felt so damn good that I was close to cumming already, and I could feel my inner walls tightening around the thick digits as my body prepared for its release.

But then his fingers were gone again, and I let out a frustrated groan.

Gareth chuckled. “Don’t worry, baby. You’ll get to cum soon. But not until one of us has got our dick buried deep inside your tight, hot little cunt.”
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Chapter Two
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Julian:

The moan that emerged from Camille as Gareth told her she’d have to wait until she had a cock inside her before she could cum was enough to make my dick throb painfully in my grasp. It always turned me on so fucking much whenever I watched my wife with my friends, and it seemed to be that the more men who were using her, the hotter I found it.

Gareth wrapped an arm around Camille and helped lower her to her back on the floor, where she laid panting hard, with her legs spread wide. I could see the wetness of her excitement glistening on the smooth, hairless skin between her thighs, and I knew she was definitely ready to take each and every one of my friends.

All eyes were on her while my friends quickly took off their clothes, leaving everything discarded on the floor in messy piles.

“Who’s going first?” I asked, eager for the proper show to get started.

“I will,” Michael answered quickly, grinning widely over at me. Then he looked down at Camille. “Is that okay with you, beautiful?”

Camille nodded her head vigorously enough to make her perky tits bounce, even as her hardened nipple pointed up towards the ceiling. She looked so fucking mouth-watering that for a moment I wanted to go over and push my friends out of the way so I could bury myself deep in the wet heat of her pussy. But I took a deep breath and settled myself. I would get my turn later.

“Please fuck me, Michael,” Camille groaned as she slipped a hand down between her thighs to rub at her needy little cunt.

As I watched, Michael got down onto his knees between her thighs while gripping the base of his cock in his hand. Without wasting any time, he lined up the head of his cock and thrust his hips forward, filling her with one movement. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her face as her mouth parted on a loud moan and her eyelids fluttered closed.

Camille wrapped her arms and legs around him, pulling his naked body closer against her while he slammed his dick inside her over and over again. Their sounds of pleasure filled the room while everyone watched them. My cock was throbbing hard as I stroked it, and I was vaguely aware that my other friends were all jerking off to the sight of my wife getting railed hard in the middle of the room.

“God, you feel so fucking good, Camille,” Michael grunted as he pumped his hips even faster, slamming his cock deep with each hard thrust.

Every time he plunged into her tight cunt, Camille moaned loudly, which only made the rest of us jerk harder. The sound of flesh slapping together echoed through the house like thunder, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex. As we continued to watch, our hands kept moving rapidly, and I knew if I didn’t get control of myself soon, I’d end up shooting my load before I even got close to Camille.

“I want a bit of attention too, baby,” Gareth said, as he got on his knees by her head. “I haven’t had my dick sucked yet, like the others have. Perhaps you could help me with that?”

He flashed a wicked grin at Camille, who obediently opened her mouth and tilted her head back at the perfect angle so Michael could slide his cock into that eager hole. I couldn’t help but moan while I watched. Her body rocked back and forth on the floor between the two men, her tits bouncing with the force of their movements.

“Good girl, Camille,” I groaned. “Be a good little slut for my friends.”

My words coaxed another moan from my wife, but the sound came out muffled as she sucked greedily on Gareth’s rod. He leaned forward slightly, reaching over her to fondle her breasts, pinching a hard nipple between his thumb and forefinger to make her cry out around his hard meat. His balls slapped against her face as he fucked her throat, making her gag occasionally.

With a groan, I reluctantly let go of my cock. I was getting far too close, and I wanted to wait before giving into the temptation to cum.

But it didn’t seem like Camille was fighting that same temptation. I could see her muscles tightening as she approached her climax, and then her muffled screams filled the air while her body shuddered with pleasure. Michael groaned, and his face scrunched up as he tried to keep control of himself while Camille’s tight cunt squeezed around his cock.

As soon as her orgasm had faded, Michael pulled out of Camille and Warren quickly took his place between her spread thighs.

“Now it’s my turn, Camille,” he grunted as he got into position. He teased the head of his cock along her dripping slit and let out a moan. “Fuck, you are so damn wet.”

I leaned forward in my seat, placing my elbows on my knees as I watched intently. When Warren thrust into her willing body, Camille’s back arched up off the floor and I was almost certain that if I could understand her muffled words that I would have heard her calling out to a deity.

Gareth pulled out of her mouth, letting Camille catch her breath, but within seconds, Warren’s mouth was on hers as he devoured her lips with a deep kiss. He pumped his hips rapidly, and I could already see my wife’s body tremble with another impending orgasm.

Her cries filled the room, echoing off the walls until they blended together with the moans and grunts of the men jerking off all around her. And when her second climax hit her, her whole body went rigid, and her toes curled as she cried out. Then, just as suddenly as it started, she collapsed limp onto the floor beneath my friend, gasping for breath.

Warren pulled out of her, and Camille gasped. “But you didn’t cum,” she protested. “And neither did Michael. I want to make you both cum.”

Michael grinned down at her, his hard and wet cock in his hand. “Don’t worry, baby, you are going to make us all cum soon. But first, we all want to take a turn fucking you until you cum. All you have to do is lay back and enjoy it.”

Before Michael had even finished speaking, Lachlan was already on his knees between her thighs and sliding deep inside her.

My heart was pounding hard in my chest, and my palms were slick with sweat as adrenaline coursed through my veins. There was something so fucking intoxicating about watching my usually shy and quiet wife take one cock after another. When my friends were around, it was as though she was possessed by some kind of demon. A cock-obsessed demon.

“Harder!” she cried out, as my best friend pounded deep into her cunt over and over again.

Camille’s legs were hooked around his waist, and her toes were curling once more. My wife was insatiable, and luckily for all of us, she could cum over and over again with little difficulty.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, the final word cracking as another orgasm rolled over her. She wrapped her arms tightly around Lachlan’s neck as he continued to fuck her through the pleasure, using his free arm to pinch her nipples roughly.

When she was finished, he pulled out of her, both of them breathing hard. Gareth moved towards her, and I thought he was going to settle between her thighs, but instead, he gently gripped her arm and helped her get up onto her knees. She was trembling and panting, but she opened her mouth, ready to continue pleasuring my friends.

Fuck, I didn’t think I’d ever been so proud of her.

All four of my friends stood around her, positioning themselves so I could still see my wife on her knees. It seemed they had no intention of using her mouth again, and they stroked their dicks rapidly as they stood over her.

I leaned back in my chair, grinning as I watched and took hold of my own hard rod once again. It looked like they were about to decorate her face with their cum, and I couldn’t wait to see it.

“Oh god,” Camille moaned. “Please. I want your cum. I need all of it.”

My wife really could be the most delicious little slut whenever she became overwhelmed with excitement. Her voice was low and husky, and every time she spoke, her eyes fluttered open briefly before closing again, leaving me to imagine what else was going on behind those lids.

The first shot of cum sprayed across her face, and I didn’t even bother to look to see who it had come from. I only stared at Camille’s beautiful face as it was painted with thick white streaks, each strand running down her cheeks and chin.

The next load quickly followed, splashing against her forehead and nose. By then, she had fallen silent except for her soft whimpers. The third man erupted quickly, spraying his hot seed right on top of the others, covering her entire face.

By the fourth spurt, there was hardly any space left on her face. Instead, the creamy mess ran down her cheeks and dripped onto her collarbone and breasts. Even her hair was covered in sticky strands.

She didn’t seem bothered by the cum smeared all over her, however, and she squirmed on her knees as she gratefully accepted every drop she received.

When my four friends were finished, Camille licked her lips and gathered as much of the creamy substance as she could on her tongue before swallowing it down. At the same time, Lachlan picked up his discarded shirt and used it to clean around her eyes so she could open them again.

As soon as she opened her eyes, they fixed on me, and a shy smile spread across her lips.

“Come over here, babe,” I told her. “I’ve got one more load for you.”

Without hesitation, Camille got onto her hands and knees to crawl across the floor to me. All the other men collapsed back onto the couches to watch.

Camille had barely reached me before she was sliding her lips down onto my cock, suddenly surrounding my hard shaft with the wetness of her mouth. I groaned loudly when she took me deeper into her throat, sending shivers throughout my body.

Her head bobbed as she sucked me off, keeping her eyes lifted to mine. Her long lashes swept over her cheeks, giving her a sexy, sultry appearance that made my dick twitch in her warm mouth.

I gripped her long, dark hair in my fist and began pumping harder into her eager mouth. As she slurped eagerly on my throbbing erection, I felt myself building toward an impending climax far too quickly.

Just as I was about to warn her, my balls tightened and I exploded inside her mouth, shooting ropes of semen straight down her throat. I gasped sharply, unable to control the intensity of the pleasure coursing through my veins.

Once my orgasm subsided, I slid out of her mouth and pulled her into my lap.

“I’ll go get a wet cloth,” Gareth said as he got up from the couch and walked out of the room.

I grinned at Camille. “Have I ever told you how beautiful you are when you’re covered in my friend’s cum?”

She giggled and shook her head, causing several drops of semen to splatter down onto her breasts. “No, I don’t think you have, my love,” she answered sweetly.

“Hmmm, maybe I’ll have to make sure it happens more often, just so I’ll have more opportunities to tell you that.”

“Well, we’re happy to help out with that whenever you want,” Lachlan said quickly, a playful grin on his lips. “Right, guys?”

Warren and Michael agreed, and we all laughed.

Gareth appeared again with a wet cloth, and while I held Camille in my lap, he tenderly cleaned away the cum that was coating her face. It was almost a disappointment to see it gone, but I doubted it was comfortable for Camille to be covered in it for long.

When Gareth sat back down on the couch beside me, he turned to look at Camille and me with a grin on his face. “Actually, we do all have a very special anniversary gift to give you,” he said, before reaching down and picking up his pants up from the floor and digging an envelope out of his pocket.

I wanted to protest that they didn’t need to get us any gifts, but curiosity got the better of me as he handed us the envelope. I took it from him and began opening it.

“Thank you,” Camille said, her sweet voice sounding sincere. “But we really didn’t need anything else. Just time with you guys is more than enough.”

“This is special, though,” Lachlan replied. “A once in a lifetime opportunity really, and we think you’ll both enjoy it very much.”

While I listened to them, I pulled out the contents of the envelope. It looked like a wedding invitation, with words engraved on the gold card. I held it out so Camille and I could read it together.

You are cordially invited to our annual summer hotwife party

RSVP

W & J

Camille let out a small gasp. “A hotwife party?” she asked, her voice full of curiosity. “That sounds exciting and scary all at the same time!”

I chuckled. It was typical of Camille to find something scary that most other people might think was fun. Although I imagined it was more because she was so shy around people she didn’t know well.

I turned the gold card over to look at the back, hoping to find more information, but there was simply a web address.

“Where is the party held?” I asked. “There isn’t even an address on it?”

Warren’s grin grew wider. “It’s in America. In Malibu, I believe. But the web address on the back will give you all the details. And I think there is a questionnaire to fill in about your likes and dislikes. It’s important you do that.”

I was about to protest that flights to America would be expensive, but Gareth held up his hands to stop me. “Don’t worry about the cost of it, Julian. It’s an all expenses paid trip, so it won’t cost either of you a thing.”

“Wait,” Camille interrupted. “If we have to fill in a questionnaire about the kinds of things we like, does that mean it’s some kind of sex party?” The words came out on a whisper, but her cheeks looked flushed with excitement.

“I think so,” Michael answered. “But it’s only for people who are part of the hotwife lifestyle, which was why I thought of you two when I first saw something about this party online.”

“Oh,” was Camille’s only reply.

“Who are W and J?” I asked.

“Nobody knows much about them, to be honest,” Gareth replied. “Apparently they are well-known actors, so they keep their identity secret at these parties. But I’ve heard they used to belong to a secret sex society, and now they like to hold their own private parties, like this one.”

I grinned widely as I thought it over. An exclusive sex party that was being held by celebrities? Fuck, yes. I was on board. And even though the idea would make Camille nervous, I knew her well enough to understand there was a part of her that was intrigued and excited by the idea.

“This is amazing!” I said. “Thank you so much, guys. I never expected a gift like this!”

“Yes,” Camille agreed, her voice breathless enough to make me think my suspicions about her had been correct. “It does sound amazing. And I’ve never been to the States before, so I can’t wait!”

“But we’ll want to hear all about it when you get back,” Gavin said while flashing my wife a teasing grin. “If you get fucked by a bunch of American dudes, we want to hear about our competition.”

Camille giggled, and an adorable blush spread across her face. “There could never be any competition for you guys. You know how much we love you all. Besides, I probably won’t even join in.”

I smiled inwardly to myself, knowing that she would have the time of her life with a bunch of American guys if I had my way.
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Chapter Three
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Camille:

Two weeks later, I looked around the plane as I sat down, letting out a long breath. Flights had always made me a little nervous, but I was usually fine once we had taken off. The flight attendants gave their usual talk about emergency exits and oxygen masks, while I tried to pay attention.

But the truth was that I was too worked up about the upcoming party to focus properly. I couldn’t decide if I felt nervous or excited about the whole thing. It wasn’t so much the thought of having sex with a stranger that worried me. After all, when Julian had first shared me, it had been at a glory hole, and I’d had no idea who was behind the partition. As it turned out, I’d later found out it was Warren and Michael, but it had still been exhilarating to do something like that when I’d been in the dark about whose cock I was pleasuring.

No, my concern was whether or not other people would be watching me with the stranger. I wasn’t much of an exhibitionist, and I wasn’t sure if it was going to be some kind of huge orgy or if the sex would happen somewhere a little more private. Hopefully, it would be the latter. Although, on second thoughts, I wouldn’t be against watching some other people having fun. That idea sent a little rush of heat down to my centre.

Luckily, the takeoff was smooth, and my thoughts had kept me preoccupied, anyway.

Julian gave my hand a squeeze and leaned across the armrest to whisper in my ear. “A penny for your thoughts, Camille.”

I felt my face grow hot, as at that moment, I’d been imagining myself laid on a luxurious bed while being spoiled with orgasms by some hung guy with a sexy American accent. Julian laughed and shook his head.

“That good, huh? Now I definitely want to hear about your thoughts. I might even be willing to pay more than just a penny for them, too.”

He flashed me a wicked grin that soon had me squirming in my seat.

“I was just wondering what the party was going to be like. You know, if things would be happening in public or not.” It wasn’t exactly a lie. I had been thinking about that a while ago.

Julian chuckled and gave me a look that told me he didn’t believe it for a second, but luckily, he didn’t call me out on it. “I’m sure nobody will try to make you do anything that you don’t want, babe. If anything makes you feel uncomfortable, just tell me and I’ll step in and put a stop to it, okay?”

I smiled, feeling a warmth radiating in my chest for my husband. No matter what kinky things we were doing, I knew I could always count on him to look out for me. That was the biggest reason I’d felt so safe to explore my desires when we first started talking about him sharing me with other men.

“Okay,” I replied, giving his hand a firm squeeze. “Thank you.”

Julian opened his mouth to say something, but we were interrupted by one of the flight attendants with a trolley of drinks and snacks.

“Can I get you two anything?” she asked with a wide smile.

“Sure,” Julian replied. “Can we get a couple of bottles of water, please?”

“Of course!” she answered, as she handed us two bottles of water and a couple of glasses. “Please do let me know if you need anything else.”

I took my drink from Julian and waited a moment for the woman to move along to the people sitting in front of us before I began speaking again.

“So what kind of things were you asked on the questionnaire you had to fill in for this?” I asked.

Julian had insisted on taking care of all the arrangements for me, including answering all the questions about our likes and dislikes. I knew he did that because he loved to surprise me, but the curiosity had been driving me crazy for the last couple of weeks.

He leaned towards me again, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “I told them you are an insatiable little slut who can’t ever seem to get enough cock. Does that sound right to you, my love?”

I giggled and felt my face burn up once more. “You didn’t really, did you?” I asked, unsure how I’d feel if he had actually put that.

He pulled back and winked at me. “Stop worrying, babe. I promise that you will have an amazing time. And I will be with you the whole time to make sure everything goes according to plan. So just relax and know that the next few days are going to be mind-blowing.”

I let out a sigh and tried to hold back a grin. “Fine,” I mumbled. “But if I don’t have a crazy amount of orgasms while we are there, I will be holding you personally responsible.”

He laughed before taking a glance around at everyone in their seats nearby. “Why bother waiting until we get there? We could always start now.”

“Are you crazy?” I asked, trying to keep my screeching as quiet as possible so nobody else would hear me.

“Oh no. I don’t think there’s anything crazy about wanting to make you cum. And it will help you relax a little, right?”

I laughed softly. “How is worrying that other people will see or hear us supposed to be relaxing?”

“No, Camille. You’ve got it all wrong. That’s supposed to be the exciting part. Then when I’ve made you cum hard, you’ll be relaxed and sleepy. See, I’m not crazy at all.”

Julian grinned at me as he leaned forward slightly in his chair and pulled off the light jacket he’d been wearing, then he draped it over my lap. He turned to look at me, and given that I was sitting beside the window, his broad physique gave us a little privacy. And luckily, the seat beside him was empty. Of course, that wouldn’t stop anybody from hearing us, though.

He slipped his hand under the jacket on my lap, grasping my skirt and pulling it upwards until his fingertips were brushing against my bare thighs. I bit my lip, trying to stop the little whimper that wanted to escape.

“Open up for me, babe,” he whispered. “I want to feel how wet you are at the thought of being made to cum on a plane with several other people close by.”

I bit my lower lip even harder as I worked to stop any needy little noises coming out of me, but I obeyed Julian without hesitation. It was just instinct to do as he said, especially when his words were sending a fire of longing coursing through my veins.

So I spread my legs slightly, checking briefly that Julian’s jacket was still keeping me modest to anybody who might glance in our direction.

“Good girl,” he breathed, his fingers tracing higher up my thigh until they were brushing against my wet panties. A soft grunt escaped him when he felt how damp the fabric was that covered my mound.

“Just like that, babe,” he encouraged me, leaning down closer to whisper into my ear. His warm breath sent shivers racing across my skin, making me tremble inside as he spoke. “Give yourself to me and let me make you feel good.”

His fingers pressed firmly against my clit for a few seconds, sending a swift jolt of pleasure through my body. My breathing quickened, and my eyes fluttered closed as I struggled to stay silent. But despite my best efforts, a small moan slipped free, and I heard Julian chuckle softly.

“Shhh. Just focus on how good it feels when I touch your pussy, Camille.”

My cheeks burned red as I wondered if anybody might have heard me, but I kept myself open and allowed Julian to continue touching me. The way he was teasing me almost seemed cruel—knowing full well that I couldn’t possibly resist letting him take control of my body like this.

After a few more moments, Julian pulled his fingers away from the swollen and sensitive bud, and instead tugged my panties to the side. He pushed two of his fingers deep inside me, and I had to hold back a gasp as I felt the sudden intrusion.

“That’s it, baby,” he whispered huskily. “Let go. Let me make you feel good.”

It took every ounce of willpower I possessed to remain quiet, but I managed it somehow. Instead, I focused on what Julian was doing between my legs. As he slowly moved his fingers in and out of my slick pussy, I squirmed in my seat, eager to feel his thick fingers stretching my insides.

I gritted my teeth together as he pushed the fingers deeper inside me, thrusting them both in and out of my cunt with increasing speed. My hands gripped the armrests tightly while I fought to maintain my silence. I didn’t want anyone to know what Julian was doing to me, yet I desperately craved his touch.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he groaned quietly. “And I know you’re going to cum for me soon, aren’t you, Camille?”

“Yes...” I gasped as quietly as I could. “Please!”

I glanced around again, but most people around us were either asleep or watching a movie, too engrossed to pay us any attention. So I relaxed back in my chair, closing my eyes as I focused on the heat that was building between my thighs with each thrust of his thick digits.

A low growl rumbled from Julian’s throat as he watched me writhe beside him. I tried to keep the movements small in my reluctance to draw attention to us, but it was impossible to keep completely still. I was getting so close to the edge already, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I would be lost to another intense wave of bliss.

“Cum for me, babe,” he urged me, his voice rough as he continued thrusting those fingers deeper and faster within my tight channel. “Show me how much you love having my fingers buried deep inside your sweet pussy.”

The dirty talk was exactly what I needed right then, and it sent me over the edge. My hips bucked forward as I came hard, clamping my lips tightly shut as I did so in my attempt to remain silent. I squeezed my thighs shut around his hand, desperate to prevent him from taking away the incredible sensations shooting through my body.

When the pleasure faded, my body went limp, and I had to work hard to control my breathing so nobody close by would be able to hear me panting hard.

“Oh god,” I whimpered. “That was amazing.”

Julian grinned at me as he slipped his fingers out of my pussy, wiping them against my inner thigh to leave a trail of my own wetness.

“Good. And you certainly look a lot more relaxed now.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. My eyelids kept trying to close and my limbs were growing heavy. “You’re right,” I agreed. “Maybe I will just have a little nap. It will help to pass the time.”

“Good girl,” he whispered as he pressed a gentle kiss against my forehead.

I leaned my head against his shoulder and let my eyes drift closed, relaxing even more as I dozed off beside him.
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I HAD NO IDEA HOW LONG I’d been asleep for, but judging by the ache in my neck, it had been a while. Julian was reading beside me, and placed his book down in his lap when he realised I was awake.

“Have a nice sleep, my love?” he asked.

My only response was a small grunt as I stretched my arms over my head and moved my head side to side, trying to ease the tension in my neck. He chuckled and leaned over to kiss my cheek.

At that moment, I noticed a brunette woman standing in the aisle, talking to the people seated in the row in front of us. When I heard the woman mention a party in Los Angeles, my ears perked up and I gently nudged Julian with my elbow to let him know he should listen, too.

“I’m sorry,” the brunette lady said. “My name is Harriet. I’m with my husband, Luke. We’re going to a party too, so I just wondered if it might be the same one.”

Both of the men sitting in that row began talking at once.

“That’s quite unlikely,” said one of them.

“We’re going to an exclusive thing,” the other guy said. “At Casa Del something or other.”

I felt my eyes grow wide, and I glanced over at Julian to see if he’d heard. Judging by the surprised expression on his face, he had. The people sat in front of us were going to the same party!

“Casa Del Grande Toro?” said another man as he stepped up alongside Harriet. “I’m Luke, Harriet’s husband. What a coincidence. That’s where we’re going. You got an invitation too, so you must be-”

I listened intently. Were these two other women hotwives also? I’d never met anybody else who did the same kinds of things that Julian and I did, and I had to admit I was intrigued.

The woman in the row in front of us cleared her throat, apparently to cut Luke off before he could say anymore. “I’m going to stretch my legs and get another drink,” she announced.

“You only just sat down,” said the dark-haired man seated in front of us. The only part of them I could see over the seats were the tops of their heads, so the colour of their hair was the only way I could differentiate between the two men. The woman seated between them had brown hair also, but I wished I could see more of her. It was intriguing to meet another hotwife.

“I didn’t get myself a drink,” the woman replied. “I was just getting a coffee to wake you up, but now, seeing you drink yours has made me thirsty.”

“I’ll come with you,” said the other man. “Luke, Harriet, would you like to come too? I’ll get us a round of drinks and you can tell us about your plans for the party.”

The two couples continued talking, but I zoned out a little as I discretely watched the woman standing in the aisle. Harriet, she’d said her name was. She looked to be roughly the same height as I was, with long dark hair as well. Whoever said blondes had more fun was obviously wrong, considering the fact that all three of us hotwives were brunettes, and I knew I certainly got to have more than my fair share of fun. It was only right to assume the other two women did as well.

After a few more moments, Harriet and Luke disappeared down the aisle, leaving the dark-haired man sitting alone in front of us. Julian leaned forward, his mouth open, ready to speak, when I placed a hand on his arm and shook my head vigorously. I wasn’t ready yet to have a discussion about why we were all going to a sex party run by some secret society or whatever. It was still all too weird for me to really understand it myself.

“Don’t,” I whispered in Julian’s ear. “There will be plenty of time at the party to meet people and get to know them.”

He snickered quietly. “Okay, fine.” Then Julian went quiet for a moment before adding, “I wonder how well you’ll get to know any of those guys.” He grinned wickedly at me, and I gave his arm a gentle shove.

“Stop it,” I said, giggling softly. “I don’t want to think about that right now.”

I settled back in my seat, looking out the window. That tall blond guy from the row in front had looked good when I’d seen him stand up and walk away, and I was pretty sure I’d seen him somewhere before, although I couldn’t work out where from. But I had no idea how many other men would be there or who I would be getting intimate with, if anybody, so there was no point thinking too deeply about anything. I was just going to relax and enjoy it.

Julian squeezed my hand, and when I looked back at him, he smiled widely. It seemed he was just as excited about everything as I was.
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Chapter Four
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Julian:

We’d arrived in Malibu two days ago, and we’d spent most of our time either sightseeing or enjoying the pool and spa at the hotel where we were staying. After all, it was an all expenses paid trip, so we would be foolish not to make the most of the amenities.

Plus, Camille and I had spent a fair amount of time in the big luxurious hotel bed, touching and fucking, while talking about what might happen at the party. The anticipation seemed to be getting to my wife, and she had been even more insatiable than normal since we’d arrived. It was a shame I didn’t have Lachlan and all the other guys here with me to help keep her satisfied. But in a couple of hours, we would be at the party and she would be able to have plenty of fun.

A grin spread across my face as I thought about what was going to be in store for her tonight. I’d filled in the questionnaire by myself on purpose, so I could use it to set up something I thought she’d really enjoy. It was obvious to anybody who had ever fucked Camille that she had a submissive streak a mile wide, yet she’d never really experienced any real bdsm stuff. Well, that was going to be changing tonight, and I couldn’t wait to watch.

In all honesty, I was planning to use it as an opportunity to learn some things so I could carry on doing kinky things to her once we got home. My dick was already throbbing from just thinking about it.

Just as I was finishing buttoning up my short-sleeved cotton shirt, Camille emerged from the bathroom and paused in the doorway.

“How do I look?” she asked breathlessly, while holding her arms out to the sides and turning slowly.

I let out a long breath while I stared at her. “So fucking perfect,” I growled.

My eyes roamed over her body. She’d picked out a coral pink summer dress that stopped at mid-thigh, with a plunging V-neckline that showed off her generous cleavage in a way that made it difficult to stop staring at her luscious tits. Judging by the thin spaghetti straps and the fact the dress was backless, I had to assume she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it.

Her long dark hair was pinned up on top of her head, with just a few strands hanging down loose around her face. The only piece of jewellery she was wearing was the anklet I had given her on our wedding night - a delicate gold chain with a small gold heart pendant dangling from it.

The whole look was simple and understated, and so fucking sexy. It was perfect for Camille.

“You look amazing,” I answered. “I imagine all the men tonight will be dying to get their hands on you.”

She groaned softly and her face instantly blossomed with colour. If she didn’t want me to tease her, then she should stop looking so damn adorable every she got embarrassed. Besides, I was only telling the truth. All I could think about was how I wanted to throw her down on the bed and fuck her until she was screaming my name.

I walked over to her, wrapping an arm around her waist to pull her against me. With my other hand, I gripped one of the thin straps of her dress and pulled it down over her shoulder, bringing with it the triangle of pink fabric that covered one breast.

A low growl escaped me. “Good girl. Just as I suspected, you’re not wearing a bra.” I brought my hand up to her breast, cupping it and massaging the firm flesh until I felt her nipple harden against my palm. She whimpered and arched her back, pushing herself into my hand. Fuck, when she reacted like that to my touch, the urge to take her hard just grew even stronger.

“Now, when I check under your dress, I’d better not find any panties, Camille. We both know a good little slut doesn’t go to an event like this wearing anything that would stop instant access to those tight little fuckholes.”

This time, the sound that came from my wife was a long moan, and she pressed herself tighter against my body.

“I... I thought it would be nice to wear pretty panties,” she said, the words coming out between little whimpers. “Don’t men like looking at pretty panties?”

“Oh, Camille,” I replied with a chuckle. “Pretty panties are nice, but most men I know would much rather see the soft pink folds of a pretty pussy. Especially when that bare skin is glistening with the woman’s excitement. Now, let me take a look at these panties. Hold the dress up around your waist for me.”

She quickly obeyed while I lowered into a crouch before her. The panties she’d chosen were pretty indeed. And the white lace was so sheer it barely kept anything hidden from view. But I still wanted her bare beneath her dress.

I gripped the waistband of the panties and slowly pulled them down, and when she stepped out of them, I balled up the small scrap of material and threw it over my shoulder.

“That’s much better,” I growled, feeling my dick swell and harden in my slacks. “Look at how pretty your pussy is. It looks good enough to eat.”

I glanced up at her briefly before reaching to behind her to grab one of her firm ass cheeks and pull her towards me. As soon as my mouth met her pussy lips, Camille let out a loud cry. She was already soaked, and she tasted so fucking sweet as I lapped at her cunt.

In her excitement, Camille forgot to keep holding her skirt up, and I felt it fall on the top of my head, hiding me a little beneath the fabric. But I didn’t stop. I moaned loudly against her slick flesh while I sucked and licked at all the places that made her legs tremble.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “That feels so good, Julian. Don’t stop. Please!”

As if I would ever do such a thing. My tongue worked its magic, teasing her clit with slow flicks while I slid two fingers deep inside her dripping hole. Her thighs trembled and shook, but I refused to give her release yet. Not until she begged me to.

And begging was something I knew she loved.

My cock twitched again, and I pushed her skirt up once more so I could look up at her, seeing the way her eyes were glazed with lust. Her breathing was heavy and ragged, and there was no doubt that she was close to climaxing. So I sucked even more forcefully on her clit until she was right on the edge, her inner walls quivering around my fingers to signal her impending climax.

But before she could reach the point of no return, I pulled back to grin up at her with wet and glistening lips.

“No!” she cried out. “Don’t stop. Make me cum, Julian. Please! I need it so badly!”

“Good girl,” I groaned. “That was exactly what I wanted to hear.”

I pushed my face between her thighs once more, sealing my lips around the swollen bud of her clit and sucking voraciously on it while I began pumping my fingers in and out of her.

She reached down and gripped my short hair in her fists as well as she could, holding me right where she needed while she ground herself against my mouth. I was getting soaked with her nectar, but I didn’t care. She tasted so damn good, and the noises she made were the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard.

The next moment, Camille screamed out, bucking her hips as she finally gave into her orgasm. She shuddered through the intense waves of pleasure, moaning and gasping as I continued working her over with my fingers and mouth. When she finished, she collapsed down onto her knees with me, panting heavily while I took her into my arms and pulled her head against my chest. I stroked her hair gently, soothing her until her breathing had settled and the trembling had stopped.

“God, you’re amazing,” she murmured softly.

“I love you, babe,” I whispered back, before taking a look at my watch. “Damn it,” I grumbled, “it’s later than I thought. The limo will be coming to pick us up soon. Maybe we should go outside to wait for it?”

Camille lifted her head up from my chest, nibbling nervously on her lower lip. “Actually, can we talk about something first?”

“Sure,” I replied. “What’s up, my love?”

She hesitated a moment, and I could almost see the way the cogs were turning in her mind as she tried to figure out what she wanted to say.

“Well...” she began eventually. “It’s just that the party we’re going to, all we really know about it is that there is going to be quite a lot of sex. And I was just wondering if that meant... you might want to play around with another woman while we are there?”

The question surprised me, and I had to pause for a moment to think about how to respond. “It honestly hadn’t entered my mind, Camille. If it’s a party for couples in the hotwife lifestyle, I had just assumed it would be you who would be playing around with others.”

“Oh,” she said in a tone that sounded almost disappointed. “Okay. But I want you to know that if an opportunity like that does come up for you, and you want to take it, I would be okay with that.”

“Really?” I asked, tilting my head to the side as I watched her. After all our years together, I could read her like a book, and the flush on her face gave me the impression that she might actually want something like that to happen. But if that was the case, I wanted to hear her say it. “You’d only be okay with me doing something tonight with another woman? Or you think it would be fun to watch me do something like that?”

The colour on her cheeks deepened, and she hesitated once more before she answered. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to stop the knowing grin that wanted to break out.

“Well, you’ve always spoiled me with so much attention from your friends, so you definitely deserve some attention yourself. Plus...” her voice suddenly went quiet as she mumbled the following words. “I think it would be fun to watch you enjoying yourself, too.”

I grinned and grabbed a handful of her hair in my fist, pulling her towards me until our lips met. My tongue snaked its way into her open mouth to feed her a taste of her sweet juices as I kissed her deeply, and she moaned against my lips.

When I pulled back, I was still smiling. “I don’t know if an opportunity like that will come up, Camille. But if it does, I will take it and let you watch. Okay?”

She whimpered and nodded, her face still flushed. “I’d like that. Thank you.”

“Now, we really must get going, otherwise we’ll be late.”

I got to my feet and grabbed Camille’s hand so I could help pull her up. We both made sure our clothes were straightened after our bit of fun, then we headed outside to wait for the limo that was being sent by the party organisers.
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Chapter Five
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Camille:

The drive to the party only lasted thirty minutes, but it had been thirty minutes of fidgeting and checking my appearance over and over to make sure I would look good when I arrived. The fact that it was a party run by celebrities, in a huge house with other people who were no doubt much more financially well off than a little old writer like me, was making me feel self-conscious.

“Stop worrying, babe,” Julian said with a grin on his face. “You look beautiful. And I am sure everyone else at the party will think so, too.”

“Thank you...” I began, before I was cut off by Julian’s mouth meeting mine.

I instinctively parted my lips, and I felt his tongue plunge into my mouth, brushing against my own. A moan escaped me, and I melted against Julian for a moment until he broke the kiss.

He grinned and brushed his thumb against my lips. “I am so excited about tonight, Camille. I can’t wait to see how you enjoy your surprise.”

I let out a soft groan. “Are you sure you can’t even give me a little hint?” I asked for probably the hundredth time since we got in the limo.

Julian simply laughed and shook his head. “Where’s the fun in that? All I will say is that you are bound to love it.”

I tilted my head and looked at him with a slight frown. Why had he emphasised the word bound? Before I could ask him, we were interrupted by the driver.

“Here we are!” he told us as he slowed the car down, waiting for a large set of cast-iron gates to open fully so he could drive towards the house.

It was a long driveway, and we even passed a tennis court on the way to the house, which was bigger than any house I’d ever been to before! I could only imagine how much a place like this must cost. It was a far cry from our pretty but modest house back home in England.

A tall, dark-haired man approached the limo and opened the door for us. Julian slipped out first and then held out a hand so he could help me out, too. I was especially self-conscious about getting out of such a low car in a very short dress without panties underneath. I didn’t want to end up flashing the man who was greeting us!

Once we were out of the car, I got a chance to look at him properly. He was tall with dark hair, and when he smiled at me, my heart suddenly started pounding faster. He was certainly handsome enough to be an actor himself, and I was filled with a fresh new burst of excitement at being here. The tuxedo he was wearing just made him look even sexier.

“Good evening. I am the concierge,” he told us while glancing down at an iPad in his hand. “Please, can I take your names?”

“I’m Julian,” my husband replied. “And this is my wife, Camille.”

The Concierge pressed the screen of his iPad and then looked back up at us. When his eyes met mine briefly, I felt an excited flutter between my thighs. If all the guys at the party were going to be this gorgeous, there was no way in hell I was going to be able to stop drooling all over them.

“I hope you will enjoy the party,” he said, his lips curling up into a small smile. “If you would please make your way through the house to the lawn, everyone is waiting there. Feel free to have a drink or something to eat while you are there, and the hosts will join you all when they are ready.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice coming out as a small squeak, and I felt my face turn hot.

He chuckled softly and gave a nod of his head before turning his attention towards the next limo to arrive.

Julian placed a hand on my back and guided me to the lawn. The house itself was only one story, but it covered a lot of ground. If I had to guess, I’d say there were at least a dozen bedrooms. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like to live in a place like this.

As we reached the back of the house, there was a pool on the left, and a huge lawn on the right. Groups of people were mingling around everywhere, chatting amongst themselves, and I suddenly felt nervous all over again.

“Come on, Camille, let’s go over here for a while.” With his hand still on the small of my back, Julian guided me towards a fire pit.

It was a bit more secluded, and it had an amazing view of the ocean. Around the fire, there were a couple of cream-coloured sectional sofas, and a few couples had gathered here, but overall, it seemed a bit less intimidating than the main area.

“Wow, this is amazing,” I said to Julian as I stared out at the ocean. The sun was beginning to set, and the sky was ablaze with shades of oranges and reds.

“It really is,” he said, sounding awed as he admired the view. “Although I wish it wasn’t quite so hot.”

I laughed and nodded in agreement. As Brits, we weren’t used to this kind of weather, but it was nice to not have to put up with almost constant grey skies for a while.

“Would you mind getting me a drink, Julian?” I asked as I turned to face him, flashing him a smile. “Maybe a glass of wine if they have it?”

“Of course, babe. Wait here and I’ll be back as soon as I can.” Julian leaned down to brush his lips against my forehead and then he was gone.

I let out a happy sigh as I turned my attention back towards the stunning view. It was beautiful enough that it even helped to calm my nerves a little.

“Can you imagine waking up to this every morning?” came a woman’s voice from beside me, startling me slightly. She had an American accent, which I had to assume most people would have here.

I turned to look at her and gave her a shy smile. She was yet another brunette, a similar age and height as myself, and she had also chosen a light summer dress that didn’t leave much to the imagination. As I admired her shapely legs, I couldn’t help but wonder if her husband had made her take her panties off, too.

“It is exquisite,” I agreed. “We have the ocean at home, of course, but it is often overcast or stormy. Clear days like this make the water sparkle.”

The woman smiled and moved closer to my side. “You came all the way from England?” she asked.

I simply nodded in response and wondered how much longer Julian was going to be. He was the one who was good at small talk, and I knew he’d be able to charm her with his confident manner.

“My name is Rowan,” she said, holding out a hand to me.

“Camille,” I said, smiling as I reached out to take her hand.

“I’m still amazed the party planners brought people from all over. The expense must have been incredible.”

Rowan was pretty and had such a sweet way about her that I soon found myself feeling less nervous around her.

“With a house like this, it doesn’t appear money is a problem for them,” I said with a giggle.

“Got me there,” she replied, laughing softly.

Just as I was about to reply, Julian appeared beside me and passed me a glass of wine. I took it from him and had a small sip before speaking.

“Julian, I’d like you to meet my new friend, Rowan. And Rowan, this is my husband, Julian.”

Julian smiled and leaned across to give Rowan a friendly hug. When he pulled back, I couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes travelled over her body in the revealing dress she was wearing. He caught me watching him and gave me a sheepish smile, but I just grinned back in response.

“My husband is around here somewhere,” Rowan said with a smile. “At least he walked down here with me.” She glanced around before calling out, “Parker!”

A man walked over to join us. He was tall and broad, and judging by his physique, he was a man who enjoyed spending time at the gym. I tried not to stare too much, but there was no denying he was very easy on the eye.

Rowan introduced us both to her husband, Parker, and the two men shook hands.

“So Rowan is a very unusual name,” Julian said, turning his attention back to the other woman. “Are you English or Irish?”

“Nothing like that,” Parker replied with a chuckle. “Her mother apparently read it in a book, and a horror novel at that! She explained it to me when we first started dating. Called Ritual, by David Pinner. Later made into a movie called The Wicker Man. The way she told it, the name of one character stuck with her.”

“The Wicker Man... very famous movie from the 1970s,” Julian said. “A bit of an odd choice, but it’s lovely. It’s mainly Irish. From what I hear, the Rowan tree is said to have magical properties; famously, the preferred stake for vampire hunters.”

I took another sip of my wine as I listened to the two men talking, briefly smiling at Rowan over the rim of the glass.

“Vampires.... ouch... You know more about my name than I do!” Rowan giggled, and Julian grinned at her.

“And he says it more like the original, too,” Parker joked.

Suddenly, I felt a gentle tug on my dress, and I turned to see Rowan touching it. “I love your dress,” she said. “Shows off your assets very well.”

I smiled and felt the familiar rush of heat flood my face. It was true this dress showed off a little more cleavage than I was used to, but I’d fallen in love with it as soon as I saw it, and knew it would be perfect for this party.

Before I could think of anything to say in return, Rowan began talking again. “How did you end up here?” she asked.

I turned to look up at Julian. He was a lot more comfortable talking about this kind of thing than I was, so I was hoping he would take over and answer for me. Luckily, he didn’t let me down.

“Camille became my hotwife even before we married. Loves to be shared by my friends. Don’t you, Camille?” he said, smiling down at me.

I smiled and tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear as I nodded my head.

“She’s very shy, this one,” Julian continued, still smiling at our new friends. “We were high school sweethearts, you see. I helped her get a little more experience before we married. But we both came to love the lifestyle. We’ve been doing it ever since. Show her your anklet, babe?”

My face still felt hot as I twisted my ankle out to the side, showing off the gold chain with the little heart pendant while Julian kept talking.

“Usually, I make the arrangements for her bulls,” Julian said. “This will be her first time with a total stranger. She’s both nervous and excited about that.”

I gave a small nod of my head. That was the absolute truth, I thought to myself as I sipped my wine.

“My wild one is a latecomer,” Parker said. “Rowan’s first time was with a fellow teacher... about a year ago, wasn’t it, Row?”

I listened politely, although I kept getting distracted by the way Julian and Rowan were looking at each other. I felt a rush of arousal as I wondered if my husband might be about to take me up on my offer to play around with another woman tonight. It certainly looked as if Rowan was interested in him. And to my surprise, I didn’t feel the slightest bit of jealousy. After all, wasn’t everybody here to have a fun night? That didn’t have to just be restricted to the wives.

“Since then,” Parker continued, “we have played only with friends. We have a regular thing with my best friend. She’s really been looking forward to this party. Hoping to get humped, aren’t ya, Row?”

I let out a soft gasp of surprise, but I knew exactly how Rowan felt. I’d been so worked up ever since we’d been given the tickets to the party, and I felt like I’d been jumping on Julian at every available opportunity. So I was hoping tonight would be the chance I needed to let off some steam. I reached out and touched the other woman’s arm in a little show of solidarity, and I held her gaze for a moment.

“So much,” Rowan said in response to her husband’s question. “The buildup and mystery of it all is killing me. I need to get laid.”

I couldn’t help but grin at her.

Then suddenly, Parker stepped away from Rowan and pulled Julian off to one side, where they whispered quietly to one another. I watched them curiously, wondering if Parker had also noticed the way our spouses had been looking at each other. Whatever Parker was saying to Julian, it put a wide smile on my husband’s face.

Parker walked over to the drinks table while Julian came back to where Rowan and I were standing. He wrapped a strong arm around my waist and tugged us closer to the other woman until we were standing right in front of her.

“I know a way to curb that excitement,” Julian said to Rowan, and as I watched, he reached out to touch her breast, pinching lightly at her nipple through the thin material of her sundress.

I nibbled on my lower lip as I tried to hold back a whimper, and I glanced around quickly to make sure nobody was paying us much attention. When I looked back at Rowan, I could see the arousal in her eyes that was surely a mirror for my own feelings of excitement.

“What do you think, babe? Should we give her a chance to let off some steam?” Julian asked me.

“I think we should,” I replied with a giggle. “It looks like she needs it.”

Once again, my eyes met Rowan’s, and I gave a small nod of my head. If she felt she needed my permission for anything to happen with Julian, I wanted her to know she had it.

Then Parker returned, giving a nod of his own to Julian. So it was settled. Something was going to happen between my husband and Rowan. And I couldn’t believe how turned on I was by the thought of it. My heart was hammering hard in my chest, and I could feel moisture coating my inner thighs, thanks to the lack of panties.

When Rowan lowered to her knees in front of Julian, I had to hold back a moan. Even though I wasn’t used to such blatant public displays of affection, seeing the hungry look in her eyes as she noticed the bulge in the front of Julian’s slacks made it easy to forget about the other couples relaxing in the area.

My husband opened the front of his slacks and slowly pushed them down enough to allow his hard cock to spring free. Both Rowan and I stared at his erection with an almost feral hunger, but there was something oddly arousing about knowing it was another woman who would be taking care of his needs tonight.

As I stood and watched, I squeezed my thighs together, trying to quell the ache that was pulsing insistently in my core. Except all the movement did was make me even more aware of the wetness coating the bare skin of my inner thighs.

Rowan licked her lips as she watched Julian free his cock from his pants, and she wasted no time in dragging her tongue over the swollen head. Then she slid her lips down his shaft, showing off her amazing talent of taking a cock all the way down her throat. Now it was impossible to hold back my moan as I watched her sucking my husband, stroking her lips up and down his throbbing length in a way that had Julian groaning with pleasure.

Suddenly, the sound of claps and cheers filled the air as our small audience displayed their approval of the show that was currently being put on for them. But I couldn’t even bring myself to look at the other couples who were gathered around the fire pit. My attention was locked firmly on the other woman’s pretty lips as they worked up and down my husband’s cock.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Parker holding out his arms, and when I looked towards him, I realised it was for me. I walked over to him and cuddled into his broad chest, enjoying the feel of his strong arms as they wrapped around me. But I still had the perfect view of Rowan and Julian, and each moment I spent watching, was another moment of growing arousal.

“She really is good at this,” I said quietly to Parker, looking up at him with a shy grin on his face. “You’re a lucky man. Does she often do this kind of thing in public?”

“Never done it before,” he replied with a laugh. “I gave her open permission to do whatever she wanted at this party. I guess she’s taking that permission seriously.”

Rowan had obviously been listening to our conversation, because she let Julian’s cock slip out from between her lips. “Should I stop?” she asked, and I could see a playful smile teasing at the corner of her lips.

“Should she?” Parker asked me.

“Oh no...” I giggled as an image filled my mind of Julian being left frustrated and without an orgasm after getting a blow job from someone who was obviously very skilled at the task. That would never do. No matter how much Julian enjoyed teasing me on occasion. “She is having way too much fun to stop. I think my husband would be quite upset if you did.”

With that, Rowan took Julian’s entire length back into her mouth. She sucked hungrily on his hard shaft and used her hand to massage his balls. Julian was thrusting his hips, pushing himself deeper down her throat, while moaning loudly.

My gaze met his over the top of Rowan’s head, and I could see how close he was to the edge. I let out a soft moan as I realised he was about to feed another woman his cum.

He dropped his gaze down to the woman on her knees in front of him. “I’m about to cum, Rowan,” he groaned softly, and she began sucking him even harder, pushing her lips all the way down to the base of his cock over and over.

Julian let out a loud groan as his body shuddered with the force of his orgasm. As I watched, Rowan’s throat convulsed around him as she swallowed his cum just as hungrily as I always did.

By now, the ache between my thighs was almost unbearable, and I was getting desperate for a little fun of my own. I only had to wait a little longer, though.

A round of applause filled the air when Rowan stood up, and I joined in with the clapping and cheering. She deserved it after putting on a show like that.

I moved away from Parker and stepped towards Rowan, wrapping her up in a friendly hug. “My husband is quite an exhibitionist,” I said to her. “He really enjoyed that.”

“Very much,” Julian said, placing an arm around both of us. “I’m sure glad we came down to the fire pit... for the ocean view.” He winked over at Parker, and everyone around us laughed softly.

Rowan gave me a gentle squeeze. “Thanks for the loan of your husband. I needed that.”

“Hope that will tide you over, at least until the party begins,” Parker said. “We better get back up. Not sure when it is going to start.”

After we’d all thanked each other for a fun start to the evening, Rowan and Parker went over to the patio area to wait for the party to begin, while Julian and I stayed behind to enjoy the ocean view a little longer from the comfort of each other’s arms.
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Chapter Six
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Julian:

“Can I have your attention, please?”

The woman’s voice was loud through the PA system and it startled me as Camille and I enjoyed the ocean view together. She glanced up at me and I wrapped my arm around her waist to quickly lead her towards the main garden area where the voice had come from.

When we got there, the voice rang out clearly again.

“I hope you’re enjoying Casa Del Grande Toro,” she said, and my attention was pulled towards a woman holding a microphone. She was tall and slender with blonde hair, wearing a pale blue shirt and black pants. Her voice sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place it. “I am The Manager, and let me introduce you to W & J, your gracious hosts for the evening.”

It was only then I realised that a man was standing beside her. He was tall, with dark skin and black hair, wearing a tuxedo. I couldn’t help but wonder how he could be comfortable wearing that in this heat, but then if he lived here, he was probably used to it. Half of his face was covered by a black stag mask that sported antlers pointing up towards the sky.

The man leaned towards the microphone to speak. ““Hello. I hope you’re having a good time. My home is yours until the morning.”

Everyone gave a small round of applause and shuffled closer to the people standing by the villa, gathering around them in a small crowd.

Another woman stepped out to join them. She was also wearing a mask, and hers was black, but it wasn’t a stag. From here, it looked like it might have been a fox mask. She was almost as tall as the man, with long dark hair and dark skin. Her dress was a deep emerald green, and it showed off her slim body to perfection.

“The food and wine will continue to be provided all evening,” the woman in green said into the microphone. “I am J, and together, we want to invite you to join tonight’s main event. A very special game that we’ve planned for you all.”

With those words, I felt Camille shiver beside me. I looked down at her, pulling her closer into my side so she was tucked under my arm.

“I wonder what kind of game,” she whispered.

I could only shrug my shoulders before The Manager began talking again.

“The game works like this,” she said, while W and J disappeared inside the house for a moment. When they returned, they brought with them a large glass bowl on top of a wheeled pedestal. “In this bowl are room keys for each of the villa’s bedrooms. We will invite each wife here to draw a key from the bowl. Then she will go to the room that matches the number on the key ring.”

W leaned towards the microphone to continue explaining the game. “Once she is in the room, she will wait to be joined by one of our special guests. You will have met some of them earlier. These guests are professionals. Some are exotic dancers. Some are just good friends of mine who are... shall we say, well equipped for a party such as this.”

“Oh god,” Camille whimpered beside me, and I felt her arms tighten around my waist. “I’m going to have sex with a stranger.”

I chuckled and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Yes, you are, babe. But we’d already guessed that.”

“The husbands can go to the room with their wives, if they wish,” J said, with a smile playing about her pretty lips. “Or they can stay out here.”

“Or they can join us in the media room,” W added. “Where we will have some excellent live entertainment for you.”

“You will stay with me, won’t you?” Camille whispered, sounding almost panicked.

“Of course, love. Don’t worry. I will be with you the whole time, okay?”

She nodded her head, but the way she was nibbling on her lower lip told me she was still a bit worried. “I wonder what will be happening in the media room. Will everyone be able to see us?”

I smiled down at her. “It sounds like it, babe. But don’t worry. I’m sure once you get in there, you’ll be so busy having fun that you’ll forget all about that.”

She chuckled nervously and gave me a doubting look before turning her attention back to the hosts.

“If anyone doesn’t want to participate,” J said in a soft voice, “they don’t have to. The reason you were invited here today was because of your interest in what we call ‘The Lifestyle’, but if this sort of thing isn’t for you, we respect that.”

“If you don’t want to play,” W continued, “you’re welcome to finish your food and drinks and then your limo driver will return you to your hotel. We will start the draw in ten minutes.”

They turned and disappeared inside the house, and everyone began chatting excitedly to their partners.

“Do you want to stay?” I asked Camille, and I could feel another little tremble move through her body.

“Surely we can’t leave, can we?” she asked, looking up at me with wide eyes.

“Of course we can, babe. Nobody is going to make you do something you don’t want to do. So the only question is... do you want to do this, Camille? If so, I will stay by your side the whole time and watch you enjoy yourself with another man. If not, we go. Even the hosts said we are free to go if we please.”

She continued nibbling on her lower lip as she thought it over, but then our attention was drawn to a few people who were leaving. They’d obviously decided this wasn’t something they wanted to do.

“See, Camille,” I said softly, cupping her cheek in my hand and feeling the heat of her flushed face against my palm. “Some other people are leaving. So if you want to, then we can too.”

Camille looked up at me a moment longer before shaking her head. “I want to try it, Julian. Yes, I’m nervous. But it’s a good kind of nervous, I think. The kind that gives me flutters in certain places.” She giggled, and her face became a deeper shade of red. I didn’t need to work hard at guessing where she was feeling those flutters.

If I was being completely honest, a feeling of relief rushed through me. I’d been looking forward to watching her being dominated, and I would have been disappointed to miss it. But I’d never force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with.

“Then we’ll stay and have a fun evening,” I said, and I could feel my cheeks aching from the wide grin on my face.

“Are we ready to begin the draw?” The Manager called out. W passed her a card, and she looked down at it before speaking again. “Excellent. The first to select is... Tina!”

I glanced around the crowd and noticed the woman who had been sitting in the row in front of us on the plane leave her husband’s side to walk up to the hosts. She looked almost as nervous as Camille did as she reached into the glass bowl and pulled out a brass key that was attached to a gold disc by a ribbon.

“Room One,” W announced. “Very apt for the first to choose. Please make your way towards your room.”

“And don’t worry about your husband,” J said. “We’ll look after him until you’re reunited.”

Tina disappeared into the villa. I glanced over at the man she was with, presumably her husband, and noticed how awkward he looked. Perhaps he was new to all of this.

“Next, can we have Rowan?” the Manager called out, and my attention was pulled away from Tina’s husband to look over at my new friend.

A slow grin spread across my lips as I watched her walk up to the hosts. I sure had enjoyed my time down at the fire pit with her. Rowan could deep throat a cock better than any porn star I’d watched.

I gave Camille another little squeeze, wanting her to know how grateful I was that she’d allowed me to have that experience, but now wasn’t the right time to talk about it. Not when my sweet, shy wife was practically vibrating with nerves and excitement as she held onto me tightly.

Once Rowan had disappeared inside the house, another wife was called up, and one by one, they disappeared. There was Callie, Jessica, and Mia. Each time a name was being called out, Camille would tense up beside me and hold her breath, only letting it out when she knew it wasn’t her name on the card. But the number of women on the lawn was quickly diminishing, so she wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

A woman named Anna was called up next, and she picked the key for room number seven. Once she was inside, The Manager looked at another card.

“And next up, we have Camille!”

Camille gasped loudly and untangled herself from my arms. She looked at me nervously, and I smiled at her, giving her a reassuring nod before she turned to go and pick out her key. Room number eight. She glanced over at me and gave me a shy smile before she, too, went inside the villa.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I watched her. I couldn’t believe this was actually going to happen. Sure, watching her be the centre of attention for my group of horny friends was amazing, but this felt different. And not just because we were in a different country, in a luxurious villa that I was pretty certain was owned by a couple of celebrities. But this was a big adventure for both of us, especially for Camille, who didn’t have any idea what was going to happen to her.

I stuffed my hands in the pockets of my slacks and rocked back and forth on my feet, eager to get to my wife. Being apart from her was hard at the best of times, but with the excitement I was feeling, I couldn’t wait for the night to start properly.

Three more women had to pick their keys, and then it was only The Manager, W and J, and all the husbands waiting around outside.

“Your wives are safe,” the Manager called out, once all the women were inside the villa. “They will shortly be joined by a bull - or bulls - but for now, it’s up to you gentlemen to decide what you want to do.”

“Do you want to remain here?” W asked. “Food and drink will continue to be provided. Or would you like to join your wives in their room?”

“Or are you going to join us in the media room?” J asked. They opened two big glass doors, inviting all the men into their home.

Without hesitation, I rushed into the villa, searching for room number eight and my wife.
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Chapter Seven
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Camille:

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the nerves that were rushing through me. Was I really going to do this? It was so unlike me. Yet I was so intrigued by what might happen that there was no way I could walk away.

The room was large, with a huge double bed and big glass doors that opened up along almost one whole wall. The view of the ocean was just as stunning here as it had been from the firepit. I was pretty sure I’d be willing to literally give an arm and a leg to be able to live in a place like this.

The door opened and my heart stopped for a moment until I realised it was Julian. I rushed towards him and threw myself into his arms, and he easily caught me to lift me up off my feet.

“You came!” I said in a breathless voice, and he chuckled.

“Of course I did, Camille. I wouldn’t miss this for the world.” He carried me over to the bed and sat on the edge of it, settling me in his lap. “How are you feeling?”

“Okay,” I said, resting my head on his shoulder. “A bit nervous. But excited too.”

A chuckle rumbled through his chest, and he pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “I bet you are excited. Today you get to be a pretty little fucktoy for a random stranger. Or maybe multiple strangers.”

I couldn’t help the whimper that escaped from me when he said that. “That does sound fun,” I whispered, a small smile on my lips.

At that moment, the door opened again and in walked two men I’d noticed hanging around out on the lawn when we’d arrived. My breath caught in my throat. Oh god, the bulls that had been chosen for me were even more gorgeous than I’d ever allowed myself to believe they would be. My pussy instantly quivered at the sight of them, and I squirmed in Julian’s lap.

I took a moment to admire them. Both of them were tall, with seductive smiles and a row of perfectly white teeth. One was dark-skinned while the other was tanned to a shade of bronze I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen while in the UK. At least, if I had seen it, it had been the result of a fake tan and not at all natural. They were both holding a holdall, and I couldn’t help but wonder what was inside it. Maybe some toys?

“Hi,” said the tanned one said with a thick American accent. “You must be Camille?” he asked, holding my gaze with vibrant blue eyes. His blonde hair was cut short, and he was clean shaven with a jawline that could cut glass.

I gulped loudly and nodded my head. “I am,” I replied, wincing as the words came out sounding more like a squeak than any recognisable words.

“Good,” he said, one corner of his luscious lips curling up into a crooked smile. “My name is Alex. And this is Liam,” he said, pointing to his friend.

Alex’s voice was deep and rich with a southern drawl, and every time he spoke, I felt the resonance of it between my thighs. I turned and looked at Liam, who flashed me a grin that would have melted my panties right off my body if I’d actually been wearing any.

They were both dressed casually, in slacks and short-sleeved cotton shirts. But their chosen outfits did nothing to hide the toned physiques and muscular arms that made me think they spent plenty of time in the gym. They were fucking mouth-watering, and I was suddenly so glad I hadn’t let my nerves get the better of me before now.

Both men stepped further into the room, placing their bags down on the floor. Then Liam crooked a finger at me, indicating I should come closer. I turned to look at Julian, our eyes meeting briefly before he smiled and patted my bottom gently.

“Go ahead, babe. Enjoy it. I think it’s going to be a special night.”

My throat was dry, and I was having difficulty speaking, so rather than saying anything, I just leaned forward and brushed my lips against his. I stood up on shaky legs and walked over to Liam, tilting my head back so I could look up at them. Wow, they were even taller than I’d realised while sitting down. Julian was just over six feet, but these two men were even bigger, with Liam standing an inch or so taller than Alex. I felt tiny standing in front of them both, and the way they were grinning down at me had my pussy throbbing with desire.

Liam reached out and touched my cheek, tracing a fingertip gently down to my jaw. “The first thing we will say, Camille, is that this is supposed to be a fun and special night for you. If either of us does anything that you don’t enjoy, you must tell us, okay?”

It was the first time I’d heard Liam speak, and his voice was an octave deeper than Alex’s. Yet it had a silky tone that made me feel like I could quite easily listen to him talking all night.

I nodded and cleared my throat, wanting to make sure I didn’t end up squeaking again. “Okay,” I said, smiling up at him.

“Good girl,” he said, and I couldn’t hold back a soft moan. Liam’s lips quirked up into a knowing grin for a brief moment before he turned his attention to Julian, who had moved from the bed and was now seated in an armchair in the corner of the room. “And the same for you. If we do anything to Camille that makes you uncomfortable, or if you think she is unhappy with anything we are doing, then you must say so.”

Liam’s voice was firm, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. I already suspected that I was going to be more than willing for everything they had in mind for me.

“I will,” Julian said, giving a nod of his head.

With the formalities taken care of, Alex stepped behind me so I was standing between the two large men. He stood so close behind me I could feel the heat emanating from his powerful body, and with a gentle hand, he pulled the clip out of my hair so that I could feel the long strands fall down against my back.

I whimpered softly, a sound which only grew louder as Alex wrapped my hair around his hand and gave it a gentle tug, until the top of my head was back against his chest and he was staring down at me with those beautiful blue eyes of his.

“Now, I heard a little rumour, Camille,” Alex began. “Is it true that you’re a pretty little submissive fucktoy who would enjoy being used by dominant men?”

His words forced a soft moan from my lips, and I felt my cheeks grow hot with colour.

“I... ummm... yes,” I stammered, the words coming out between whimpers.

Alex’s lips curled up into a grin that could only be described as sinful, and I felt my knees grow weak beneath me. As if he could sense it, Liam stepped forward, pressing himself against my front to trap me between their muscular bodies. It was growing harder to take a proper breath as I became overwhelmed with longing for these two heavenly men.

“So how would you feel if we said we wanted you to surrender and be at our mercy tonight?” Liam asked in his deep voice that made my toes curl every time I heard it.

“I... I’d like that,” I moaned.

I’d always loved it when Julian and his friends became demanding and took what they wanted from me. It was a sure-fire way to get me so damn aroused. And now, I was going to be dominated for real by Liam and Alex. My pussy quivered as my mind began racing, wondering if I would be tied up or spanked or... whatever else happened when a woman surrendered. Whatever it was, I wanted it all.

Alex was still behind me, pressed up against my back with his hand in my hair. But now, his free hand was on my thigh, trailing upwards until it was under my skirt and groping my ass roughly. He let out a low growl that made my hair stand on end.

“Guess what, Liam,” he said. “She’s so ready to be a good slut for us that she didn’t even both wearing panties under this pretty little dress.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, a tremble moving through my body as the two large men talked about me.

Liam chuckled, the sound vibrating through his broad chest. He placed his hand on my waist before sliding it up to my breast, cupping it in his palm as if testing its weight.

“She is a good slut,” he agreed. “I think the only thing she is wearing right now is this dress, without a single thing on underneath it. But I still think that’s too much. What do you think, Alex?”

Alex’s only response was to grab the hem of my dress and pull it up over my head in one swift movement. A shiver ran down my spine as I realised I was suddenly naked and captured between the two powerful bodies of these men I’d never met before five minutes ago. Each shaky breath left my body with a small whimper. The fire of lust was raging out of control through my entire being, and they’d barely even touched me yet.

As if the move was choreographed, both men stepped backwards, leaving me stumbling without their support for a moment until I steadied myself.

“Now, get on your knees, Camille. It’s time for us to teach you how good girls submit to dominant men.”

My knees were shaking as I turned around slightly, glancing over at Julian, who I hadn’t been able to see while I had been sandwiched between Liam and Alex. His eyes were dark as he stared at me, with that unmistakable hunger that was always present whenever he watched me with other men.

While holding my husband’s gaze, I slowly lowered myself down onto my knees, sitting back on my feet while keeping my legs firmly together. Unsure what to do with my hands, I placed them down onto my thighs. My heart was pounding hard as the anticipation of what might be about to happen consumed me.

Alex and Liam moved in front of me, standing over me in a way that emphasised their impressive height while I remained on my knees. I felt wetness leak onto my inner thighs as I wondered if they were going to have me suck their cocks first. With a whimper, I licked my lips and looked up eagerly into their eyes.

“She is a pretty little thing, isn’t she?” Liam asked Alex, who nodded his agreement. “But her kneeling position could do with some work.” He smiled down at me before speaking again. “When a submissive kneels, she should put her body on display for her dominant. She should be showing herself off in a way that makes his dick throb with a need to be inside her. Is that clear, Camille?”

I whimpered and nodded, even though I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to display myself. “Yes, Liam,” I answered.

“Oh no,” he said quickly, giving a shake of his head. “When you are on your knees to us, you are to call us Sir. So try again, Camille.”

I shifted nervously on my knees, even though the way he was taking control was perhaps one of the hottest things I’d ever experienced. And I’d experienced a lot of things thanks to Julian.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered, and the smile that broke out of Liam’s face was enough to make me moan.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise making the ache between my thighs grow suddenly more intense. “Now, I want you to spread your thighs wide so your sweet little cunt is on show to all of us. And then I want you to place your hands behind your back.”

While three pairs of eyes watched my every move, I pulled my hands behind my back, feeling the way it arched my spine and made my bare breasts jut out, then I parted my thighs as wide as I could. Nobody said anything for what felt like the longest time. Instead, Liam and Alex allowed their eyes to roam over every single inch of my body until I was trembling and aching for their touches.

“Yes,” Alex said eventually, the word sounding like a moan. “Perfect, Camille. Can you see how hard it’s made me to see you kneeling like that?”

My attention had been firmly fixed on their faces, searching for signs of their approval. But when I lowered my gaze, it was obvious that they approved. The impressive bulges in the front of their pants seemed like pretty conclusive evidence.

I whimpered in response and licked my lips, craving the feel of a hard and throbbing cock in my mouth.

“Please...” I moaned softly, feeling a blush heating my cheeks as I couldn’t seem to hide my eagerness to pleasure them.

Alex crouched down in front of me so that his face was almost eye level. “Please what, Camille? Liam and I aren’t mind readers, so if there is something you want, then you are going to have to use your words.”

The wicked grin on his lips told me he knew exactly what I wanted. This was just a way of exerting his control over me. And even though I was embarrassed, something about it was making my pussy drip with desire for him.

I cleared my throat and licked my lips again, giving myself a moment to build the courage to ask for what I craved.

“Please can I suck your cock, Sir?” I whimpered, squirming on my knees as I grew more flustered.

Without answering, Alex stood and turned to look at Liam. “What do you think?” he asked his friend. “Should I let her suck my dick?”

Both men were grinning, and I had a feeling they were just doing this to torment me. And it was working. I captured my lower lip between my teeth, wanting to stop myself from begging even more.

“She did ask nicely,” Liam answered after a moment. “She remembered to call you Sir, and she is holding her position perfectly. So maybe she deserves a treat?”

I let out a moan, and Alex turned to face me once more. His hand moved down to his belt, opening the buckle before working the button and zipper on his pants open.

“Oh god,” I moaned, instinctively lifting myself higher onto my knees so I could be ready to take him into my mouth.

Both the American men chuckled, while my husband let out a moan.

“It looks like she is a greedy little slut,” Liam said with a grin. “I think you should feed her, Alex.”

Alex laughed and began sliding his pants down slowly, teasing me as he revealed his thick, hard cock inch by inch until it finally sprung free of his clothing.

The moan that escaped me was visceral, and my natural instinct was to lean forward to take him into my mouth. Alex gripped my hair in his hand, though, stopping me before my lips could even reach his hard flesh.

“Did I tell you that you could start sucking yet?” he growled, his voice shifting to a much firmer tone that made something inside me melt completely.

“No, Sir,” I whimpered. “I’m sorry.”

With his free hand, he patted my cheek gently, and his lips curled up into a sinfully sexy smirk. “Just remember that you don’t necessarily get to do what you want tonight, pretty Camille. Liam and I are in charge. You just have to be a good girl and do as you’re told.”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, looking up at him with wide eyes while trying to pretend the way he was talking wasn’t making my pussy drip with desire. I could already feel my inner thighs were soaked, and neither of them had even touched me down there yet.

“Good girl. Now you may worship my dick with your lips and tongue. Understand, Camille? You may lick and kiss, but if you take me into your mouth and start sucking, you will be punished.”

I let out a low groan. It sounded like the most exquisite torture. Just looking at his long, thick cock was making my mouth water. I had no idea how long I’d be able to last with his hard rod so close to my mouth without being allowed to suck him.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered, and my voice sounded small even to my own ears. I wasn’t sure I wanted to be teased. I wanted to be used. Hard. My pussy was aching to be filled, and I was already growing impatient.

Alex nodded his head, and I took that as my cue to start. I leaned forward, dragging my tongue along the length of his shaft. It twitched in response, and the feeling of his hard meat pulsing against my tongue had me moaning loudly.

Keeping my eyes locked on his, I swirled my tongue around the swollen head, whimpering as I picked up a slightly salty taste. He was already leaking precum, and I licked at the tip again, craving more of that taste.

I was only vaguely aware that Liam had stepped away from the two of us until I heard one of their bags being unzipped. With my curiosity piqued, I tried to turn my head, but Alex tightened his grip on my hair and pulled my face in closer to his body, so that my nose was pressed against the long length of his shaft.

“Focus on your task, Camille,” he said, his voice coming out as a low growl. “When you are worshipping a man’s cock, it should be the sole focus of your attention. Don’t worry about what Liam is doing.”

“Oh god, I’m sorry,” I moaned, before I began licking at his erection once more, dragging my tongue along the entire length over and over until each flick of my tongue against the tip delivered a fresh drop of precum.

Alex moaned, and god damn, that sound was so sexy that all I could think of was how much I craved to do even more to please him. I’d do whatever I could to keep him moaning like that all evening.

“Please can I suck now, Sir?” I groaned. “Please let me. I want to please you.”

A loud moan came from somewhere behind Alex, where Julian was sitting in the armchair, and I squirmed on my knees. I always loved knowing he was enjoying watching me. With that thought, I paused and remembered W and J mentioned something about watching from the media room. There must be cameras in here somewhere, and I couldn’t decide how I felt about that.

But when Alex pressed the head of his cock against my lips, any thoughts of cameras disappeared completely. “Yes, little slut. You may suck my dick.”

I moaned and parted my lips to slide them down around his thick meat. He was slightly thicker than Julian, but not quite as big as Gareth, who had the biggest cock I’d ever had the pleasure of taking inside me, so I didn’t struggle too much with it.

Alex let out another moan and placed his hand on the back of my head while he began gently thrusting in and out of my mouth. I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of the velvety smooth skin that covered his rigid cock as it slid between my lips.

Suddenly, I felt big strong hands wrapping around my wrists that were still behind my back. I startled and tried to pull back, but Alex kept his hand firmly on the back of my head and didn’t even break the pace of his thrusts as he continued to use my mouth. With a moan, I began sucking again, even more hungrily than I had been sucking before. It wasn’t as if I had a choice in the matter anyway, and that felt so fucking perfect.

After a few seconds, Liam’s hands on my wrists were replaced with something that felt a lot like rope against my skin. When I realised he was wrapping it around my wrists over and over, I couldn’t help but moan loudly around Alex’s cock. Liam finished tying my bindings, and my natural instinct was to tug on them, wanting to see how secure they were.

Damn, they were secure. Even with my slender wrists, there was no way I’d be able to wriggle out of the rope.

Then I felt Liam’s large body pressing against my back. He was still dressed, but I could feel the heat of his body emanating through his clothes, almost searing my skin with his closeness.

“Keep sucking Alex’s cock, Camille,” he commanded, his lips brushing against my ear from behind. “Remember, when you are worshipping his cock, you should be focused on him. Not on what I’m doing.”

I let out a moan, the sound muffled around Alex’s erection, but I kept sucking. He was thrusting his hips faster now, pushing himself deeper into my mouth until I was gagging softly on his thick length.

It was almost enough to distract me from the feel of thick fingers teasing through my slick folds, but not quite. I rocked my hips, trying to grind myself against the exploring digits, but as I soon as I tried that, the fingers disappeared.

Once again, I tried to pull back, wanting to beg Liam to keep touching me, but Alex kept me firmly in place.

I whimpered and kept sucking voraciously. Between my craving to taste his cum and my desire for Liam’s touch, I was a needy mess. The helplessness of being tied up was just making everything else feel so intense. It wasn’t like I could just touch myself now to stop the ache between my thighs. I was completely reliant on Alex and Liam, and I knew they could do whatever they wanted with me.

Something else brushed against my folds, and I gasped as loudly as I could with a mouth full of cock. It was solid, yet smooth. It felt like some kind of toy, perhaps a dildo. Liam pressed it against my opening and I felt it sink inside me, whatever it was. It wasn’t huge, and it wasn’t shaped like a dildo. If I had to guess, it felt like some kind of vibrator, with a part left outside my body that was tickling against my pelvis.

It began buzzing inside me, and I knew my guess had been correct. I started to moan, and when Alex pulled his cock out of my mouth, the sound of pleasure suddenly grew louder. The toy was obviously on a low setting, vibrating just enough to make all my nerve endings tingle pleasantly, without it being enough to get me anywhere close to the edge.

“Just one more thing,” Liam said, as he draped something black and silky over my eyes and secured it with a knot at the back of my head. “Okay, now you’re ready for us to play with you properly.”


[image: ]




Chapter Eight
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Julian:

From where I was sitting, I could hear the gentle hum coming from the remote controlled vibrator currently lodged inside my wife’s pussy. I could only imagine how much she was enjoying the feel of it inside her. She was wriggling on her knees, panting with the excitement she must be feeling.

My cock was throbbing from watching Camille, and I was really having to resist the urge to pull my dick out and start jerking off. Luckily, the blow job Rowan gave me earlier was helping to stop me from losing control of myself completely.

Both Liam and Alex were standing over her, and she seemed so tiny on her knees in comparison. Hell, she’d looked tiny even when standing beside the two men. Must be something in the water over here in the States that makes everyone grow taller.

“Please, Sir...” Camille moaned in a voice so low and husky it made my dick pulse in response. Fuck, she sounded so sexy when she was this aroused.

“What did I tell you, Camille?” Alex chastised in a gentle tone. “You have to use your words if there is something you want.”

She fidgeted on her knees. With the way her hands were tied behind her back, her spine was arched and her perky tits were pushed forward. Her dark pink nipples were rock hard, and I had no idea how the two men were resisting the temptation her tits presented. I knew I’d be pinching and tugging on those nipples just to hear the way it made her moan.

“Please can I cum, Sir?” she asked after a moment of hesitation.

Alex and Liam both laughed, and that forced a guttural moan from Camille’s lips.

“Oh no, Camille,” Liam answered. “Not until we have finished using you as a pretty little fucktoy to satisfy our own needs first.”

“But, Sir,” she groaned. “The vibrator... it feels so good... but I need more.” Her breathless words were punctuated by loud whimpers, making her take longer than usual to get her words out.

“Maybe we should give her a chance,” Alex said, as he looked over at his friend. Judging by the grin on his face, he had something wicked planned.

“Oh god, thank you, Sir,” Camille moaned, and the relief in her voice was clearly evident, forcing a moan of my own from me.

Alex put his foot between her thighs, pressing the toe of his shoe against her cunt, no doubt pushing the vibrator even more firmly against her sensitive flesh.

“You have until I count to twenty in my head to get yourself off, Camille. If you don’t manage it, then you will just have to wait until we are both fully satisfied before you will be allowed to cum.”

Oh fuck. I stared in amazement as my usually shy wife began humping a stranger’s foot with complete abandon. I’d never imagined Camille would do something like that, but damn, it was fucking sexy. Her voluptuous tits were bouncing with each movement of her hips while she rubbed herself frantically against the toe of Alex’s shoe.

I found myself holding my breath as I watched her, wondering if he would give her enough time to succeed. Camille’s moans were growing louder, and her skin was glistening with a thin layer of sweat which somehow made her look even more radiant that usual.

With Alex counting in his head, neither Camille nor I could know how close it was to the end of her time, and I knew it was unlikely he’d let her cum, regardless. That was all part of the game he was playing with her. But I still found myself cheering her on in my head, hoping she would make it to the finishing line in the twenty seconds she’d been given.

But as I’d expected, just as her body began tensing with an oncoming orgasm, Alex pulled his foot away. Camille let out a deep groan, and her body shuddered with the force of her frustration.

“Please, Sir. Just a little longer. I was so close. Please. I just needed a few more seconds.”

Alex chuckled and placed a hand on the back of her head, pushing her face down towards his shoe. “You had your twenty seconds, Camille, and you knew that was all you were allowed. Now you have to wait. And you can clean up the mess on my shoe, too.”

Without even a hint of hesitation, Camille began licking at the leather, which glistened with her juices. The moans coming from her were almost feral, and I could see just how fucking aroused she was by their control.

Fuck it. I couldn’t wait any longer. While my beautiful, sexy wife was licking her nectar from another man’s shoe, her bottom raised in the air as she did so, I opened my pants and pulled out my rigid cock. As soon as I wrapped my hand around it, I let out a groan of pleasure. It throbbed within my fist, and I stroked it while watching Camille.

As she licked Alex’s shoe, Liam moved behind her and ran a big dark hand over Camille’s rear end, caressing the globes of her ass for a moment before curling his fingers to dig the tips into her flesh. She let out another moan and arched her spine, pushing her ass higher in the air as if it was an offering. And it looked like an offering that Liam was more than willing to take.

He raised his hand in the air for a split second before bringing it down hard on her ass cheek, and she let out a sharp cry at the same time the sound of the smack filled the room. When he pulled his hand away, a big red handprint marked her flesh. Within seconds, there was a matching handprint on her other ass cheek, and the moans coming from my wanton wife were like the best fucking music to my ears. There was no doubt in my mind she was enjoying herself immensely.

But apparently that was all the spanking Camille was allowed for now, and Liam reached over to grab a handful of her hair and pull her back up into a kneeling position.

He reached around to her front, cupping her tits in his large hands and gently pinching at her hardened nipples. His touch was making Camille writhe helplessly, her hips bucking as the vibrator inside of her needy little cunt continued to tease her mercilessly.

“Don’t you dare cum, Camille,” Liam growled in her ear. “If you cum, we’ll make sure your ass is so sore that you won’t be able to sit down for a week. Do you understand, slut?”

Judging by the moan that emerged from my wife, it wasn’t the threat he’d thought it would be.

“Yes, Sir,” Camille moaned. “I understand.”

As Liam continued tormenting her nipples, Alex stepped towards her and pressed the head of his dick against her lips once more. Camille opened her mouth as soon as she felt it, sucking him eagerly as her entire body vibrated with her need. I could see the effect they were having on her even from where I was sitting.

My dick was throbbing in my hand, and I had to take a break from stroking, otherwise I was going to end up losing control before the two men got to the really fun part of the evening.

Camille was trying to say something, and even though she had a mouth full of cock, I’d have been willing to bet good money that she was begging for something.

Alex pulled out of her mouth. “Please fuck me, Sir,” she said, as soon as her mouth was empty. “I need it so badly. Please!”

He crouched down in front of her and took over, pinching and tugging on her nipples once Liam had moved his hands out of the way.

“Do you want me to fuck you because you want to be a pleasing little fucktoy and be filled with our cum?” Alex asked. “Or do you want me to fuck you because you think we’ll let you cum?”

Camille whimpered, but she didn’t reply. Suddenly, he gripped one of her nipples and twisted it hard, making her cry out with both surprise and pain. Despite the rough treatment, she seemed to be squirming more than ever, though.

“I asked a question, Camille, and I expect an answer.”

I moved forward in my seat, watching closely for any sign that it was all getting too much for my wife, but she didn’t look scared or overwhelmed.

“I... I need to cum, Sir,” she whimpered. “Please, just once.”

“Hmmm,” Liam mused as he remained crouched behind Camille. “I don’t think she’s realised that her purpose is to please us yet, Alex. Maybe she does need a proper spanking after all. I’m sure once her ass is bright red, she’ll be more focused on her purpose.”

Alex seemed to think it over for a moment, although I had no doubt this was all something they had planned out before they even entered the room.

“I think you might be right, Liam. Let’s go over to the bed.”

Alex stood and walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge of it, while Liam moved around to Camille’s front to easily pick her up and throw her over his shoulder. As he turned around, I got the perfect view of my wife’s dripping pussy, part of the pink toy outside of her body, and curled upwards so the vibrator would be against her clit. Her inner thighs were soaked with her arousal, and I let out a loud moan.

Liam laid Camille face down over Alex’s lap, her wrists still secured behind her back with the rope. She wriggled slightly, and Alex had to readjust the blindfold over her eyes, but she settled as soon as he placed his hand on the centre of her back. The whimpers were flowing freely from my wife, and I began stroking my dick slowly again while I watched.

“Ready for this, Camille?” Alex asked, running his other hand over her bare ass.

“Yes, Sir,” she said, although the words came out sounding like a moan.

Suddenly, the air was filled with the sound of Alex’s palm coming down hard on Camille’s ass over and over. Each smack made my wife jolt, and she cried out loudly, but she didn’t struggle at all.

“Oh god,” she moaned. As she spoke, I realised Liam had the remote control in his hand for the vibrator, and judging by the moans coming from Camille now, I could only assume he had increased the intensity of the toy.

Alex paused the spanking, reaching between her thighs to rub at her folds. “She’s so wet,” he said to Liam. “I think she’s enjoying the spanking.”

“Is that true, Camille?” Liam asked with a grin on his lips. “Are you enjoying being spanked like a naughty girl?”

Camille whimpered and hesitated a moment, before saying, “yes, Sir.”

It was hard to catch my breath as I watched them while Alex started spanking her ass again. Even from my chair in the corner, I could see her butt was a bright shade of red, and a part of me wondered if I should step in. It wasn’t easy watching another man hurting my wife, even though I’d known this was probably going to happen, but she really did look like she was enjoying it.

But after another couple of minutes, Alex stopped again. He ran his hand over her red ass cheeks, and she squirmed needily. It looked as if she was trying to grind herself against his thigh as she laid across him.

“Now let’s see if you’ve learned your lesson, Camille,” he said with a wide grin on his face. “What are you?”

“I’m a fucktoy for you and Liam, Sir,” she moaned without the slightest hint of hesitation.

“Good girl,” both men said at the same time, making Camille squirm even more.

“Do you think she’s earned her reward now?” Alex asked, looking up at Liam. “Or do you think we should tease her a little more?”

Liam was already unfastening his pants. “Feel free to carry on teasing her if you want, but I’m more than ready to feel her tight, wet little cunt on my dick.”

The tall black man got onto the bed, settling on his knees while he gripped Camille’s hips and pulled them upwards, until she was in a face down and ass up position across Alex’s lap. I heard a wet popping sound as the vibrator was pulled out of her pussy, then Liam was holding onto her hips as he guided himself into her wet and eager hole.

I stood up and walked around the edge of the room, to a position where I would have a better view, and I let out a moan as I watched Liam’s big black dick sliding slowly in and out of my wife. She was moaning loudly, obviously enjoying the feel of his cock stretching and filling her.

Alex reached beneath Camille, palming her breasts before teasing her nipples with the lightest of touches. “Tell us what you need, slut?” he growled.

“To be... fucked and... filled with cum!” she cried out, the words punctuated with little pauses each time Liam pushed his dick all the way inside her.

“Then don’t you think you should be begging Liam for what you need? We want to hear how much you crave to be a pretty little fucktoy, Camille.”

“Please, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, fuck me hard and fill me with cum. I need it. I need to be fucked and filled like a good slut. Please, Sir.”

“Good girl,” Liam grunted as he increased the pace of his hips, slamming harder and faster into my wife’s soaked pussy. “But it’s time for you to focus on pleasing both of us at the same time.”

He reached over and gripped her hair hard in his fist, using his hold on her to lift her head from the mattress and guide her mouth to Alex’s cock. As soon as she felt the swollen head against her lips, she parted them wide and began sucking hungrily.

With her hands tied behind her back, there was no way Camille could support herself. Luckily, she had four strong hands helping to hold her in place, as she had both her mouth and cunt used.

Fuck, she looked so beautiful, so helpless, and so damn hot. My dick was in my hand once more, and I pumped my fist up and down the length, feeling it throbbing. I was so fucking close, and I didn’t think I’d be able to hold back much longer.

The sounds of their grunts and moans filled the room, along with the scent of sex permeating everything. The sight of two naked men pounding away at my wife’s body only made me stroke myself faster. It was too much to handle, and I felt the pressure building up at the base of my spine.

My balls were tightening up, preparing for release. And then suddenly they exploded, sending ropes of my cum shooting out across the tiled floor. I moaned loudly, and for a moment, both the other men looked at me, flashing me a wicked grin, before they turned their attention back to my wife.

When I was finished, I quickly grabbed a towel from the bathroom and cleaned up the mess I’d made before settling into the armchair once more. Liam was slamming harder than ever into her tight pussy, grunting louder with each thrust, and soon enough he was losing control of himself, too. His muscular body tensed and shuddered as he pumped her pussy full of his cum.

Alex guided her mouth off his cock and brought her head back to the mattress beside his thigh so she was across his lap once more. From this angle, I could just see Alex’s hand sliding beneath her, rubbing at the sensitive spot between her thighs. “Now you can cum, Camille. Cum while your Dom fills you up with his seed.”

I wasn’t sure if it was the command or Alex’s touch that sent her over the edge, but the wailing sounds of pleasure she made as she shattered apart were unlike anything I’d ever heard before. Her entire body convulsed with the force of her orgasm, and her screams filled the air.

Then Liam was pulling out of her, and I could see the thick white cream leaking from her pussy. But he didn’t give her a moment to catch her breath. Instead, he picked her up again and laid her down on her back. It didn’t look comfortable with her hands tied behind her back, but she didn’t seem to mind too much as she instinctively spread her legs.

Alex quickly got between her thighs, his rock hard cock in his hand as he guided it to her dripping entrance. He teased the head up and down her folds, grinning as he watched her writhing and trying to wriggle her way onto his dick.

“Beg for it, slut,” he growled in a deep voice that made Camille whimper.

“Please fuck me, Sir. Please!”

Before the final word was even out of her mouth, Alex pushed his hips forward to plunge his erection deep into my wife’s pussy. She cried out with pleasure and spread her legs even wider beneath him, making it easier for him to take her even deeper.

Alex reached up and took the blindfold off Camille’s eyes, and she blinked rapidly in response to the light in the room flooding her senses once more. He gripped her hair in one hand and held her steady as he lowered his head, meeting her gaze intently.

“Tell me again, Camille,” he growled. “What are you?”

She let out a primal moan as she looked up into his eyes, unable to look away. “I’m a fucktoy, Sir. Please, use me like one. Please fuck me and fill me with cum.”

Alex grinned down at my wife, her tiny body pinned against the bed by his much larger frame. “Such a good girl. I didn’t even have to tell you to beg. You just do it naturally now. So here is your reward, slut.”

With that, he began moving his hips, sliding his dick slowly out of her until only the head remained, before plunging himself hard inside her. His forward thrust was powerful enough to make her gasp every time, but she never stopped staring up into his eyes. Even from here, I could see the glazed expression on her face, as if she was lost in the most intense bliss.

Liam was sitting on the side of the bed, watching them just as closely as I was. At least I didn’t seem to be the only voyeur in the room, and I had a feeling that anybody watching from the media room would be enjoying the show immensely.

Eventually, Alex picked up the pace of his thrusts, building the momentum until he was jack hammering her pussy, slamming her body deeper into the soft mattress each time. Camille’s moans were loud in the room, and I could see she was getting close to the edge.

“Please, Sir,” she cried out. “Please fill me with your cum. I need it. Please!”

I wasn’t sure I had ever heard her sound so desperate. Her entire body was trembling as she struggled to hold back her impending pleasure, knowing she needed to wait until Alex was cumming before she could find her own release.

I was holding my breath as I watched, mesmerised by how hot she looked being used so forcefully. Fuck, I was torn between wanting this to never end and wanting the two men to go so I could reclaim my wife.

Alex somehow managed to thrust even harder and faster into Camille’s pussy, and I could hear the wet sounds coming from between her thighs each time he pushed inside her.

“Good girl,” Alex grunted. “Cum for me, slut. Cum on my cock right now.”

I could see the relief on her face when he finally gave her permission to stop holding back. Her eyes rolled back and her body shuddered as an intense orgasm moved over her. At the same time, Alex threw his head back and let out a sound of pleasure that was almost animalistic. His body tensed and he held himself deep inside Camille’s cunt as he pumped it full of his cum.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the pair as they both let go and succumbed to the pleasure of one another’s bodies. It was such an intensely erotic experience, and I wished I hadn’t cum already so I could have shared it in some small way with them.

After a few long moments of them staring into each other’s eyes, Alex slowly pulled out of her, and Camille whimpered in a way that made me think she didn’t like being left empty.

Without saying a word, Alex gently took hold of Camille’s arms and pulled her up into a sitting position, and Liam moved behind her to begin untying the ropes on her wrist. As soon as she was upright, her eyes met mine, and she flashed me a smile that was nothing short of radiant.

I couldn’t wait to be back inside her, reclaiming her as my beautiful wife.
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Chapter Nine
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Camille:

As soon as Liam and Alex had said their goodbyes and left the room, Julian came to join me on the bed, where I was still laid as I tried to recover from the intensity of what had just happened. My husband was still fully clothed in his shirt and slacks, while I was naked, and he took me into his arms and pulled me close.

“Did you enjoy that, babe?” he asked in a soft voice.

A chuckle escaped me, and I nodded before nuzzling my face against his chest. Even after all the fun I’d just had with the two other men, this man was the one who felt like home.

“I did, my love,” I replied, my voice coming out hoarse.

Julian jumped up from the bed and went over to the small refrigerator that was stocked with drinks and snacks. He grabbed a bottle of water, opened it, then handed it to me before joining me on the bed again. I took it gratefully, gulping some down to alleviate my dry throat.

I placed the bottle down on the bedside table and turned back to my husband, brushing my lips gently against his. “How about you, my love? Did you enjoy watching it?”

His lips curled up into a wicked grin. “I loved it, babe. Especially the part where you were humping against Alex’s shoe. I’ll have to remember that for when we get home again.”

I groaned as embarrassment flooded me. Somehow I’d managed to forget all about that, and his reminder made my face burn. But I couldn’t deny it had been kind of fun, even if I wouldn’t admit that to Julian.

“Don’t you dare!” I said, giving his shoulder a playful shove.

He laughed. “Oh, Camille. It’s almost as if you think I couldn’t see how much you enjoyed it. Don’t think you can fool me.”

I rolled my eyes at him while laughing. My husband knew me far too well.

With a speed that surprised me, Julian flipped me over onto my stomach and smacked my ass hard. I yelped in surprise as a new wave of pain washed over my already sore flesh.

“Did you just roll your eyes at me, Camille?” he asked in a mock-serious tone. “Do that one more time, and I might have to smack your ass again.”

With a grin on my face, I turned to look at him over my shoulder, rolling my eyes slowly and deliberately so there could be no way he’d miss it.

He laughed and shook his head. “You were such a good girl for Alex and Liam, and now you’re going to be a brat for me?”

I giggled before flashing him the sweetest smile I could muster.

Julian muttered something under his breath that I couldn’t quite make out before bringing his hand down hard on my ass again. I cried out, but the sound of pain somehow morphed into a moan of pleasure as he brought his hand between my thighs.

“Luckily, I think I know how to deal with that bratty devil inside you, Camille. I think I just need to fuck it out of you.”

Julian slipped two fingers inside my pussy, which was still full of cum from Liam and Alex. I let out a moan, and my body melted into the mattress as I surrendered to his expert touch. Apparently, he was right. He did know exactly what to do to silence the brat in me.

He pumped his fingers in and out of me, curling his fingers just enough that his fingertips were rubbing against that sensitive spot deep inside with each thrust.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good. Please, don’t stop.”

With that, his fingers disappeared, leaving me empty and frustrated. I rolled over onto my back again, looking up at my husband, and he was making quick work of opening the buttons on his shirt. Oh, I didn’t mind him stopping if it meant he might be fucking me sooner.

I sat up on the bed, opening the fastenings on his slacks, wanting to help get him naked quicker. Once his shirt was off, Julian jumped up from the bed to push his slacks down; then he was on top of me, pinning me into the mattress with the weight of his body.

In my eagerness for my husband, I wrapped my arms and legs around him, trying to pull him closer. His cock was already rock hard and I could feel the solid length of it pressing against my slit.

My hands slid down his sides until I reached behind him and grabbed his ass, pulling him tighter to me. I wanted nothing more than to feel him inside me, feeling every inch of his dick slide into me as he plunged himself deeper. But it seemed he was in the mood to tease me.

He rocked his hips, sliding his rigid length up and down along my folds without ever entering me, his hard flesh gliding over my clit. It was just enough stimulation to send tingles through my body, but nowhere near enough to give me the orgasm I ached for.

“Please, Julian,” I moaned, moving my hips as much as I could beneath him in my attempt to get his cock inside me.

His lips curled up into a wicked grin as he stared down at me, his hands cupping my face while he held his weight up on his elbows. “If you want something, you need to use your words, Camille. I thought you’d already learned that tonight.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Julian did his best impression of Alex, just without the accent. But he kept up the teasing, slowly driving me insane with my need to cum.

“Please fuck me,” I whimpered, when it became all too obvious he really wasn’t going to give me what I needed until I asked for it.

As soon as those three simple little words escaped my mouth, Julian slammed forward, burying himself deep into my wet pussy. With a groan of satisfaction, he lowered his forehead against mine and began rocking his hips.

The sensation of being filled by his thick cock sent waves of pleasure coursing throughout my body, and I squeezed tight around him like some sort of desperate slut, eager for release. The friction created an incredible heat, sending flames licking across my skin as I felt myself getting close to climax.

“God, your pussy feels so fucking good when it’s so full of cum, baby,” Julian groaned, pumping his hips faster to slam his cock home hard and deep over and over again.

I held onto him tightly, the movements of our bodies causing my ass to rub against the cotton sheets. Even though they were luxuriously soft, it was still enough friction to leave my sore rear end burning. But I didn’t care about that. All I cared about was the pleasure that was quickly building inside me and threatening to explode.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum,” I cried out, a split second before I shattered apart. My entire world went white, exploding into blissful oblivion as my pussy pulsed around Julian’s cock, squeezing him tighter than ever through my climax.

He grunted loudly with each thrust, and I could tell by the way he was tense all over that he was close, too. He was holding back, but I didn’t want that.

“Fill me, Julian,” I moaned. “Please, I need it. Please, fill me with your cum and claim this pussy as yours again.”

Apparently, that was all he needed to hear. Julian’s body shuddered above mine as he thrust hard and deep inside me, his movements erratic as he unloaded himself inside me, shooting hot ropes of cum into my quivering pussy. I wrapped my legs around him even more tightly, using them to pull him as deep as I could in my desperate desire to join with him so completely.

Julian didn’t stop fucking me hard until we were both sated; then he went limp on top of me, pinning me even more firmly into the bed. We were both breathing hard, and Julian was grinning widely.

“God, you are so fucking sexy when you beg, Camille. I hope you know that’ll be happening much more often now.”

I groaned softly before bursting into a fit of giggles. “If it means I get fucked hard like that, I think I can live with a little begging.”

Julian laughed and slowly rolled off me, his cock slipping free of my sex as he did so. I whimpered softly, already missing the feel of him inside me.

He chuckled knowingly before pulling me back into his arms and holding me close as we laid in bed together. “I love you, Camille. And I’m happy you enjoyed tonight.”

I smiled and nuzzled closer in his embrace, growing too tired to talk much. “I love you too,” I murmured against his chest.

As Julian gently stroked my hair, I felt myself growing more and more tired, my body exhausted and aching in a blissful way that could only follow a night of being used hard multiple times. For a moment, I considered running a hot bath before bed, knowing it would help soothe my aching muscles, but I was too comfortable where I was. There was nowhere else I would rather be than in the arms of the man I loved with all my heart. 
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