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Her Ultimate Hotwife Trial

Cheryl’s special night with two black bulls is a huge success. Not only does Marc get to watch her being pleasured in a way most women can only dream about, he also films the action so they can relive it over and over.

Cheryl declares the night the highlight of her adventures, but a casual remark makes Marc suspect there’s something else she’d like to experience—being used and abused by multiple men. When pressed for details, she insists it’s something that should probably remain a fantasy.

Marc can’t stop thinking about her darkest desire. Could he stand to watch her being tag-teamed?

He’d been reluctant for her to have two men at once, but Cheryl had more than coped. Watching her do so had blown his mind, so wasn’t it his duty to arrange her ultimate trial of satisfying a group of horny men?
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1 - Used and Abused

Cheryl eventually caught up with all her extra cases, which meant she no longer needed to work during the evenings. It was now only four days away from her date with the two bulls her husband had arranged for her, and she thought it would be nice to go out to a bar and turn him on with a bit of dirty talk. So, after dinner, she changed into a cashmere off-the-shoulder jumper and a tight skirt that came to just above her knees. Her boobs were small and firm enough to forgo a bra and the cashmere just thick enough to prevent her nipples being too obvious.

Then she took one of her new purchases into the bathroom, along with some lube. A couple of minutes later, she stepped into her high-heeled shoes and headed downstairs.

Marc was watching TV when she walked into the living room. He did a double take, then muted the TV and stared wide-eyed at her outfit. “Wow, you look…” He frowned. “Did you tell me you were going out?”

“No, I decided to surprise you.”

“Oh.”

She could see his mind racing and decided to tease him a little. “I thought I’d go out to a bar and pick up a guy, then come home and tell you what I let him do to me.”

Marc’s mouth opened as if to speak, but no words came out.

“Is that okay?” she asked sweetly.

He took a breath and gave a half-shrug. “Where will you go?”

“Maybe The Duke.”

“What? You can’t go in there and start flashing your eyes at—”

Unable to keep a straight face any longer, Cheryl burst out laughing. “You should see your face.” She struggled to get her breathing under control. “I thought we could both go to The Duke, and I’ll only flirt with you. Then you can bring me home and do anything you want to me.”

“That was...” He shook his head disparagingly as he stood up. “You bitch, you nearly gave me heart failure.”

Cheryl stepped close, running her hand over his crotch. “Which would you prefer, us going out together or me going out on my own?”

“If you’re going out to our local, I think it’s better we go together.”

“Hmm, I suppose you’re right. Are you okay going like that?”

Marc glanced down at himself. “I’ll change my shirt.”

Five minutes later, they were walking hand-in-hand down the road towards their local. With each step, Cheryl experienced a weird thrill.

“I have a confession,” she whispered.

“No panties?”

She stopped on the pavement and turned towards him. “I do have panties on.” She lowered her voice. “And I’ve also got a butt plug in.”

He blinked. “What?”

“I said I’ve—”

“I heard you. What I meant was, why have you got a plug up your arse?”

“I’ll tell you in the pub, but I thought you should know now because I may not be able to sit down when we get there.”

Marc laughed as they resumed walking.

The pub was relatively quiet when they arrived. Cheryl stood by an empty high table surrounded by stools while Marc went to get their drinks. After returning with her wine, he took a gulp of his beer, hopped up on one of the stools and glanced around to make sure nobody was within earshot. “So, shall we talk about Saturday night?”

“If you like.”

“You’ll be taking on two men.”

“Hmm.”

“And I assume—” he nodded at the vacant stool next to her “—that you intend taking them both at the same time, and not just one after the other.”

He’s good. “Yes, that’s what I’d like.”

Marc nodded, though he suddenly looked apprehensive. “I’ve seen pictures of these guys. They’re both well over six foot and built like a brick shithouse.”

“You’re making me wet.”

“What I’m saying is, although none of the photos showed them completely naked, their cotton boxers clearly showed the outlines of—”

“Let’s see how it goes, shall we?” Cheryl held his gaze, then shrugged. “I’m sure nearly every woman fantasises about what you’ve arranged, but only a few get to fulfil the fantasy.” She reached out and held his hand. “And I’m guessing an even smaller percentage are lucky enough to have a husband who’s happy for them to do it.”

Marc squeezed her hand. “I want you to have as much fun as you can get, but I don’t want to see you get hurt.”

She smiled, touched by his concern. “I’ve bought two butt plugs.”

He blanched. “There’s no way I’m having one of them shoved—”

“They’re not for you, you dork!” She laughed and slapped his arm. “They’re both for me, but different sizes. I have the smaller one in now, and it feels okay.” She backed up to a stool and lifted herself onto it. Fighting an involuntary clench, she shuffled her bum from side to side and settled into a relatively comfortable position. “I thought I’d wear this one tonight, and maybe when we get home I’ll take it out and you can replace it with something bigger and warmer.”

He stared wide eyed.

She smiled and leaned forward. “Would you do that for me?”

He nodded enthusiastically.

“Thought you might. Then, for the rest of the week, I’ll wear the larger one for a couple of hours a day.”

“At work?”

“God no.” Cheryl shuddered at the thought of conversing with the senior partners with a butt plug fitted. She took a sip of her drink. “But I keep thinking if this is the only time I’ll ever take two men at the same time, I should make the most of it.”

Marc smiled. “That’s funny, because I keep thinking that once you’ve experienced two men at the same time, you’ll never be satisfied with just me.”

“That’s not true, and you know it.”

“I hope so.” He squeezed her hand again. “So, apart from loosening your sphincter, have you got anything else planned before Saturday night?”

Cheryl giggled, glancing around to make sure nobody had overheard him. “I’ve booked to get my legs waxed on Friday.”

“Just your legs?” He bounced his eyebrows.

“I’ll also be getting my bikini line waxed, thanks for asking.”

“Not going for a Brazilian?”

“No, I like my little triangle.” She frowned. “Don’t you?”

“Yeah, I love it.”

“Good.” She took another sip of wine, then decided to tell him her other plan. “I don’t want you to masturbate while you watch me on Saturday.”

“Okay.” He glanced around, then leaned closer. “I’ll be happy not to expose my white worm in the presence of two black pythons.”

“It’s nothing to do with that. It’s because I’ll want you to keep your hand steady.”

“Huh?”

“I want you to video it using your phone.”

“Really?”

“Mm-hmm.” She licked her lips. “I’d like to watch it afterwards.”

“Okay. It seems you’ve given the evening quite a bit of thought.”

“To be honest, it’s been hard concentrating on anything else. I’m not going to tell you the details, but Saturday night’s not just about me. It’s for you as well, and I want you to enjoy what you see.”

“If seeing you take Max is anything to go by, I’ll enjoy Saturday a lot.”

“So you’re finally admitting you got a thrill from seeing Max’s dick?”

He chuckled. “No, but I got a big thrill out of seeing you take it.”

“Was seeing me take Max’s any more thrilling than when you watched me fuck Gavin?”

“Oh yeah.” Apparently embarrassed by his enthusiasm, he gave a little half-shrug. “It was just.. I felt a kind of—”

“Penis envy?”

He laughed. “Not exactly, though obviously I’d happily trade cocks with Max. It’s just kind of…” He gave yet another shrug.

“Marc, we’re not keeping secrets, remember?”

He sighed. “Seeing you take a cock is arousing. After seeing you with Gavin, it was easy for me to imagine how sexy you’d have looked with 007 and the Texan.”

She nodded, flattered that the thought of her with another man was so arousing for him that he didn’t need to be there to witness it.

“But seeing you take someone as big as Max was especially arousing. Not just because of your expressions—which were really sexy, by the way—but the way you moved your body. I imagined I could see inside you, see your bits being spread open by the big rod of flesh filling you up. Just knowing that…” He shook his head.

“Tell me.”

“Just knowing that you were getting the sort of fucking that I could never give you really turned me on.”

This was a huge surprise. “I’ve never said—”

“It’s not a problem. It’s a turn-on. Seeing you take a cock like that, knowing it’s touching parts I never reach…” He leaned closer to whisper. “Knowing it’s spraying cum further into your body than I ever had...”

Cheryl stared at him. She was momentarily speechless, but incredibly horny.

Marc smiled. “That’s why I’m excited about Saturday. You’ll be taking two cocks like Max’s.”

“Take me home.” She downed her drink and stood up.

Marc left his beer unfinished and they headed out of the bar. During the short walk, she ran her hand over his crotch, pleased that he was already semi-hard. As soon as they were inside, he pressed her against the front door and kissed her, running his hand up her jumper to grope her bare breasts before pushing it down the back of her skirt and pressing his fingers against the end of the butt plug. The extra pressure made her groan.

“Upstairs,” she growled.

In the bedroom he lifted off her jumper, undid her skirt and then, dropping to his knees, pulled down her panties. He moved his hand up towards her bum, but she shook her head.

“I’m going to leave it in for a while. I want you to fuck me first.” Hopefully, she might be able to squirt again.

Marc quickly stripped as Cheryl got into bed. He climbed on top of her, traced the tip of his cock through her drenched folds a couple of times and pushed in.

The butt-plug crammed everything together and made her feel fuller. As he slid slowly in and out, every point of contact felt more sensitive, every pleasure intensified.

“That’s so good.” She moved with him, holding onto his waist. “Does it feel good for you?”

He nodded, breathing through his mouth.

“Oh, just give me that for a little longer and I’ll… Aah!”

Her orgasm seemed to originate deep in her core and then burst throughout her entire body. Even her fingers and toes clenched. Marc maintained the same rhythm as she trembled and jerked.

When her climax subsided, Marc stilled and pulled out.

Cheryl removed the plug, wrapped it in a tissue and stared up at him. “How do you want me?”

“Like this, so I can watch your face.”

Cheryl lifted her legs and rested them over his shoulders. She raised her hips as high as she could, and Marc positioned the tip of his wet cock at her already loosened and lubed anus.

Looking only into his eyes, she held her breath as he slowly pushed in. There was minimal resistance and she soon felt his balls against her skin.

“God, you’re so hot and tight. And wet.”

“That’s the lube. Does it feel good?”

He let out a breathy groan. “Oh yeah. Is it okay for you?”

“Uh-huh.” She began to rock her hips. “So come on, use it.”

He gave her a puzzled look.

“I’m your fuck-toy. Use my hot, tight hole to get yourself off.”

He shook his head.

“It’s what I want. I’m a desperate slut, remember?”

“No, you’re—”

“I am tonight, and I will be on Saturday.” She held his face in her palms and looked into his eyes. “Fuck me hard and don’t stop until you’ve come. It’s what I want.”

Marc pumped his hips, but she wanted it harder and faster. She used her knees to pull him closer, and was soon kicking his back with her feet, grunting with each thrust. She saw his nostrils flare and felt his cock twitch, then heat flooded her body. She wanted to rub her clit but it was impossible while she was doubled over, so instead she watched her husband’s face as he emptied himself inside her. Once finished, he pulled out and gently kissed her forehead. They showered together and then settled down beneath the quilt.

As Cheryl waited for sleep to take her, she tried to imagine what it would be like on Saturday night. Marc and the plug had been a squeeze, so what would it be like having two huge cocks? Could she actually stretch that much?

* * * *

The Airbnb in Nottingham was a modern detached house on a quiet, leafy road. After dropping off their bags, they drove around until they found somewhere to have lunch.

“What’s the plan for later?” Cheryl asked.

“I’ve given them the address and suggested eight o’clock.”

“Wouldn’t you rather meet in a bar first, like we did in Brighton?”

Marc frowned. “In Brighton we were meeting another couple. Here we’re meeting two big guys, and I didn’t want everyone guessing what’s going down.”

She wasn’t sure she liked the implication. “Does that mean every time you see a woman having a drink with three men, you assume they’re going to end up in some kinky scenario?”

“No, I just thought…” He shrugged, obviously embarrassed. “I don’t know the bars in the area, and I thought it’d be easier all round if we just met at the house.”

Thinking about it, Cheryl accepted this was probably the most convenient way for them all to meet. She hadn’t told Marc what she planned to wear, nor had she told him what she intended asking the men to do.

Half an hour before the bulls were due to arrive, she checked her reflection in the bedroom mirror. She’d pinned her hair up and applied thick mascara and bright red lip-gloss. Her outfit consisted of a grey two-piece suit over a black basque and stockings, with neither a blouse nor panties. Her stilettos were so high she struggled to walk down the open stairs leading directly into the living room.

Marc let out a long exhale when he saw her. “Wow, you look sexy as fuck.”

“I’m going for the uptown girl look, remember?”

“Oh yeah. Where you’re used and abused by a backstreet guy.”

“Backstreet guys, actually. Is your phone fully charged?”

“Yep. I’ve also put in a bigger memory card to make sure I don’t run out of storage space.”

“I hope I don’t run out of storage space!” Cheryl smiled. “Right, is the wine chilled?” She sat in an armchair while Marc went to get her drink. When he returned, she crossed her legs and raised her knee enough so that he could see her stocking-tops. She smiled at his expression. “You approve?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Good. Like I told you, tonight’s just as much about giving you what you want to see.”

“You look a lot less nervous than I feel.”

“My heart’s pounding, but I’m trying not to show it.”

He nodded. “I had a chat about condoms with them.”

“Oh?”

“They’re happy to use them but assure me they’re both STD-clear and have regular check-ups.”

A tingling developed in her stomach. “What would you prefer, sheathed or bare?”

“It’s your body, so it’s your decision.”

She bit her lip. Condoms would be the sensible, responsible option, but… “What if I want you to decide for me?”

Marc frowned. “I don’t think it’s my place to make that call.”

“You said you like the idea of them firing their cum deeper than I’ve had it before.”

He nodded. “I do.”

Her heart pounded even faster. “So… you wouldn’t hate me if I said I wanted to take them raw?”

“No. Not at all.”

A shiver ran through her. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

The ringing doorbell made them both jump. As Marc went to the door, Cheryl stood up and waited in the middle of the lounge. Marc came in first, followed by two huge black men, both at least six-four and so wide across the shoulders they filled the doorway. Both had shaved heads.

“Cheryl, I’d like you to meet Kelvin and Ed.”

She smiled up at them, feeling dwarfed despite her four-inch heels. “Hi.”

Kelvin looked the older of the two, around Cheryl’s age or maybe even forty. He had a close-clipped goatee and a wide, handsome face. Ed was lighter skinned with sensuous lips and almond-shaped eyes. Both had a firm grip and rough hands.

“Can I get you guys a drink?” Marc asked.

“Beer would be good,” Kelvin said. Ed nodded, and Marc disappeared into the kitchen, leaving Cheryl alone with the two guys who were here to fuck her. She decided to lay out her plan to them.

“So,” she said, happy to see both men glancing down at her body. “Tonight’s not just about me getting the best time of my life.”

The bulls gave confident smiles.

“I want to give my husband something to remember. Are you okay with us filming what happens?”

Both nodded.

“I promise it’ll never show up anywhere, it’ll just be for our own private viewing.”

“No problem,” Kelvin said. “We’re all over the internet if you know where to look.”

She laughed. “Well, I’m not, and that’s how I intend to keep it. So, tonight…” She glanced from one to the other. “I want to experience a few things, but first I want you both to use me. I want you to fuck my mouth, I want you to fuck my pussy, and I want to you spit-roast me. But I want to keep my suit on, and I want you both to finish on my face. Do you think you could do that for me?”

The men glanced at each other, incredulous, then looked back at her, nodding vigorously.

“Hell, yeah,” Kelvin said.

Marc returned and handed the guys a bottle each.

She watched them both take a gulp, then said, “Marc tells me you’re happy to forgo condoms, is that right?”

Both men nodded again.

“Okay. Well, when you boys have finished your beers, I’ll be waiting for you in the bedroom.” With that, Cheryl smiled sweetly and crossed the room. Her legs were shaking so much, she needed to hold onto the banister as she walked upstairs.

───Ξ───
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2 – Everything and More

Marc noticed that Kelvin and Ed’s eyes were fixed on his wife’s backside and legs as she walked up the stairs.

Kelvin looked at Marc and raised his eyebrows. “Man, you’re one lucky guy.”

“I know.” He nodded toward their beer bottles. “And as soon as you’re ready, you two can get lucky as well.”

The two men took another gulp of their beers, then put the half-full bottles on a side table. “Lead the way,” Kelvin said.

With a knot in his stomach, Marc led the two huge bulls upstairs to where his beautiful wife was waiting to take them both on. He pushed open the bedroom door and stood aside before following them in.

Cheryl was sitting on the end of the bed. She beckoned the bulls closer. Once they stood in front of her, she unfastened both pairs of trousers and glanced up at Marc. “Got your phone ready?”

He nodded, wondering how she felt at that very moment. If she was nervous, she hid it well. Marc focused the camera as his wife slipped a hand into Kelvin’s shorts and pulled out his cock. Though not yet fully hard, it looked big and meaty in her small, pale hands.

Cheryl looked up into Kelvin’s face and pumped his cock. It grew even bigger as it hardened. Releasing it, she turned to take out Ed’s, which was a shade or two lighter but equally impressive. He was already hard by the time she wrapped her fingers around the shaft.

Marc kept his eyes on the phone screen; both cocks looked as big as Max’s.

Now with a cock in each hand, Cheryl slowly pumped them, looking from Kelvin to Ed. “I think it’s time for you to show me all those muscles.”

Both bulls peeled off their sweaters to reveal ripped torsos, thick arms and bulging shoulders. Cheryl bit her lip. The men kicked off their shoes, pushed down their trousers and stepped out of them. Ed was completely naked, and Kelvin wore only a pair of white sports socks.

Still holding their cocks, Cheryl glanced directly into the lens of Marc’s phone before sliding off the bed to kneel on the floor between the two bulls. She took the fat tip of Kelvin’s dick into her mouth.

Marc zoomed in, the screen now filled with Cheryl’s face. Her lips stretched wide around the thick, black cock. She looked up into her bull’s face as she bobbed her head, leaving shiny saliva trails on the top third of his shaft.

Still pumping Kelvin’s wet cock, Cheryl opened her red-glossed lips and took Ed’s as far into her mouth as she could manage. As she sucked, she turned her eyes to the camera. Marc thought she’d never looked sexier.

She returned her attention to Kelvin, running her tongue down the thick shaft and sucking his balls before taking him back into her mouth. Then it was Ed’s turn. Marc captured every detail, including the bulls’ quiet murmurs and the slurps of his wife’s eager, slutty mouth.

The recording time on the screen showed that Cheryl had been sucking their dicks for five minutes and thirty-eight seconds when she rearranged herself to kneel across the bed, with free space on either side of the mattress. She looked at the bulls, who seemed to know exactly what she wanted. Ed threaded his fingers through her hair while Kelvin walked around to stand behind her.

Marc moved a little closer and adjusted the image until Cheryl was in the centre of the frame. As Ed fed his cock back into her mouth, Kelvin lifted her skirt to reveal stocking tops and suspenders. A smile creased his face when he saw she wasn’t wearing panties. He ran a huge hand over her firm, pale backside, then knelt on the bed and lined his cock up between her legs.

Wanting to capture both the entry and Cheryl’s expression, Marc stayed where he was and kept all the participants in the shot. As Kelvin pushed his hips forward, Cheryl groaned around the cock in her mouth. Kelvin pulled back, the top half of his shaft now slick. He pushed in deeper. Cheryl released Ed’s cock and hung her head down, her eyes squeezed shut and her open mouth taking in short breaths.

Kelvin pulled back and slowly pushed deep again. Cheryl raised her head and opened her mouth in invitation. Marc’s stomach cramped and his balls ached as he watched his beautiful wife being spit-roasted. He’d fantasised about this, but the reality was so much hotter.

Marc stepped to his left and zoomed in on Kelvin’s huge cock sliding in and out of her stretched-out cunt, the entire shaft now slick and shiny. Then he took several steps to the right and focused on her face as she pleasured Ed with her mouth. Cheryl was taking more into her mouth than Marc thought possible. He could see the bulge in her neck as she deepthroated him. The room throbbed with the scents and sounds of sex.

The two bulls swapped places. As they passed at the foot of the bed, Cheryl looked up into the camera. Her eyes weren’t unfocused like they had been with Max. This time they shone with lust.

Ed aligned his cock and slid all the way in with a single lunge. Marc managed to capture his wife’s grunt and wide-eyed expression before Kelvin pushed his cock into her mouth.

After less than a minute of Ed spearing her, Cheryl’s moans rose in pitch. As sexy as it was to see Ed’s cock ploughing in and out, Marc decided to capture Cheryl’s face when she came.

Her moans became stifled grunts. She released Kelvin’s cock from her mouth. With a mixture of envy, arousal and pride, Marc stared at the image of his wife on the screen, tendrils of hair hanging on either side of her beautiful face. She opened her eyes just before she came, letting out a long, breathy moan. She sobbed, looking almost tearful, then gripped Kelvin’s cock and took it back between her lips. As she groaned and mumbled through the rest of her orgasm, she bounced her head on one cock while pushing herself back onto the other.

Marc thought the term ‘desperate slut’ had never seemed more appropriate.

Kelvin and Ed glanced at each other, then stepped back. Cheryl opened her eyes, quickly got off the bed and kneeled on the floor. Moving almost in synchrony, the bulls moved to stand in front of her, leaving exactly enough space between them to allow Cheryl to look directly into the camera. She opened her mouth wide as Kelvin and Ed pumped their cocks.

Ed came first, sending a thick creamy rope arcing through the air and onto Cheryl’s forehead. His second spurt had just hit her cheek when Kelvin ejaculated into her open mouth. She didn’t swallow but let it spill over her lower lip and run down her chin. Marc could no longer make out who came where as both cocks kept shooting more cum onto his wife’s face. It was everywhere, caking one eye closed, running from her open mouth and dripping off her chin. There were splatters on her neck, chest, jacket and skirt.

When they’d finished, Cheryl blinked both eyes open, took Kelvin’s cock into her mouth and sucked it clean, then did the same to Ed’s. Finally, without wiping any of the mess from her face, she looked directly into the camera.

“Okay,” she said, “I guess that’s the end of Act One.”

Marc stopped the recording.

Cheryl got up and smiled at the bulls. “I’ll just go and clean my face. Why don’t you wait for me on the bed?”

After she’d left the bedroom, Marc felt a little awkward standing with two naked men. Not only were they physically intimidating, they’d both just fucked his wife and blown their loads all over her face.

Kelvin evidently didn’t share his discomfort. “Man, she’s hot.”

Marc nodded. His entire body was tense, and his underwear was soaked. He tried not to stare as the two bulls lazed on the bed. Their cocks were no longer rigid, but still substantial.

Cheryl returned a couple of minutes later. She’d removed the suit but kept the basque, stockings and high heels. Having cleaned her face, she’d re-applied lip-gloss and let down her hair. She looked wonderful.

Marc raised his phone and recorded her climbing onto the bed between the two men. She leaned over and kissed Ed, running her hand down his muscular body until her fingers encircled his cock. They kissed noisily for about a minute, her hand constantly squeezing and stroking him. She eventually broke the kiss to turned her attention to Kelvin.

Now gripping a stiff cock in each hand, she looked directly into Marc’s lens. “I think we’re ready for Act Two.”

For the following thirty-nine minutes, Marc captured the two bulls pleasuring his wife. They lifted and repositioned her on the bed as if she weighed nothing, taking turns to indulge themselves with her eager body. Marc held his breath as Kelvin’s fingers lubed and stretched Cheryl’s backside before the men fulfilled her fantasy with the double-penetration. Marc watched the proceedings, his stomach knotted with anxiety and his cock swollen with desire. The finale was spectacular, with Cheryl squirting before both bulls came inside her. Cheryl declared Act Two was over and suggested they take a shower.

After the three had gone to the bathroom, Marc surreptitiously took out his engorged cock and wanked himself off into a wad of tissues. His orgasm was quick and powerful, the release of tension rendering him lightheaded. Gulping in deep breaths, he quickly tucked himself away and binned the tissues. In preparation for Act Three, he took the wet bedspread downstairs and left it by the washing machine. He grabbed a wine refill, opened three fresh beers, and jogged back to the bedroom. He could still hear the shower running.

He peeked inside the bathroom. Cheryl’s discarded basque and stockings lay on the tiled floor. Steam filled the air and partially obscured the three bodies standing in the large walk-in shower. Without her high heels, Cheryl looked tiny between the two massive bulls as they washed her, their dark hands sliding all over her pale body. Marc decided to record them caressing and teasing her breasts, stomach and backside. This footage was tame compared to what he’d caught on video already, but it really emphasised the difference in their relative sizes. None of the action he’d shot so far showed them all standing up. Once the jets were finally turned off, Marc returned to the bedroom and waited, sipping his beer.

Kelvin and Ed walked in first, obviously comfortable with the way they looked naked. Understandable. Both men had incredible physiques. Cheryl came in last, totally naked with her wet hair tousled from towel-drying it.

She smiled her thanks on seeing the glass of wine and raised it in a toast. “To the two handsome studs who’ve given me everything a woman could want, and to my wonderful husband who arranged it for me.” She looked into his eyes. “Thank you. You give me everything and more.”

Marc blinked, stunned by her words. He smiled self-consciously, glancing at the two bulls as they drank to her toast.

Cheryl finished her wine in record time, placed the glass back on the dressing table and walked over to the bed. Turning to face the bulls, she tilted her head on one side. “Whenever you're ready.”

“Any particular requests?” Kelvin asked.

“I’m sure you’ll think of something.” Cheryl climbed onto the bed and lay on her back, propped up on her elbows. Holding Kelvin’s gaze, she slowly parted her legs.

The bulls approached the bed and Marc started to record another videoclip.

Kelvin knelt between Cheryl’s spread legs as Ed climbed on the bed next to her hip. As the first bull ran his hands up and down her legs, the second stroked her stomach and breasts. This wasn’t something Marc had expected; he thought he’d be watching his wife either fucking or sucking. Seeing her getting stroked and pleasured in this way was an added bonus.

Cheryl let out a soft whimper as Kelvin lowered his mouth to her sex. Ed bent over her face and trailed kisses down her lips, neck and chest before taking a nipple into his mouth. As the minutes ticked by, Cheryl’s writhing became more animated.

“Fuck me,” she rasped, lewdly pushing her hips up and down. “Take it in turns. Bend me anyway you want and use me.”

They did.

Marc captured it all on video, worrying that Cheryl must be sore from the onslaught. The timer told Marc that Act Three had lasted over twenty-three minutes so far, during which Cheryl had come at least three times, possibly four. His phone battery icon flashed. Marc held his breath, hoping it would last a little longer.

Cheryl lay flat on her back with her head on the pillows, arms and legs stretched wide like a sacrifice. Ed stood aside as Kelvin climbed between her spread thighs. He fucked her hard for a short time then held still, his balls jumping in the sac. He pulled out and Ed immediately took his place. He fucked her just as hard and came quickly. Marc guessed they’d coordinated it so they were both ready to blow at around the same time.

Ed climbed off the bed. Marc aimed the camera at his wife’s sex and zoomed in for a close-up as their cum ran out between her puffy lips. The flashing battery icon turned red.

Kelvin looked over Marc’s shoulder at the phone screen and patted him on the back. “I think you’ll have a lot of fun watching that again.”

Marc nodded. A few seconds after he’d aimed the camera at his wife’s exhausted face, the battery finally died and the phone shut down. The show was well and truly over.

Kelvin and Ed pulled their clothes on. Cheryl smiled at them but made no move to get up and see them out. The three men left the bedroom with Cheryl still sprawled on the bed.

Once downstairs, Marc shook the bulls by the hand and thanked them.

Kelvin smiled broadly. “It was our pleasure. If you want a repeat performance, you’ve got my number.”

As the bulls made their way down the drive, Marc locked the front door and returned to the bedroom. Cheryl was still in the same position, a sticky puddle soaking into the sheet beneath her spread legs. Strands of hair were stuck to her sweat-covered face.

She looked up at Marc. “Do you need to come?”

He shook his head. “No.”

She frowned. “You sure? You can do anything you want. Just choose wherever and—”

“I can wait.” He smiled. “I jerked off while you were all in the shower.”

“Really? That’s good.” She smiled. “Thanks for telling me. I’d have felt guilty if I thought you had blue balls after all the fun I had.”

He sat on the bed and bent to kiss her forehead. “Was it as good as you’d hoped?”

“Better. It was…” She shook her head and let out a long, satisfied sigh. “Fucking amazing.”

“Good. Do you want me to run you a bath?”

“Yes please.”

* * * *

Marc woke with a raging hard-on. His dreams had been filled with images of Cheryl having sex. Some of the scenes were collages from things he’d actually witnessed—with Kelvin, Ed, Max, Trudi and Gavin—while others were conjured from his own imagination. It was still early, so he slipped out of bed and pulled on a t-shirt, leaving Cheryl to get more rest. He took his fully charged phone downstairs, stuck the bedspread in the machine and made coffee. At the kitchen island, he sipped while flicking through the videoclips. The picture quality was excellent, though the same couldn’t be said for the cinematography; in several places, there was considerable camera shake.

“I hope you’re not watching the videos without me.”

He looked up to see Cheryl standing in the kitchen doorway. She wore his shirt from the previous evening, her nipples pressed sexily against the thin cotton, her legs and feet bare. “No,” he said with a smile. “Just skimming to make sure I managed to actually record it.”

“Ah, good.” Stepping into the unfamiliar kitchen, she frowned. “Where are the cups?”

“Sit down, I’ll make it. Tea or coffee?”

“Coffee please.” She grinned. “I like it black and strong, like my men.”

Marc sniggered. “I wondered how long it’d take for you to use that line.” He turned serious. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m okay. A bit tender in parts, but…” She shrugged. “I got exactly what I asked for, so I can’t complain.”

He nodded. “Do you want anything to eat?”

“No thanks.”

They sat and sipped their drinks in silence for a few moments. Marc had a hundred questions he wanted to ask but was mindful that Cheryl probably needed time to process what had taken place.

Finally, she shook her hair back and looked him in the eye. “What did you think of the evening?”

“I could use your ‘I got what I wanted so I can’t complain’ line.”

“And what was it you wanted?”

“To see you being used by two men much bigger than you. You know, the tiny, gorgeous elf being taken by big ugly monsters.”

“They were big, but they weren’t ugly. Both were very handsome, especially Ed. He could be a model with his looks and body.”

“That makes me feel so much better.”

She laughed. “Shall we watch it now?”

“I was going to upload it to the cloud then we could watch it on my laptop.”

She shook her head. “Let’s keep it away from anywhere that might be hacked. We can watch it on your phone for now, and maybe transfer it to a hard drive when we get home.”

“Okay. Here?”

“Let’s go through to the living room.” Cheryl picked up her mug and led the way to the large L-shaped couch. Marc sat next to her and started the first video. The image of Cheryl sitting on the end of the bed in her suit, nylons and heels filled the screen.

“Wow, the picture’s really clear.”

“Yeah.”

They watched in silence as Screen-Cheryl unfastened the bulls’ trousers and fished out their cocks. When both men were naked, Cheryl leaned closer to the laptop. “They really had great bodies, didn’t they?”

Marc nodded, unable to look away as his screen wife took Kelvin into her mouth. As the image of her lips stretching around the big black cock filled the screen, Cheryl blinked.

“I didn’t know you were zooming in. That looks…”

“Sexy.” Marc glanced into his wife’s eyes and smiled. “You looked amazingly sexy.”

They watched her move up onto the bed, where the bulls spit-roasted her. Marc already had another hard-on but there was a question he needed to ask. He paused playback just as the men withdrew.

“This bit seems almost choreographed.”

Cheryl nodded. “When they first arrived, while you were getting the drinks, I asked them to do this.” She turned to him. “I thought it’d be something you’d like to see.”

“I did. It was really hot. I just hadn’t been expecting it straightaway. It was a nice surprise.” He restarted the clip, and they both watched in silence as the bulls jacked off on either side of the kneeling Cheryl.

She gasped as she watched her face getting splattered. “God, that’s pornographic.”

Again, Marc couldn’t take his eyes off the screen as he watched Kelvin and Ed coating her face with jism. “Will your suit be ruined?”

She laughed and shook her head. “No, but you’re going to be the one who takes it to the cleaners. Tell them it’s yoghurt or something.”

They watched to the end of ‘Act One’.

When playback stopped, she stared at the screen for a few seconds before turning to look at him. “Nobody can ever see these films.”

“I’m going to watch them a lot.”

She bit her lip. “I look sexier than I imagined.”

“You’re the sexiest woman I know, but I don’t need videos to tell me that.”

“Are you horny?”

“Incredibly, but it’s okay if you’re—”

She climbed onto his lap and raised up the shirt. “I’m not that sore, and I’m guessing it won’t last long.”

“Cheryl, you don’t have to—”

“Shut up and get your dick out.”

He did so, and she pulled the gusset of her panties aside and lowered herself onto him. Marc let out a sigh and slipped his arms around her back.

She rocked her hips and nuzzled his ear. “Don’t hold back.”

“I couldn’t if I tried.”

“Good. Just let it go whenever you’re ready.” It took less than two minutes of her slow undulations to coax him to a shuddering climax. Cheryl cooed and kissed his face until he’d finished, then leaned back and smiled at him. “Better now?”

He nodded. “Do you want me to—?”

She shook her head. “No, I’m fine. Shall we have some breakfast before we watch the next one?”

“Okay. I’ll just put the bedspread in the tumble dryer.”

Cheryl giggled. “You’d make someone a wonderful wife.”

“Are you suggesting I’m your sissy bitch?”

She frowned and shook her head. “No. You’re my husband, who I love and appreciate more than anything else in the world.”

Marc smiled, relieved.
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3 – A Dirty Matinee

Cheryl was pleased when Marc suggested they go out for breakfast. They drove towards the city centre and the first place they came to was an American-style diner. Having worked up quite an appetite over the last twelve hours, she ordered herself pancakes with maple syrup. Marc ordered himself a Full English.

While waiting for their food, she looked around at the other customers. Most were younger, and nearly all of them had laptops or were using their phones. “I guess this place is popular with students for the free wi-fi,” she said.

Marc nodded. “Maybe we could make their day and stream your videos to them all.”

“I think not.” She had an idea. “Rather than staying in Nottingham for the day, let’s go back to London after breakfast, then watch the other clips this afternoon in the comfort of our own home.”

He nodded. “Fine with me.”

After breakfast they went back to the Airbnb. While Marc put the clean cover on the bed and tidied away the empty bottles, Cheryl packed the cum-splattered suit, laddered stockings and four-inch stilettos into her bag. She smiled to herself, wondering what Jeffrey would say if she wore them for work the following day. The old bugger would probably have a heart attack.

Cheryl dozed in the car, then felt guilty when she realised she’d slept for most of the two-hour journey. “Sorry,” she said. “I must have dropped off.”

“No problem.” He smiled. “I wiped the drool from your chin a couple of times, then stopped for a piss in Luton and left you snoring in the car.”

Momentarily shocked, she saw his smile and knew he was joking. “Well, I had a hard night.”

“I know.”

Once home, they quickly unpacked. Marc set up his laptop on the coffee table in front of the couch in the living room and said he was going to mirror his phone to the laptop.

“What does that mean?” she asked.

“It means we can watch you getting nailed on a bigger screen.”

“Good, because after my last two playdates, I think I’m becoming a size queen.”

He smiled. “Shall I get the popcorn?”

“If you’re lucky, I’ll pop your corn later.” She settled onto the couch next to him and waited, apprehensive but excited.

Marc pressed play, and the laptop screen showed her walking across the bedroom wearing the basque, stockings and heels. She was surprised how sexy she looked. Then, as the camera swung to the left, the sight of the two naked black men lying on the bed gave her a warm, tingling sensation. She watched herself climb onto the bed between them, then kiss and fondle them in turn.

“God, I look like a…” She shook her head, a little embarrassed. “I was really nervous doing that.”

“You did a good job of hiding it.”

She had to agree when she saw her confident, smiling face on the screen. With a huge cock in each hand, she announced it was time for Act Two.

As she watched Kelvin enter her on the screen, Cheryl shuddered. She wasn’t sure if it’d been caused by the visual or the memory, and it was with a weird sense of curiosity that she watched herself being fucked.

Kelvin looked fabulous, his muscles clearly defined as he pounded her with long, deep strokes. The noises she’d made sounded alien. After Ed joined them on the bed, Cheryl leaned over and took his cock into her mouth. As she sucked Ed, Kelvin fucked her until she came. In Marc’s close-up with her eyes squeezed shut and her lips drawn back over clenched teeth, she looked to be experiencing pain rather than pleasure.

She glanced at Marc, whose eyes were fixed on the screen. When she looked back at the laptop, the bulls had changed places. Ed was fucking her while she sucked Kelvin. She knew what was about to happen.

“There’s something else I want,” she heard herself say in a breathless voice.

Kelvin’s voice was loud and clear: “You can have whatever you want.”

“I want to take you both at the same time, front and back.”

Cheryl put her hands over her face. “God, they must have thought I was such a slut.”

Marc shook his head. “I’m pretty sure they’ve seen it all before, many times, with many hotwives.”

Cheryl watched as Kelvin directed things. While Ed sat on the edge of the bed, she took the lube from her bag and handed it to Kelvin. Then she straddled Ed’s legs, facing him, and flashed an apprehensive look back at Marc.

“You looked a bit nervous there,” he said.

“I was terrified.”

He paused playback. “Can I ask a question?”

She nodded.

“I can imagine that you were worried about it hurting—I still can’t believe you managed to take them both—but were you also scared about…?” He shrugged, obviously embarrassed. “You know, the mess?”

“I’d already cleaned myself out.”

“What?”

“I knew I wanted anal, so I gave myself an enema.”

His puzzled expression suggested he hadn’t a clue how she’d managed this.

“I bought a rubber squeezy bulb thing to use. You fill it with warm water and flush yourself out a few times.”

“Oh, right.” He blinked a couple of times, then restarted the videoclip.

On the screen, Kelvin took a large dollop of lube and smeared it all around the tip of his cock. With a little more on his finger, he rubbed around Cheryl’s puckered hole, pushing gently until his finger slid slowly inside. He gently probed in and out for a few moments before adding more lube and a second finger. He rotated his wrist, stretching her out.

Cheryl bit her lip watching the action. Kelvin had spent several minutes doing this. “I had no idea he’d been so patient.”

Marc nodded. “He kept asking you if you were alright, which I liked. If you’ll excuse the pun, he wasn’t like a bull in a china shop.”

Cheryl smiled as she watched Kelvin withdraw his fingers.

She impaled herself on Ed’s cock before he lay back on the bed, taking her down with him. Kelvin rested one knee on the bed and leaned forwards. A well-timed zoom filled the screen with the image of her white nether region squeezed between their bodies. Ed’s cock was stretching and filling her cunt, his huge balls lying on his thighs. Kelvin put the bulbous tip of his well-greased cock between her splayed cheeks and pressed it against her puckered hole. He pushed, and she opened around him.

Cheryl clenched her buttocks as she watched the action. “Christ, how did I take something that big?”

Marc didn’t answer or take his eyes off the screen.

Kelvin pushed in a little deeper, making her cry out. He withdrew completely, added more lube, then pressed forward again. This time the entire cockhead slipped inside, making her yelp. The three participants lay motionless for about twenty seconds, then Ed raised his hips. She responded, pushing down to meet his thrust.

As Cheryl watched, she could see that only she and Ed were moving; Kelvin had kept himself completely still. Her movements alone had dictated how deep Kelvin’s cock penetrated her. The men were talking to her quietly, asking her how it felt, telling her how sexy she was.

“I didn’t realise they’d talked to me so much,” she confessed.

“I liked how they made sure you were okay.” He turned to her. “You seemed to be on a higher plane, so I’m not surprised you didn’t pay them much attention.”

Kelvin started to thrust his hips, and soon the three of them fell into a slow, sensual rhythm. The camera angle moved to the side so that all of Cheryl was in the shot. Her hair hung down, restricting the view of her face or Ed’s. Her grunts became shorter and higher in pitch. Suddenly her whole body jerked and clear liquid splashed between her and Ed. Her grunts became a constant wail, and another squirt erupted from her.

“Christ!” she whispered, the memory of that orgasm heating her cheeks.

Ed bucked violently beneath her as Kelvin pounded her from behind. After a few more seconds, they held still.

Cheryl remembered the moment well. She’d known both men were coming inside her at the same time.

She watched as Kelvin withdrew and she moved up Ed’s body a little. The camera angle changed so it was aimed from behind her. She saw a ladder in the back of one of her stockings, but the suspenders and basque looked really good. The shot zoomed in as pearly-white semen trickled from both holes.

“God, Marc!”

He turned to look at her with a startled expression. “What?”

“Why did you record that?”

“It’s sexy.”

“No it isn’t.” She shook her head, shuddering.

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” he insisted. “Believe me, that’s a big part of the thrill. Watching your wife get fucked by another man is a turn-on, but knowing he’s coming inside her, seeing his cum drip out of her, that takes it to another level.”

“I thought just the idea of me taking his load was enough. I didn’t know you wanted to actually see it.”

From the laptop speaker she heard her own breathless voice: “I guess that’s Act Two finished.”

The videoclip stopped.

Cheryl closed her eyes and took a breath, then looked at her husband. “What did you think?”

“You know what I thought. As soon as the three of you went for a shower, I jacked off. I thought it was incredibly sexy. You were incredibly sexy.”

She stared into his eyes, hardly believing he could still love her after what they’d just watched. “Are you sure?”

“Positive.”

“What did you think of me squirting?”

He grinned. “I’ve never seen anything like it. I know you did it with the Texan, but now I feel like I’m missing out.”

“I thought it might happen the other night while I was wearing the plug.”

“Were you having anal with the Texan when you squirted?”

“No, I was riding him reverse cowgirl. When I came, he pushed his finger up my bum and that’s when it happened.”

“Oh.” He seemed to think about this for a while, then nodded at the laptop. “Do you want to watch the next one now?”

“Do you?”

“Yeah.”

She still felt guilty about getting all the attention and thought he might need some release. “Want me to suck you off while you watch it?”

He laughed. “That would be nice, but I’m sure you want to see the action.” He ran his hand down her leg. “I’ve already seen it, but you haven’t.”

“I just…” She sighed. “With Max and Trudi, you got to come as well.”

He smiled. “To be honest, I think I preferred being the cameraman to being the husband jacking off while he watches.”

“Really? Why?”

“I don’t know. I felt more involved, somehow, and less of a bystander.” He shrugged. “And less of a pervert.”

“It wouldn’t have been a problem. Like you said to me earlier, I’m sure Ed and Kelvin have seen it many times.”

“Yeah, I guess. So…” He picked up his phone and chose another clip. “Ah, this is just a short one.”

The screen showed a steam-filled room and three blurred outlines in the shower.

“I didn’t know you’d shot this,” she said.

“I only did it to capture the ‘gorgeous elf with huge monster’ vibe that turns me on so much.”

She laughed but could see his point. Both men were so much taller and wider than her. Yet she’d managed to take them both. Another shiver ran through her.

The next clip started with her lying on the bed and being stroked and caressed by both bulls. She held her breath as she watched them drive her crazy with their hands and mouths, then winced at the sound of her desperate voice imploring them to fuck her, to bend her and use her. Which they did, every which way, and yet again Marc had captured the sight of their cum running out. The last shot of her face, with eyes closed and hair plastered to her sweaty cheeks, ended the performance.

“That’s where the battery died,” he explained. “If they’d lasted a minute longer, I’d have missed the finale.”

In truth, Cheryl could have done without the dribbling scenes, but she was happy for Marc if he got a kick out of them.

He turned to her. “What did you think of that one?”

“It made me horny.”

“Oh?” His eyes shone with excitement.

Cheryl pushed the coffee table away, then took off her leggings. “Start the last video again,” she said, dropping to her knees on the rug. “Fuck me from behind while we watch it.”

He didn’t need asking twice. As she watched herself writhing on the screen, Marc slid in and started to fuck her slowly. Cheryl bit her lip and pushed back onto his cock. She heard her voice tell the bulls to fuck her, then watched herself take their cocks.

Marc’s breathing had become ragged so she used her fingers to rub her clit. He grunted and his cock twitched, and she rubbed faster, managing to come just a matter of seconds after him.

He pushed his thumb up her backside. She squealed as a spasm like an electric shock jolted through her. Warm liquid ran down her thighs. Closing her eyes to enjoy the aftershocks, she tried not to care about the rug. He removed his thumb but kept thrusting, then grunted again. He’d either managed to come twice or had just prolonged his first orgasm.

When he eventually pulled out, she turned to see him grinning like a Cheshire cat. She couldn’t help chuckling. “Go get a cloth.”

After he’d wiped the rug—which wasn’t actually that messy as she’d squirted much less than the previous night—they snuggled on the couch. The video was still running, showing Ed fucking her from behind while Kelvin fucked her face.

Marc nodded at the screen. “You seem to be enjoying that.”

“Mmm. That was me getting properly tag-teamed.”

“So, was the ‘Uptown Girl’ fantasy everything you’d hoped?”

Cheryl couldn’t help smiling. “Yes, though Kelvin and Ed were hardly backstreet guys. They were really sweet. Even though they were big and strong, they were gentle.”

“They lifted and used you like you were a rubber doll.”

She smiled. “Yeah, but not in a rough way.” She was suddenly embarrassed.

“Did you want them to be rougher?”

“No, I really enjoyed what they did.” She shrugged. “It’s a fine line, and difficult for women to express without men thinking it’s acceptable to force themselves on someone, but there’s something sexy about the thought of being held down and used.”

His eyes widened. “Held down and used by who?”

“Men.”

“Plural?”

She nodded. “Multiple.”

“You fantasise about being raped by a bunch of men?”

“Of course not.” She sighed. “This is why it’s so hard to talk about it. It wouldn’t be against my will, so it’s not rape.”

“Okay, you like the idea of being gangbanged?”

“I like the idea of men using me for their pleasure.”

“How many men?”

She laughed. “It doesn’t matter—”

“You might disagree by the time the twentieth pushes in.”

“No, I mean it doesn’t matter because it’ll never happen. It’s a fantasy, that’s all. What I meant was, I wouldn’t have minded last night if Kelvin had held me down while Ed fucked me. That’s all.”

Marc didn’t look convinced, and she couldn’t blame him. It was hard enough trying to explain the fantasy of a half-dozen men holding her down to take turns fucking her. It must be even harder for him to accept it.

He took a breath, then shrugged. “So, what happens next?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you’ve had a guy and a woman, and you’ve had two guys. Are you saying that you want a gangbang next?”

“No!” On the laptop, the close-up image of her minge leaking cum made her a little queasy. She closed the lid. “Actually, I’ve been thinking about something a little more spontaneous again.”

“Eh?”

“The last two adventures were arranged beforehand. While they were nice, and very satisfying, they lacked… the normal excitement of flirting.”

“Flirting?”

She nodded. “Max, Trudi, Kelvin and Ed all knew they’d fuck me. With both 007 and the Texan, things were less… planned out. There was some flirting. I enjoyed all the little smiles and expressions that usually get a woman going. Last night, like when we met up with Trudi and Max, the arrangement was specifically to meet and fuck. And that was fine, the sex was incredible and we all got what we wanted.” She shrugged. “But sometimes it’d be nice to have a guy flirt with me for a while, not knowing for sure if I’m going to put out.”

He nodded. “Okay, I can see what you mean. But if you don’t choose a real bull, you may not get the big cock and the staying power.”

“I don’t need those all the time. If a guy chats me up and charms me in a way that makes my motor run, I won’t need him to have a nine-inch cock to enjoy sex.”

“What if he comes too soon then falls asleep?”

“Then he’ll be in trouble, because I get enough of that at home.”

“Haha.”

Cheryl smiled. “I don’t want to think about what’s next. Let’s just play things by ear and see what sort of opportunities arise. If nothing comes up, we can book another bull, but I’m not in any rush.”

“Okay, that sounds good.”

“In the meantime…” Cheryl leaned close and rubbed her nose against his.

“Yeah?”

His expectant look made her feel almost guilty. “Any chance of a cup of tea?”
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4 – Sowed Seeds

It had been over three weeks since Cheryl’s night with Kelvin and Ed, so Marc was a little surprised she hadn’t mentioned going out for another adventure yet. They’d since agreed that her next playdate would be more of a spontaneous pick-up.

He liked the idea of his wife picking up some random guy and flirting with him. The guy would hope things might progress, then not believe his luck when he ended up in bed with her.

Marc glanced at the time in the corner of his laptop screen. Cheryl would get back from work in the next half-hour. He finished the report he was working on, uploaded it to the company’s shared drive, then went to start dinner. Having put chicken in the microwave to defrost, he checked the contents of the fridge to decide what to serve it with. His eyes ran over the variety of vegetables, but rather than coming up with possible recipes, his mind kept flicking back to the conversation they’d had about Cheryl’s gangbang fantasy.

She’d assured him she never expected to fulfil it, but now the idea had been planted in his fertile imagination, it was almost impossible for him to ignore.

After all, he was a project manager. His whole job involved making sure everything ran smoothly in his company’s South African mines. And he was good at it. So wasn’t it only natural to view Cheryl’s fantasy of being held down and used by a group of men as just another project to manage?

Her key in the door brought him back to the task at hand. He took out some baby courgettes and sugar snap peas.

“Hey,” Cheryl said, walking into the kitchen and giving him a kiss on the cheek.

Marc thought she looked a little tired. “Hiya. Everything okay?”

She gave a non-committal shrug and a strained smile. “Crap day at work.”

The microwave dinged. “Chicken stir-fry with veg and noodles okay?”

“Great, thanks. I’ll go and change.”

By the time Cheryl returned to the kitchen in a pair of leggings and baggy sweatshirt, Marc had almost finished making dinner. She poured herself a glass of white wine and got him a beer, then they carried their bowls through to the lounge and chatted about their respective days while they ate.

Dinner finished, Marc picked up his beer. “I’ve had an idea for cheering you up from your shitty day.”

“Oh?”

“Maybe you should go out and flirt with a random guy.” He grinned. “And then fuck him.”

“It’d be easier to flirt with and fuck my husband.”

“You can do that when you get home.”

She put down her empty bowl, picked up her wine and took a sip. Studying him over the rim of her glass, she smiled. “Would you like that?”

“I just thought it’d be a way of clearing your head of all the hassle at work.”

“Where would I take him? I’m not getting railed in a crowded pub again, fun as it was.”

He smiled at the memory. “You go and get dressed, and I’ll book a hotel room. You can get a taxi from here to the hotel, check in, then go and find your prey.”

“My prey?”

“Yeah. On nights like this, I see you as a hunting tigress.”

She sighed. “I’m tired. Can’t I just have a bath and then pleasure myself with my vibrator?”

His cock swelled. “Only if I can watch.”

“Deal.” She took their empty bowls to the kitchen and returned with the wine bottle. “And maybe this weekend I’ll do the random-guy idea.”

Marc waited until she’d gone upstairs, then picked up his laptop. Since she always spent at least an hour in the bath, it was a good time to do a little research into arranging a gangbang. When the bath finally drained, Marc took his empty bottle to the kitchen, turned off all the downstairs lights and headed upstairs. By the time he got to the bedroom, Cheryl was lying naked with a smile on her face and the latex vibrator on the quilt next to her.

Admiring her body, Marc thought about all the men and women who’d been lucky enough to take pleasure from it.

She looked into his eyes. “What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking how lucky l am.”

She slowly spread her legs. “Why are you lucky?”

“I’m lucky that you’re beautiful. Lucky that you’re intelligent. Lucky that you’re incredibly sexy.” He stroked her foot with his fingers. “I’m lucky that you’re my wife.”

“Are you lucky that I’m a slut?”

Her words made him flinch. Although he’d enjoyed her slutty act with Kelvin and Ed, it was just an act. Part of a played-out fantasy. The word seemed too harsh outside that scenario. “You’re not a slut.”

“By definition, a slut is a woman who’s sexually promiscuous, or considered to have loose sexual morals.”

“I don’t think either of those describe you.”

Cheryl ran her hand down her body and cupped her sex. “I fuck men who aren’t my husband. Doesn’t that make me a slut?”

“No, because you do it with your husband’s blessing.”

She dragged her middle finger through her pink outer lips. “So, the fact you allow me to fuck other men means I’m not a slut?”

As Marc watched, she slid her finger in and out of her sex. He could smell the musk of her arousal over the soap and shampoo she’d used to bathe with. “I don’t ‘allow’ you to fuck other men, I encourage it.”

“That’s true. And you’re hoping I’ll take another one this weekend.”

Wait until you see what I’m planning for after that!

He met her gaze. “Am I too demanding?”

“No.” She pumped her finger faster. “I’m capable of meeting your demands.”

Marc could hear the squelching of her juices. “Are you ready for your toy now?”

“Mm hmm.” She smiled and removed her hand. “Do you want to be the one who holds it?”

He knelt on the bed and reached for the sex-toy. It was midnight blue and cock-shaped, with a domed head and raised veins along the shaft. Very realistic apart from the colour. It felt heavy in his hand, but he’d witnessed her take bigger things. Max, Kelvin and Ed all surpassed the toy in length and girth.

Marc pointed it at her face. “Want to wet it before I slide it in?”

“I only do that with real cocks.” She raised her eyebrows. “I’m always wet enough, I just like to taste what I’m about to get.”

“Are you wet enough now?”

Cheryl placed three fingers on either side of her sex and pulled it open. “What do you think?”

The dark pink inner walls glistened. He pressed the shaft against her clit and twisted the end cap. The vibrator buzzed to life. Cheryl let out a soft moan and pumped her hips.

After running the shaft between her slick outer lips for a while, Marc positioned the tip just inside her entrance. Cheryl gave a frustrated grumble and raised her hips. He moved the toy with her, restricting her to only the first inch.

She clenched her teeth and glared at him. “Stop teasing.”

“Certainly.” He pushed it all the way in.

She yelped in surprise, then rocked her body as he fucked her with it. Digging her heels into the mattress, she arched up to take it deeper.

Having spent almost an hour reading gangbang fantasies, he now imagined his wife surrounded by a group of eager men. Her moans were getting louder, so he removed the toy. Before she could voice her disappointment, he rolled her over onto her stomach, roughly pulled her up onto all fours and reinserted it, pushing it as deep as it would go.

“Ow!”

He kept pumping it in and out of her. Cheryl dropped her head and started to push herself back, grunting with each thrust of his arm. Marc listened to her moans. He didn’t want her to come yet. Before she managed to get into any sort of rhythm in this position, he withdrew it and flipped her onto her back again. When Cheryl started to complain, he slipped the wet vibrator into her mouth, making her gag.

“Come on,” he teased, pushing it so her cheek distended slightly. “If you had several men to satisfy, you’d need to be able to multitask.”

After he’d pulled the toy from her mouth, he lifted her leg until the foot pointed at the ceiling, then slid the dildo back inside her. He fucked her with it like this until she was panting, then crawled closer so she could rest both her legs over his shoulders. Looking down into her face, he decided he’d edged her for long enough. He shoved the toy deep and pressed his thumb over her clit.

“Are you going to come for me now?” he asked.

She nodded, hair clinging to her face. “Want to put your dick in my mouth?”

He shook his head. “No, I’ll wait until after your next bull.”

Her eyes widened slightly, then they fluttered and closed. Her expression became one of concentration, and Marc could see her thigh muscles tense and relax as she bore down on the toy buried inside her. He could imagine her walls clenching and releasing, almost sorry it wasn’t a real cock getting the pleasure.

She let out a long sigh, then took her lower lip between her teeth and furrowed her brow. Marc kept the vibrator buried deep while moving his thumb slowly around her clit. Cheryl suddenly opened her eyes and grunted. She roughly pushed his hand away and took hold of the vibrator, pumping it vigorously while bucking her hips. Marc reached up and stroked her boobs, tugging gently on her nipples as she rode out her orgasm.

Finally, she let out a long sigh and removed the toy. She opened her eyes. “Sure you don’t want to slide in there and shoot your load?”

It was a tempting offer, but he was prepared to wait until the weekend. It’d give him more to look forward to. “No, I’ll wait.”

Cheryl placed her vibrator on the bedside drawers and slipped under the quilt. Marc stripped off his clothes and joined her, pulling her close and kissing her hair. Cheryl was soon asleep, but he lay awake, thinking about how to make her gangbang fantasy become a reality.

* * * *

Marc suggested they meet for an early drink at their local pub on Friday evening, and he walked down just before five. Cheryl arrived half an hour later, looking great in her trouser suit and heels. After a couple of drinks and a lovely Armenian meal, they were back home by eight-thirty.

Cheryl went upstairs to change while Marc opened a bottle of wine. When she returned in her tartan pyjamas, he laughed out loud. “Ooh, sexy nightwear.”

“Since you’ve already told me you’re waiting until after my next bull, I thought wearing a lacy little babydoll wouldn’t be fair to you.”

He nodded as he handed her a glass of wine, then sat on the couch. “So you’re still up for a random guy tomorrow night?”

She sat beside him. “I’ve had a few thoughts about it.”

“Oh?”

“Hmm. I think you should come with me.”

“What?” A sense of unease crept up his spine.

“We’ll book into a nice hotel, and then walk to a nearby bar.”

“I don’t think I’d want—”

“We’ll go in separately. I thought you might like to see how men behave. You can find yourself somewhere to stand, then watch to see if any men hit on me.”

He felt his frown turn into a smile. He liked this idea.

“If I find someone I like, I’ll take him back to the hotel. You can either stay in the bar or follow us back and wait in the hotel bar until I text you.”

“What if he wants to stay the night?”

“I’ll tell him I have to get up early and I need my beauty sleep. Obviously I won’t mention that my husband’s waiting in the wings to take his place.”

“I like that idea.”

“Good.” She picked up the remote. “Now, what’s on telly?”

* * * *

On Saturday morning, they browsed the web and settled on a hotel in Waterloo. After lunch they took the underground and walked back up to street-level to scout out potential bars near the hotel. They had a drink in a couple that looked suitable, then checked in and got ready for their evening.

Marc sat on the bed, watching Cheryl apply her makeup and get dressed. He approved of everything: the thick mascara, the red lip-gloss, the black bra and matching thong, and the tight-fitting blue dress.

“No stockings?” he asked, remembering how good she’d looked for Kelvin and Ed in the basque.

“Not tonight.” She sat on the chair and put on a pair of heeled sandals. After she’d fastened the ankle straps, she stood up and did a slow pirouette. “Do you think I’ll be able to find someone to satisfy our needs?”

Marc smiled at the way she’d included him. “I’m sure you will.” He stood up and grabbed his jacket.

She stepped close and looked into his eyes. “Any requests?”

“No. This is your night, so just do whatever you feel like doing.”

“Can I suck his cock?”

Marc’s heartbeat began to race. He loved these games they played. “If you want to.”

“Can I take him bare?”

The familiar tightness appeared in his gut. “I guess that depends on whether you think he’s going to be a risk.”

Her eyes bore into his. “But do you want his cum inside me when you reclaim me?”

“I’ll want you nice and wet. I won’t care if it’s your juices or his.” This was a lie, and he was sure she knew it.

“Want me to suck you off before we go out? Then if you see me kiss him in the bar, you’ll know he’ll be tasting your cum.”

“You’re depraved.”

“I know. I blame you for making me a hotwife.”

It had been Cheryl who’d invited Gavin into their bed, but he didn’t want to break the spell by pointing that out. “Do you think you’ll get to squirt tonight?” It was a roundabout way of asking if she would be prepared to give the guy anal sex.

She held his gaze and smiled. “Probably not.” She leaned close until their noses were touching. “But I may try and get his cream in my other two holes.”

The hairs on his neck prickled. “What order?”

“When I get him back in here, I’ll let him remove my dress and go down on me. I’ll suck his dick briefly, then fuck him. I’ll take his first load inside. Then I’ll get him hard again by sucking him. I’ll get him to fuck me from behind but tell him I want him to finish in my mouth.”

“And if he gets it up a third time?”

“Then I’ll tell him to fuck me missionary and come on my tits.”

Marc took a deep breath, then shook his head. “It sounds like you’re going to make a man very happy.”

“I’m hoping to make two men very happy by the end of tonight.”

He slipped his arms around her and pulled her close, marvelling at how good she felt pressed up against him.

“I can feel your hard-on,” she whispered.

“You have that effect on me when you talk dirty.”

She pulled back and looked into his eyes. “I’d be happy for us two to go for a drink and come back here and make love.”

“We can make love anytime. Tonight we’ll fuck.”

“Okay.”

“And before that happens…” He ran a finger down her cheek. “You’re going to fuck somebody else.”

She let out a mock sigh. “Oh well, if I have to…”

Grinning, he walked her towards the door. “Have you got a coat?”

“No, I want my nipples to stick out.”

He laughed and led her along the hotel corridor.

Cheryl stepped out of the lift and wandered over to the reception desk. “Hi. How late’s the hotel bar open?”

The receptionist smiled. “The barman works ’til two, but if he has customers he’ll stay longer.”

“Great, thanks.”

Once they were outside, she squeezed his hand. “I didn’t want you walking the streets waiting for me to finish.”

“I love how considerate you are.”

“I’m a tart with a heart.”

As they approached the bar they’d chosen, Marc slowed down. “I think you should go in first. I don’t like the thought of you hanging around on the streets. Someone might stop their car and offer you money for a blowjob.”

She laughed. “I’d tell him if he lets my husband watch, I’ll give him a blowjob for free.”

His jaw dropped. Chuckling, Cheryl walked the few yards to the door and disappeared into the bar.

Marc hung around on the pavement, watching the other Saturday night revellers. Maybe they were catching up with friends over a drink, or on their way to the cinema. Some were probably out hoping to hook up with someone new, but he doubted many of them were husbands hoping to see their wives being picked up and escorted back to their hotel for sex.

After waiting at least three minutes, he followed her into the bar. It was much busier than it had been a few hours earlier. He waited until he’d ordered his drink, then, as casually as he could, he scanned the rest of the bar. He saw Cheryl on the far side. She looked fabulous, sitting on a tall stool by a high table with her legs crossed. She didn’t look in his direction, but she’d probably seen him walk in.

When his beer arrived, he wandered over to stand a little closer, yet far enough away to be inconspicuous. She eventually glanced over and raised her eyebrows slightly, then turned her gaze elsewhere.

A group of guys made their way over and stood close to Cheryl’s table. The thought of Cheryl inviting all five of them back to the hotel flitted through Marc’s mind, but he quickly dismissed it. Cheryl smiled and laughed with them, but he could tell from her body language that she was just being friendly. After a little while, they moved on to sit down at a newly vacated table.

A guy in his early twenties wearing a green sweater and jeans went over to try his luck. His dark hair was buzzed short, and he had two-day stubble on his face. Marc didn’t think he’d be Cheryl’s type, so he was surprised when she patted the stool next to her. The guy sat down and they talked for a few minutes. Cheryl’s body language completely changed. She leaned towards her new beau, squeezing her calves together and rotating her dangling foot. As the guy went to the bar, Cheryl flashed Marc a grin.

When Cheryl went to buy their next round, the young man’s gaze was fixed on her backside and legs. He probably felt like he’d won the lottery. Once she’d returned, she moved her stool a little closer to the guy’s and they spoke in whispers. Everyone else would probably assume they were just another couple out for a drink. She tilted her head on one side and looked into the guy’s face, and Marc held his breath as the man leaned in and kissed her gently on the mouth. Knots of angst and arousal tightened in his guts.

Cheryl said something and the guy immediately downed his drink. Marc knew she’d just suggested they go back to her hotel room. As they made their way towards the door, she held eye contact with Marc for a couple of seconds. By the time he saw her again, she’d have added another man to her growing list of lovers.

Alone in the bar, Marc experienced the similar sense of disbelief he’d felt during her previous dates. He’d encouraged the woman he loved to go out and pick up a complete stranger for sex. He now had to wait until she’d finished, then he’d use her body to alleviate his pent-up arousal. It was a weird situation to be in, one he’d find impossible to explain to his friends, yet one he’d hate to live without.

He checked the time. It was a little before ten, so he had a few hours to kill. After getting himself another beer, he found a seat in a quiet corner, took out his phone and resumed searching through the contact pages for bulls. Forty-five minutes later, he’d identified someone who sounded promising. He sent a short email, explaining a request which would involve several bulls who’d be prepared to do a little roleplay.

He checked his watch again. How far along would Cheryl be with her evening? She’d told him the schedule she intended to follow, and he wondered if things had gone as planned.

His beer finished, Marc wandered back to the hotel. There was a different receptionist behind the desk. Marc flashed her a smile as he went into the hotel bar, which was far less crowded than the one he’d just left. After he’d bought himself a double brandy, he settled onto a leather couch by the far wall. It was weird to know that three floors above him, his beautiful wife was having sex with another man. He wished they’d booked adjacent rooms so he could have put a glass to the wall and listened to her moans and the bed springs creaking. Or maybe he should have planted a hidden camera.

When he took out his phone, he was surprised to see he’d already received a reply to his email. He’d expected the man to be out servicing hotwives on a Saturday night. The bull asked what sort of roleplay Marc had in mind, so he briefly typed out his plan. Once he’d sent it, he sipped his brandy and tried to imagine what was happening upstairs in the room.

People started to drift out of the bar shortly after midnight, but Marc didn’t get a text from Cheryl until one-fifteen. He placed his empty glass on the bar and walked into the lobby, where he caught a glimpse of the young man in the green jumper bouncing out through the front doors, clearly very much happier than he’d been at the start of his evening. Marc took the lift to the third floor, walked along the deserted corridor to their room, and used his card to open the door.

The air was thick with the smell of sex. Cheryl lay naked on the bed, a contented smile on her face and dried cum on her stomach and breasts.

He stepped to the foot of the bed. “How was your evening?”

“I’ll tell you when you’re naked and your dick’s inside me.”

It took him about twenty seconds to strip and enter her. She was far too wet to only be harbouring her own juices.

“Don’t move,” she ordered.

Marc held himself up on straight arms as Cheryl placed her hands on his buttocks and undulated beneath him, rocking her hips from side to side. It felt like she was using his dick to stir the mess inside her.

“How does that feel?” she whispered.

“Hot. Wet. Full.”

“Mmm. Well, I guess it’s all of those.”

“Are you going to tell me what happened?”

“How long will you last?”

His balls were already tingling. He imagined his cum bubbling like lava just before a volcanic eruption. “Not very.”

She lowered her voice to a breathy whisper. “I took him bare.”

“I can tell.”

“I also took him in my mouth.” Her big brown eyes sparkled in the lamplight. “He fired his cum up my cunt and down my throat.”

Cheryl only spoke like this after she’d taken a bull, and he knew she was doing it for him. She did it because her husband got off on her acting slutty with other men and then describing it using filthy words.

She ran her hands over her boobs. “And he fired his cum all over my tits.”

“So he came three times?”

“Four.” She grinned. “I have a greedy cunt, so that took two shots.”

With a grunt, Marc fired a third helping into her greedy hole. Cheryl bucked and ground herself against him, but he didn’t feel the tell-tale clench of an orgasm. Maybe she was already too spent after her younger man, or maybe he’d come too soon for her to get over the line.

Marc pulled out and lay beside her. She snuggled down into the crook of his arm, pulled the covers up over them and kissed his chest.

“Want me to take a shower?” she asked, looking up into his face.

He shook his head.

“Good, because your night’s not finished yet.”

“I’m not as young as your last guy, you know.”

Cheryl giggled. “Yeah, I know. I’d forgotten how much stamina men that age have.”

Marc thought about what it must have been like for someone so young to have a woman like Cheryl take him back to her hotel and give him the sort of sex she was used to now she was a hotwife. He’d certainly never experienced anything like that as a young man—or since, for that matter.

She leaned up on one elbow and looked into his face. “What do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

“His name was Stefan, and he was from Romania.”

Marc hadn’t considered the guy may have been from overseas, but then London was a pretty cosmopolitan city.

“He’s studying at university here.” A hint of embarrassment flickered in her eyes. “He’s only twenty years old.”

“Jeez.”

“I know. But…” She gave a shrug. “He had a cute accent, and he charmed me in the bar.”

“And what about when you got him back here? Did you work your way through your planned schedule?”

She slipped her hand under the covers and wrapped her fingers around his spent, shrivelled cock. “Yes, but he surprised me with a few things.”

“Oh?”

“The going down on me part lasted much longer than I’d anticipated.”

“In a good way?”

“Oh yeah!” She beamed. “He wouldn’t stop. I came pretty quickly, but he kept his face clamped between my legs and fucked me with his tongue. I came again, then he rolled me over and did the same to my backside.”

“With his tongue?”

She nodded. “He licked all round then pushed it in. And I mean right in.”

Marc wasn’t sure how he felt about that. “Was it nice?”

“God, yeah. He fingered me at the same time, and I came like a steam train.” She frowned. “I was worried I’d squirt in his face, but thankfully I didn’t.”

Her fingers were squeezing and releasing Marc’s cock, which was beginning to swell again.

“So after he’d made you come three times with his tongue, did you suck his cock?”

“I didn’t get the chance. He just rammed it in me and fucked me from behind with me lying flat on my tummy.”

“Did he ask about condoms or anything?”

“No. He just shoved it in, fucked me hard and came fairly quickly.”

“What did you do?”

“I came with him. Then I pushed him onto his back and licked his cock clean.”

“Dirty bitch.”

“Hmm.” Seemingly happy he was fully hard again, Cheryl gave him one last squeeze before straddling him and feeding his cock inside. “Then,” she said, leaning over so her hair hung either side of his face, “I decided to return the favour of oral sex.”

Marc held her hips as she rode him. “You sucked him off?”

“Mmm. I took my time, giving his balls some attention as well as his cock.”

“And you made him come like that?”

She nodded.

“And after that?”

“We got our breath back for a bit, but he was hard again in no time. He fucked me in all sorts of positions and I asked him to come over me, which he did. Then we chatted and cuddled before I sucked him back to hardness so he could he fuck me one last time.”

“What position?”

“It started like this with me on top, and finished with me on all fours and him taking me doggie style.”

“How many times did you come?”

“God knows, but I’m going to come again soon.”

“Want to finish like this?”

“Mm hmm. Will you come with me?”

He nodded, running his hand up her cum-smeared body.

Nothing more was said and, for the final few moments of Cheryl’s lust-filled evening, Marc tried to show her that this was no longer fucking. He wanted her to know they were now making love. As she bore down and tightened around him, he flooded her again.

She lay down on his chest and he wrapped his arms around her. They were both fast asleep within minutes.

───Ξ───
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5 – The Ultimate Trial

After her night with Stefan in Waterloo, Cheryl got the impression Marc was preoccupied with something. At first she was worried that her raving about the twenty-year-old’s stamina had been a mistake, but he actually seemed to like the fact she’d slept with a guy almost half her age. He pestered her most nights for sex, seeming eager to prove that a guy in his late thirties could also exhibit stamina in the bedroom. Then, one Wednesday evening a couple of weeks after her latest playdate, Marc suggested they walk down to The Duke for a drink.

“Want me to dress like I did the last time?” she asked, hoping for a replay of their last trip there, when he’d ravaged her as soon as they got home.

“There’s no need for the cashmere sweater and no bra, but I think you should put in the larger of your two butt plugs.”

“What?”

He gave a grin. “And I think you should wear it tomorrow and Friday as well.”

She frowned. “What’s going on?”

“You have a date on Saturday night, and I want all options to be open for your next bull.”

She stared at him. There was a niggling anger at the back of her mind that he’d arranged something without consulting her, but the way her heart raced suggested it also excited her.

“Don’t you think you should have asked me first?” she said. “I could have been on my period.”

“That finished on Monday.”

She blinked, amazed that he knew her cycle so well.

He walked over and bent to kiss her on the forehead. “You look great like that, but if you’d rather get changed, I’m happy to wait.”

She glanced down at her faded jeans and baggy t-shirt. “I’ll put on a clean top and a bit of lippy.”

Once upstairs, she changed her t-shirt for a stretchy pale blue v-neck, pulled on socks and flat ankle boots, then headed into the bathroom. Going against his advice, she chose the smaller of the two butt plugs, lubed it up and carefully inserted it. Then she washed her hands, applied lipstick and finger-combed her hair.

Marc was waiting for her in the hall. “You look great.” He raised his eyebrows. “Everything in place?”

She laughed. “Never you mind.”

They walked to the pub, exchanging brief greetings with one of their elderly neighbours down the road.

Marc leaned closer. “I bet old Mrs B would be shocked if she knew what you had up your arse.”

“Not half as shocked as she’d be if she knew you wanked off while watching other men fuck me.”

He laughed. “Touché.”

The pub was fairly busy. Without waiting for him to ask if she’d be able to sit down, she asked for a glass of white and took a seat at one of the few unoccupied tables. He brought their drinks over and sat next to her on the cushioned bench.

“Comfortable?” he asked.

Holding his gaze, she picked up her glass and took a sip. “Perfectly, thanks for asking.”

He touched his beer bottle to her glass. “Here’s to your next adventure.”

“Our next adventure. Or won’t you be there?”

“Oh, I’ll be there. I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

She narrowed her eyes, wondering if he’d arranged for her to have another date with Kelvin and Ed. “So, are you going to tell me about it?”

“No, I think it’ll be better as a surprise.”

The playfulness in his eyes made her smile. She was intrigued. “Will we need to travel?”

He shook his head. “We won’t be leaving London, so we’ll be spending the night on our own bed.”

“Hmm.” Cheryl took another sip of her drink, wondering what he could have arranged. After she’d raved about the benefits of a younger man, she wondered if he’d booked her a young bull. “So, are you going to give me a hint?”

“Nope.”

“Following your request from earlier, am I to assume it’ll involve anal?”

“Not necessarily. I just want to cover all bases.”

Cheryl took another drink, then shrugged. “As you’ve decided to be all mysterious, I’m going to ban you from touching me until after my playdate.”

“What?”

“I don’t know what’s going to happen, so I think it’d be wise to save myself.” She smiled and rubbed his hand. “And you can save yourself, too. No sneaking in a crafty wank while I’m at work.” She could tell from his expression that he still resented her catching him doing that the other week. “And stop pouting.”

He took a gulp of his beer, then smiled. “So, any interesting cases to tell me about?”

Apparently he wasn’t going to divulge any more details about her upcoming date, so they spent the rest of the evening discussing work and another possible trip to Scotland to visit her folks.

When they got home, Cheryl decided to leave the butt plug in for a while. They climbed into bed and cuddled. Marc’s breathing soon became even, and she felt sure he was asleep. She wondered again about what he had planned. The thought of another night with Kelvin and Ed—coupled with the presence of the plug—made her restless and horny. She ran her hand down her body, cupped her sex through her panties, then clenched on the plug. A tingle ran through her. She squeezed and released the plug and pressed her hand against her mound. An orgasm wouldn’t take her long, but she felt guilty after telling Marc he wasn’t allowed one.

She placed her lips by his ear. “I know I said you couldn’t have anything tonight, but I’m open to negotiation.”

He stirred, but didn’t wake up.

She licked his earlobe. “If you were to slide your cock in, it might be nice for both of us.”

He opened his eyes and smiled. “No, I’m good, thanks.”

She frowned. “I’m horny.”

“Sort yourself out, then.”

Cheryl sighed in frustration, then decided to do exactly that. She rocked her hand and squeezed down on the plug. After a tingling build-up, she slipped her hand inside her panties and ran her middle finger around her clit.

“Sure you don’t want to change your mind?” she rasped, already on the incline to her orgasm.

Marc rolled her onto her back, tugged her gusset aside and entered her. He was already rock hard, which suggested he’d been feigning disinterest. She cried out, pulled him deeper, and tumbled into her orgasm. Spasms jolted through her, the plug intensifying every sensation as he pounded her. Another orgasm, or a powerful aftershock, made her cry out again, then she felt his cock shudder inside her.

They groaned and bucked while riding out the final ripples of their orgasms, then stilled and held each other close as their breathing came back to normal. Both fell asleep soon afterwards.

* * * *

On Saturday afternoon, Marc suggested she bathe before her playdate and said he’d choose clothes for her to wear. While running the bath, Cheryl decided to prepare for all eventualities. She removed the large plug, which she’d even worn at work on Thursday and Friday, sat on the loo, and cleaned herself out with the squeezy rubber bulb and warm soapy water. After getting into the bath, she lay in the hot water with a tingling anticipation about her date. Eventually, Marc knocked on the bathroom door.

“It’s open.”

He came in carrying a large glass of white wine. Condensation immediately formed on the glass as he passed it to her. “Here you go.”

“Thank you.” She looked up at him and smiled. He seemed more nervous about tonight’s date than he had about any of the others. “Have you picked out an outfit?”

“Yep. But before you get dressed, I’ll need to supervise you putting on your makeup.”

Marc left, and she spent another half hour or so sipping wine and wondering who her husband had arranged for her to fuck. Once her glass was empty, she climbed out of the bath and dried off.

Marc was sitting on the bed, pointing to the dresser where her hairdryer and makeup bags were set out.

“How do you want me to wear my hair?”

“Pin it up like you do when you go into court.”

She smiled and nodded. “And shall I do my makeup like when I go into court?”

“No. I want you to do your makeup like you would if you were a pole dancer.”

She laughed, sat at the dressing table and picked up her hairdryer. Once her hair was done, she looked at her husband’s reflection. “Okay, makeup.”

“You have a nice tan, so there’s no need for foundation. But apply some blusher.”

She could feel him watching her as she highlighted her cheekbones. She checked both sides, then looked back at Marc’s face in her mirror.

“Eyes,” he said. “I don’t know what order you have to do things, but I want shiny gold eyeshadow, eyeliner and thick mascara.”

Cheryl worked on her eyes as Marc watched. Once they were done, she batted her lashes at him. “Is this okay?”

“Fabulous. Right, I want your lips a shiny dark red.”

She wasn’t sure if she had the desired shade of lip gloss. First she used a lip pencil to draw the outline, then applied the darkest gloss she owned. She pouted at the mirror.

“Fantastic. Next, bigger earrings.”

She took a pair of large silver hoops from her jewellery box and showed them to him. He nodded. She put them on in place of the small diamond studs she’d been wearing.

“Right.” Marc stood up and walked to his chest of drawers. “I’ve bought you new underwear for the occasion.”

Cheryl laughed, taking the gift-wrapped box from him. She opened it to find a sexy bra and thong set made from dark blue silk and lace, and a pair of sheer black hold-up stockings. She stood, slipped off her robe and put on the thong first, then the bra. She slowly turned to look at herself in the full-length mirror by the wardrobe. Then she rolled on the stockings.

Marc’s eyes shone as he stared at her. “I also bought shoes.” He handed her another box, though this one wasn’t wrapped.

Cheryl took off the lid and gasped at the Jimmy Choos: black patent leather sling-backs with a peep-toe and stiletto heel. She wondered if she’d be able to actually walk in them. “I hope we’re not going dancing.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No, I promise.”

She sat to put them on and stood gingerly. They were the highest heels she’d ever worn, but the shoes were incredibly sexy and must have cost a small fortune. “They’re lovely.” She didn’t expect him to have bought her a new dress as well, but the beauty of black shoes was that they went with anything. She wondered which dress he’d chosen.

Marc went to her wardrobe, took out her suede knee-length coat and held it open.

She blinked, half-smiling. At his encouraging grin, she realised what he had in mind and shook her head. “Please don’t tell me you expect me to go out without a dress on.”

He grinned and nodded. “Don’t worry, we’re not going on public transport.”

“What if the car breaks down?”

“Do you usually take your coat off for the tow truck driver?”

“No, but…” She sighed. “Marc, I can’t walk out onto a London street wearing fuck-me shoes and only underwear beneath my coat.”

“Yes you can.” He shook it open and held it at waist height like a true gentleman.

Cheryl sighed, then turned around and slid her hands into the sleeves. He lifted the coat up her arms and helped as she pulled it on. She glared at him while fastening the buttons.

He led her down the stairs and out through the front door. His car was parked about twenty yards away. She gripped his arm for support, worried she’d trip on the uneven flagstones.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she muttered. “If we’re involved in an accident and I need hospital treatment, I’ll probably get disbarred.”

“I think you can only get disbarred if you’re convicted of a crime that’s directly related to your practice as a lawyer.” He patted her arm. “It doesn’t apply when you’re practicing as a slut.”

She laughed out loud, despite her nerves. He unlocked the car and opened the passenger door for her.

Marc closed her door, walked around the bonnet and got in beside her. “Ready?” he asked.

“No, not really.”

“Are you excited?”

She chewed her lip. “Yeah, kind of. I think I’d be more excited if you weren’t being so mysterious about what you have planned.”

He reached over and squeezed her hand, then started the car and headed down the road. They drove south along Ladbrook Grove, past Holland Park and farther south through Earl’s Court, where she’d spent the night with Kyle the Texan. Then they crossed the Thames and headed out towards Wimbledon.

“I thought you said it wasn’t far,” she said.

“I said we weren’t leaving London, and we’re not.”

“Is he going to wear a condom?”

He turned to her. “That’s up to you, but I’m assured there’s no risk of an STD.”

The familiar tingle started in her groin. “Which would you prefer, sheathed or bare?”

“You know my answer to that. The question you need to ask is, which would you prefer?”

Cheryl knew Marc liked sloppy seconds. What’s more, she much preferred sex when it was skin on skin, and the thrill of a man she’d never met before pumping his cum inside her made it so much more exciting.

They stopped at a set of traffic lights. “I’ll take him bare if you tell me to,” she said quietly.

He turned and looked deep into her eyes. “I want you to.”

She let out a long sigh, aware that she was already wet. “How much further?”

“Almost there.”

A few minutes later, he turned off the main road and navigated a warren of backstreets before pulling up outside an old brick building. A battered and weathered sign announced it was a community hall. The windows were covered in wire mesh on the outside and black drapes on the inside. The place looked abandoned.

A sense of dread seeped through her. “I’m meeting my date in there?”

Marc finished tapping out a text. “The inside is nicer, I promise.”

“You’ve been here before?”

He nodded, then his phone chirped. He glanced at the screen and opened his car door, smiling. “Time to go.”

Cheryl waited until he’d opened her door before getting out and looking around. Apart from some litter on the street, it was quite a nice neighbourhood, featuring lovely old houses with well-maintained front gardens.

“Come on,” he said, holding out his hand.

They walked to the door and Marc pushed it open, leading her into a small foyer with doors to the toilets on either side, and a set of double doors leading into the main part of the hall. When Marc pulled those open, she saw the hall in darkness except for the stage at the far end, which was lit by a row of spotlights on a bar above it. There were three tables on the stage, two on the left, placed side by side with a chair behind each, and a longer table and chair on the right, facing the others.

Cheryl stopped and frowned at the scene in front of her. “Marc, what’s all this?”

Just then, the sound of the front door being locked made them turn around. A guy in a smart suit walked up to them, smiling broadly. He was tall, maybe six-three, and very good-looking.

He held out a hand to Cheryl. “Hi, you must be the defence counsel.”

Cheryl opened her mouth but words failed her.

“I’m Henry, and I’ll be acting on behalf of the prosecution. Follow me, I’ll show you to your table.”

As Henry walked toward the stage, Cheryl turned to Marc and shook her head, puzzled. “What is this?”

“He’s in an amateur dramatics group,” Marc explained. “Apparently this is where they do shows and hold their rehearsals.” He took her hand and guided her up the narrow aisle between chairs toward the stage.

Henry was waiting by the steps. He took Cheryl’s hand from Marc’s and helped her up. “That’s your table there,” he said, pointing to one of the smaller tables. “That’s mine right next to it. Please remain standing until the judge is seated.”

This felt like a weird dream. Cheryl stood by her seat and glared at Marc, who was still standing by the steps to the stage with a broad smile on his face. The double doors opened and another man came into the hall and headed up the aisle. It was difficult to make him out in the dark, but as he approached the stage, Cheryl realised he was wearing a judge’s black gown and a white wig. She had to bite her lip to stop from laughing.

The new guy took his place behind the larger table and sat facing them. He wasn’t as tall as Henry, but he was thickset and wide across the shoulders, probably a frequent gym user. He had a gavel in his hand and a pair of half-moon reading glasses perched halfway down his nose. He tapped the gavel on the table, then looked over at Cheryl and Henry. “I’m sorry, young lady, but coats are not allowed in my courtroom.”

Cheryl felt her jaw drop. She turned to look at Marc, and he just gave her another of his fucking grins. She took a deep breath. The whole point of her being here was to have sex. If these two guys were the ones Marc had arranged for her, then removing her coat wasn’t really a big deal. She undid the buttons, then slipped the garment off her shoulders and walked over to throw it to her husband. She reclaimed her place behind her table, fully aware that the two men on stage with her were staring at her body.

“Thank you,” the judge said. “Please, be seated.” Then, in a louder voice, “Bring in the accused.”

The accused?

The double doors banged again, and Cheryl looked over to see more people enter the hall. Trepidation swamped her brain as four men climbed the steps to the stage and walked up between the judge’s table and the ones she and Henry were sitting behind. They were all wearing black and white hooped jumpsuits like members of a chain gang in old American movies. But they were all tall, fit-looking guys in their late twenties or early thirties. She glanced back at Marc, but he was now in shadow, standing a little back from the stage.

Six guys. Oh, my God, he’s arranged my gangbang fantasy!

The judge banged his gavel and looked over at Henry. “What are the charges?”

Henry glanced over at the men, then back at the judge. “Possession of an offensive weapon, m’lud.”

Cheryl couldn’t suppress a smile. This was ludicrous.

The judge turned to Cheryl. “And how do the accused intend to plead?”

Cheryl stood up, feeling foolish and almost naked. “Not guilty, your honour.”

The judge sat back in his chair. “Very well. I suggest prosecution presents the evidence.”

Henry turned to the four men, who’d shuffled into a line about eight feet to Cheryl’s left. “Show the court your weapons.”

To her amazement, the four men opened the flies of their jumpsuits and each took out his cock. They were all well-endowed, a couple of them already sporting semis.

The judge stared at the men’s cocks, then turned to Cheryl. “In light of the evidence, does the defence wish to change the plea?”

Cheryl looked at the four handsome men with their cocks out, then back at the judge. “No, your honour. As you can see, their weapons are not offensive in any way.”

“Objection!” Henry stood up. “M’lud, I consider defence counsel’s shoes inappropriate for court.”

Cheryl blinked, then laughed.

“Inappropriate?” The judge leaned over his table, squinting.

“Yes m’lud.” Henry shook his head. “I find it difficult to concentrate.”

The judge looked from Cheryl to Henry. “Well, I can’t see anything wrong. Yet. Counsel, please approach the bench.”

Cheryl got up from her chair and waited for Henry to join her, then strutted towards the judge with long, slow strides, acutely aware that the four ‘prisoners’ with their cocks out were ogling her body.

The judge glanced at Cheryl’s face and gave the briefest of smiles. Then he looked at Henry. “Why are you finding it so difficult to concentrate?”

“Those shoes are far too sexy to be worn with stockings, m’lud.”

The judge leaned over the table again and nodded. “They are incredibly sexy.” He sat back and looked at Henry. “However, the shoes and stockings do not stop me from thinking clearly.”

“They don’t, m’lud?”

The judge shook his head, the long wig flapping comically. “Not at all, though all I can think clearly about is bending her over this bench and ramming my cock into her mouth.”

Cheryl laughed, but heat bloomed in her lower body.

“Well, m’lud,” Henry said. “It’s strange you should say that, because all I can think about is bending her over this bench and fucking her from behind.”

The judge banged his gavel. “Motion carried.” He frowned at Cheryl. “Or is that the wrong line?”

She shook her head. “It works for me.” She leaned her elbows on the table in front of the judge. “Now, didn’t you say something about your cock being in my mouth?”

The judge stood up and raised his gown, fumbling with the buttons of his trousers. Henry slipped his fingers into the waistband of her thong and pulled it down her legs and off over her feet. The four prisoners converged on the table, and as Cheryl opened her mouth for the judge’s cock, Henry entered her from behind.

With her hands pressed flat onto the table, Cheryl closed her eyes and enjoyed being spit-roasted. Hands stroked her body from both sides, running over her hips and legs. Her bra was unclipped and both boobs were immediately groped, the nipples tweaked and twisted. Henry withdrew and was replaced by one of the prisoners. His cock was bigger, stretching her out and making her grunt when he pushed deep. The judge stepped back and another of the prisoners presented his cock in front of Cheryl’s face. Without looking up to see which man it belonged to, she simply opened her mouth and pushed forward, swallowing his length into her throat.

Another of the prisoners reached down and played with her clit while his buddy fucked her from behind. A mouth latched onto her nipple, and suddenly Cheryl’s orgasm arrived. She wailed, but the noise couldn’t escape around the cock in her throat. Whoever had been rubbing her clit stopped, and the guy fucking her was replaced by another man. She’d now had three of the men inside her pussy and two in her mouth.

The guy in her mouth held her head tight and thrust his hips, literally fucking her face. Her throat was warmed by his cum, then he pulled out slightly and sent another spurt into her mouth. This one she could taste, and she bobbed and twisted her head, draining his balls.

“Get her on the table,” someone said.

Cheryl felt the guy behind withdraw, then she was lifted off the floor and laid lengthwise along the judge’s table. Someone held her arms above her head so she was completely at their mercy. It felt wonderful.

One of the prisoners climbed onto the table between her legs and entered her. Her head was tilted to the side and another cock was fed into her mouth. She could taste her own juices, and when she looked up, she saw Henry smiling down at her. She bobbed her head and tried to give him pleasure, but the guy on top was now delivering long, deep thrusts that were bringing her to the boil again. She released Henry’s cock to let out a long groan. Looking up, she realised it was the judge who was now fucking her. He’d removed his wig, gown and glasses. As he drove his cock into her again and again, Cheryl reached her second orgasm. He pushed deep and held still, the tendons in his neck standing out. She stared up into his eyes as he flooded her cunt, then Henry fed his cock back into her mouth.

As soon as the judge made way for another guy, her hair was pulled from behind. She released Henry to let the man on the opposite side of the table take his turn with her mouth. His cock also tasted of her juices.

A figure was moving behind the man in her mouth, and she realised it was Marc. He was holding his phone up, capturing what they were doing to her. The guy between her legs made way for another, and Cheryl raised her hips in readiness. She’d now lost count of how many men she’d sucked and fucked. She knew only two of them had come so far, one of the prisoners in her mouth and the judge inside her.

The latest cock was the biggest, making her cry as the prisoner slid it all the way home. She released the cock in her mouth and looked up at the man on top of her as he ploughed her across the tabletop.

He was clenching his teeth and breathing heavily. “I’m gonna come,” he rasped.

She nodded, wondering if she’d be able to come again this soon.

“Where do you want it?” he asked.

“Wherever you want.”

He grinned. “It could get messy.”

“Bring it on.”

He banged her a few more times, pulled out, and jacked his big cock while holding himself up with his other arm. Cheryl arched off the table as a thick rope of cum arced up over her body and landed with a splash on her chin and neck. She blinked, shocked by the amount and by the distance it had travelled. A second rope erupted onto her left boob. She ran her hands over the mess as a third hit her tummy.

Someone yanked her head to the right and came on her face. As she opened her mouth in surprise, the second shot hit the back of her throat. He slipped his dick between her lips and fired more spunk into her mouth. Then it was Henry’s turn inside her again. She released the man in her mouth as Henry fucked her with short, quick strokes. She gripped his hips, banging her crotch up to meet his thrusts. She was on the brink of another orgasm and didn’t intend letting him out until she’d come. In her peripheral vision she saw Marc filming her face, no doubt capturing the desperation as she chased her goal. Henry grunted.

Knowing he was coming inside her was enough to send Cheryl over the edge. This orgasm flicked her entire nervous system into overload. Her limbs twitched and her eyes squeezed shut. She screamed and shook, her feet banging on the table. Henry eventually withdrew and another man took his place. She undulated beneath him but didn’t bother to open her eyes. She didn’t care who it was, she just wanted his cock. Turning her head to her right, she opened her mouth and waited. She wasn’t disappointed. This cock was soft and tasted of her. Maybe it was one that had come inside her. It didn’t matter. She teased it with her tongue and took it all the way into her mouth, her only task to get it hard so the guy could fuck her again.

Cheryl was lifted off the table, but she was barely aware of who was where. All she could think about was the fire burning in her core, and her desire to be used. She tried to count how many of the men had come. Surely all of them must have done by now.

One of the prisoners took her place on the table, his jumpsuit open down the front to show a well-toned chest and large erection. Cheryl was encouraged to straddle him. She did, impaling herself. Gently, she was pushed down to lie on him. She knew what was coming next.

This was confirmed by a cold squirt of lube on her arsehole. She opened her eyes and saw Marc, who was still filming the action. She stared into the lens of his phone as a cock slid easily into her backside. Her eyes fluttered and she let out a groan, then her head was turned to the side and another cock pushed between her parted lips.

Three.

She had three men simultaneously using her body, and three more waited to take their place. Her fantasy was now a reality. She closed her eyes and revelled in everything that was happening to her. The two cocks moving against each other—sometimes in sync, sometimes not—were at the epicentre of a burgeoning ball of pleasure. The sheer delight emanating out from those two points of entry spread throughout her body, setting off tremors in her thighs and butterflies in her stomach.

She was aware of gripping the edges of the tabletop and the sounds of her groans around the cock in her mouth, but everything else seemed to be cocooned in a warm numbness of bliss. Her orgasm was building and she gleefully rode the tide, howling in exhilaration as the wave crested for what felt like an eternity, then screaming when it finally broke. Wet heat covered her thighs and groin, and a different wet heat filled her mouth. She tried to swallow it all but failed, dribbles oozing out of her mouth and down her cheek. The guy behind pushed deep and held still, and more heat flooded her insides.

Cheryl twitched and bucked, dimly registering that she’d squirted with her orgasm and that two of the men using her body had just come. Those two pulled out, and she was immediately filled again. The man in her mouth tasted of her, and the man behind stretched her wider than the last. She concentrated on using her mouth. The big guy came quickly, and then the man beneath her grunted and twitched. She scratched at his chest and shoulders as the two neighbouring cocks unloaded. Then the big guy pulled out and a third took his place. The guy in her cunt was beginning to wilt, but his presence still gave a fullness she enjoyed.

A groan from the man fucking her mouth made her look up. It was the judge, and she knew he was about to blow. She took him deep into her throat and hummed. He jerked as he came, but this time she didn’t spill. She bobbed her head and didn’t let go until she knew she’d emptied his balls. Her body ached and she was suddenly tired to the point of exhaustion. The man behind stepped back and someone helped her off the table. Standing up, she was suddenly lightheaded.

An arm wrapped around her waist and she turned to see Marc looking concerned.

“Are you okay?”

She smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine.”

The six men congregated on the judge’s side of the long table, giving Cheryl and Marc some space.

She looked down at her body, which was covered in cum and her own fluids. “I need to clean up.”

Henry approached them, having put his trousers and shirt back on. “There are towels in the toilets. Use whatever you need and leave them on the floor. We’ll clean up before we leave.”

She smiled her thanks and walked unsteadily down the steps. Wearing only her shoes and hold-ups, she headed up the aisle and through the double doors. The toilets were much smarter than she’d expected. There were two piles on a faux-marble counter, one of flannels and one of hand towels. Several boxes of tissues were stacked under a large mirror over the sinks. Maybe they were used for removing stage makeup. She cleaned up as best as she could, very aware that cum was still leaking from both holes. There wasn’t much she could do other than clench and catch it on a tissue.

The door opened and Marc walked in with her underwear and coat. She smiled her thanks, then pulled on her thong and wedged fresh tissues onto the gusset. She allowed him to fasten her bra, then help her on with her coat.

She turned to look up into his eyes, which still showed concern. “Thank you.”

“Was it okay?” He slipped his arms around her waist and pulled her close. “I was worried at the end because you seemed to be out on your feet.”

She shook her head. “I was just tired, overwhelmed and…” She laughed. “Well and truly fucked.” She tilted her head and kissed his cheek. “I don’t know how you managed to arrange it all, but I doubt I’ll be able to walk into court again without getting hot flashbacks.”

He laughed and turned her towards the door. “Do you want to say goodbye to the guys?”

“Yes, of course. Come on.”

The stage was now clear of the tables, the guys all sitting on the steps in regular clothes. Henry had tidied up his smart suit. They stood up as Cheryl and Marc walked towards them.

She smiled at them all. “Thank you all so much, I had more fun than you can imagine.”

Henry smiled broadly. “I’m pretty sure we had as much fun, so thank you.”

Hugs and handshakes were exchanged all round before Cheryl and Marc followed Henry to the main door, which he unlocked for them.

Marc opened Cheryl’s car door for her. Once they were both inside, she reached over and squeezed his hand. “Did you film it all?”

“I filmed as much as I could without getting in anybody’s way.”

“Want to watch it when we get home?” She knew he must be aching for release.

He shook his head. “I think when we get home you should have a bath and then sleep for twelve hours.”

She frowned. “I want you—”

“Don’t worry about me. This was for you, and I’m going to let you have a few days to enjoy and cherish what you’ve had. After that, I’ll take you out to dinner, bring you home and make love to you as gently as I can manage.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “I really like that idea.”

“And then maybe next weekend,” he said, grinning, “we’ll watch the film and I’ll fuck you as hard as I can manage.”

“I like that idea, too.” She narrowed her eyes. “Have you got anything else planned for me?”

He shook his head. “Should I have?”

“No. I think for the next few weeks I’m only going to be a hotwife for my hot husband.”

“Oh?”

She squeezed his hand again. “We can pick things up again whenever we’re ready, but I want to show you that I don’t need anybody else.”

He leaned over and kissed her gently on the mouth. “You can have whoever you want, and if that’s just me for a while, I’m not going to complain.”

“Me neither.”

Marc started the engine. “Let’s go home.”

THE END
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The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet
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Harriet and Luke’s life has evolved over the last six months.

Their start-up software business gained momentum and several large contracts. That success allowed them to buy a glorious Edwardian sandstone house in a picturesque town in the Peak District. Not only does it have four bedrooms, two bathrooms and extensive gardens, the barn has been converted to a modern office, which means no more rush-hour commuting.

But the most fulfilling transformation of all is in their sex life. After Luke watched Harriet give herself to another man on Christmas Eve in Oslo, it opened a whole new world of pleasure for both of them.

She followed that up with two threesomes, the first with a man and a woman, the next with two men. A chance encounter with a bull in the Canary Islands leads to the couple joining a contact site so Harriet can sample some alpha bulls.

Being members of the contact site also elicits an invitation to attend an exclusive party in California. Harriet and Luke accept, knowing this might be a once in-a-lifetime opportunity to enjoy a truly hedonistic experience.

So, like countless would-be starlets before them, they pack their bags and head for Hollywood. But unlike the vast majority of would-be starlets, all of Harriet’s dreams are fulfilled.

They’d expected something special, but nothing could have prepared them for what was in store. Located in Malibu and overlooking the Pacific Ocean, Casa Del Grande Toro is the most stunning house they’ve ever seen. And at the party, surrounded by a collection of beautiful hotwives and their adoring husbands, Harriet is immersed in a sexual tryst beyond anything she’d envisaged in even her wildest fantasies.

The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet is available from Amazon

───Ξ───

My Wife’s FreeUse Weekend
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After Suzy’s sexy shenanigans at the student house party, we both knew it would only be a matter of time before she repeated the experience.

What I wasn’t expecting, however, was for it to happen with my ex-army buddies.

It was supposed to be a weekend for old friends to meet up and shoot the breeze. When my friend’s wife cancelled at the last minute, it meant Suzy was the only woman in a house with four horny men.

As we all sat around chatting on the first night, I caught my friends stealing looks at her. My wife obviously noticed their not-too-surreptitious glances as well, and she suggested this would be a perfect opportunity for her to offer them all free-use of her body.

But I knew what my buddies were like. These weren’t inexperienced students like her last time; these were guys who’d travelled the world and seen action.

I don’t think she knew what she was letting herself in for…

My Wife’s FreeUse Weekend is available from Amazon
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