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Chapter One
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Iwoke up to find Anthony wrapped around me, still sound asleep. It took a few moments for the fog of sleep to disappear before I realised what day it was.

It was Christmas morning!

Despite being in my forties, I still loved Christmas, and I especially loved sharing the day with my husband. We both worked hard, so we had learned to make the most of our quality time together during the holidays.

I considered letting him sleep a little longer, but it only took a second for me to discard that idea. I wanted to get the day started!

With a smile on my lips, I began covering Anthony’s face with gentle little kisses. He began to stir a little, but he wasn’t waking fast enough for my liking, so I took his lower lip between my teeth and nibbled gently.

I felt a growl rumble through him before he even opened his eyes, letting me know he was awake and enjoying the attention. Releasing his lip, I went back to peppering his face with little kisses.

“Merry Christmas, love,” I whispered between kisses.

His lips curled up into a grin as he opened his eyes to look at me. “Merry Christmas, Lucy.”

“Shall we go downstairs and open gifts?” I asked, barely able to contain my excitement.

“Hmmm, but there’s a gift I can give you right here, Lucy,” he said, pushing his hips forward to press his morning wood against my thigh.

I laughed softly. “Please don’t tell me this is the only gift you got me, Anthony.”

He looked sheepish for a moment. “No. Of course not. But I’ve set up a surprise for you that won’t be ready until later. So this is the only gift I can give you right now.”

“I suppose I can wait until later for my gift. You might have to work hard to keep me distracted, though.” I grinned and wiggled my eyebrows at him.

“Ugh, I’ve only just woken up. Can’t I even have a minute before you start putting me to work?”

Despite his grumpy tone, Anthony flashed me a playful grin before rolling me onto my back. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him down to me until our lips met. The kiss started off slow and tender, the heat slowly building between us as we writhed against one another. He positioned himself between my thighs, letting me feel his hardness as it pressed urgently against my pussy. Each twitch of his cock created little sparks of pleasure in my core, making me moan on his lips.

Anthony pulled away, brushing feather-light kisses down along the column of my neck to send shivers of longing through me. I tangled my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer, and his kisses grew more ravenous. He licked and suckled on the sensitive spot where neck met shoulder, and when I felt his teeth grazing the skin, I couldn’t help but moan loudly. I writhed beneath him, pressing my needy pussy against his abs as he moved even lower down my body.

“Are you sure you can’t tell me what the surprise is yet, love?” I asked, only half serious as my brain struggled to focus on anything but how good his lips felt. Especially when he began kissing in circles around my hardened nipple, sending even more tingles through my body.

He laughed softly. “I’m sure. It won’t be much of a surprise if I ruin it for you now, will it?”

I grumbled, muttering some unintelligible words under my breath. But when Anthony took my nipple between his teeth and tugged on the hard little bud, the words disappeared, only to be replaced with a gasp.

“If you’re still thinking about your surprise,” Anthony continued, “I’m obviously not doing a good enough job of distracting you. I think I’m going to have to up my game a bit.”

With that, he brought his hand between my thighs, finding my bare pussy with deft fingers. I let out a soft moan, suddenly thinking that this was one of the benefits of sleeping naked every night. It gave Anthony quick access to my needy holes whenever he wanted.

He teased his thick fingers back and forth through my wet folds, smearing my juices over my smooth flesh. My back arched, my entire body singing with the delicious sensations he was creating between my thighs. Now and then, his fingers would brush against my clit for the briefest of moments before moving away again, leaving me whimpering and desperate for more.

“If you really want to distract me, you’ll have to stop teasing me and give me what I need.”

“Oh, and what is that?” he asked, his lips curling up into a playful grin while he continued his teasing ministrations.

“I want your big, hard cock inside me, fucking me into oblivion.”

I felt his dick pulse against my thigh in response to my words, but Anthony made no move to satisfy my desires.

“How about another little treat before I give you what you want?”

“That depends. Is it the kind of treat that will get me off?” I asked, grinning back at him.

“Oh yeah, it will definitely get you off.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but before I could say anything, Anthony moved his kisses lower, trailing his lips down my body until he was settled lower on the bed with his head between my thighs.

With a moan, I parted my legs wider for him. “Okay, maybe this is the kind of treat I can get behind,” I said, noticing my voice had suddenly become breathless.

Anthony grinned up at me from between my thighs before pursing his lips to blow a stream of warm air against my pussy lips. Even that was enough to make me squirm, and I held my breath as I waited for the first touch of his tongue against my flesh.

Luckily, he didn’t make me wait too long. I closed my eyes, savouring the sensations as he ran the flat of his tongue slowly along my wet slit. My body reacted instinctively as I lifted my hips up off the bed, eagerly pressing myself against his tongue. Anthony let out a loud moan as he tasted me, and that sound only caused my cunt to quiver with an even more intense longing for the man I loved.

After one more slow drag of his tongue over my folds, he began teasing the tip around my sensitive clit, never quite touching the little bud. Rather than getting frustrated, I took a deep breath and enjoyed the growing sensations. Anthony was an expert at building up my desire before making me explode in the most intense ways, and that was exactly what I needed. I wanted the kind of earth-shattering release that only he could give me.

Slowly, he brought the tip of his tongue closer to my clit, moving it in smaller circles each time, until he couldn’t help but occasionally brush against the throbbing little button. Each time he did that, I would gasp and roll my hips, trying to find even more of that sweet bliss. But he continued with his teasing, letting my desire build until my entire body was burning with lust.

“Oh god,” I moaned, reaching down to tangle my fingers in his hair. “Please, Anthony.”

I was grateful that he didn’t make me articulate my needs any further, because with the kind of frantic state I was in, I wasn’t sure I’d have been able to do it.

Anthony looked up at me from his spot between my thighs as he began flicking his tongue over my clit in rapid movements that sent jolts of pleasure shooting throughout my body. My loud moans filled the room, and my body tensed, getting ready for the impending explosion.

I gripped his hair tighter, pulling him deeper between my thighs as I got ever closer to my release. When Anthony sealed his lips around my clit, suckling voraciously while continuing to use his tongue in ways that took my breath away, I shattered apart. I cried out his name as my body shuddered with wave after wave of pleasure. His moans flowed against my cunt lips, sending vibrations rippling through me to make my orgasm so much more intense.

Anthony ripped as much pleasure from me as he could before lifting his head. I grinned as I looked down at him, seeing the way my juices glistened on his lips. He looked like a complete mess, but he was my mess, and I was more ready than ever to feel his perfect dick inside me.

He crawled his way back up my body, bringing his lips down on mine in a deep and hungry kiss. The taste of my pleasure filled my senses, making my pussy quiver with renewed arousal. I placed my hands on his chest and pushed him over onto his back before moving to straddle his waist. His cock was rock hard and throbbing against my inner thigh as I sat on top of him.

“As much as I loved my first treat, Anthony,” I said breathlessly, “it’s Christmas morning, and I am ready to be spoiled.”

Anthony’s lips curled up into a grin. “Oh, don’t worry, baby. You are going to be spoiled rotten today. I promise you that.”

For a moment, my mind drifted back to my surprise, wondering what it could be. But then I pushed that thought aside. Right now, all I wanted was my husband. And I wanted him inside me.

I reached down to wrap my fingers gently around his throbbing shaft, holding him steady as I lowered myself down onto his dick. A loud moan escaped me as Anthony stretched my tight little pussy in the most perfect way, making me ache for him. I was so damn wet from his previous attention that I was able to slide easily down onto him.

Anthony grabbed my hips, pulling me all the way down until I was fully impaled, and I began grinding down against him. My sensitised clit rubbed against his pelvis, creating frissons of pleasure that spread throughout my body. If I carried on that way, it wasn’t going to take long for me to cum again, but Anthony took control. He used his hold on my hips to lift me up, then slam me back down onto his cock, guiding the movements over and over until I was riding him hard.

With my hands on his chest, I took back control as I rode his dick with wanton passion. Each time I took the entire length of his cock inside me, I cried out as another blissful storm gathered between my thighs. God, no matter how many times I fucked him, I could never get enough of Anthony. And he seemed to feel the same way about me too, if the dark look of lust in his eyes was any indication. Although the sex between us was never better than after he knew I had fucked someone else, we were always insatiable anyway.

Bracing himself with his feet flat on the bed, Anthony began thrusting his hips, pumping upwards to make me bounce even harder on his dick. He brought his hands up to my tits, cupping them in his hands and pinching the hard little nipples in the way that would always drive me crazy with lust. His touch sent tingles all the way down to my pussy, making me quiver and clench around his hard length.

Within moments, I was shattering apart at the seams once more as a pleasure so intense consumed my entire being. My screams rang out loud in the early morning quiet of our bedroom, a perfect accompaniment to the wooden headboard banging against the wall as we kept up the frantic pace of our movements.

Beneath me, Anthony tensed and let out a guttural moan as he reached his own climax. I could feel his dick pulse and throb inside of me as he pumped me full of his of cum. Breathlessly, I kept riding him hard until all traces of pleasure had faded away. Then I collapsed down on top of him, resting my head on his chest while his cock remained nestled within the warmth of my cunt.

“Mmmm, what a perfect way to begin our Christmas together,” I said, a smile on my face.

Anthony wrapped his arms around me and held me close while I listened to his ragged breathing and the rapid beating of his heart. I could only hope that my surprise later today would involve a lot more fucking!
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Chapter Two
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After Anthony and I had dozed a little longer, then taken a shower, we headed downstairs. I was wearing jeans and a Christmas sweater with penguins and snowflakes on the front. I’d also tied my long hair back with a red ribbon to help with the festive look. Anthony had refused to wear the Christmas sweater I’d brought for him a couple of weeks ago, but wouldn’t tell me why. Usually, he was happy to wear it around the house; he just didn’t like wearing it out in public.

Suddenly, a thought came to me.

“Have you invited someone to visit today, Anthony? Is that my surprise?” I bounced a little on the balls of my feet as I got carried away in the excitement and wondered who it might be. Someone gorgeous and willing to fuck me in front of my husband, I hoped.

He simply laughed and shrugged. “Stop asking me questions, Lucy,” he chastised. “I’m not going to tell you anything. You will just have to wait and see.”

I sighed as I walked through to the kitchen to prepare coffee for us both. “You really aren’t any fun at all. Maybe I could offer you something in exchange for information?”

“Oh, what would you offer me?” he asked, his lips curving up into a mischievous grin.

I thought it over for a moment before stepping closer to him, snapping open the button on his jeans. “Well, I could give you a blow job, love. You always said I could take away any man’s sense of reasoning with my talented mouth.” I ran my tongue along my lips slowly, enjoying the way his eyes seemed to follow the pink tip as if mesmerised.

But just as I thought my plan was going to work, he laughed and gently pushed my hands away from his waistband. “I’m still perfectly satisfied after our little session in bed together, baby, so you’ll have to think of something else to tempt me.”

My lips curved downwards into a pout, and I stared up at him with large eyes. If seduction wasn’t going to work, maybe the sad puppy dog eyes would.

Anthony tilted his head to the side as he looked at me. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re kind of spoiled?” he asked, trying to keep a straight face.

“That’s so not true,” I retorted with a huff. “If that was the case, I would already have my gift. Or at least know what it was. But look, no gift!”

I held my hands out to my sides, showing him how empty they were, when there was a sudden knock at the door. My ears perked up instantly at the sound, and I let out an excited squeal.

“Is that it? Is my treat here?”

Anthony grinned and nodded. “It is. Go get it, baby, and enjoy it. Merry Christmas.”

Rushing over to him, I brushed my lips against his in a quick and tender kiss. “Merry Christmas, love.”

I practically ran towards the door, grateful to still be barefoot, so I didn’t accidentally trip myself up in my eagerness to see who was there. When I opened the door, a guy dressed as Santa was standing there, wearing the usual red suit, fake white beard and hair, and a hat that was tilted at a jaunty angle on top of his head. Except this Santa wasn’t wearing the obligatory padding underneath, and the sheer bulk of him looked to be all muscle rather than the fat usually associated with Saint Nick.

The beard and hair covered a little too much of his features for me to be able to work out who it was straight away, although the man certainly seemed familiar. I could only assume it was a friend of Anthony’s.

“Well, hello, Santa!” I said, opening the door wider for him and signalling for him to come in. “I wasn’t expecting you to be here today. I would have thought you’d be sleeping right now after your busy night of delivering gifts all over the world last night.”

He stepped in the front door and I closed it behind him. Even through the fuzzy beard, I could still see the way the corners of his full lips curved up into an amused grin.

“It seems I forgot to deliver a few gifts,” he replied, dropping a sack I hadn’t noticed until now on the floor in front of me. “So I thought I had better rectify my error.”

As soon as he spoke, I realised who it was hiding behind the Santa costume. It was Matt, Anthony’s best friend. Matt and I had only slept together once, a few months ago, and nothing else had happened between us since, but my sweet husband knew I had a crush on him and that I was eager for another chance to get my hands on him. And it seemed as though Anthony had found a way to make that little dream come true.

I smiled at Matt. “Oh, well, thank you for going out of your way to bring the gifts, Santa. It would be terrible if anybody were to be left dissatisfied on Christmas morning.” I let the corners of my lips curl up into a seductive smile, and butterflies appeared in my stomach as he took a step closer.

“Of course, before I can officially give you the gifts, I have to make sure that you’ve been a good girl this year. I can’t be giving gifts to people who are on the naughty list.”

My mind drifted back over all the wicked things I’d done during the year as I took another step towards Matt, closing the distance between us even further. Reaching up, I curled a long strand of his beard around my finger.

“I’ve been a very good girl this year, Santa. I tried to spread as much happiness as I could to everyone I met.”

He quirked an eyebrow up at me, and I could see he was trying to keep a straight face. “Well, that’s very good to hear, Lucy. But tell me, exactly how happy did you make all these people?”

“Oh, that’s an easy one to answer, Santa. I left them all screaming with joy. Often more than once.”

Matt let go of the serious Santa he was trying to portray, and he let out a hearty laugh that was much more fitting for the role he was playing. “Then you may have your gifts, Lucy. Shall we go sit down somewhere?”

He picked up the sack of gifts from the floor and followed me through to the living room, where Anthony was already waiting with freshly made coffee for all three of us. My husband winked at me as he caught my eye, and I flashed him a beaming smile in return. I flopped down onto the couch and Matt settled beside me, before emptying out his sack to leave a pile of neatly wrapped presents on the floor by my feet.

“Ohhh!” I squealed as I took in the sight of all the gifts. “Which one shall I open first?”

I glanced at both Matt and Anthony, but they both just shrugged their shoulders. “Start wherever you like, beautiful,” Matt said. “Just make sure you leave the envelope for last.”

I frowned and looked back down at the floor, having missed seeing an envelope before. This time, I saw one corner of it peeking out from underneath the pile of presents.

“Okay, I can do that. After all, I’m sure all the really fun stuff is in the boxes, right?”

Both men chuckled and nodded. “True,” Anthony said. “The things in the boxes will be a lot of fun, but what’s in the envelope will be the icing and the cherry on top of the cake.”

I tilted my head, looking at my husband and wondering what he could mean, but then Matt grabbed my attention.

“So why don’t you open your presents, Lucy? I can’t wait to see what you think of them.” He had a smirk on his face that was far too sexy a look for any regular Santa. I had no idea what was in these boxes, but I was hoping that the real gift for today would be the man sitting next to me.

I glanced down at the pile once more and, unsure which one to pick first, I just grabbed the one on top. Unable to wait any longer, I ripped off the colourful paper and threw it on the floor. I let out a gasp as I realised what it was. A remote controlled egg-shaped vibrator.

“Oh! Now, this does look fun. When do we get to try it out?”

Anthony laughed at the eager tone of my voice. “Soon, baby. I made sure to download the app on my phone already so I can control it for you, but you have to open all the other gifts first.”

I couldn’t help but squirm at the thought of wearing the vibrator in my pussy while someone else controlled it, either driving me to one orgasm after another or using it to tease me until I was a frantic mess. But it wasn’t time for that yet. I still had more gifts to open!

I grabbed the next box from the pile and tore the paper from it, having to hold back a squeal as I realised what it was. Anal beads. While I loved having my ass used, I’d never had any toys for that dark hole, and I was excited to find out how good the beads would feel. Perhaps later I could wear them while somebody was controlling the vibrator. That seemed like a perfect way to spend some time.

“I can’t wait to try these too!” I said enthusiastically. “But I think I’m noticing a bit of a theme with the gifts. Are they all adult toys?”

Both men laughed. “Maybe,” Matt replied. “But you are an adult, so it makes sense to buy you adult toys, right?” He winked at me, and the excited butterflies in my gut went into overdrive.

“That’s true. And adult toys are so much more fun.”

I flashed them both my most wicked grin as I reached for the next gift. Making quick work of removing the wrapping, I found another toy for my ass. A silver metal butt plug with a big pink jewel on the base.

“Ohhhh, this is so pretty!” I exclaimed with joy.

“I thought maybe you could wear it to work sometimes, baby,” Anthony said. “That way, when you fuck one of your co-workers, they’ll be able to see your pretty plug.”

I let out a soft moan. “That sounds perfect, Anthony. Thank you.” Beside me, Matt cleared his throat, and I chuckled. “And thank you too, Santa. Of course.” He smiled at me, then gestured to the few remaining gifts on the floor.

Picking up another box, this one smaller and flatter than the others, my curiosity was piqued. I wondered what filthy toy it might contain as I ripped the paper. But when I opened the box, I was surprised to find a red silk scarf folded neatly within. While it wasn’t at all what I’d been expecting, I couldn’t help but think about how gorgeous it would look with one of the little black dresses that I usually wore to work.

“Ummm, thanks guys. It’s not what I thought it was going to be, but it’s genuinely beautiful. I guess this means that not all the gifts are going to be erotic things after all.”

The two men glanced at each other briefly before bringing their attention back to me, polite smiles on their faces. They seemed to be waiting for me to continue opening my gifts, and who was I to disappoint them?

The next box was smaller too, although not flat like the last one. And once I’d opened it, I wasn’t quite sure what the two small items were.

“They are nipple clamps,” Matt added helpfully.

Oh, I could see that now he’d pointed it out. They certainly weren’t like any other nipple clamps I’d seen before, though. They were shaped more like two tiny bullet vibrators with clips. But I’d never used any kind of clamps before, and my nipples were already tingling with the anticipation of such torture.

Matt reached over and pressed a little button I hadn’t noticed on the end of one of the clamps, and it instantly buzzed to life, vibrating in my hand.

“Oh wow,” I said, squirming slightly as I imagined how it would feel to have it clamped tight onto one of my nipples. “I didn’t even know they made nipple clamps like these. I can’t decide if I’m scared or excited to try them.”

Anthony laughed. “I bet that if we were to check your panties right now, we’d find out that you are much more excited than anything else.”

I grinned at him, not wanting to admit he was right. My panties were soaked from looking at all the toys and thinking about all the ways I hoped the two men were going to spoil me today.

Rather than answering him, I picked up the final gift from the floor. All that remained after this one was the envelope that I’d been instructed to leave until the end. I unwrapped the box and opened it, looking curiously at the item inside. It was another thing that I was unfamiliar with, but then I’d never really had a need for many toys. I much preferred to have another person make me cum. But I was starting to see that there was a lot more variety in toys now than there had been back in the days when I was single.

This toy was on the small side, fitting neatly into the palm of my hand, and at first I thought it might have been another vibrator. But it had a circle protruding outwards that I’d never seen on a sex toy before.

I lifted my gaze to Matt, waiting for him to enlighten me the way he had done with the vibrating nipple clamps, and he chuckled. “It’s a clitoral suction toy.”

My eyes widened as I stared at him, then looked down at the little toy in my hand once more. Wow, toys really had come a long way.

“It will suck my clit for me?” I asked, feeling a little dumbfounded.

“Yes, it will,” he replied. He took it from me and pressed the circle against the palm of my hand before switching on the toy. I was amazed to feel a powerful suction action instantly, and I let out a soft moan.

“God, these are amazing. I can’t wait to try them all.” I was already breathless with arousal and squirming in my chair as my pussy tingled.

“Well, open the envelope, then we can get onto the testing phase,” Anthony said, a wide grin on his lips.

Eager to get playing with my new toys as soon as possible, I picked up the envelope and ripped it open. Inside it was a homemade coupon, and I recognised the handwriting as Anthony’s straight away.

“This coupon,” I read aloud, “entitles the recipient, Lucy Matthews, to one wild day with Santa, where they may do whatever they wish to one another. The only condition is that the recipient’s husband, Anthony Matthews, must be invited to watch all the filthy shenanigans that occur.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. I had been Anthony’s hotwife for years, and I’d never needed a hall pass before now, but it was a sweet gesture.

“I think that seems like a very fair condition,” I said to my husband before turning my attention to Matt. “Now, Santa, what can I do to show you how grateful I am for all the brand new toys and the special time with you today?”

Matt grinned at me, the curl of his lips making him look predatory despite the jolly old man costume he was still wearing.

“That’s easy to answer,” he replied. “You can strip and then give me a show of you using all of your new toys.”
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Chapter Three
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My heart stuttered as I listened to Matt’s command, and I would be lying if I said it didn’t make my pussy clench with arousal. It could be said that I was something of an exhibitionist, and the thought of putting on a solo show for both men, but especially for my husband’s best friend, had me dripping with lust.

“I think I could do that for you, Santa,” I said with a smile on my face.

Leaning in, I pressed a soft kiss to Matt’s cheek, then stood from the couch. If I was going to give them a sexy show, the first thing I would have to do was take off almost all my clothing. A little thrill ran through me as I remembered the underwear I had put on, and I knew I had made the right choice. Of course, I hadn’t known my lingerie would be visible to anyone other than Anthony today.

I gripped the bottom of my Christmas sweater and pulled it up over my head in one swift movement, before dropping it on the floor with the discarded wrapping paper. Both men took in a sharp breath as they observed my voluptuous tits almost overflowing from the flimsy red lace bra I was wearing. Oh yes, I had definitely made the right choice. Not only was red the colour of the season, but it was also the perfect colour for the slutty behaviour that was about to go down.

Next, I unbuttoned my jeans and hooked my thumbs into the waistband, pushing my pants down to my ankles before stepping out of them. My little red lace panties perfectly matched my bra, and the way Matt was staring at me with his mouth open had my needy cunt aching for attention.

I decided to keep the underwear on a little longer, seeing as it was so fitting for the occasion, but I reached out and grabbed the hat from Matt’s head and repositioned it on my own. Now I was looking perfectly festive.

Sitting back down on the couch, I looked over all the boxes in front of me, wondering which one I should pick first.

“Do either of you have a preference about what you’d like to see me use first?”

Matt shook his head. “That’s up to you, beautiful. Show us how you would play with all your new toys if you were alone.” He was watching me, his eyes roaming over every inch of my body, and the intensity of his stare had my body tingling already without even touching any of my toys.

“Well, this is the one I’m most curious about,” I said as I picked up the box with the clit suction toy.

Both men groaned appreciatively at my choice, so I proceeded to take it out of the box. I leaned back on the couch, spreading my legs wide so that both men would have a good view of my cunt. Then I tugged the panties to one side and placed the small circle directly over my clit, which was already tingling with anticipation.

I looked at both men, enjoying the way they were staring at the spot between my thighs, before I pressed the little button on the toy. The suction action started immediately, making me gasp in surprise and delight. Blissful sensations were radiating outward from my core, filling my body with a warmth that felt so damn good. My nipples tightened into hard little buds that rubbed against the lace that was covering them as my entire body came alive.

Rolling the circle around slightly, I found the spot that created the most pleasure and let out a loud moan. Suddenly, Matt’s large hand was resting on my thigh, gliding slowly upwards over my smooth skin. I looked into his eyes, seeing the hunger that was clearly displayed on his face.

“Does that feel good, Lucy?” he asked, his voice seemingly deeper than it had been just a moment ago.

I nodded my head quickly, feeling too breathless and dizzy from the overwhelming sensations coming from between my thighs to actually speak. Closing my eyes, I allowed the bliss to swallow me whole, savouring the way the heat was building within me. I knew it wouldn’t take long, and I reminded myself that I should probably slow down so I could give the men a real show, but my body had a mind of its own. And all it could think about was finding a sweet release.

As the waves of warmth swept me up in its embrace, I was only vaguely aware of Matt’s hand as he moved it even higher up my leg. But when he brushed my wet folds with his fingertips, it was as if jolts of electricity spread out through my body, adding to the overwhelming feelings already being created by the suction toy.

He smeared my wetness around my slit, making his fingers slick with it, before he continued moving his hand higher up my body. I heard a small whining sound when he pulled his hand away from my needy cunt, and it took me a moment to realise the sound had come from me.

Matt left a sticky, wet trail of my juices over the bare skin of my abdomen before he cupped one of my tits in his large hand. He mauled the mound of flesh roughly, making my nipple stiffen even more, and I let out a moan as his palm rubbing against the sensitive button sent even more tingles down to my pussy.

“Come on, beautiful,” he growled softly in my ear. “I want to see you cum. Make yourself cum for Santa.”

I writhed as the intense suction over my clit pushed me closer and closer to the edge, so close to my release I could almost taste it. Matt gripped a nipple between thumb and forefinger, pinching and tugging it through the lace in a way that mingled pain and pleasure together beautifully.

As waves of my orgasm washed over me again and again, I cried out, my hips bucking with the force of my orgasm. My body moved instinctively, pressing harder against the toy in an effort to seek out the source of pleasure. It was impossible to keep my eyes open as the blistering white heat consumed me, and for a moment, I almost forgot there were two sets of eyes focused intently on me, watching my every move. Only the sting in my nipple as Matt continued to pinch the little bud reminded me that they were there.

The final wisps of pleasure had barely even disappeared when Matt placed his hand over mine and switched off the toy, taking it gently away from me. I whimpered quietly, wanting to protest, but feeling too weak to do so after such an intense orgasm. Opening my eyes slowly, I looked over at my husband, who was watching me with dark eyes while stroking his cock. A shiver of lust moved through me as I saw the way he was staring at me, but then I turned my attention back to Matt.

“Which one next, beautiful?” he asked, his voice raspy and full of craving.

After thinking about it for a moment, I knew I wanted something for my ass. That orgasm was so impossibly intense that now my pussy was feeling far too sensitive. A toy for my ass would give my cunt a much-needed break.

“I want the anal beads next,” I answered breathlessly.

Matt leaned and picked the box up from the floor and handed it to me, then dipped his hand into the pocket of his red pants. He pulled out a bottle of lubricant, and even with my brain as fried as it was, I still couldn’t help but laugh.

“I had no idea Santa carried lube around in his pockets. It seems Santa is a lot more filthy than I ever realised.”

Matt winked at me. “I do carry it around. But I only ever use it with the really, really good girls like you.”

I felt myself beam at his praise. “Well, that’s good. Not everyone deserves these kinds of special treats.”

Opening up the box in my hand, I pulled out the anal beads. They were metal balls in increasing sizes, joined together by a length of string. I regularly had anal sex with both my husband and my various lovers, so I wasn’t at all concerned about the size of them. I knew I could take much bigger than even the largest bead. But I was curious to find out what it would feel like to have all the beads inside of me, and especially how it would feel when they were plucked one by one from my tightest hole.

With the beads in one hand, I slipped down from the couch, turning so that my ass was pointed towards Anthony while I rested my elbows on the couch where I had just been sitting. I spread my legs and gave my bottom a little wiggle, and I was pleased to hear feral growling sounds coming from both men.

“Here, let me help you get ready for the beads, Lucy,” Matt said, as he slipped his hands inside my panties and pushed them down my legs. I helpfully lifted one knee at a time from the floor so that he could pull them off properly.

Then I heard the flip of a bottle lid just seconds before cold lubricant was drizzled between my ass cheeks. I let out a moan when Matt quickly followed with his hand, rubbing the liquid into my skin and warming it with his fingers. He teased my puckered hole, making me whimper and squirm as I wondered if he would slide a finger inside me.

Luckily, Matt didn’t make me wait too long to find out. I felt the thick tip of one finger pressing against the tight entrance, and I took a deep breath, trying to relax the muscles there. The digit entered slowly, stretching me in the most delicious way. I spread my legs wider, wanting Anthony to have the perfect view of his best friend fingering my ass.

When Matt began sliding his finger in and out of my forbidden hole, ripples of pleasure spread through my body, and I couldn’t resist the urge to push back against the digit, needing it even deeper inside me. But as soon as I did that, Matt pulled his finger back, letting it slip from me with a wet pop.

“Such a tease,” I groaned, looking over my shoulder at him.

He just grinned at me, apparently unashamed of his teasing ways. “You’re ready for the beads now. Want me to do it?” he asked.

“Mmmm, yes please,” I replied, resting my head on the couch cushions and arching my back just enough that it lifted my ass into the air a little more.

“Good girl,” he growled, running a hand gently along the length of my spine.

I purred at his touch until I felt the coolness of the first metal bead press against my opening. I let out a soft gasp in surprise, but the first bead entered easily, and so did the second. Matt carefully pushed each bead inside me until only a length of string was left visible.

I squeezed my muscles slightly around the beads and let out a long moan. Each individual ball seemed to be hitting pressure points deep inside my ass hole, creating all kinds of pleasurable sensations.

From behind me, I could hear Anthony moaning, and I could tell by the sounds he was making that he was still jerking his cock. If I wasn’t mistaken, he was also getting pretty close to the edge.

When Matt pulled his hands away from me, I whimpered quietly and looked towards him. Before I could say anything else, he was reaching for another box.

“I think to get the best effect, we need to be using a few of these gifts all at once.”

I wasn’t about to argue with him, and my needy pussy quivered at the thought of getting some more attention.

He pulled out the red scarf, and I looked at him in confusion for a moment, until he draped the soft material over my eyes and tied a secure knot at the back of my head. Oh, now I understood why it was mixed in with all the naughty presents. Matt had planned to use it as a blindfold all along.

Now that I was shrouded in darkness, my senses all heightened at once, and the little hairs on my body all stood up as the bare skin tingled in anticipation of what was to come.

“You trust me to take care of you and make you feel good, don’t you, beautiful?”

I nodded my head quickly. “I do,” I answered, my voice sounding breathless with arousal.

“Good girl.”

I heard some movement behind me, and the sound of another box being opened. A shiver moved over me as I wondered which toy was being selected, and my ass instinctively tightened around the beads, making me gasp with an unexpected pleasure.

Suddenly, Matt’s hands were on me again, running along my sides before moving up to cup my breasts, pushing the lace out of the way to leave my tits bare. In this position, on my knees and leaning forward onto the couch, my heavy tits were swinging beneath me, and they filled his hands perfectly. His palms were slightly calloused, providing a heavenly friction as his hands moved back and forth over my flesh.

I let out a soft moan and relaxed into his touch, letting the warmth spread through me every time his hands brushed against my hardened nipples. Between the beads in my ass and the way he was touching me, my pussy was dripping and aching. Maybe if I was lucky, one of the men would fuck me soon. Although it was also fun being the centre of attention like this, so I definitely wasn’t complaining.

Matt pulled one hand away, only for it to be replaced almost instantly with an intense stinging sensation on that nipple. My brain had barely registered the fact that he must have applied one of the clamps, when a buzzing sound filled the room and waves of vibrations flowed through the sensitive little bud. It was almost too much, as both pleasure and pain mingled together in an intoxicating blend that took my breath away.

It was less of a surprise when Matt attached the second clamp, but even so, I couldn’t stop my body from tensing as even more pain and pleasure washed over me, causing me to clench around the beads within me.

I lowered my head down onto the couch, surrendering to all the feelings that swarmed through me, consuming my entire body. I wasn’t sure I’d felt anything as intense as this before, but I knew there were still other toys waiting to be used, so I had a suspicion this was only the beginning.

Sure enough, not even a minute passed before I heard the sound of more rustling behind me, then felt something pressing against my soaked cunt lips. That greedy hole opened willingly to accept whatever was being offered. Judging by the shape and size of it, it was the remote controlled vibrator.

Matt’s hand returned to my back, rubbing along my spine as my entire body trembled with the overwhelming sensations. It was a soothing touch that helped prepare me for the moment when the toy inside my pussy buzzed to life, making me cry out with a pleasure that was so intense it was getting difficult to draw a proper breath.

“Now then, beautiful,” Matt growled, and even with the blindfold on, I could tell that his lips were close to my ear. “Are you ready to become Santa’s little fucktoy?”

There was only one possible response to that question, and I gave it without hesitation.

“Oh god, yes, please.”
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Chapter Four
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Iheard more movement coming from beside me, and I was almost certain I heard a belt buckle being opened. Licking my lips in anticipation, I tried to move closer to the sound through the darkness created by the blindfold.

“Patience, Lucy,” Matt said. “You will get what you need soon enough.”

He gripped my ponytail in his fist and guided my head downwards until my lips were pressed against the head of his cock. His flesh was hot and hard, and my natural response was to part my lips in readiness for him. With his hold on me, he pulled my head down, guiding my lips over his shaft, and I moaned around him.

Even as I sucked eagerly on his thick, long dick, the toys continued to vibrate, making it hard to think about what I was doing. The sensations were creating a fire in me that threatened to consume me from the inside out. All I could do was what my body instinctively knew how to do, and luckily, sucking cock was one of those things.

I bobbed my head in Matt’s lap, dragging my lips back and forth along his shaft while sucking frantically. The constant buzzing in my most sensitive places had me worked up into a frenzy, and that had me sucking his dick deep into my throat, as if it was more important to feel every inch of his cock than it was to actually breathe. And maybe at that moment, it was more important. I needed to be filled with cock and fucked into oblivion, because that was the only thing that would bring me any relief from the craving that the toys were creating.

Matt gripped my hair tighter and pulled me up off his cock. I would have argued with him about it if I wasn’t too busy gasping for air.

“Breathe for me, beautiful,” he said, then his voice lowered into a growl as he continued speaking. “Do you have any idea how hot you look with those pretty lips of yours wrapped around my cock?”

“If you enjoy the sight so much, you should let me keep sucking your dick,” I said with a wicked grin teasing about the corners of my lips.

From behind me, I heard Anthony let out a long groan. He always loved it when I let my inner-slut come out to play, and today, that part of me was desperate for attention.

Matt chuckled, and I wished I could see the way his eyes always sparkled whenever he laughed, but the blindfold made that impossible. He pushed my head back down, though, and I moaned as I slid my mouth down onto him once more. His cock was so fucking hard, and every time I pushed my lips all the way down to the base, I could feel him throbbing deep in my throat. It wouldn’t be long before I pushed him over the edge, and the thought of being fed a big, juicy load of cum had me sucking even more hungrily.

His moans were like the sweetest symphony to me, and the more he moaned, the greedier I became.

Just as I was certain he was about to blow and feed me his cum, he pulled me up off his cock again. The frustration I felt at being denied what I wanted, while Anthony used the remote control vibrator to keep me right on the edge, left me groaning loudly.

“I need your cum,” I moaned.

“And you will get it, Lucy. But not yet. I’m not finished with you by a long shot.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned breathlessly.

The vibrator suddenly slipped free of my pussy, and for a moment, I panicked that it had fallen out on its own because I was so fucking wet. My body breathed a sigh of relief though as one source of overwhelming stimulation disappeared, even though the pinching and vibrating of the nipple clamps had those sensitive buds feeling almost raw with pleasure and pain combining in a breath-taking way. But then I felt the head of a cock pressing against my slick folds and all possible thought fled my brain.

I pushed my hips back in an attempt to impale myself on his dick. I needed to be filled and fucked. Right now. But his large hands on my waist stopped me from being able to move as much as I needed to.

A pitiful whining sound filled the air, and it took me a moment to realise the sound was coming from me.

“Your wife is very greedy, Anthony,” Matt said with a chuckle.

“I know. It’s one of the reasons why I love her so much.”

“God,” I groaned. “Stop teasing me and just fuck me already.”

My cunt was dripping, and I could feel my moisture seeping onto my inner thighs. I was more than ready for his dick. I just needed him to stop teasing me. The head of his cock still lingered at my entrance, whispering promises of all the pleasures that were to come.

Just when I thought I was going to go out of my mind with lust, Matt pushed his hips forward and filled me with one hard thrust. Moans of pleasure were forced from my lips as I finally got that feeling I needed. The feeling of being full.

As he started fucking me, my inner walls tightened around him, and my other hole instinctively clenched around the beads, adding a whole new layer of sensation to the experience. Moans filled the air from all three people in the room, and it was one of the most sensuous things I’d ever heard.

I kept trying to turn my head towards Anthony, wanting to see if he was still stroking his cock or if he’d already succumbed to his own pleasure while he watched his best friend fuck me. I cursed the blindfold that was stealing my sight. Usually, I loved watching my husband jerk off, especially if I was the one he was jerking off to, and being denied that vision was only making me frustrated.

But my attention was brought back to Matt when the largest bead popped out of my ass. A moan escaped me, and after a moment, the next bead slipped free. Then the next. Even as he was pulling on the string, Matt kept up the same steady pace of his hips, slamming his cock home hard and fast into my pussy. Between his dick pounding me hard, and the clamps providing constant stimulation to my nipples, an intense heat was blooming at my core.

Once all the beads had been removed, I felt more lubricant being drizzled between my ass cheeks.

“Seeing as you’ve been such a good girl all year,” Matt growled from behind me, “you deserve to have both holes filled properly, Lucy.

Suddenly, I felt cold metal pressing against my tight star, and I gasped in surprise. It had to be my new butt plug. Matt slowed his thrusts as he carefully pushed on the toy, giving me time to slowly open up and accept it in my ass. I moaned and held as still as I could for him, considering the way my entire body was trembling, almost combusting with my need to cum.

He wriggled it from side to side, struggling to make it fit with the way his cock was already stretching out my pussy. With both his cock and the plug filling my holes, there was a subtle burning as I adjusted to being double stuffed. It wasn’t unpleasant, though. Far from it.

I waited impatiently for him to finish fiddling with my butt plug, and as soon as it was seated fully in that tight hole, I started to move. I rocked back and forth, impaling myself on his dick over and over. My greediness seemed to bring out an animal in him too, and he wrapped my long hair around his fist and pummeled my soaked cunt hard and fast from behind.

Each thrust of his hips seemed to press against the plug, pushing on it until it felt like my ass was being fucked hard at the same time. I was so fucking worked up that it only took a minute of that brutal pace to push me over the edge.

Tremors wracked my body as wave after wave of pleasure swept over me. I clamped down around Matt’s cock, gripping it tight throughout the intensity of my orgasm. His hips stuttered, thrusting erratically into my quivering cunt as he surrendered to his own orgasm. Matt’s loud moans joined mine, filling the room with the sounds of our joined climax at the same time as he filled me with his cum.

His fingers dug even harder into my waist, hard enough to hurt, and I knew I would have bruises later. I didn’t care, though. I loved being used so hard that I was left with visible marks afterwards.

Matt kept pounding my pussy until we were both spent, and until I was a trembling mess, gasping for air. He leaned down over me, pressing kisses along my spine while he reached to gently remove the clamps from my nipples. A soft groan of relief emerged from my lips to finally be free of that extra stimulation. It had felt good, but when combined with everything else, it had become overwhelming.

I felt someone lowering onto the couch next to me, and considering the fact that Matt was still inside me, I had to assume it was Matt. When the blindfold was removed, I could see it was, in fact, my husband beside me.

He leaned down to kiss me deeply, and I couldn’t help but whimper against his lips.

“Did you enjoy your gift, baby?” he asked, his voice a little breathless. Although his cock was now back in his pants, I had no doubt that he had made himself cum while watching us.

“I loved it,” I responded, with a tired smile playing about my lips. “But the coupon did say that I get a whole day with Santa. He doesn’t have to go yet, does he?”

I looked over my shoulder at Matt, and he flashed me a grin. “Of course not. I’m staying right here for as long as you’ll have me.”

With that, he gave another tiny thrust of his hips before slipping out and letting me feel his cum dribble down onto my thighs. I couldn’t have asked for a more perfect Christmas present, and the least I could do to thank Anthony was let him watch me fuck his best friend a few more times.
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The Hotwife’s Blind Date

[image: ]


[image: ]




Chapter One
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“So, do you know what you’re going to wear yet?” Anthony asked, pulling me away from the book I was reading as I laid in bed.

“What for?” I asked, still too wrapped up in the arms of the gorgeous hero of the romance novel to understand what on earth my husband could be talking about.

“For our big date on Friday night,” he said, as he flopped onto the bed beside me, making us both bounce.

It took another moment or two for the realisation to sink in.

“Oh! It’s Valentine’s Day,” I said, a grin drawing across my face. “I didn’t realise you had something planned.”

Anthony chuckled and rolled his eyes; and I had to resist throwing my book at him. Of course, he knew I was only teasing him. We had a tradition which we had followed every Valentine’s Day for the last twelve years, ever since our first date, which had coincidentally landed on February 14th.

“I realise you are going to be surprised by this,” he said, trying to remain deadpan despite the way the corners of his lips were attempting to curl up into a smile, “but I have booked a table for us at Pierre’s for dinner. And I have also made a reservation at The Boulevard, so we can spend the night living in luxury.”

I squealed and tossed my book onto the nightstand before throwing my arms around him for a huge hug. “Have I ever told you how perfect you are?” I asked, while covering his face in multiple kisses.

“Not so far today,” he replied, affecting a sniffle. “I am feeling most unloved.”

Anthony only lasted a second before he burst out laughing and rolled me over onto my back, coming to rest on top of me. I wriggled beneath him, enjoying the feel of his weight on top of me.

“But seriously,” I said," thank you for organising this every year, Anthony. I love it, and I love you."

For a moment, I let my mind drift back to that night twelve years ago. Our first date. I had to admit I had been a bit wild in my younger years, playing around a lot, often with multiple men. I had told myself I was too busy studying, and then too busy building my career as a lawyer to be able to focus on having another person permanently in my life.

Of course, that was before I met Anthony. If you’d have told me that I’d meet someone and fall instantly in love with him on the first night, I would have laughed. But, as it happened, Cupid had been laying in wait for me that night when he saw me out on a blind date that my best friend had set up.

As we’d enjoyed our meal that night at Pierre’s, I felt something for Anthony that I’d never felt with anyone else. And while I’d always imagined love would feel like an intense rollercoaster of emotions, it just wasn’t like that with Anthony. Instead, I had found peace. As if I’d found the one person my heart had been looking for, and now I could spend the rest of my life feeling blissfully content.

That didn’t mean I could wait to get my hands on him, though. All through the meal, we had been kissing and touching each other. So much so, I was almost certain we were going to be asked to leave. And by the time our meal was over, I was desperate to get even more intimate with him.

I would have been happy to let him take me by the dumpster behind the restaurant, but he had always been a romantic, and he had insisted on booking a room at The Boulevard, which was just a few yards down the road from Pierre’s.

There, we had the most amazing night together, and I knew I would have been willing to give up my wild ways with men to keep him.

But he hadn’t asked me to. In fact, as our relationship progressed, he had encouraged me to continue being as wild as I wanted with others. And, even more than that, he seemed to get off on hearing me tell my stories of what I had been getting up to whenever I wasn’t with him. That was when I knew I’d found the perfect man. He loved me just as I was, and had never asked me to change.

So when he’d proposed two years later, at Pierre’s on Valentine’s Day, I hadn’t hesitated to say yes.

The feel of Anthony’s lips brushing against the side of my neck brought me back to the present moment, though. Tingles prickled at my skin wherever he kissed, and I tilted my head back to give him better access to the curve of my neck.

He nipped tenderly at the sensitive flesh, forcing a gasp from my lips, and I wrapped my arms around him to hold him tight. I spread my legs wide for him, letting out a contented sigh as he settled himself between them.

With my hands on his ass, I pulled Anthony’s hips towards mine, and I felt his hardness pressing against my core. I was wearing a silk nightdress with nothing underneath, while he was wearing nothing but boxer shorts, and I could feel the heat of his erection against my pussy.

Unable to help myself, I slipped my hand inside his boxers and gripped him gently, stroking his hard shaft until it was pulsing with his pure arousal.

“You know, Lucy,” he whispered into my ear, “there is one way you could thank me for organising another special Valentine’s for us.”

He had a wicked grin on his face as he looked down at me.

“Oh? And what is that, love?” I asked, feigning ignorance, although I was already fairly certain what he was going to say.

Anthony rolled on his back, somehow pushing his boxers down around his knees as he did so. His rock hard dick stood out lewdly from his body, throbbing noticeably while a drop of precum gathered at the tip before slowly trailing down his thick length.

I licked my lips, already craving what I suspected he was about to ask for.

“I want your mouth on my cock, Lucy. Don’t you think that would be the perfect thank you?”

Fighting the urge to roll my eyes, I simply smirked at him before moving lower down the bed. I’d never needed an excuse to suck him off before, and I sure as hell didn’t need one now. My oral fixation and my love for his cock were the only reasons that mattered.

Once I was settled between his legs on the lower half of the bed, I moved quickly to catch that drop of precum with my tongue just before it ran down over his sac. The salty taste of his desire filled my senses and I let out a moan, before licking my way all along his hard rod.

His deep moans filled the air in our quiet bedroom, and the sound created a pleasant ache between my thighs. I kept one hand wrapped firmly around the base, holding his throbbing meat steady while I lavished it with licks and kisses. By the time I was finished, his dick was glistening with my saliva and he was panting hard.

Looking up at him, I saw the dark look in his eyes that meant he was close to losing control and taking what he needed. That created an even more intense flutter of excitement deep in my pussy, and a desire to tease him until he could no longer hold back.

With my lips curled up into a teasing grin, I kept my eyes on his while I twirled my tongue around the engorged head of his cock. A low growl emerged from Anthony, and his body was visibly trembling with his attempt to hold back. I wouldn’t have to wait too much longer.

One more flick of my tongue against the slit was all it took. Suddenly, both his hands were on the back of my head, holding me in place as he pushed his hard rod into my mouth.

A moan of satisfaction escaped me as I surrendered willingly to his ministrations. Anthony’s hips rose repeatedly off the bed as he thrust up into my mouth, using that wet hole for his pleasure. After all the teasing he’d endured, he deserved it, and I craved his rough affection.

My entire body thrummed with arousal as I licked and sucked his rock hard dick, trying not to choke on it as he pushed deeper and deeper with each thrust of his hips. A wetness was quickly forming on my inner thighs as my liquid desire leaked from between slick petals, and my nipples, which had hardened into tight buds, rubbed against my nightdress to send ripples of pleasure down to my cunt.

Anthony’s sounds of pleasure grew louder, his grunts and moans sounding so damn perfect to me. No matter how many times I heard them, I could never get enough.

I sucked voraciously, my cheeks caving inwards as I worked to please my husband. He was throbbing insistently, and his musky taste was growing more intense by the second.

After a few more thrusts, he was unloading himself into my mouth, and I felt rope after rope of cum splash against my tongue. I swallowed hungrily, eager for every drop of his creamy essence, and I kept sucking until he had been drained completely and his cock was growing soft in my mouth. Even then, I let him slip from my lips with some reluctance, still hungry for more.

Anthony chuckled. “You are always so greedy. Just give me a while and I might be ready to go again.”

I grinned up at him, absolutely shameless in my wanton desires. “Perhaps if I keep sucking, you’ll be ready sooner,” I pointed out to him, and his chuckle turned into a full laugh.

“Fine,” he said. “You know I can’t deny you anything, love.”

I did know that, and I’d be lying if I said that wasn’t one of the things I loved most about him. With a smile on my face, I lowered my head once more to continue lavishing his spent cock with adoring attention.
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Chapter Two
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Iwatched with a sigh as Anthony packed his suitcase a few days later. Even though I knew he couldn’t help it, I was still disappointed about having to miss out on our special plans for Valentine’s. But an emergency had come up at work, and he had to leave town for some important meetings.

“When do you think you’ll be back?” I asked, still hoping that maybe he’d be able to get back in time for dinner on Friday night.

“Unfortunately, the earliest I can get back is late Saturday morning. I’ve got two days full of meetings, and then my clients are insisting I take them out for dinner on Friday night. And given the fact that a big contract is riding on this, I can’t really turn them down. By the time that’s finished, it will be far too late to drive home.”

I nodded my head, knowing it was reasonable, but I still couldn’t stop the disappointment I felt.

“So what you’re saying is that on Valentine’s Day, you will be wining and dining someone else?” I asked, trying to keep a straight face as a smile threatened at the corner of my lips. “Should I be jealous?”

Anthony laughed and zipped up his suitcase before hauling it off the bed to place it on the floor. “Of course not, love. I will be taking three old men out for dinner, and I couldn’t think of anything less romantic if I tried.”

I chuckled with him, and closed the distance between us, wrapping my arms around my husband’s neck to pull him closer. His hands instantly moved to my hips, moving over the curves of my ass before gripping the globes of flesh firmly.

“Trust me,” he said. “I would much rather be here with you on Friday. But I can’t afford to lose this client.”

“I know,” I said, before brushing my lips tenderly against his. “Do you think you’ll be able to switch the reservations to Saturday night? It would be a shame to have to cancel it completely.”

Anthony sighed and shook his head. “I already tried that. Both places are full all weekend. But I managed to arrange something else instead.”

“Oh?” I asked, tilting my head to the side. “What did you do?”

He grinned down at me, pressing a gentle kiss to the tip of my nose. “Well, I know how much you love our tradition on Valentine’s Day, so I asked a guy from work to take you instead. So now you don’t have to miss out.”

I blinked rapidly, staring up at him in surprise for a few long moments. “You want me to celebrate Valentine’s Day with someone else?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.

“I do, love. You should go and have fun. Just because I’m stuck at work doing boring things, it doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy yourself.”

I thought it over for a minute. While I knew I would much rather have Anthony there, at least the evening wasn’t going to be a total loss. And we could always celebrate together some other way over the weekend.

“Do I know this guy from work who you’ve set me up with?” I asked, as curiosity got the better of me.

“No, you don’t. But he’s a great guy and I think you’ll really like him. I wouldn’t send you out on a date with someone I didn’t like or trust.”

“That’s true,” I agreed. “But doesn’t he think it’s a bit strange that he’s being asked to take his boss’s wife out on a date?”

Anthony laughed and shrugged. “He’s a close enough friend that he knows you’re my hotwife, Lucy. And he knows how much it would help me out. Besides, I always tell guys at work how damn perfect you are, so he’s eager to get a chance to meet you.”

I couldn’t help but grin as his words caused a surge of pride in my chest. I really did hit the jackpot when I met Anthony.

“So because he’s one of your employees, does that mean I have to behave myself with him?” I asked, curious if there were going to be any restrictions placed on me just this once. Of course, if he didn’t want me fucking one of his employees, I would honour that request. He had given me so much over the years that I wasn’t going to get worked up over this one little thing.

But he chuckled and shook his head. “No, you don’t have to behave yourself at all. In fact, I’ve spent a lot of time over the last couple of years boasting to him about what a hot and eager little slut you are, so I’d really appreciate it if you could prove me right about that.”

I felt my lips curl up into a smirk. “I guess I could do that for you. So what’s his name?”

“He’s called Lucian, and he works in the accounting department. He’s smart and funny, and I’m certain you’ll think he’s good looking.”

Before I could reply, Anthony looked at his watch and sighed. “Is it time for you to go already?” I asked, my voice coming out as an almost pitiful whine.

“Almost,” he replied. “But there is time for one last kiss before I go.”

I grinned and stood up on my tiptoes, pressing my lips firmly against his. He kissed me back for a long moment before gripping my hips and pushing me away, causing me to fall back onto the bed.

“Not that kind of kiss,” he said as he lowered to his knees beside the bed. “I meant the special kind of kiss that always makes you happy.”

Anthony grinned up at me as he pushed my legs apart, and I let out a soft moan. “These are my favourite kind of kisses,” I agreed as I pulled my dress up to my waist, revealing the white lace panties I was wearing.

“Mine too,” he replied while brushing his lips along my inner thigh, moving his kisses higher until my pussy was tingling in anticipation of his attention.

I dropped my head back onto the mattress, moaning quietly as the ache in my core grew more intense with each little kiss against the bare skin of my thighs. But luckily for me, he wasn’t as much of a tease as I usually was.

His mouth came to land on my pussy, and he licked along the length of my slit through my rapidly dampening lace panties. Just that one touch of his tongue was enough to make my body sing, and I reached down to tangle my fingers gently through his hair.

Anthony continued to lick at my needy pussy, his tongue sending jolts of pleasure through my body each time it brushed close to my clit. And even though it felt so damn good, I still needed more.

With my free hand, I reached down to tug my panties to the side. “Please,” I moaned, sounding wanton and wild as the desire to cum built up inside me with each swipe of his tongue against my hot flesh.

He pushed his tongue past my wet folds, flicking it deep inside me for a long moment, and I bucked my hips to grind myself against his face. The tingling in my clit was growing overwhelming, and if I was going to cum, I needed his mouth on that sensitive little button.

To my relief, Anthony seemed just as eager as I was for my climax, so he slipped his tongue out of me and began teasing the tip of it against my clit, coaxing the slick bud out from behind its hood.

I let out a soft groan as soon as I felt him gently lapping at my pearl, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. While spreading my legs wider, I gripped his hair in both hands, needing to keep him exactly where I was until he’d finished what he’d started. He didn’t seem to mind though, and he took hold of my thighs in his strong hands, keeping them spread wide as he feasted between them.

The sensations built steady until I was screaming out my husband’s name, my body writhing in ecstasy as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me. Anthony sealed his lips around my clit, sucking hard on the little bud in a way that had me seeing stars. My body moved as if it had a mind of its own as I ground myself wildly against his mouth to draw out the orgasm for as long as I could.

When it was over, I collapsed back onto the bed, panting hard while my body trembled with little aftershocks of pleasure. Anthony released my clit and began licking tenderly at my slit, moaning against my folds as he lapped at the juices that were no doubt leaking freely from my pussy.

“I’m going to miss you,” I whimpered, my voice still unsteady from the intense climax.

“I’m going to miss you too, love,” he replied between gentle licks. “But I promise that I’ll be back as soon as I can, and I know you are going to have the best Valentine’s day.”

I smiled at that, wondering what Lucian would be like. Oh well, it was only a couple of days before I was going to find out for myself.
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Chapter Three
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My nerves almost got the better of me on Friday night as I got ready for my blind date, which was unusual for me. I considered cancelling, knowing that I would much rather be celebrating this one special day with my husband, but that would have been unfair to both Anthony and Lucian. So I decided to forget about the fact it was Valentine’s Day and enjoy it as just a fun night out with a new man.

That seemed to be enough to get my pussy tingling in anticipation of the evening.

Once I was dressed, I admired the view in the mirror. Pierre’s restaurant was a fancy place, and I knew people always dressed up even when it wasn’t a special occasion, so to make sure I looked the part that night, I had gone with a long red dress, with a slit up one side to show off a generous amount of leg. The only word that could accurately describe the neckline was ‘plunging’ and even I couldn’t seem to pull my eyes away from the rounded globes of my tits as they attempted to spill out of a dress that was only just able to keep them in place.

I felt another little flutter of arousal between my thighs as I imagined the stranger staring at my breasts during the meal, and I was pleased with my choice of outfit.

A knock at the door let me know Lucian had arrived to pick me up, and my heart hammered with excitement against my rib cage. I rushed to the door and flung it open before stopping short.

Anthony had told me I would probably find his friend handsome, but I still hadn’t expected someone who looked like a model to be standing on my doorstep.

“Ummm, hi,” I said, before a nervous giggle escaped me.

One corner of his lip curled up into a smirk, as if he was used to having this effect on women, and the heat between my thighs grew wildly out of control. Confident men had always been a big weakness for me, and my first impression of Lucian was that his confidence almost bordered on arrogance. And I was more than okay with that.

“Hi,” he said, his voice so deep and rich that I could have happily drowned in it. “You must be Lucy.”

“I am,” I answered, giving a small nod of my head.

For a brief moment, I allowed my gaze to wonder over the delicious-looking treat standing in front of me. He was tall, well over six feet, if I had to guess, with broad shoulders that threatened to bulge out of the fitted suit he was wearing. His dark skin glistened in the glow from the porch light, giving him an almost ethereal look. Dark brown eyes gazed at me from beneath heavy-lidded eyes, and the way he devoured me with nothing more than his eyes had my heart pounding even harder.

His plump lips curled up into a wide grin. “Perfect. Anthony told me you were beautiful, but I had no idea you were going to be this damn beautiful.”

His compliment had my pussy purring with happiness.

The idea of forgetting all about the date and pulling him inside so I could find out just how good he looked under that suit flitted briefly through my mind before I discarded it. Even though I was definitely tempted, it would be a shame to ruin Anthony’s plans for us. Besides, after an evening of sitting across from Lucian and aching for his attention, the time at The Boulevard was bound to be much more satisfying.

So I picked up my purse and flashed him my widest smile. “Shall we go then?” I asked, trying not to give into the temptation of needing instant gratification.

“Of course,” he said, smiling at me as he held out his arm.

Lord help me. Gorgeous, confident, and a gentleman. If I wasn’t begging for his dick by the end of the evening, it would be safe to assume that something was seriously wrong.

I slipped my hand into the crook of his arm and let him lead me to his car, already excited about the evening ahead.
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THE FOOD AT PIERRE’S was to die for, as usual. Given that Lucian had never tried French cuisine before, he’d allowed me to choose for him from the menu, so I made sure to pick all my favourites for him. He enjoyed the Bouillabaisse starter so much that he had moaned in the most sensual way, causing my toes to curl as a warmth rushed through my body.

Even though the Boeuf Bourguignon hadn’t had such an erotic effect on him, he had still devoured it with the same kind of enthusiasm as a starved man, so I had to assume he enjoyed it.

The chocolate soufflé we’d shared had been downright orgasmic for the both of us, though.

Both the wine and conversation had flowed freely, and I wasn’t sure I could remember the last time I’d laughed so much. Anthony had assured me I was going to find Lucian funny, and as always, he was absolutely right.

While we were waiting for our bill to arrive, Lucian moved his chair closer to mine and took my hand in his. Looking down at our joined hands, I realised there was something so strangely beautiful about the contrast between his chocolate brown skin and my own ivory flesh. It made me wonder how it would look when I was exploring every inch of his dark body with my pale hands. For a moment, an image of my small hand wrapped around a huge, thick black cock filled my mind, and I had to hold back a moan.

But Lucian’s voice pulled me out of my sensual daydream. “So how long have you and Anthony been living the hotwife lifestyle?”

I smiled at him and gave a small shrug of my shoulders. “I’m not sure we’ve ever not been a part of it,” I answered. “And it wasn’t even something we knew we wanted at the time.”

Lucian stared into my eyes as I spoke, keeping a tight grip on my hand. His rapt attention had me squirming slightly in my chair, and once again, my mind raced with all kinds of erotic scenarios. But he simply nodded his head as if he wanted me to go on, so I did.

“When we first met, I was still young and, well, I had always been a little wild, if you know what I mean?”

He chuckled and nodded. “I’m guessing it means that men found you fucking irresistible, and you found it hard to resist their advances?”

I grinned at him. “That’s close enough to the truth,” I answered. “Anyway, I fell in love with Anthony as soon as I met him, and I would have been happy to give up other men for him. But he encouraged me to continue playing around. He got off on the idea of other men wanting me, and he never once doubted that he was the one I loved.”

Lucian was quiet for a moment before speaking again. “Damn, it takes a hell of a lot of confidence to be like him. I’m not sure if I’d be willing to share you if you were mine,” he said with a wicked grin on his face.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Maybe not. But luckily for you, Anthony is willing to share me, which means we get to have a very fun night.” I winked at him, and he laughed along with me.

“That is very lucky for me,” Lucian agreed, releasing his hold on my hand so he could place his own hand on my thigh. He brushed his thumb back and forth against the skin left bare by the split in my dress, and little tingles shot across my flesh with his touch.

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table as I looked deep into his dark brown eyes, and he held my gaze firmly. When I felt his hand sliding higher up my leg, I gasped softly before holding my breath, my entire body going rigid in anticipation of the touch I’d been longing for all evening.

In my usual style, I’d forgone panties for the evening, choosing the ease of access over looking pretty, and his fingertips brushed tenderly against my wet folds. We both let out a moan loud enough to draw attention from two of the nearby tables, but after a moment, they turned back to their loved ones.

Lucian smiled at me, that curve of his luscious lips sending a thrill straight down my spine as I imagined them pressed up against my own lips.

Slowly, he traced his fingertips up and down the length of my slit, gathering my wetness on the digits before slowly sliding them into me. This time, I held back any sounds I would have made by clamping my bottom lip between my teeth. I had to bite hard when Lucian began sliding his fingers in and out of my dripping sheath, making sure that the digits glided against my clit with each stroking motion.

Soon enough, it was taking every bit of willpower I possessed not to give in to the temptation to grind wantonly against his fingers and get myself off right there in the restaurant. And judging by the smirk on Lucian’s face, he could tell how much he was affecting me.

The sound of a throat clearing alerted me to the fact that someone was standing close behind me, and I felt my face turn hot. I looked over my shoulder to see a waiter standing there, holding a piece of paper on a small silver platter. Lucian appeared nonchalant despite the interruption, and he kept his fingers buried deep inside my cunt underneath the table.

“Here is your bill,” the waiter said, a knowing smile playing about the corner of his lips. “A man named Anthony has already taken care of it by phone, so there is nothing else you need to do. Unless there is something else you desire from the menu?”

In that moment, the only thing I desired was for Lucian to replace his fingers inside me with his cock, and that wasn’t something we could do in the middle of the dining room at Pierre’s. Well, not if I was hoping to be able to return in the future, anyway.

“I think we are fine for now, thank you,” Lucian answered as he slipped his fingers out of me. He didn’t even bother cleaning my juices from his digits before pulling his wallet out of his jacket pocket to get a tip for the young man who stood expectantly beside our table.

I got a thrill watching as the waiter reached out to take the cash from Lucian, his fingers brushing against my date’s wet fingers. With a grin on my face, I had to wonder if he’d be able to smell my excitement on himself after that small touch.

But the waiter simply thanked us, pocketed his tip, and then moved on to the next table.

Turning to look at Lucian, I flashed him a wicked grin. “Let’s get out of here. The food was divine, but now I’m desperate for a taste of something else entirely.” I let my gaze flicker down to his lap, and the large bulge that seemed to be straining against his pants forced another gasp from my lips.

Oh yes, I was ready for a very different kind of feast indeed.

Lucian grabbed my hand and stood, pulling me towards the exit. He seemed to be just as excited as I was about the next part of our evening.
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Chapter Four
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The Boulevard was only a few yards down the road from Pierre’s, so we made quick work of getting there. Lucian hung back a bit while I booked us in and got the key card, then we rushed to the elevator like a pair of teenage lovers eager to experience each other for the first time.

Once the elevator doors were closed, I found myself pinned against the wall by Lucian’s powerful body, while he lowered his head to claim my mouth with his. I surrendered willingly to his kiss, responding passionately, while I wrapped my arms around him to pull his bulky frame even closer.

His cock was pressing insistently against my stomach, sending a thrill through me when I realised he was rock hard.

The elevator came to a sudden stop, making me groan in frustration as I was forced to pull myself away from my new lover. We went quickly to our room, Lucian walking behind me and reaching around to grope my tits roughly through the flimsy red material that barely kept them covered. My nipples hardened instantly in response to his touch, and every brush of his palm against the sensitive buds had me whimpering with desire.

With clumsy fingers, I fiddled with the key card until the door opened, and I cried out in surprise as I saw the man sitting in the chair in the corner of the room.

My first thought was that perhaps we were in the wrong room, or there had been some kind of mistake at reception. But then my brain caught up and I realised it was Anthony sat in that chair. He grinned at me, holding a large bunch of red roses.

“Happy Valentine’s Day, Lucy,” he said, standing from the chair so he could sweep me into his arms as I threw myself at him.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice coming out as an excited squeal. “I didn’t think you were coming back until tomorrow!”

“Well, things went better than planned during the meetings so I could get home to you sooner,” Anthony replied, still holding onto me while I clung desperately, wrapping both my arms and legs around him.

“That’s great news! Oh, but what about Lucian?” I asked, turning to look at the man still standing in the doorway, watching me and my husband with an amused grin on his face.

If I was being honest with myself, I was torn between happiness that Anthony had made it home in time for at least some of our Valentine’s tradition, and disappointment that I wasn’t going to experience more of Lucian.

“I called Lucian before starting my drive back earlier today, and he agreed to be part of our celebration tonight, Lucy.”

Lucian grinned and nodded at me, confirming what my husband had just said, and I squealed happily.

“This day is just getting better and better!”

My new lover chuckled and kicked the hotel door closed behind him before flicking the lock shut. “I believe what Anthony wants more than anything is to watch me taking his wife rough and hard. Doesn’t that sound like the perfect gift to give him on Valentine’s Day, Lucy?”

As Lucian spoke, he slowly stalked towards me, keeping his dark gaze steady on me. My body quivered with lust, but whether that was caused by his words or the way he was coming towards me like the prey he intended to claim was of no importance. All that mattered was the ache between my thighs.

Anthony slowly lowered me to my feet, before leaning to whisper in my ear. “Make me proud, my beautiful little slut.”

My pussy quivered in response, and without thinking, I lowered to my knees and crawled the short distance to Lucian’s feet. In this position, he towered over me, making me feel tiny with his huge frame despite the fact that I wasn’t exactly short.

I looked up into Lucian’s eyes as I ran one hand over his crotch, feeling the massive bulge in the front of his pants. He was hard and hung, and I felt a drop of moisture land on my inner thigh as it trickled from my cunt.

Lucian gripped a handful of my long dark hair in his even darker fist, tugging roughly to tilt my head back, forcing me to hold his gaze.

“Is it true what Anthony said? Are you a good little slut, Lucy?”

I groaned softly as his words made my pussy pulse with desire. “Fuck yes,” I replied, the words escaping on a long moan.

“And you want my dick?” Lucian asked with a low growl.

“Yes, Lucian,” I moaned. “I want to suck your dick. I want to feast on it before you fuck me hard.”

Another moan filled the room, this time coming from my husband, who was again sitting in the chair in the corner of the room, watching me with his employee.

“Good girl,” Lucian groaned softly. “So take out my cock and suck it like a good little slut.

I didn’t need to be told twice, and I quickly got to work, opening the buckle on his belt and unfastening his pants. I pulled his slacks down so they pooled around his ankles, and when his huge cock sprung free, I realised that he had also decided to go without underwear.

For a moment, I couldn’t move as I stared at his perfect cock. It was long and thick, his dark flesh throbbing while deep veins ran along its entire length. The head was a deep purple colour, engorged and leaking precum.

A loud moan escaped me, and I wrapped my hand around the fat base, my long fingers barely meeting around it. I stroked it slowly, enjoying the feel of it throbbing in my grasp.

“Suck him, Lucy,” Anthony moaned from his position just behind me. “I want to see you worshipping his cock.”

I licked my lips, hesitating for a moment while I wondered how I was supposed to take such a huge beast. But then my desire to please both the men in the room took over and stole away everything but my hunger for the massive cock right in front of me.

With a whimper, I leaned forward and flicked my tongue against the swollen head, lapping at the drops of precum that oozed slowly from the slit. The musky taste of his arousal filled my senses, and I let out a long moan.

I needed more than just that one small taste, though. So much more.

While looking up at Lucian, I parted my lips wide and engulfed the fat head of his dick in the wet heat of my mouth. A quiet growl rumbled through him as I began to suck hungrily, bobbing my head while I tried to work more of his monster into my mouth.

“God, Lucy,” Anthony moaned. “You look so fucking beautiful with a huge black cock between your lips.”

I whimpered at my husband’s praise, squirming on my knees as I worked my lips up and down Lucian’s shaft. But I’d barely managed to take even half of his cock before it was hitting the back of my throat, making me gag and splutter on his meaty rod.

Lucian seemed to like that, though, placing his hand on the back of my head to hold me down on his throbbing dick.

“Relax, baby,” he moaned. “I know you can take it. Just relax for me.”

Looking up into his eyes, I knew Lucian was right. I relaxed my throat and tried to focus on breathing through my nose. It wasn’t long before that tight channel was opening to accommodate his impressive girth.

“Good girl,” both the men moaned at the same time, coaxing a moan of my own from me, even though the sound was completely muffled.

Lucian began pumping his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of my eager mouth. I sucked the best I could with my lips stretched around him, and my little whimpers flowed freely against his rock hard flesh.

“Rub your clit for me, Lucy,” my new lover instructed. “I want to feel your moans on my cock as you make yourself cum.”

Without hesitation, I pulled up my dress and slipped a hand between my thighs, running my fingers through my slick folds to quickly find my clit. It was pulsing with my arousal, and each touch of my fingertip sent intense tingles running through my entire body.

“I said rub your clit, Lucy,” Lucian grunted through gritted teeth as he kept fucking my mouth. “Don’t just tease it. Rub it hard and fast. I want you to cum for me.”

It became almost impossible to focus on pleasing Lucian as I began rubbing my clit vigorously, filling my body with an intense heat that I knew would create an intense explosion very soon. But all I had to do was hold my mouth open willingly while Lucian used that wet hole for his pleasure, which freed me up to focus on the climax that was quickly building within.

“That’s it,” Anthony encouraged. “Cum for Lucian.”

I rubbed harder and faster at the sensitive little button, building the desire up into a frenzy of sensations until my body was shuddering with wave after wave of pleasure. My loud moans were muffled by the huge cock in my mouth, although Lucian was no longer thrusting. He just kept his dick in my mouth while I surrendered to my intense orgasm.

The last quivers of pleasure had barely finished moving through me before Lucian was sliding his cock out of my mouth. This close, I could see how little of his shaft I’d actually been able to take. Not even half of it was glistening with my saliva, and I actually felt disappointed in myself for not being a better cocksucker.

But then Lucian took away those thoughts with his next words. “I hope you are nice and wet now, Lucy. You will need to be if you want to take my cock.”

I moaned at the thought of having my pussy filled with the beast in front of me. Even though I suspected it was going to hurt, I craved for him to fuck me hard.

“Get on the bed, baby,” my lover commanded. “Let me make sure you’re ready for me.”

Another moan escaped me before I crawled up onto the bed, staying on my hands and knees with my dress pulled up over my waist, as I wasn’t sure what position he wanted me in. If this wasn’t right, I had no doubt he was strong enough to manhandle me into whatever position he wanted.

But both men were behind me, and I knew they both had the perfect view of my dripping cunt when they both let out a moan at the same time.

“God, what a view,” Lucian groaned.

I looked over my shoulder at them to see they were both staring intently between my thighs while jerking themselves off. A whimper escaped me as I watched them, feeling more of my liquid desire leaking down onto my inner thighs.

The ache in my core grew intense, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait before feeling that massive beast railing my tight little pussy.

“Please, Lucian,” I moaned, feeling my cunt quivering in anticipation of being filled.

He stepped closer, stopping at the end of the bed where he could easily reach out and slide the fingers of his free hand along the length of my slit. My body moved instinctively, rocking backwards to press myself against his exploring digits, hoping they might enter my needy cavern.

But then his hand disappeared, and I felt the bed shift as he climbed onto it behind me. I let out a soft moan, holding my body still while I waited for him to enter me.

“She’s so damn wet, Anthony,” Lucian growled. “I need to fuck her. Now.”

“Do it,” Anthony grunted back. “I can see from here how much she needs your dick inside her.”

A shiver of lust ran down my spine as I listened to the two men talking about me. In that moment, I felt like a pretty little fucktoy for their amusement, and I honestly couldn’t think of anything else I would much rather be.

Lucian rested one large hand on my ass while using the other to guide the head of his cock to my slick opening. He teased the tip up and down through my folds for a few long moments, forcing a moan from my lips, then he slowly pushed his hips forward.

I let out a loud cry as my pussy stretched around Lucian’s huge beast, having to work hard to accommodate his girth. But it didn’t hurt as I’d expected it to. My cunt was more than ready to take him, as the wetness made it easy for him to slide home into my tight sheath.

Lucian was breathing hard by the time he’d filled me completely, and I could feel his cock throbbing deep inside me. Deeper than any man had been before. I held myself still, my pussy quivering around the massive invasion as I got used to his size.

Both his hands were on my hips, gripping tight enough to leave bruises as he held me firmly in place. My entire body was trembling from an overload of sensations, and it was growing hard to catch my breath.

Then suddenly, Lucian began moving his hips, moving in and out of me with long, steady strokes.

“Oh god, yes!” I cried. “Fuck me, Lucian. Fuck me. I need your cock.”

I could hear Anthony groaning from the corner of the room as he watched me surrender to my longing for his colleague’s huge black cock, which only further fuelled my desire.

Lucian released his grip on my hips and I began moving, pushing myself back onto his hard rod to impale myself on it repeatedly. I could feel the pleasure building rapidly between my thighs, feeling myself rushing headlong into another orgasm.

“That’s a good little slut,” Lucian grunted, punctuating his words with hard thrusts. “Show me how much you love my cock. Cum on it for me, baby.”

His praise and words of encouragement had me moving wildly, slamming myself back onto his enormous dick with a frenzied lust. Within moments, I was screaming out his name as pleasure coursed through my body, making me shudder with the force of my climax.

I gripped the sheets tightly, using it to keep me anchored as the orgasm had me soaring. My cries were harsh and ragged in the quiet room, but I couldn’t stop them. The pleasure was too intense, and I’d lost all control.

Lucian didn’t slow his pace at all. If anything, he just pounded my pussy even harder while it clamped down hard around his cock.

“Oh fuck. I’m gonna cum,” Lucian roared just seconds before I felt him erupt inside me, flooding my pussy with his hot load.

His thrusts grew erratic as his orgasm took hold, and I moaned as he used my body for his pleasure even after my own climax had faded.

Finally, Lucian slowed his pace, then pulled slowly out of me, leaving his cum dripping out of my gaping cunt. I was breathing hard, trying to catch my breath after the brutal fucking, and all my muscles felt weak.

He leaned down, pressing a tender kiss on my spine.

“Thank you, baby. That was so fucking perfect, but I’m going to leave you two in peace to celebrate your Valentine’s Day together.”

I rolled over onto my back and pulled Lucian down until his lips met mine, and I kissed him hungrily.

“Thank you so much for making our night so special, Lucian. I hope this won’t be the last time I see you.”

Lucian chuckled. “I hope so, too. But Anthony knows where I am if you ever need me again.”

I grinned at him, knowing full well I would be wanting more time with him in the future, then I watched as he pulled his pants back up and left the room.
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Chapter Five
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Iturned my gaze towards Anthony in the corner of the room once we were all alone. He was staring at me with dark eyes, his pants pulled down just enough so that he could stroke his rock hard cock. Even from the bed, I could see the precum dribbling down his shaft and over his hand.

Just as I was about to get off the bed and crawl to him, ready to show him I craved his cock just as much as I’d craved Lucian’s, he stopped me with a command.

“Stand and take off your dress, Lucy. I want to see all of you.”

I whimpered and quickly slid off the edge of the bed, coming to stand in front of my husband as I slipped the dress off my shoulders, letting it pool on the floor at my feet. Now I was left only in my red heels, seeing as I had gone completely without underwear for my date. I moved to slip the shoes off, too, but Anthony chuckled and shook his head.

“No, love. Keep those on.” He grinned at me as he ran his gaze over every inch of my naked body, causing shivers of lust to move through me.

I stood quietly except for an occasional whimper as Anthony devoured my body with nothing but his eyes. A wetness was quickly forming on my inner thighs, a combination of Lucian’s cum and my own arousal, and my husband stared at the glistening mixture on my bare skin.

It was getting harder and harder to wait for his touch. The longer he made me wait, the more my desire for him grew. I stepped closer to him, and he didn’t stop me, so I took another step.

When I was standing between his knees, Anthony finally reached out to cup his hand over my mound. I couldn’t help but moan at his touch, and I moved my hips slightly to grind my well-used cunt against his hand.

“How was it, Lucy?” he asked in a gruff voice. “Are you sore?”

“It was so good,” I whimpered, suddenly feeling a little shy about how wanton I had become with the other man. “And I’m a little sore.”

Anthony stroked my pussy tenderly, stoking a whole new fire between my thighs. “Too sore for me to claim back what’s mine?” he asked.

His question forced a moan from my lips, and I quickly shook my head. “Not at all, Anthony. I need you.”

My husband grinned and quickly stood, bringing his hands to my hips to hold me steady as his swift movement almost made me lose my balance. He gazed down into my eyes as he ran his hands over my breasts, exploring my flesh with well-practiced movements that never failed to make me ache for him.

I arched my spine, pushing my tits firmly into his palms, moaning as the hard little nipples brushed against his hands. He began pinching and tugging on my nipples, sending a rush of heat down to my pussy, creating an urgent need for him.

Resisting the temptation to reach out and stroke his cock, I instead reached up to unbutton his shirt. I wanted him naked, just like I was, so I could feel the heat of his body against mine without a single barrier between us.

I slipped his shirt off his shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind him, before I got to work unfastening his pants. At the same time, he was slipping his shoes off so he could step out of his pants and kick them to the side.

His hard cock was standing out lewdly from his body. It might not have been as big as Lucian’s, but it sure as hell wasn’t small, and my mouth was watering at the sight of it.

“God, I need to worship your cock,” I moaned as I lowered down onto my knees, holding eye contact as I parted my lips and took him into my mouth.

Anthony let out a loud groan. “Fuck, that feels so good, love. I got so damn hard watching you with Lucian. It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.”

His words had me squirming on my knees as I sucked eagerly on his hard length. Anthony gripped my hair in his hand and started thrusting his hips, pushing his dick deeper into my mouth until it was pushing into the tight channel of my throat. I didn’t panic like I had with Lucian. My mouth was made for pleasing Anthony, and I had taken him deep so many times that I could do it without a second thought. He pumped hard and deep into my throat, and I kept my lips parted for him so he could use my mouth like it was his own personal fuck hole.

The heat between my thighs was building, and I reached down to strum at my clit, unable to help myself. My moans came out as a gargling sound while Anthony used my mouth, and I rubbed frantically in my desperation to cum again.

But before I could, Anthony pulled out of my mouth and helped me to my feet, crashing his mouth down on mine in a deep and hungry kiss. I threw my arms around his neck, clinging to him as I kissed him back with an equal passion, our lips and tongues clashing against one another in a desperate battle.

Anthony wrapped his arms around me and lifted my feet off the floor, forcing me to wrap my legs around his waist. He carried me easily over to the bed and laid me down gently on it, settling his body on top of mine. I could feel his thick and heavy erection pressing against my core, and I squirmed beneath him as I attempted to take his hard rod inside me.

He stared down at me, stroking my hair back tenderly from my face. “Tell me you need my cock,” he commanded, his voice little more than a ragged whisper I had to strain to hear.

“I need your cock,” I moaned without hesitation, knowing it was the absolute truth. “Fuck me, Anthony. I need you inside me. Please let me have your cock.”

The corners of his lips curled up into a wicked grin, letting me know that was exactly what he’d wanted to hear.

“With pleasure, my love,” he answered, before slowly sliding his hard dick into my dripping cunt.

I moaned and arched my spine beneath him as a heat consumed my body, drowning me in my desire for my husband. With arms and legs around him, I clung to him while he began pumping his hips, thrusting into my tight sheath with abandon. Anthony might have shown some concern earlier about the sore state of my pussy, but he showed none now as he took what was his. And I didn’t want him to hold back. I needed him with every fibre of my being.

My moans filled the air, growing louder with each deep thrust. Anthony’s lips brushed against my ear, his growls flowing freely against my lobe. Our bodies quickly grew slick with sweat as we worked against one another, building each other up to the most blissful heights, and something about it was so much more intimate than what had happened with Lucian. Sure, he’d been a great fuck, and no doubt I would be craving his cock again soon, but with Anthony, it was about so much more than sex. When he was inside me, it was as if we had become one. With his naked body on top of mine, there was nothing hidden between us. And it was exactly what I needed.

I rocked my hips beneath Anthony, meeting each one of his powerful thrusts, clinging tightly to him as if I was scared of losing him. Our moans became more frenzied as we each got closer to that edge, and it only took a few more deep thrusts to push me into another earth-shattering climax.

I couldn’t hold back my screams as the pleasure consumed me and made me lose control. My body convulsed wildly while my pussy clamped down hard around Anthony’s cock. Even through the haze of pleasure, I could feel him throbbing madly inside me, and his loud moans mingled with mine as he filled me with his cum.

He kept pounding my cunt hard until we were both spent, our bodies trembling as we clung to one another. After the longest time, our heartbeats had slowed and our breathing had steadied. We held each other silently, savouring the closeness after such an exciting evening.

Anthony brushed his lips against mine in a sweet and tender kiss. “I love you,” he whispered against my lips.

I smiled softly. “I love you too, Anthony.”

“Do you think we should invite Lucian again next year?” he asked, a playful grin teasing at the corner of his lips.

I laughed. “I guess we could. So long as you don’t expect me to wait until next year to fuck him again!”

Anthony grinned sheepishly, then pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I’d never make you wait that long, my love. I’ll work out something for you both soon.”

He rolled off me, then pulled me into his side, holding me tight until we both fell into a contented sleep.
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Chapter One
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Icould barely contain my excitement as Anthony pulled into the parking lot of Holly’s Hideaway. It was a private tropical resort that looked beautiful in the bright afternoon sun. There wasn’t a cloud in sight in the vibrant blue sky, and visions of sunbathing with a fruity cocktail in my hand were already filling my mind.

“This place is so beautiful!” I said, smiling from ear to ear. “I can’t believe you booked this on your own without spoiling the surprise once.”

Anthony laughed as he switched off the engine of the car and took off his seatbelt. “Well, I wanted to do something nice for you for our wedding anniversary.”

I grinned at him, leaning over to kiss his lips. “I am a very spoiled and lucky woman. What would I do without you?”

“I don’t know,” he said, and I noticed the corners of his lips twitching as he tried to suppress a grin. “Book your own tropical vacations?”

“True,” I said, letting out a dramatic sigh for effect. “And that doesn’t sound like any fun at all.”

Anthony got out of the car, but not before letting me see his wry grin and the roll of his eyes. I followed him, getting out of the car and rushing round to him so I could wrap my arms around his waist. I might like to tease my husband at times, but I was crazy about him, and I liked to make sure he always knew it.

He held me tightly for a moment and pressed a kiss to the top of my head before releasing his hold on me.

“Why don’t you go hang out by the pool while I get us checked in and take our bags to our room,” he said. “Then I’ll come down to find you.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I can help if you want?”

“Don’t be silly,” he told me, leaning down to kiss my lips gently. “Go start relaxing and I’ll be with you soon.”

“Well, if you insist,” I said, smiling widely.

Signs to the pool were visible from the car park, so I rushed off in that direction. The whole resort was beautiful, with multiple small villas dotted around the place, along with a much larger building for the restaurant and some shops.

When I got to the outdoor pool, I was delighted to see there was a small hut where a man was serving drinks. Once I got the fruity cocktail that I’d been craving, I found an empty sun lounger and sat down.

I took a sip and looked around at the other visitors. I didn’t know much about this place. After all, Anthony had wanted to keep it all a surprise, but it looked like it might have been some kind of couple’s resort. There were four other couples that I could see, three of them dotted around the pool in other sun loungers, while the final couple were in the water.

As I watched, the guy who’d served me my drink walked over to one of the other couples with a tray in his hand. If my knowledge of cocktails served me correctly, a Sex on the Beach was balanced perfectly on the tray.

The bartender crouched down beside the pretty blonde woman and held out the tray to her, and she took the drink. Then, to my surprise, the woman leaned over and kissed the bartender. And it wasn’t just a friendly kiss, either. It was a deep and passionate kiss that was enough to leave even the onlookers feeling hot and flustered.

The woman’s husband watched intently, and even from the other side of the pool, I could see how excited he was by the bulge in the front of his swim shorts.

A slow grin spread across my face. I wasn’t the kind to get offended by the sight of a married woman making out with another man in front of her husband. After all, I’d been Anthony’s hotwife for many years, and I’d had plenty of lovers myself in that time. I thought it was fun to see it playing out right in front of me. It helped me to understand why the husbands liked to watch so much.

“Wow, they seem to be getting on well,” Anthony observed with a chuckle as he walked up behind me.

“They sure do,” I agreed. “I think that’s her husband there watching.”

Anthony settled into the lounger beside me. “I’m not surprised. So, Lucy, I have something to tell you about this place.”

I turned my head to look at him, feeling my eyebrows raise in surprise. What else did my husband have up his sleeve besides the vacation at this beautiful resort?

“This place might be called Holly’s Hideaway, but it has a nickname.” He paused, and I continued to stare at him while I waited for him to get to the point. “But the people who visit often call it the Hotwife Hideaway.”

My confused expression swiftly changed to a wide grin. “And why do they call it that, love?”

He chuckled. “Because it’s only open to couples who are already in the hotwife lifestyle, or who are looking to explore it together. And all the employees are male here for a reason. They are here to, ahem, entertain the married women.”

“That explains what happened over there then,” I said, nodding my head towards the couple and the bartender, who was now sitting in a chair beside the woman and rubbing one of her feet while it rested in his lap. “So we’re here for some fun?”

“Of course, baby,” he said. “I’m looking forward to seeing you have some fun with another man. Or maybe multiple men.” Anthony flashed me a wink that ignited a spark between my thighs.

“Let go back to our room, love,” I said, placing my half-finished drink on a small table beside the lounger before standing. “It’s time I thanked you for such a special surprise.”

“How can I resist an offer like that?” he asked, one corner of his lip curled up into a sexy smirk. He stood from his chair and took my hand, leading the way to our room.

It was a small villa, with a cute little living area, and a separate bedroom with an ensuite bathroom. As soon as we were inside, I slammed the front door shut and pushed him over to the couch, where he landed with a flop.

Anthony grinned as I got on my knees in front of him and worked open the zipper on his shorts. “Someone seems eager,” he observed. “I think the idea of being able to have fun with any guy you want here has got you a bit worked up, Lucy.”

I laughed softly while pulling his hard cock gently out of his shorts, keeping my hand wrapped around the base. A drop of precum glistened at the tip, and I couldn’t resist leaning forward to gather it up with my tongue.

“Maybe it has got me worked up, love, but you seem just as excited as I am.”

His cock was throbbing in my hand, and I leaned forward to take the engorged head into my mouth. My lips slid along its length until I felt them meet his balls, which hung heavy against his body. Then I slowly pulled back, swirling my tongue around his swollen crown and sucking lightly. His hips rose up off the couch in response and his loud moan filled the air.

I took him deep into my mouth once more, sucking hungrily and feeling my own desire grow as his cock throbbed between my lips.

“I do love how you show gratitude, baby,” Anthony grunted from between gritted teeth as he reach down to grip my long dark hair in one of his hands.

With my mouth as full as it was, I could only moan in response, the sound of pleasure vibrating around his hard flesh. When he began using his grip on my hair to control my pace, working my mouth up and down his shaft the way he needed, my pussy ached and dripped. I always loved it when he lost control and took what he needed from me.

Drops of his precum leaked onto my tongue, filling my senses with the salty taste of his arousal, and I sucked even harder in my attempt to earn more of those drops.

Anthony dropped his head back against the couch and braced his feet on the floor as he began thrusting up into my mouth. His hard rod throbbed wildly, and I could tell by the way his body started shaking that he was so very close to the edge. So I reached up and cupped his balls in my hand, gently massaging the heavy orbs. I was hungry, and I wanted nothing more than for my husband to feed me with a big load of his hot cum.

But just when I thought he was about to explode, he pulled my head up until my lips slipped off his cock completely. A groan of frustration escaped me as I gasped for air. His impressive cock was standing up from his body, every inch of it glistening with my saliva, and I needed to keep sucking. But his firm grip on my hair stopped me.

“The only place I want to cum right now, Lucy, is in your wet little pussy,” he groaned. “So that when you go out looking for another man to fuck, you’ll already be full of your husband’s cum.”

His words made me moan, and I quickly got to my feet, slipping out of my shorts and my wet little panties. I made a move to straddle his thighs, but he placed a gentle hand on my stomach to stop me.

“No, baby. Take everything off. I want to see your perfect tits bouncing in my face while you are riding my cock.”

“I do love the way you think,” I said, grinning wickedly at him as I scrambled backwards off his lap.

While he watched me with a hungry gaze, his rock hard cock in his hand, I pulled off my t-shirt and reached behind to unclasp my bra. As I pulled it off, I palmed my breasts, cupping them together in a way that made him moan loudly.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Now get over here and slide down on my dick, baby. It’s time for me to fuck you and fill you with cum.”

I climbed back into his lap, wasting no time in gripping his cock gently in my hand so I could hold it steady as I lowered myself down onto it. We both moaned loudly as his cock stretched my tight pussy. He always felt so damn perfect inside me, like I’d been made for him, and I could never seem to get enough.

Once I was fully seated on his hard meat, I placed my hands on his shoulders and began moving up and down. My pussy was so damn wet that he was able to slide in and out of me easily, filling me over and over again with his thick cock.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You feel so perfect. You always do, Anthony.”

He moaned and gripped my hips almost painfully, helping me bounce hard enough on his cock that it made my tits bounce. Anthony let out a low growl, then leaned forward to take a hardened nipple into his mouth.

I placed a hand on the back of his head, holding him close to my breast while he licked and nibbled at the hard little bud in his mouth. Each time his teeth grazed against my nipple, it sent jolts of electricity through my body and down to my pussy.

“Oh god, don’t stop, love,” I moaned. “I’m so close. I’m so fucking close.”

He captured my nipple between his teeth, tugging on it hard enough that pain mingled with the pleasure building within my body to create a heady mix of sensations.

“Cum on my cock, Lucy,” he growled. “Now. Cum now, baby.”

I was helpless to do anything but obey as the first wave of pleasure washed over me, consuming my entire body. I shuddered and moaned, holding even tighter to him as I surrendered to my climax.

At the same time, I felt his body quake beneath me, then his cock pulsed wildly as he came inside me. His grip tightened on my hips hard enough that I knew I’d have bruises from it, but I didn’t care. I kept riding his cock hard and fast until we were both sated and I had collapsed against him, gasping for air.

He held me close, his cock still buried inside my warm wet cunt even though it was softening after his release.

“That was so perfect, baby. Now, when we go out in a little while, you’ll have your husband’s cum dripping from your pretty little pussy.”

I grinned softly. “And where will we be going in a little while?” I asked.

“There’s some live music in the bar tonight, so I thought we could go. I expect it’s going to be busy, so it would be a great time for us to meet new people.”

I chuckled. “You mean a great time for us to find a willing victim?”

Anthony laughed. “Have you looked in the mirror recently, Lucy? I promise you, any man you set your sights on will be thanking their lucky stars.”

I giggled and cuddled close to him, enjoying the warmth of his embrace for a little longer before it was time to get ready to go out.
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Chapter Two
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The evening had been fantastic. Anthony and I had met another couple who were in their mid-twenties, Lara and Ian, who were new to the hotwife lifestyle. The four of us had had drinks together while we talked about our experiences with other men. Lara’s only experience had been at the Hideaway just the day before, and they were still brimming with excitement over it.

In the background, a band had been playing songs, mostly soft rock power ballads reminiscent of those from the eighties, and I’d loved every minute of it. Not least of all because the singer, who was also probably in his mid-twenties just like our new friends, had a gorgeous voice that made my pussy purr and the kind of body that made me want to go wild with him.

At forty-seven, I’d had more than my fair share of younger men, and I knew I could teach that singer a thing or two about sex if I ever got my hands on him. It was a shame that the band must have been hired in for the evening and so weren’t available to ‘entertain the married women’, as Anthony had put it earlier.

“Shall we go, baby?” Anthony asked as the band started packing away their equipment and the other couples began leaving the bar.

Lara and Ian had already left about thirty minutes ago, and if I read them correctly, they had probably gone back to their villa to fuck each other senseless after talking about their hotwife adventure had got them all worked up.

“Sure,” I said, standing up and wrapping my arm around Anthony’s waist so we could walk out in each other’s arms. “It’s been an amazing night.”

“It sure has, he agreed.

We had to pass by the pool on the walk back to our own little villa, and Anthony pulled me over to the loungers where we’d been sitting earlier in the day.

“How about we sit out here for a while and enjoy the view of the night stars?” he suggested. “It was so loud in there that a bit of peace and quiet might help my ears to stop ringing.”

I laughed softly. “I think that means you must be getting old, love.”

He grinned at me and I settled into the lounger, taking a deep breath as I relaxed. My ears were ringing too, after all the loud music and shouting to be heard over it. I might be able to hold my own with the younger generation when it came to sex, but in a lot of other ways, I was starting to feel my age. Perhaps I really did need to find a sexy younger man to make me feel young again while we were on vacation.

“Hey, are you Anthony and Lucy?” I heard a husky voice ask from somewhere behind us.

I turned and looked to see who it was, and gasped when I recognised the man walking towards us as the singer of the band.

A smug grin spread across Anthony’s face, and I had a feeling he had something to do with this.

“We are!” Anthony said as he stood up, walking over the greet the other guy with an outstretched hand. “Thanks for agreeing to come and meet with us. My wife couldn’t seem to keep her eyes off you for the whole performance.”

“Anthony!” I squealed, feeling my face grow red.

The singer laughed, and after shaking Anthony’s hand, he walked over to me to take my hand, bringing it to his lips and placing a kiss on my knuckles.

“It’s fine,” he said, perching on the edge of the lounger beside me, keeping hold of my hand. “In case you hadn’t realised, I became a singer because I like all the attention.” He winked at me, and I had to hold back a whimper. “I’m Max, by the way.”

He really was gorgeous, with his dirty blond hair that was almost down to his shoulders and a crooked grin that could melt panties from at least a mile away. And now I was closer to him, the lights around the pool made his green eyes seem dazzling.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Max. So, you came here looking for us? Why was that?”

“Because I heard a rumour that you might like to spend some time with me tonight. And after you were pointed out to me in the audience, there was no way I’d turn down an opportunity to spend the evening with a beautiful woman like you.”

“Oh,” I said, both surprised and flattered by his words. “How did you arrange that?” I asked Anthony, turning towards my husband.

He chuckled softly. “I saw you staring at Max all evening and knew he was perfect for you. So I asked the bartender if he was on the staff here or if he was off-limits to the wives. And then the nice bartender helped me organise it all as a surprise.”

I grinned widely, turning back to Max. “My husband is the best. Not only did he arrange this whole vacation as a surprise for me, but then he arranged to bring me a delicious treat like you. I am spoiled rotten, but I love it.”

Reaching out, I gripped the front of Max’s t-shirt and pulled him towards me until our lips met. He let out a little growl against my lips and a shiver of lust ran down my spine. I always loved it when my lovers proved to be a little bit feral.

He nipped gently at my lower lip, and a heat began building between my thighs. “I think it looks like you’re the delicious treat, Lucy. In fact, I’d like to test that theory.”

Max placed a hand on my knee and slowly moved it higher up my inner thigh. I spread my legs eagerly for him, showing the younger man just how much I welcomed his touch. My dress rode up higher with his hand, and soon enough his fingers brushed against my bare lower lips.

Max let out a low groan. “No panties tonight, Lucy? I like that.”

“Mmmm,” I moaned as his fingers began exploring my soft flesh. “And I like it when you touch me.”

He grinned at me when he brushed gentle fingertips against my clit, forcing a soft gasp from me.

“Good, because I was planning to keep touching you for the rest of the night.”

My only response was a moan as he expertly toyed with my clit, creating intense tingling sensations between my thighs. But he suddenly pulled his hand away and my face instantly sculpted itself into a frown.

“Why did you stop?” I asked. “It’s not the end of the night yet, is it?”

“Oh no, far from it. But I wanted to see if I was right about you being a delicious treat.”

While holding my gaze, he brought the wet fingers to his lips and flicked his tongue against them. I watched, mesmerised as his tongue moved sensually over the glistening digits, and the guttural moan that emerged from him as he enjoyed the taste of my arousal was enough to make my pussy quiver.

“It seems I was right,” he said. “But in the name of science, I should probably perform a more thorough test to make sure. Don’t you agree?”

God, Max really was a fucking treat. “Definitely. In the name of science, of course.”

I relaxed back in the lounger and pulled my dress up around my waist, spreading my legs wide to display my wet cunt to his hungry gaze. He stood there for a moment, looking down at that spot between my thighs, then he lowered to his knees on the floor beside me.

I cast a quick glance towards Anthony, who was watching with a dark lust in his eyes, and he nodded his head towards Max, letting me know the younger man should be the object of my attention right now. I was, of course, more than happy to oblige.

With a grin on my face, I gripped Max’s t-shirt again, tugging on it to bring his face close to mine. I flicked my tongue against his lip, resisting the urge to kiss him deeply only because I wanted to find out how good he could make me feel with his mouth.

“The experiment will only be fair if you let me taste you afterwards, though. So keep that in mind, Max.”

He chuckled softly. “I think I am okay with that, beautiful.”

Without another word, Max turned his attention to my exposed pussy, dragging a finger along my wet slit a few times before sliding it slowly inside me. I let out a moan and arched up from the lounger, feeling my cunt squeezing around his finger.

“God, you’re so wet,” he groaned.

He lowered his head between my thighs, teasing my clit with the tip of his tongue while he fucked me with his finger. I whimpered and writhed, feeling the pleasurable sensations building at my core.

When he slid a second finger in with his first, the digits stretched me wider, making me feel each hard thrust even more. While fucking me hard and fast with his fingers, his lips sealed around my clit, causing my hips to buck up from the lounger.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned breathlessly. “That feels so good. Don’t stop, baby. Make me cum.”

I reached down, gripping his long hair tightly in both hands while I rolled my hips, rubbing myself frantically against his mouth. He moaned loudly, the sound vibrating around my clit in a way that made my head spin.

Max curled his fingers, hitting the sensitive spot deep inside me with each thrust. That, along with his mouth sucking voraciously on my clit, pushed me quickly over the edge. An intense pleasure washed over me, and I couldn’t hold back my loud moans, even though I knew my sounds of pleasure could bring attention to us by the pool.

I heard Anthony groaning softly as he watched, and I met his gaze over Max’s head while he kept using his mouth and fingers to draw out the pleasure for as long as he could.

He didn’t stop until I was laid limp and breathless on the lounger, my body shuddering with little aftershocks of pleasure. Then he lifted his head, grinning at me with glistening lips before licking the moisture away.

The sight of him doing that made me groan as my cunt quivered with lust for him. He really was a sexy thing.

“You were beyond delicious, Lucy,” he said in a low voice. “I may need to have another taste.”

“But we had a deal, didn’t we? You get to taste me, and then I get to taste you in return. How else are we going to know which one of us is the most delicious?”

He smirked at me. “I think for us to really know that, the same person would have to taste both of us.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Shhhh, that’s just a technicality, Max. I’m only trying to make sure I get to suck your dick tonight. Is that so wrong?”

I reached out and cupped the large bulge in the front of his shorts in my hand, moaning softly as I felt his cock twitch in response to my touch.

“I’m glad you're having a good time out here,” came a woman’s voice suddenly from somewhere just outside the reach of the lights surrounding the pool. We all jumped, and I quickly pulled my hand away. “But don’t you think this is the kind of fun you should be having somewhere a little less public?”

Anthony jumped up from his lounger, quickly pushing his cock back into his shorts. He must have been enjoying the show Max and I were putting on for him.

“I’m sorry, Holly,” he said quickly. “We just got a bit carried away.”

Oh shit. It was Holly.

The owner of the resort.
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Chapter Three
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Holly stepped out into the light, grinning at the three of us while I quickly tugged my dress down and tried to make myself look respectable.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, dismissing the apology with a wave of her hand. “You’re not the first people I’ve caught in action in public at night, and I doubt you’ll be the last. Hell, it’s not even the first time I’ve caught Max getting up to no good.”

Max huffed. “I’ll have you know, the women here always tell me that I’m very good.” He grinned and winked at the owner of the resort, and she smirked back at him.

“Oh, I saw that last time when I stayed to watch. That poor woman could barely walk by the time you were done with her.”

“You like to watch?” Anthony asked Holly. “In that case, you’re welcome to stay.”

Holly giggled and stepped even closer. “I am a bit of a voyeur, now that you come to mention it. If Lucy enjoys having an audience, I’d be honoured to stay.”

I grinned at Holly, my gaze moving over her curves that looked exquisite in a thin summer dress. “Of course you can stay, Holly. You’re a voyeur, and I’m an exhibitionist, so we make the perfect team!”

Max leaned closer for a moment to whisper in my ear. “Do you like women as well as men, Lucy?”

“I sure do,” I answered, thinking that the way I’d been staring at the beautiful woman a second ago must have been more subtle that I realised.

Max turned his attention back to Holly. “Maybe you could help us with a little science experiment we were just working on, Holly?”

She laughed and rolled her eyes, crossing her arms in a way that squeezed her breasts together and made her cleavage even more pronounced. “I know it’s been a long time since I studied anything, but even I know I did not just walk in on a science experiment.”

I grinned, seeing where Max was going with this. “You see, Holly,” I continued, “we were having a little fight about which one of us was the most delicious treat. Max tasted me and said I was delicious, and I was about to return the favour. But as he correctly pointed out, for it to be a fair test, we would need to be tasted by the same person.”

Holly's pretty pink lips curved up into a wide smile. “Oh, I see what you mean. Well, I’m happy to be the impartial reviewer of both flavours.”

My pussy quivered at the thought of being eaten out by the stunning woman in front of me. This was going to be one hell of a fun experiment. Much better than the ones we always carried out at school.

Anthony clapped his hands, then rubbed them together with obvious glee. “I’ve always loved it when you told me what you did with your girlfriends, but this will be my first time watching you with another woman, and I can’t wait.”

Holly smiled at my husband and walked over to where we were all sitting. “You’ve watched Lucy with other men before?” she asked him.

“I have a few times, and any time she’s had fun without me being there, she’s always told me all about it. Whether it was with a man or a woman.”

“Then you are in for a treat tonight, my love,” I said, smiling widely at Anthony. “Now you’ll get to watch me with both of these gorgeous people.”

He nodded his head, his eyes shining brightly in the darkness, and he leaned back in his sun lounger, rubbing his hard cock through his shorts. “Then shall we get this show started?” he suggested.

I blew him a kiss, then turned back to Holly, leaning closer to her. “I was just about to get my first taste of Max, so how about we share and suck him off together?”

Max let out a groan as he listened to us talking, and I could see his hard cock straining against the fabric of his shorts.

“I think that sounds perfect, Lucy,” she replied, and took my hand in hers.

We both lowered to our knees in front of Max while he pushed his shorts down to the ground, freeing his hard cock from its confines. Both Holly and I whimpered at the sight of him. He was the very definition of well endowed. Eight inches or so, if I had to guess, with a thick shaft covered in veins. It was throbbing right in front of our faces, and even though I’d offered to share, I was suddenly feeling greedy for the first taste.

I leaned forward, twirling my tongue around the engorged head, enjoying the way his hard meat throbbed even more at my touch. Max let out a low groan, which suddenly grew louder as I took him into the wet heat of my mouth, suckling eagerly on the crown.

Holly leaned in too, and I was aware of her closeness as she took one of Max’s heavy testicles into her mouth to suckle on it just as hungrily as I was sucking his cock.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, reaching down to place a hand on both our heads.

His hips bucked, and he pushed himself deeper into my mouth. A drop of precum dripped onto my tongue, filling my senses with the musky taste of his arousal. I couldn’t help but moan around him, loving every moment of having such an amazing cock deep inside my mouth.

After a few more moments, I reluctantly let his cock fall from my lips, knowing I needed to make good on my offer to share. Holly quickly took my place, sliding her lips down over Max’s cock to slurp on his hard length like a hungry little slut. Watching her with her pretty lips stretched around his cock made my pussy ache. God, no wonder Anthony loved watching me suck another man’s cock so much. I’d had no idea it was this hot.

“I’m starting to see the appeal of watching now,” I said in a breathless voice. “You look so sexy with a big hard cock in your mouth, Holly.” She moaned around his rod, but didn’t stop sucking.

Looking over at my husband, I saw he had his hard cock in his hand, stroking it slowly while he met my gaze. Without looking away from him, I reached over to Holly, cupping one of her voluptuous tits in my hand. Judging by the way her hard little nipple was poking against the thin cotton of her summer dress, she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

She let out another moan, the sound muffled by Max’s cock as he began thrusting his hips, sliding his hard meat in and out of her mouth. The sight of it had me dripping, and as much as I craved to have my mouth fucked too, watching Holly was so fucking erotic that there was no way I was going to stop what she was doing.

Instead, I pulled down the thin spaghetti straps on her dress so that the garment pooled around her waist, displaying her perfect breasts. Unable to resist, I leaned down and took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking the hard bud until I felt a shiver run down her spine.

“God, your tits are perfect, Holly,” I moaned. “You focus on his cock. I’ve found something else I need to worship right now.”

Her moans continued to flow, while I cupped her tits in both my hands, squeezing them together so her nipples were jutting out in a tempting display. I took one back into my mouth, nibbling gently on the stiff peak until she was moaning and writhing.

Above me, I could hear Max grunting loudly as he pumped his hips, fucking Holly’s sweet mouth harder and faster as he grew close to his climax. Meanwhile, I moved back and forth between Holly’s tits, lavishing them both with attention until her flesh glistened with my saliva.

Then a loud roar filled the air as he erupted inside Holly’s mouth and I pulled back to watch, seeing the base of his shaft pulse with each rope of cum that he fed to my new friend. I groaned softly at the sight.

Holly kept sucking desperately until she’d drained every drop of Max’s cum, then she slipped her lips off his dick. She turned to grin at me, licking her lips.

“He really is delicious,” she said. “But now it’s time for me to see if you taste even better.” Holly dropped her voice to a husky whisper. “For some reason, I think you will.”

Her eyes were dark with lust as she moved over me, gently guiding me onto my back so I was laid on the ground beneath her. Holly pressed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I let out a moan as I realised she’d kept some of Max’s cum in her mouth for me, and we shared the treat during hungry kisses.

But then she trailed her lips lower, kissing down the length of my neck while pulling my dress down. She ravaged my breasts with kisses and licks until my nipples were so hard they became sore from all the attention. By now, my cunt was on fire with a need for relief, but luckily, Holly seemed all too happy to help.

She settled with her head between my thighs, looking up at me as she pushed the lower half of my dress up out of the way. When her gaze moved down to my pussy, Holly let out a moan.

“Such a pretty pussy,” she said, running a fingertip through slick folds.

“It is,” Max agreed. “But trust me. Lucy tastes even better than she looks.”

“Time for me to find out for myself,” she said, her pretty eyes dark with lust as she lowered her head between my thighs.

Holly dragged the flat of her tongue over my slit, moaning against my pussy in such a way that the sound vibrated straight through me, causing all kinds of pleasurable sensations. I reached down, tangling my fingers in her long locks while I moved my hips to work myself against her tongue.

Jolts of pleasure shot through my entire body as she kept licking, making sure to flick the tip of her tongue against my clit each time she reached the top of my opening.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, barely able to catch my breath as Holly worked her magic. “That feels so damn good. Don’t stop, beautiful. God, I need to cum so badly.”

When I lifted my head up off the ground to look down at Holly, I realised she was looking up at me from between my thighs. The moment our eyes met, she stopped licking and sealed her lips around my clit.

She started sucking on the sensitive bundle of nerves, and it was as if electricity was shooting through my entire body, making me buck and shudder under the onslaught of such intense sensations.

Max came to sit beside me on the floor, and I could see his spent cock was already twitching a little, slowly coming back to life while he watched Holly feast on my pussy. I reached out, taking his dick into my hand so I could slowly stroke it. After Holly was finished, I was going to need him to fuck me, so it was only fair I helped to make him fully hard again.

“She tastes good, doesn’t she, Holly?” he grunted, as his cock pulsed a little within my gentle grip.

Holly moaned and nodded her head.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, and my climax surged up inside of me, filling every inch of my body until I exploded, screaming into the quiet night air. Waves of pleasure slammed into me over and over again, stealing my breath away until my screams went quiet and all I could handle were silent moans.

I bucked my hips, grinding myself frantically against her mouth, while Holly tried her best to keep suckling my clit during all my movements.

It felt like my orgasm went on for several minutes, although, in reality, it was probably a lot shorter than that. But when it finally faded, I was left gasping for air, frantically trying to fill my lungs after such an intense orgasm.

“Oh god,” I groaned, feeling my entire body trembling. “That was amazing, Holly.”

She lifted her head and grinned at me, before crawling on top of me, our lips meeting once more in a passionate kiss. The taste of my juices mingled on our lips, making me moan.

Then a loud beeping sound filled the air.

With a groan, Holly climbed off me and moved to the lounger where she’d dropped her purse earlier in the evening to pull out her phone. She looked at the screen, and her face screwed up into a frown.

“Damn it,” she grumbled. “I need to go and deal with a problem. So I’ll leave you all to enjoy the rest of your evening.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you for joining us for a while. I enjoyed it a lot.” I flashed her a wicked grin, and she laughed.

“How long are you staying here for, Lucy?” she asked, while pulling the straps of her dress back up into place.

“A week,” Anthony answered for me.

“Perfect,” Holly replied. “Then make sure you come spend some more time with me before you go home.” She winked at me before rushing away.
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Chapter Four
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Iturned towards Max, smiling seductively at him. “I suppose this means I have you all to myself again. Such a shame.”

He chuckled softly. “A shame indeed. But I’m sure you’ll be okay.”

I crawled to where he was sitting, noticing he was almost fully hard again already. So I straddled his lap, brushing my slick folds against the length of his shaft. He gasped softly, and I felt his dick twitch against my core.

“Yeah, I’m sure I’ll be fine,” I said, grinning at him before taking hold of his t-shirt and pulling it off over his head. “Especially once I’m riding your cock hard and fast.”

He groaned softly, running his hands up my sides while I wrapped my arms around his neck. With my dress bunched up around my waist, it meant my bare breasts pressed up against his chest, and I whimpered as my hard nipples scraped against his firm pecs.

I couldn’t help but roll my hips, grinding my clit against his rapidly hardening shaft while looking into his eyes. Soft moans were coming from the direction of my husband, and judging by his ragged breathing, he was jerking off while he watched.

“I think you’re ready for me, baby,” I said, while reaching down to gently wrap my fingers around his shaft.

Max gripped my ass cheeks, digging his fingers into the firm flesh as he lifted me up. “I sure am, beautiful. Now, what were you saying just now about riding my dick hard and fast?”

The head of his cock teased against my slick opening, forcing a soft gasp from my lips. “Let me show you, Max.”

I lowered myself down slowly, taking his big cock inside me inch by inch. A low growl emerged from him, and I felt him throbbing as I enveloped him in the wet heat of my cunt.

Once I’d taken all of him inside me, I stayed down on him, rolling my hips to grind on his dick. While staring into my eyes, he moved his hand to my ass and gave one rounded cheek a firm smack.

“Ride it,” he commanded, his jaw set in a firm line. “Now.”

I grinned at him, still grinding a moment longer before I began moving my hips up and down, bouncing on his cock enthusiastically. His dick felt so damn perfect every time I slammed down on it, taking every thick inch of his hard meat into my pussy, that I started moving faster.

“That feels so fucking good,” he grunted through gritted teeth. “But I think I know what will feel better.”

Max wrapped an arm around my waist and moved to lay me down on my back on the floor, holding his dick deep inside me the whole time.

Once he had me in position, he gripped my ankles and pushed my knees up to my chest, opening me up perfectly to his thrusts. He began pumping his hips, slamming his dick into me over and over at a merciless pace.

“Oh fuck, yes Max!” I moaned loudly. “Harder! Fuck me harder, baby. I need to cum on your dick.”

His jaw tensed and he pounded my pussy harder, making me cry out each time he rammed it deep inside me. My cunt gripped his big cock tight like a fist, and I could feel him throbbing within my grip.

“Don’t worry, beautiful. I’m gonna make you cum so fucking hard.”

He pushed my knees even closer to my chest, bending me in the process and forcing my ass up off the floor beneath me. Now he had me at the perfect angle that the head of his cock was rubbing against my g-spot with every movement. It felt so fucking good that my head was spinning and I was moaning loudly.

I wanted to beg him to fuck me even harder, to make sure I was sore by the time he was finished with me, but it was impossible to find the words. Every thrust sent me soaring higher, pushing me closer to that precipice as the pleasure built rapidly. Trembles moved over my body as I lost all control of myself, and all I could do was hold on tightly to my thighs, keeping myself open to his powerful movements.

Soon enough, my orgasm hit me, making me cry out incoherently into the dark night as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I shuddered violently all over, and my cunt clamped down tight around Max’s perfect dick.

After a few more thrusts, Max’s loud moans mingled with mine in the night air as his cock pulsed, and he unloaded his cum into my quivering pussy. He kept pounding me hard through our joined bliss, drawing my orgasm out for as long as he could, before he finally released his hold on my ankles and collapsed on top of me.

We were both panting hard and trembling all over, and I wrapped my arms around him to hold him close while he nuzzled his face against the soft pillow of my breasts. I glanced over at my husband, who was watching us intently, his eyes practically glowing with lust as the lights around the pool illuminated his features. Luckily, he’d saved himself for me, and his cock was still rock hard in his fist. Although he was no longer stroking himself anymore. No doubt he’d stopped so he would be able to fuck me and claim me properly once Max had gone.

Max pressed gentle kisses over my breasts, flicking his tongue against the generous mounds of flesh; then he moved up into a sitting position. His cock slipped free of my pussy, and I let out a small whimper.

“I had so much fun, Lucy,” he said, grinning at me as I remained laid on the floor with my legs spread wide and his cum seeping out of my pussy. “But I think Anthony needs you right now. So maybe look out for me while you’re here at the Hideaway, but now you should go take care of him.”

He leaned down to kiss my lips tenderly, then stood, finding his t-shirt, which had been left discarded on the floor and putting it on.

“Thank you for such an amazing night, Max,” I said, grinning up at him. “It was perfect.”

“It really was,” he said, flashing me a wink before disappearing in the same direction Holly had gone earlier.

Anthony got up from his lounger, his hard cock jutting out lewdly from his body in a way that made my mouth water. While I loved having fun with other men, I never craved anybody’s dick as much as I craved my husbands. The others were for fun, but this was the man I loved with all my heart, so my craving for him consumed every part of my body.

He reached a hand out to me and I took it, letting him help pull me up to my feet. Then he guided me over to the nearest lounger, pushing me down onto my knees before bending me over it. I spread my legs wider, giving him the perfect view of my cum-filled pussy, and he let out a growl.

“That pretty little cunt of yours has been well-used today, but I hope it can take one more pounding, baby. Because it’s time for me to claim back your pussy with a good, hard fucking.”

I let out a soft moan and wriggled my hips side to side, feeling the warmth of Max’s cum dribbling down my inner thigh. “I need it, my love,” I whimpered. “Fuck me, please!”

My pussy was so ready for him. I ached for him in a way I never ached for anybody else. And when he lowered to his knees behind me, my pussy quivered in anticipation of being reclaimed hard.

Anthony teased a finger through my drenched folds, moaning softly as the digit must have become quickly covered with Max’s seed.

“Look at you. So full of cum, baby,” he grunted. “But I know you can take one more load, can’t you?”

I nodded frantically, and let out a loud moan when he pulled his finger away and replaced it with the head of his dick. “I need you inside me, Anthony. Just fuck me. Please.”

“Well, seeing as you asked so nicely, baby, how could I refuse?”

He slammed his hips forward, filling me with one fluid motion, and I let out a loud cry. His cock might not have been quite as thick as Max’s, but it was longer, and it filled me perfectly, as if my body was made for him.

Anthony held his cock deep inside me for a moment while he gathered my long dark hair in his fist, then he tugged roughly, forcing me to arch my spine and look up at the dark night sky overhead. I let out a groan, squirming needily as I waited for him to give me what I needed.

After another few long moments of making me wait, he finally began moving his hips. A guttural moan escaped me as he slowly slid his cock almost all the way out of my tight, wet hole before slamming it deep again. He repeated the motions, filling me hard and deep with each forward motion. Hard enough to make me cry out and to push the lounger forward each time.

But it wasn’t long before he lost the control needed to move at such a pace, and soon enough, he was pounding my pussy mercilessly, fucking me hard enough to take my breath away.

I gripped tightly to the edge of the lounger, my loud moans filling the air as my husband claimed my pussy with reckless abandon. Another orgasm was already quickly rising up inside me, and when Anthony brought a hand beneath me to rub frantically at my clit, I shattered apart.

Ripples of ecstasy filled my body, making me shudder and scream my husband’s name as an intense climax consumed me entirely. He kept fucking me hard while rubbing at the sensitive bundle of nerves, pushing me deeper into the blissful sensations until my voice was hoarse from all the primal sounds of pleasure he ripped from me.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, leaning over me and pressing his lips to my ear. “Cum on my dick.”

Suddenly, Anthony’s movements grew erratic and he let out a loud moan as his cock erupted inside me, filling me with another load of his hot seed. He pumped his hips frantically, his grip on my hair growing so tight it made my scalp sting, but he didn’t stop until he’d emptied himself inside me completely.

He released his grip on my hair, and my head fell back down onto the lounger while I gasped for air. His lips trailed along my spine, covering my bare skin in gentle kisses while he wrapped his arms around my waist.

“That was an amazing night,” he whispered. “Thank you for everything.”

I smiled softly, a little whimper escaping my lips. “Thank you for bringing me here, my love. And for being willing to share me with others.”

Anthony laughed quietly. “Of course I’m happy to share you. I wouldn’t want to miss out on all this fun. Besides, I know that your heart belongs to me and always will.”

“It does,” I agreed, knowing his words were the absolute truth.

“I can’t wait to see what tomorrow brings,” he said. “I wonder how many men you’ll be able to fuck while we’re here.”

I let out a soft groan before laughing. “How many men do you want me to fuck?” I asked.

“As many as you can, baby,” he said. “And maybe you’ll get some more time with Holly, too.”

I grinned. “It sounds like I’m going to need another vacation afterwards to recover from this one.”

“Maybe, but I know that won’t stop you from having as much fun as possible at the Hotwife Hideaway.”

And he was right.
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A HOTWIFE AT THE HIDEAWAY was my contribution to the multi-author Ultimate Hotwife Summer series. If you’d like to check out the other books from the series on Amazon, click HERE!
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TO READ EVEN MORE SEXY stories all about Anthony and Lucy, check out my Hotwife Challenge series on Amazon, or sign up to my newsletter to get three free short stories all about their steamy adventures.
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Zoey Adams writes erotic stories about wives who love to have fun with men who aren't their husbands.

If you would like to keep up to date with her new releases, sign up to her newsletter. You will even receive a free short story that is exclusive to her email subscribers. You can sign up here.

You can also check out Zoey’s Amazon page to find her entire catalogue of work.
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