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Chapter One
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Leah:

I heard Dylan’s car roll into the driveway just as I was putting the lasagne in the oven, and I felt the usual rapid flutter in my chest that I still felt every day, even after being married to him for almost a decade. It was amazing to still feel so much excitement for him after all that time, and I had to guess he felt the same about me considering the enthusiasm he greeted me with every day when he got home from his job at the bank.

I washed my hands and got to the front door just as he stepped inside. Dylan smiled widely when he saw me and scooped me up in his arms.

“Hi, Leah,” he said, while peppering gentle kisses along the side of my neck. I tilted my head to the side, giving him better access, and a little shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Hi, love. How was your day?”

Dylan chuckled and set me gently back down on my feet. “It was quite a day, and now I am famished.”

He ran his gaze up and down my body to let me know he wasn’t talking about being hungry for food, and my pussy quivered in response. I grinned and moved to grab his hand, thinking we had a little time before dinner would be ready. But he spoiled my plans by tugging me into the kitchen and sitting down at the table before pulling me into his lap.

“I met up with Robin for lunch today,” Dylan said, “and the launch of his new club is happening Saturday night. He’s invited us both. It should be a fun night, so what do you say, sweetheart?”

I wrinkled my nose slightly, unable to hide the distaste I felt at the mention of the club. “But isn’t that a swinger’s club?” I asked. “I don’t think we really belong there, do you? Surely that’s for unhappy couples who are just looking for reasons to be with other people for a while.”

Dylan laughed and shook his head. “Of course it isn’t, Leah. Robin has been my best friend since high school, and he’s been into swinging for most of his adult life. Look how happy he is with Megan. They are the epitome of a happy marriage. He says it just adds some spice to their life.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so,” I said, reluctant to admit he was right about how happily married his friend was. It had surprised me when I’d first met them and they’d admitted they were swingers. They seemed like any regular married couple. “But maybe things aren’t great and they are just good at hiding it.”

“Definitely not,” he replied. “I have never seen Robin happier than he’s been since meeting Megan. Besides, you shouldn’t judge people for the choices they make. If swinging makes them happy, then that’s their business.” Dylan paused for a moment, chuckling to himself. “And it’s quite literally their business now they have opened the club.”

The corners of my lips turned up into a grin as I leaned in to kiss him gently. “Okay, I’m sorry. You’re right. I shouldn’t judge them. They are consenting adults, and should be allowed to do whatever they want. But I’m still not sure it’s a good idea to go to the launch, though.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, his fingers trailing higher up my leg until the tips were peeking under the hem of my skirt.

“Because it’s a swinger’s club, so there will be expectations about the people who are there. Won’t people expect us to, you know, do stuff with others if we go?”

Dylan flashed me a wicked grin. “Would that really be such a bad thing? I think you’d look beautiful in the arms of another man.”

I laughed and gently slapped his arm, feeling my face turn hot. “Stop teasing me like that. You know you don’t mean that, really.”

He continued to grin at me as he wrapped his arms tight around my waist and stood up before laying me down on top of the kitchen table. Now this was more like it. I locked my legs around his waist, keeping him close while he trailed kisses from my neck down to the modest amount of cleavage being shown off by my dress.

Each little kiss increased the fluttering sensations between my thighs, and it wasn’t long before I was writhing beneath him.

“Okay, I’m sorry for teasing you. But, in all seriousness, Robin is my best friend, and he’s been working hard to get this business started up. I would really love to support him by being there on the first night. If it’s not your kind of thing, I don’t mind going on my own.”

“Oh no, I don’t think so, Dylan,” I said, faking a frown.

A look of hurt flashed across his face as he stood upright. “You don’t trust me, Leah? I swear I would never cheat on you.”

I reached out and took hold of his tie, wrapping it around my hand over and over to slowly draw him back down to me. A playful grin tugged at my lips, and he visibly relaxed. “Of course I trust you, love. It’s all the women there who I don’t trust. Have you seen how damn good you look in a suit? They would all be flocking around you, begging for your attention. I’d better go with you to keep you safe.”

Dylan laughed and pressed his lips against mine. “And I’d better keep you safe, too. I know that when all the guys there see you, they won’t be able to resist flirting with you.”

A soft gasp escaped me as I felt his cock stirring to life, straining against my pussy through our clothing. I wriggled as much as I could, enjoying the tingles it created whenever I rubbed myself against his hardness.

“That sounds perfect. We can look after each other, just like we always do.”

“So you’ll come with me then?” he asked, an adorable look of hope on his face.

I couldn’t help but smile. “I will. And you’re right, Dylan. We should support our friends in their new business venture. I’m sorry for being so silly about all this.”

Dylan tenderly kissed my forehead. “It’s okay. But now it’s time for dinner. I’m starving.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, love. The lasagne isn’t going to be ready for at least another 30 minutes.”

He pulled up a chair between my parted thighs and sat down on it. “Why would I want lasagne when I’ve got the most delicious looking meal right in front of me?”

I lifted my head up from the table, letting out a quiet moan as I saw his dark eyes burning with desire.

Dylan pushed my dress up around my waist and tugged my panties to one side, exposing my bare pussy lips to his hungry gaze. My entire body quivered, waiting for him to do something. Anything. The way he was staring between my thighs had me feeling desperate for his touch.

Finally, he lowered his head, slowly gliding his tongue through my slick folds. Dylan’s moans vibrated against my aching flesh, and I reached down to tangle my fingers in his hair to pull him closer. He sealed his lips over my clit, licking and suckling on the little bud to coax it out from under its hood.

My back arched up off the table as his tongue brushed against that sensitive bundle of nerves, and I couldn’t hold back a loud moan. Dylan gently teased my clit while pressing two fingers against my wet opening, pushing the digits slowly inside me.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please don’t stop. It feels so damn good, Dylan.” I was surprised to hear how breathless I was already, although perhaps I shouldn’t have been. My husband had been attentive over the years and he knew how to work my body like a finely tuned instrument.

Dylan pumped his fingers slowly in and out of me, curling them so his fingertips rubbed against that sensitive spot deep inside. I gripped his hair tighter, losing all control of myself as the sensations between my thighs grew more intense. My body moved instinctively as I ground myself against his face, eager to get myself off.

More of his moans flowed against my clit, creating the most pleasant vibrations against the engorged button, and he pumped his fingers vigorously into my wet cavern. I rocked my hips, working myself against his mouth and fingers, my own moans filling the air as I got closer to the edge.

Dylan’s mouth started a fire between my thighs that soon spread outwards from my core, enveloping my entire body in an intense heat. I gasped his name when the first wave of pleasure rolled over me, sweeping me up in my climax. My body shuddered, and I writhed across the table as the intensity almost became too much.

But he kept up the merciless pace of his fingers, fucking me hard with the digits while my inner walls convulsed around them. And his mouth never left my clit, no matter how much I wriggled. Dylan drew out the orgasm with his expert ministrations until I was breathless and limp on the kitchen table.

When he was finished with me, he brushed his lips against my inner thighs with tender kisses, and I could feel my wetness coating his skin.

“Hmmm, do you think I’ve got time for seconds before dinner is ready?” he asked, his glistening lips curling up into a devilish grin.

I groaned softly, not sure I could handle another orgasm so quickly. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re greedy? I asked, holding back a chuckle.

“Only you,” he replied with a shrug. “But you’ve always seemed to like it when I get greedy with you.”

He lowered his head between my thighs once more, and I closed my eyes, moaning softly as I surrendered to his hunger.
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Chapter Two
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Dylan:

In the couple of days since I’d first mentioned the launch of Robin’s club, Leah’s attitude had changed from being unsure if we should go, to her demanding that she go out and buy a new dress for the occasion so she could look her best.

I didn’t complain about that, of course. I made good money at the bank, and Leah more than deserved a new dress. Plus, she had picked out the slinkiest little black dress she could, and it showed off all her curves to mouth-watering perfection.

When she’d tried the dress on for me, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about how much all the other men at the club would want her, and it had made me rock hard. I’d wanted to take her then and there while she was still wearing the dress, but she’d insisted on taking it off so we didn’t make a mess of it before Saturday night.

Now it was Saturday night, and we were heading into the club. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. Perhaps my view of swinging had been jaded by my wife, as I’d thought it would be a dark and dingy place. But I was surprised by how light and modern it was, with large mirrors all around, and an upscale oak bar that seemed to be stocked with all the most expensive spirits.

“Wow, this place looks amazing,” Leah said, turning to look at me with a wide smile on her face. “Let’s dance!”

I laughed and let her lead me onto the dance floor. There was no way I could resist her when she looked this happy. Or this hot. I pulled her close to me, swaying side to side in time with the music. My hands moved naturally over the curve of her hip and down to her ass, possessively cupping the firm globes while noticing a couple of men were already glancing her way.

“You look so fucking beautiful, Leah,” I whispered in her ear. “I wouldn’t be surprised if all the men in here want you tonight.”

Leah giggled, a happy sound that made me wonder if she wanted the men to admire her. My cock twitched at the thought, although I couldn’t figure out why.

“So long as you want me, Dylan, that’s all that matters to me.”

I growled against her earlobe, gripping her ass tight and pulling her hips even closer against mine. “Surely you can feel how much I want you, sweetheart. I’m rock hard already. This damn dress of yours is so tight, it barely leaves anything to the imagination.”

I was almost certain I heard her whimper, and when I pulled my head back slightly, her face was an adorable shade of pink.

“Do you think I went too far with this dress?” she asked, uncertainty written all over her face. “I don’t want to give the wrong idea.”

I frowned and shook my head. There was no way I wanted her feeling those kinds of doubts. I wanted the happy, careful, and so goddamn sexy Leah of a few moments ago back in my arms.

“No, Leah. Your dress is perfect. You are perfect. So don’t worry about anything. Let’s just enjoy ourselves tonight.”

I grinned down at her, then twirled her around, still holding her close. She let out a happy squeal, and she looked nothing less than radiant. It was no surprise that more men were looking in our direction, no doubt admiring the goddess in my arms.

My dick was throbbing already with an eagerness to get inside her, but that would have to wait. I ran my hands up her body, caressing the sides of her voluptuous tits, but I didn’t dare go as far as I’d like to. I wasn’t sure Leah would enjoy me groping her breasts in public.

But when I looked down at her face, I could see her eyes had darkened and her face was flushed with desire. She was looking up at me like she wanted me to ravish her then and there, and for a brief moment, I considered pulling her away and taking her home so I could fuck her hard and fast, just the way we both needed it.

“Excuse me,” said a deep voice coming from beside me.

Leah and I both turned our heads in surprise to find a guy neither of us had ever seen before standing right beside us. We must have been so caught up in each other that we hadn’t even noticed him approaching.

He was tall, even taller than my 6’1” frame, and his skin was dark as night. But his eyes were a warm chocolate brown, and his smile lit up his face. Even I had to admit he was good looking, and I was completely straight. I imagined he would be popular in a place like this.

“Hi,” Leah said, and I turned my head quickly in her direction once more, surprised by the breathlessness in her voice. I had no way of knowing if it was caused by the sensual dancing we had been engaged in, or if it was the handsome stranger.

I felt a strange heavy feeling in my chest as I thought about her becoming so flustered by another man, but my dick sure as hell liked the idea of it. He was throbbing inside my pants, so fucking hard that it was getting uncomfortable.

“Hi,” the guy said, keeping his attention focused firmly on Leah. No matter how she felt about him, he was definitely interested in her. “My name is Cole, and I thought I’d come and ask if I could be lucky enough to have the next dance with you?”

Leah’s face grew even more red, and she stumbled over her words before being able to find the right ones. Oh yeah, she was definitely getting flustered by the stranger.

“Hi, Cole. I’m Leah. And it’s very sweet of you to ask, but I’m here with my husband, Dylan, and we are not swingers. I’m sorry.”

Cole flashed her another charming smile, apparently not at all bothered by that news. I couldn’t stop watching him for some reason. He hadn’t even so much as glanced in my direction. Instead, he seemed to be mesmerised by Leah’s beauty, and I couldn’t blame him. I reached down, readjusting myself as things grew even more uncomfortable. If I didn’t get Leah out of here soon so I could fuck her, there was every chance I might cum in my underwear like a horny teenager. Something about my wife getting so much attention was driving me crazy.

“So you’re not swingers, but you decided to visit a swinger’s club tonight?” Cole asked, seemingly amused by the situation.

Leah giggled again, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear while she ducked her head, perhaps trying to hide the obvious flush of her cheeks.

“It’s just that the people who own this place are good friends of ours,” she offered as an explanation. “We are here to support them and celebrate with them.”

“Oh,” he said. “That makes sense. Well, I can understand you don’t want anything else, but the offer of a dance is still open if you would like that. And if your husband doesn’t mind, of course.”

Cole finally turned to look at me, a warm smile on his lips.

“I don’t mind at all, sweetheart,” I said to Leah. “It’s just a dance, and there’s no harm in that.”

Leah turned to look at me, her eyes wide with shock. She obviously hadn’t expected me to say that, and even though I couldn’t admit it to her in that moment, I was curious how it would feel to watch her while her body was pressed close to another man’s.

“I... well... ummm...” Leah mumbled as she turned her gaze down to her feet. “I don’t know.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her close, my erection pressing against her hip. My lips brushed against her ear as I whispered. “I really don’t mind if you want to dance with him, Leah. It’s your call.”

“But are you sure you won’t get jealous or mad or whatever?” she asked, keeping her voice low so Cole wouldn’t be able to hear our conversation.

I couldn’t help but laugh, and her bottom lip curved into an adorable pout. “Of course I won’t. We’ve been married for almost ten years. I trust you completely. Besides, can’t you feel how hard I am at the thought of you dancing with another man?”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “That’s why you’re so hard?” she asked, her voice coming out as a squeak.

“Yep,” I replied, “I just think it would be so sexy to watch you in his arms, your bodies swaying together.” My cock twitched hard enough to force a groan from my lips, and judging by her soft gasp, she’d felt it too. All I could do was offer her a sheepish grin.

“Well, I would like to dance with him,” she admitted hesitantly, and my cock gave another twitch against her hip.

“Then go, sweetheart. It’s just one dance. Enjoy it for me.”

Leah smiled up at me, then brushed her lips against mine. “Thank you, Dylan. Just one dance, then I’ll be back.”

I grinned and released my hold on her, watching as she turned back to Cole and took a step closer to him.

“I would really like to dance with you, Cole,” she said, as she held her hand out for him.

He grinned and took hold of her hand, tugging her away to another spot on the dance floor while I could only watch.
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Chapter Three
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Leah:

Even though I knew it was wrong of me, I’d felt an instant attraction to Cole as soon as he came over to speak to me and Dylan. He was the epitome of tall, dark and handsome, and just the way he had been looking at me had created an excited flutter between my thighs. And I had felt guilty about it at first, but something about Dylan’s reaction to everything, the way he had got so damn hard, had been enough to soothe away the guilt. If anything, it had just stoked the fire that was already building inside me.

By the time Cole pulled me aside and wrapped his arms around my waist, I was already a needy mess, although I did my best to hide that.

I’d always been short compared to Dylan, but next to Cole, I felt tiny. Images of him easily picking me up so he could use me however he wanted flooded my brain, and I shook my head to try to clear those thoughts. They weren’t going to help me calm myself down at all.

Cole leaned down to whisper in my ear. “I noticed you as soon as you walked in, Leah. You look absolutely stunning in this dress.”

I whimpered quietly, hoping he didn’t catch the needy little sound. “Thank you, Cole. I brought it especially for tonight.”

Cole let out a soft growl. “And I’m so glad you did. The image of all your perfect curves will be on my mind for days.” He placed his hands on my waist, then slid them down over the swell of my hips, guiding them to move from side to side in time with his own movements.

Everything he did was slow and sensual, and the feel of his powerful body moving against mine even in something as innocent as a dance had me feeling breathless. I glanced over my shoulder, looking for Dylan, and I found him leaning up against the wall. Robin had found him and was talking enthusiastically, but my husband only had eyes for me as he watched intently.

“If you ever change your mind about wanting to experiment more with other men, with your husband’s permission, I hope to be the one you choose, Leah.”

Those words brought my attention back to Cole, and another whimper escaped me. “I... I don’t know if... if we will ever do that,” I stuttered, feeling even more flustered by his apparent desire for me. “But if it does, I would like it to be with you.”

Cole pulled me closer, until my body was flush against his, and I let out a small gasp as I felt the outline of his erection pressed against my stomach. Apparently it was true what they said about black men. From the feel of it, Cole was hung. Much bigger than Dylan, who had never had any trouble keeping me satisfied. My mind wandered to what it would feel like to be filled with such a huge cock, but I quickly pushed those thoughts away. It wasn’t going to happen. I was a happily married woman.

“I think you should talk to your husband,” Cole said, his voice seeming calm in comparison to the excitement showing in the front of his pants. “Judging by the look on his face right now, I bet he would enjoy watching you with me. And I think you would enjoy that, too.”

My face started burning, and I could only imagine how red I must be. Sure, I felt an attraction to him, but that wasn’t worth risking a happy marriage over.

Suddenly, the song came to an end, but Cole held onto me a few moments longer, reluctant to let me go. My heart was pounding in my chest, and the heat which had started between my thighs was now consuming my entire body. It was impossible to deny the fact I wanted him, but I couldn’t do that to Dylan.

Gathering every bit of willpower I could find, I stepped back from Cole and missed the feel of him against my body almost instantly. “Thank you for the dance tonight, Cole. I enjoyed it.”

He looked down at me, giving me a gentle smile that made me think he could see the different emotions that were warring inside me. “Go and talk to your husband,” he repeated. “And you know where to find me in the future if you change your mind.”

Cole turned and walked away, and after taking a deep breath to steady myself, I headed back to Dylan. As soon as Robin saw me approaching, he smiled at me, then left Dylan’s side to go back behind the bar. My husband pulled me close, crashing his lips down hard on mine in a kiss that took my breath away. I responded just as hungrily, pouring every bit of lust and longing that had been built up during the evening into the kiss.

Our lips and tongues tangled in a passionate embrace, and I wrapped my arms around him, clinging to him tightly. Dylan spun me and pushed me back against the wall, trapping me there while he ravaged my mouth. My lipstick was going to be a mess by the time he was finished with me, but I couldn’t bring myself to care.

He pushed his hips against mine, letting me feel how hard he was, and I let out a soft moan against his lips. The fire between my thighs was raging out of control, and I felt like I would go crazy if I wasn’t filled and fucked soon.

Dylan broke the kiss, leaving both of us panting as we stared at each other with wild, lust-filled eyes. “You were so fucking beautiful out there, Leah. Every movement was sensual, and I couldn’t stop staring at you. And it was obvious how much Cole craved you.”

I felt another blush heating my face, and I dipped my head, hoping my husband wouldn’t see the longing I’d felt for the other man, too. But he gripped my chin and lifted my head until I was looking up into his eyes once more.

“Did you enjoy it, sweetheart?” he asked, looking so deep into my eyes I was pretty sure he was searching my soul for the truth.

“Yes,” I whispered, uncertain if I should say anymore.

“Do you want to dance with him again?” he asked, and the excited gleam in his eye told me he wanted me to. And as much as I wanted to, there was something else I needed even more.

“No, I want you to take me home and fuck me, Dylan.”

His eyes widened with surprise for a moment. I was never usually as bold as that, always preferring to seduce him subtly. But after the sensual dance with Cole, it was almost as if I needed Dylan to take me and claim me back as his. It was a primal instinct that I couldn’t fight.

Dylan leaned down to kiss me again, his tongue pushing against my lips until they parted and allowed him entry. I sucked on it, making him moan, until he took control of the kiss, caressing my tongue with his while his hand creeped up to cup my breast.

My back arched instinctively, pushing me into his touch, and my nipple puckered into a hard little bud in response. He squeezed my flesh roughly, being much less gentle than usual, and I gasped into his mouth. I knew other people could see us, but in that moment, the only thing I cared about was the lust coursing through my body, and the way Dylan’s touch made me feel.

He pulled away again, but continued groping my breast, sending little tendrils of pleasure through me each time his palm brushed against my nipple.

“I think we should go before I lose all control and fuck you right here in front of everybody.”

I nodded my head and let him lead me out of the club.
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Dylan:

I pulled Leah towards our car, and held the door open for her while she jumped in, before getting into the driver’s side myself. Within moments, I was on the road home, driving as quickly as I thought I could go without getting into a crash. I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful and sexy she’d looked in the arms of the big, dark-skinned man. Their bodies had moved together in perfect synchronicity, leading me to wonder how they would move together without any clothes acting as a barrier.

My dick was rock hard, pressing against the thick cotton of my slacks in a way that was growing more and more uncomfortable by the minute. I needed to be inside her. Soon. I wanted to feel her perfect little pussy wrapped around my cock, milking it until she’d drained me completely.

Suddenly, I felt Leah’s hand on my thigh, so high up that her fingertips were almost touching the bulge in my pants. I turned to look at her briefly, taking note of the wild lust burning in her eyes before turning my attention back to the road ahead of me.

“I want your cock,” she whimpered, gliding her hand higher until it was covering my throbbing dick.

I let out a groan. Fuck, I had no idea what had got into Leah tonight, but I sure as hell liked it. Don’t get me wrong, I loved her usual coy style of seduction too, but this blatantly slutty approach was also fucking hot. My cock twitched with her touch, and she wrapped her hand around me through my pants. It felt so damn good I had to fight the urge to close my eyes and let my head fall back.

“God, I don’t think I can wait until we get home, Leah. I need your mouth on me, sweetheart.”

Leah gasped softly. “You mean here? In the car?”

But she didn’t give me a chance to respond before she began frantically opening the button and zip on my slacks, working to free my dick. It sprung free, almost hitting the steering wheel in its eagerness to get some attention.

I pushed my seat back a little to give her some more room, and she bent over to instantly take my cock into her mouth. An intense pleasure moved through me as she enveloped my throbbing shaft in the wet heat of her mouth. My natural instinct was to start thrusting my hips, to fuck her willing mouth, but there was no way I could do that safely while driving.

Usually Leah loved to take her time when giving me head, licking and kissing my rock hard flesh before starting to suck. But tonight, she was sucking desperately from the start, making me feel so damn good I was almost seeing stars.

Placing a hand on the back of her head, I helped her take my dick deeper until it was pushing into her tight throat and she was choking on it. She quickly recovered, sliding her lips all the way down to the base so that every fucking inch was inside her. I could feel my balls tightening against my body as my climax approached. I just needed to hold on a little longer, though. Home was only a minute away.

I moved my hand back to the steering wheel, letting Leah control the pace while I focused on getting us home safely. God, even without my help, she was sucking frantically, as if she was desperate for my cock. I’d never seen her like this, and even in my lust-addled state, I had to wonder if it was because her time with Cole had aroused her so much.

After pulling up in the driveway, I switched off the engine and pushed my seat all the way back. I didn’t care if one of our neighbours might see us. I just needed her too badly to worry about that. With both hands on the back of her head, I pumped my hips, fucking her mouth for a few seconds before pleasure washed over me.

Leah moaned around my dick, sucking harder while she eagerly swallowed every bit of cum I had to give her. I clenched my eyes tightly shut, seeing stars on the outer edges of my vision as my body shook with the force of my orgasm.

As soon as I was done, I pulled Leah up off my spent cock and crashed my mouth against hers, kissing her deeply. She tasted of my creamy pleasure, and for a second, I wondered what it would be like to kiss her like this after another guy had cum in her mouth. For some reason, the idea of it had me moaning against her lips.

“Let’s go inside,” I said, pulling my mouth from hers to leave us both breathing heavily. “I’m nowhere close to being finished with you yet.”

Leah’s face grew flushed as two bright red spots appeared on her cheeks. A sure fire sign she was just as horny as I still felt. “Okay,” she said, the sound rushing out on an exhalation.

We both got out of the car and rushed to the front door. As soon as we got inside, I was all over her, pushing her back against the wall and crushing her with my body before we’d even properly entered. I kissed her hard and deep, my hands moving over her luscious curves until I was groping the perky flesh of her tits. Even through her dress, I could feel her nipples hardening, and I pinched at them as best I could through the fabric until she was emitting little gasps of pleasure into my mouth.

I broke the kiss, staring into her eyes. “You were so beautiful tonight, Leah. So sexy as you danced with him. The way your bodies moved against each other.” Apparently, I was so fucking turned on, I couldn’t even speak in full sentences. But the more words that tumbled from my mouth, the more flushed she became.

“You really enjoyed watching me?” she asked, uncertainty mixing with the arousal on her face.

“Fuck yes. So much.” For a brief moment, I wanted to ask her if she’d be willing to do more than just dance with Cole, but I was worried it would ruin this moment if that wasn’t something she wanted. It would be something to discuss later, when we were both fully sated.

“Come on, let’s go upstairs,” Leah whimpered, grabbing my hand and pulling me up the stairs behind her. In this position, I had the perfect view of her rounded ass swaying side to side as she walked ahead of me. The dress was short, barely covering the lower part of her ass cheeks, and I thought of how all the other men tonight must have got a bit of an eyeful of my wife. Surprisingly, that had my cock twitching slightly, already slowly coming back to life after my orgasm.

Once we were in the bedroom, Leah placed her hands on my chest and pushed gently, guiding me back onto the bed. I laid back as she climbed on top of me, straddling my waist. This sexual goddess was barely recognisable from my usually sweet and timid wife. Something had happened tonight to turn her into a wild animal, but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining. This woman was mine, and everything about her drove me crazy with lust.

Leah reached behind her back to unzip her dress, then she pulled the garment off over her head. I moaned as I watched her, running my hands up her sides until I was cupping her breasts again. I was having trouble keeping my hands off her, but the way she arched her back as if to offer me her fucking perfect tits made me think she didn’t mind.

A growl emerged from somewhere deep inside me as I curled my fingers and gripped the flimsy lace of her bra, using it to pull her down on top of me. With quick movements, I reached behind her to unclasp the bra, pulling it off before throwing it onto the floor. I cupped her tits again, massaging them roughly in the palms of my hands, enjoying the way her moans filled the room.

I let out a moan of my own as Leah began moving on top of me, grinding herself against my thigh. Even through my pants and her little lace panties, I could feel the heat emanating from her cunt. My dick twitched again, growing harder and no doubt wanting to be buried deep in that slick heat between her thighs.

Leah reached between our bodies to unfasten my pants once more, and to gently work my cock out of my slacks.

“I need you inside me,” she whimpered. Leah stroked her hand up and down my cock until I was fully hard, then pulled her panties to the side and slowly lowered herself down on top of me. We both moaned loudly, and I was suddenly grateful for the fact I’d already cum, otherwise I probably would have unloaded inside her within seconds.

Leah’s soft velvet walls gripped me tightly, and I could feel how soaked her pussy was even though I’d barely touched her yet. I knew it was Cole who had her so worked up, but that didn’t bother me, not when it was my cock she was riding wantonly.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That feels so damn good, sweetheart. Don’t stop. I want you to cum on my dick.”

I braced my feet on the floor and began pumping my hips, slamming up into her hard and fast to make her bounce even more wildly on my cock. Her generous tits moved up and down with her frantic movements, until I gripped them in my hands again, pinching the hard little nipples between my thumb and forefinger.

The hottest little sounds were coming from her, wails and moans as she rode herself to ecstasy. Leah was so fucking worked up that she was cumming on my cock in record time, squeezing my erection in her slick pussy as her loud cries of pleasure reverberated around the room. I gritted my teeth, doing my best to hold back my own orgasm because I couldn’t get enough of seeing her with her head thrown back, her dark hair flowing over her shoulder as she gave herself to me with a wild passion I’d never seen in her before.

Suddenly, images flashed in my mind of Leah riding Cole’s dick like this, moving with wanton abandon as she called out his name while cumming hard on him. Despite all my best intentions, those images made it impossible for me to hold back, and I felt my climax rushing forwards.

I moved my hips faster, pounding into her tight little cunt over and over, groaning as the pleasure swept over me for the second time tonight. With my hands on her hips, gripping tightly, I pumped my seed deep inside her quivering pussy, feeling the little spasms of her fading orgasm squeezing my dick until I’d emptied myself inside her completely.

Leah collapsed on top of me, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly to me. We were both panting hard, trying to catch our breath after our frantic love-making.

“That was... amazing,” she whispered against the side of my neck as she nuzzled into me.

“God,” I groaned, feeling suddenly speechless. “I don’t think I have ever felt anything like that before.”

“Me neither,” she said, wriggling a little on top of me. I smiled as my sweet, shy wife seemed to have returned.

“If dancing with another man turns you into such a sexy little beast, we need to be going dancing more often,” I whispered teasingly in her ear.

A soft giggle emerged from Leah. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

I smiled to myself and just held her tighter. Now still wasn’t the right time, but I definitely wanted to talk to her about exploring this some more. The way she’d reacted tonight told me that she wanted to explore being shared with another man, even if she was too shy to tell me that herself yet.
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Chapter Five
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Leah:

Sunday morning started with me waking in Dylan’s arms, my head resting on his chest so I could hear the steady beating of his heart. I remained still, not wanting to wake him, and let my mind drift back to the night before.

Something about me dancing with Cole in the club had driven both Dylan and me wild, and when we returned home, we had the best sex I could ever remember having. Not that it wasn’t always good between us. Even after a decade of marriage, we still had trouble keeping our hands off each other. But last night had been different. It wasn’t just good. It was mind blowing.

A pleasant ache appeared between my thighs when I thought about it, but when my thoughts turned to Cole, I felt my body flush and tingle all over. Surely it was just a crush, right? In a few days, I would have forgotten all about him and things would return to normal.

Or was it that being in a place last night where people who claimed such sexual freedom were all gathered together had made me want something more? After all, Robin and Megan, two of our closest friends, had been having sex with people outside their marriage for years, and they actually claimed it was good for them. Maybe Dylan and I could have something similar.

I let out a sigh. Here I was, experiencing my first crush on someone since I’d met Dylan, and I was blowing thing way out of proportion. It was just a crush. I’d survive if I didn’t have sex with the complete stranger.

“That was a big sigh,” Dylan said, his words still slow and thick with sleep.

I lifted my head from his chest and looked at him with a sheepish smile on my face. “Sorry, did I wake you?”

Dylan chuckled and wrapped one arm tighter around me, while lifting his other so he could rub the sleep from his eyes. “Do you even know me, Leah? It takes a lot more than that to wake me.” I giggled, knowing it was true. “I was just wondering what had caused it, seeing as we’d had such an amazing night last night. I thought you’d be glowing this morning.” He flashed me a playful grin, and I felt myself turning red again.

“It was a really good night,” I said, unable to stop the wide grin from spreading across my face.

He suddenly rolled over, pushing me onto my back so he was laid on top of me. When Dylan trailed kisses along the side of my neck, I began to squirm beneath him. Apparently, I was still feeling needy even after our intense love making just a few hours ago.

“Tell me what you enjoyed about last night,” he said quietly between kisses.

I arched my head back, exposing my throat to his kisses. “The sex when we got home was amazing, love,” I replied, the words coming out on a soft moan.

“God,” Dylan groaned. “I’ve never seen you so worked up before. It was so fucking sexy.”

He pushed his hips forward, grinding his cock against my thigh for a moment to let me feel how hard he was. I slid my hand down his body, gently taking hold of his erection and beginning to stroke it slowly. A shiver ran down his spine, and a low moan emerged from somewhere deep inside him.

I parted my legs and gently guided him inside me, letting out a soft gasp as his hardness slowly filled me. Dylan didn’t move for the longest time. Instead, he held himself deep inside me, letting me enjoy the feeling of being full, while he brushed featherlight kisses along my neck and shoulder. When he did move, it was with slow and gentle thrusts, our bodies moving together with an easiness that was more about the intimacy of being joined than the frantic need for pleasure.

“Tell me,” Dylan whispered in my ear. “I need to know what got you so worked up last night. Was it Cole?”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it, and I quickly turned my head away from him, not wanting my husband to see the shame and guilt written all over my face. He stilled his movements, watching me for a long moment before he spoke again.

“It’s okay if it was Cole who excited you last night, sweetheart. You don’t need to be ashamed. I love you, and I know how much you love me.”

“I do love you, Dylan,” I whispered, unable to think of anything else to say.

Dylan cupped my cheek, bringing my gaze gently back to him. “I will be honest, Leah. There were some wild thoughts going through my mind last night. Both when I was watching you dance with him and while we were fucking afterwards.”

“What kind of thoughts?”

“The kind of thoughts where I was imagining you with him. Both naked. Your bodies moving together in a much more intimate way than just a dance.”

I gasped in shock, my eyes widening as I looked up at him. If I was in any doubt about how those thought had made him feel, his cock was pulsing insistently inside me, letting me know those thoughts aroused him.

“You... you want me to have sex with Cole?”

For the first time since we started talking, a flush of colour appeared on Dylan’s cheeks, too. “I don’t know. I’m just saying the thought of it turns me on a lot. And I think it turns you on too. I think that’s why you were acting so wild last night when we got home.”

“Cole told me to talk to you about this,” I said, the words so quiet they were almost a whisper.

“About him having sex with you?”

I nodded my head, nibbling nervously on my bottom lip. “He said that judging by the way you were watching the two of us last night that you would probably love watching us have sex. And he said we should go back to the club and find him if we are interested.”

Dylan groaned softly and lowered his forward down to mine, beginning to move his hips again to slide slowly in and out of me. “Do you want to, sweetheart?”

Despite the awkward conversation, I couldn’t help but react to how good his cock felt as it moved within me once more. I wrapped my arms and legs around Dylan, clinging to him as he guided our movements, taking a long moment to think about my answer.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I’m curious. I will admit that much. There was something about him that attracted me to him from the start. But you are the one I love, and I don’t want to do anything to risk our relationship.”

Dylan pressed a gentle kiss against my lips. “Sex outside the marriage doesn’t have to mean the end of a relationship. You’ve seen how close Robin and Megan are. If it works for them, maybe it will work for us too.”

“So, what should we do?” I asked, little whimpers spilling out between the words as our bodies moved together.

“How about we try it once? You said you are curious, and I am too. If we try it and one of us doesn’t enjoy it, we can agree it’s not something that will work for us. If we do enjoy it, well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”

I closed my eyes and let out a soft sigh. “This is such a big decision, Dylan. I would hate to ever lose you.”

“Sweetheart, open your eyes and look at me.” Dylan waited for me to do as he’d said before continuing to speak. “You won’t ever lose me. Not over this. I promise you that. If anything does happen with Cole, it will be with the three of us going into it with our eyes wide open. And if I find that the reality of seeing you with another man is not something I can handle, I would never hold that against you.”

“So you think we should give this a try?” I asked, suddenly feeling breathless at the thought of being with Cole intimately.

“I do,” he answered with a confidence that made me squirm beneath him. “So long as you want that, too.”

“I... I would like that,” I said, wishing I could say it with the same confidence he did. But the truth was, I was worried about hurting him by admitting I wanted to have sex with another man.

But he didn’t look hurt at all. A wide grin spread across Dylan’s face and he brushed his lips against mine once more. “How about we go back to the club tonight, Leah? If he’s there, we’ll see what happens.”

“Tonight?” I squeaked. “I didn’t realise it would be so soon.”

Dylan nodded. “Tonight. Just think, in a few hours, you might have Cole’s dick buried deep inside your tight little pussy.”

I couldn’t help but moan, and Dylan began pumping his hips faster, slamming into me with the same kind of frantic desire as he’d shown last night.

“I can’t wait to see you riding his cock, sweetheart,” he moaned into my ear. “You’ll look so sexy moaning as he makes you cum.”

“Oh god,” I whimpered, clinging to him tighter while he fucked me hard.

Dylan thrust hard and deep, making me cry out as the first waves of pleasure moved over me. I clamped down around his cock, making the sensations even more intense as I surrendered to my orgasm. My body shuddered beneath him while the pleasure overwhelmed me, drowning me in waves of ecstasy.

He let out a loud groan before his own body shook, and I felt his warmth filling my pussy. I kept my legs wrapped tight around his waist, trying to pull him as deep as possible while he emptied himself inside me.

When Dylan pulled out, I felt his cum leaking from me, dripping down onto the sheets. Then he laid beside me and took me into his arms. I snuggled in close to the heat of his body as I thought about what would be happening that night. Both excitement and nerves filled me, and I was grateful that Dylan was going to be there by my side, through whatever might happen.
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Chapter Six
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Dylan:

As we walked into the club again that night, my heart was pounding so hard I had to hope nobody around me could hear it. The nerves were kicking in at full force, and I couldn’t decide if I was hoping Cole would actually be there or not. It wasn’t that I was nervous about the actual deed of watching him with Leah. In fact, the thought of it had been keeping me so turned on all day that I’d ended up propositioning Leah a few more times since our wake up fuck. But how in the hell was a conversation like that supposed to go?

Was I supposed to just walk up to Cole and ask him to fuck my wife? Was there some kind of protocol about how this was supposed to play out? I didn’t have a clue, and that was the root cause of my nerves.

Leah was looking around the club, no doubt searching for Cole, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was wearing a red dress that had a neckline low enough to show off a delicious amount of cleavage and a flared skirt that came down to her knees. Her long brown hair was tied up in a high ponytail, with a couple of curls cascading down the sides of her face. The whole look was both alluring and adorable, and once again I was proud as a few heads turned in our direction.

“There he is,” she squealed, before turning to smile sheepishly at me. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get so excited.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. If she blushed any deeper, her face was going to be the same colour as her dress. “It’s fine. Although you might want to save some of that excitement for later tonight when you’re riding his cock.”

As expected, Leah looked at me with shocked, wide eyes, while her face turned a more vibrant shade of red. I knew I shouldn’t tease her, but how could I resist when her reaction was always so damn cute?

I grinned and wrapped my arm around her waist. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s go talk to him.”

Plastering a smile on my face, I guided Leah across the room to where Cole was standing by the bar. I hoped I looked more confident than I felt, because at that moment, my legs were shaking so much I was worried they were going to collapse beneath me.

Cole noticed us walking towards him, and the smile that lit up his face as soon as he saw Leah made me realise I was doing the right thing. My wife deserved to be adored by him. She deserved the world. And I wanted to give her every possible experience that would bring her happiness.

“Hi, Cole,” I said, surprising myself with the confidence in my own voice.

“Hi... ummm... I’m sorry. I don’t think I got your name last night.”

He reached out his hand towards me, and I released my hold on Leah so I could shake it. “I’m Dylan. Leah’s husband.”

“Ahhh, Dylan. It’s a pleasure to meet you. You are an incredibly lucky man.” Before I could agree with him, Cole had turned his attention to my wife. “And, Leah, what a pleasant surprise to see you again so soon.”

Leah giggled in her adorable little way and took Cole’s offered hand, too. But instead of shaking her hand like he had done with mine, he pulled it up to his lips to kiss her knuckles. It seemed like an oddly intimate gesture, especially with the way Cole was looking so deep into her eyes as he leaned down; and my dick reacted instantly, stirring to life in my pants.

Cole continued to hold Leah’s hand as he turned his attention back to me. “Will you let me buy you two a drink, then perhaps we can sit down and talk?”

A part of me felt relieved that he was taking charge instead of leaving it to me to do all the work. Although I supposed he did have a lot more experience in this kind of thing than I did.

“Sure, it would be great to talk,” I replied, “but I don’t need a drink.” I turned to Leah with a questioning look on my face, and she shook her head at me. “I think Leah is fine without a drink too, so shall we find somewhere to talk?”

Cole nodded and pointed towards a table in one of the corners. It was darker there and seemed like a good place for us to have this conversation without anyone paying us much attention. I made my way towards it, feeling strange about the fact he was trailing behind me a little, still holding Leah’s hand while they walked.

Once we were all settled, Leah was left sitting between Cole and me, and she reached to take hold of my hand as well. Watching her, she seemed to be a lot calmer than I was expecting, which pleased me. I wanted her to enjoy every moment of this.

“So I assume Leah talked to you about the conversation she and I had last night? About how you might be interested in watching me have sex with your wife?” Cole moved straight to the point, and I was grateful for that. For the entire drive here, I’d been running over a possible script in my head of what to say to him, and by the time we’d arrived, I still hadn’t come up with anything decent.

“I... ummm... yes, she did talk to me about that,” I responded, still feeling a little awkward. “We’ve talked about it, and we’ve decided that’s definitely something we’d be interested in.”

Cole smiled widely at the news, before leaning closer to Leah and pressing a kiss to her flushed cheek. Even though it was such a small gesture, I couldn’t wipe the image from my mind, even after Cole had relaxed back into his chair. “I’m very happy to hear that. I was hoping the two of you would return.”

“So, it’s something you’re interested in, too?” I asked. It looked pretty obvious to me he wanted Leah, but a part of me needed to hear him say it.

“Hell, yeah,” he answered. “Who wouldn’t want to spend some time with this beauty?”

Cole stroked his fingers gently up and down Leah’s bare arm, and I could hear the soft whimpers it created even over the music. She looked over at me, almost as if she was looking for permission, and I gave her an encouraging nod.

As I watched, Leah leaned in closer to Cole, tilting her head back so their lips would meet at the perfect angle. For a moment, it was as if time stopped still as their mouths came together, then suddenly there was a flurry of movement. Cole moved his hand up to her hair, gripping the base of her ponytail so he could tilt her head even more, while he parted her lips with his tongue, changing the kiss from a chaste one to a deep and passionate one.

I heard a deep moan, and it took me a second to realise it had come from me. Seeing Leah up close as she kissed another man was one of the most sensual experiences of my life. Their lips and tongues moved together as if they’d done this a million times before. Yet it was their first kiss, and it must have felt good judging by the little whimpers that were flowing freely from my wife.

My dick was rock hard, pressing against my pants with each throb. Without thinking about what I was doing, I reached down and began rubbing it through my clothing, sealing my lips tight together so I wouldn’t end up moaning loudly.

When Cole pulled back, breaking the kiss, I was almost disappointed. Actually, fuck that, I was disappointed. I needed to see him take her hard and give her the pleasure I knew she would be craving after a kiss like that. Leah was panting hard, staring at her new lover with lust drunk eyes, and I swear I had never seen her looking so beautiful.

After a moment, Leah remembered where she was, and she turned to look at me with a hint of caution in her expression. I could imagine how she was feeling. I knew she was worried about hurting me with this. To reassure her, I leaned forward and kissed her lips hard.

“You are so perfect, sweetheart. So fucking beautiful.”

Leah whimpered. “You liked that?” she asked, apparently still needing more reassurance.

“I didn’t just like it,” I replied. “I loved it. And I would love to see even more.”

“Would you two like to come back to my place?” Cole asked. “It’s not far from here.”

Leah and I were still staring at each other. “Is that what you want?” she asked me breathlessly.

“It is,” I answered quickly, without the slightest hint of hesitation.

She smiled at me, then turned to Cole. “We’d like that. Let’s go.”
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Chapter Seven
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Leah:

The walk back to Cole’s place went quickly, as my mind whirled with a million thoughts of what was about to happen. I was really going to fuck another man. While my husband watched. When I’d left the house last night, before entering Robin’s new club, I would never have dreamed that something like this was going to happen, but something about it felt strangely right. I couldn’t even describe why. It was just this feeling deep inside me that this was the path Dylan and I were destined to take.

Cole was still holding my hand in his, the warmth emanating from him to surround my hand and creep up my arm, filling my body with a tingling sense of his closeness. Every now and then, I would find myself looking down at where our hands joined, admiring the contrast of his darkness against my pale skin. For a moment, I imagined what it would be like to undress him, slowly revealing more and more of his ebony skin, and a shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Here we are,” he said after a few minutes, leading us towards a detached house with a small front yard that looked well kept.

“Nice place,” Dylan said, and I noticed a slight tremor in his voice. He sounded nervous, but when I turned to look at him, he flashed me a reassuring smile.

“Thanks,” Cole replied, fishing his keys out of his pocket with his free hand, then reluctantly letting go of me so he could unlock the front door.

He led us into his home, and I noticed how clean and tidy the place was. For a moment, I found myself wondering if there was a woman in his life, then quickly shook that thought away. I’m sure that if he was married or seeing someone, he would have told us.

Cole took hold of my hand again, then turned to face me and my husband. “Would you like a drink first, or would you like to go straight upstairs?”

“Can we just go upstairs, please?” I asked quickly, before feeling my face turn bright red. I hadn’t meant to sound so eager, but I was excited about this next step the three of us were about to take together.

Dylan chuckled beside me, placing his hand on my waist. “I would like that, too.

“Let’s go then.”

Cole grinned at us both and began walking up the stairs, leaving us trailing behind him. I couldn’t help but admire his firm ass as I followed him, and I couldn’t wait to find out how good he looked naked. My pussy was already tingling in anticipation.

He took us into his bedroom, sat down on the edge of his large bed, then pulled me down onto his lap. A whimper escaped me as I landed on his thighs, and as soon as I was settled, he ran his hand over my leg.

“Tell me what you want tonight, Leah,” Cole said, his voice carrying a confidence that was so damn sexy.

I glanced quickly over at Dylan, who had taken a seat on a small couch on one side of the room. He didn’t look upset or worried. Quite the opposite, in fact. Even from over on the bed, the tent in the front of his pants was glaringly obvious.

Cole gripped my chin and pulled me back around to face him. “I already know what your husband wants, beauty. He wants to watch you being fucked by another man. I can see it all over his face. But you need to tell me what you want.”

“I... I want you,” I answered, suddenly feeling shy.

A smile lit up Cole’s face, making butterflies appear low in my tummy. “Do you need me to fuck you, Leah?”

I whimpered, and nodded my head quickly, shifting side to side on his lap as the ache between my thighs grew more intense. The feeling of the hard bulge that was almost pressing against my core wasn’t helping matters.

Cole brought his hand up to cup my cheek, brushing his thumb tenderly against my skin. “Then why don’t you get on your knees, beauty, and show me how much you’ve been craving my cock ever since our dance last night?”

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, as I slowly lowered myself down onto my knees in front of him.

Even though I knew I should be focused on Cole, I still felt a need to check on Dylan to make sure he was handling everything okay. One quick glance showed me he was enjoying it, watching me with hungry, lust-filled eyes while he gently touched his rock hard cock through his pants.

Knowing that he was happy, I turned my attention back to Cole and lifted my eyes up to his face. He had the warmest brown eyes, reminding me of melted chocolate, and I continued to stare up at him even as I ran my hands up his thighs and began unfastening his pants.

After pausing for a moment, I reached into his pants and wrapped my hand around his throbbing member. It was thicker than any cock I’d ever been intimate with, and a soft moan escaped me, quickly followed by another moan from my husband as he watched.

With great gentleness, I worked Cole’s erection out of his pants, letting out a gasp as I saw the full size of his impressive beast. It was bigger than I’d ever imagined, and I had a moment of panic, wondering if I would be able to take it all, but my pussy was quivering with excitement at the possibility of being so full.

“Go ahead, Leah. I need to feel your pretty lips around my dick.”

I let out a moan as Cole’s dirty talk had me squirming on my knees. Then, without hesitation, I leaned forward and slipped my lips down over the engorged crown. My little whimpers spilled out over his hard flesh as I began suckling gently on only the head, teasing my tongue around it. A drop of his precum leaked from the tip, filling my senses with the taste of his essence, and my hunger for him grew more intense.

“How does that feel, sweetheart?” Dylan asked from over on the couch, and his voice was breathless, as if he was close to the edge of ecstasy.

With a lot more reluctance than I was expecting to feel, I lifted up off Cole’s cock, whimpering quietly as I already missed the feel of it in my mouth. “So good,” I moaned, feeling my face grow hot as I admitted that to my husband.

“God, you look so beautiful with his dick in your mouth, Leah. Don’t stop. I want to see more.”

Just as I turned my attention back to Cole, I noticed Dylan working his cock out of his pants, and he was so hard it was throbbing in his hand. I bit back a moan, deciding it was time to focus on the gorgeous man in front of me.

I leaned in once more, dragging my tongue along his entire thick length, feeling his dark flesh throbbing as I lapped up every sweet drop of precum that dribbled down towards his heavy sac. Cole stroked his fingers through my hair, letting out a long, low moan to let me know how much he was enjoying my attention.

“That’s it, beauty. Get it nice and hard, because I need to be deep inside your pussy soon.”

The throbbing ache between my thighs was growing out of control, and I took Cole into my mouth once more, slurping hungrily on his shaft as I stroked my lips up and down his manhood, trying to take him deeper with each downward motion. Even so, there was no way I could swallow every inch of him. I could only take about half his length before I was gagging and spluttering. Instead, I wrapped my hand around his base and stroked in time with the movement of my lips, enjoying the low moans that my attention coaxed from him.

Cole’s cock was throbbing in my hand, the taste of his precum growing stronger as he leaked more and more in my mouth. He leaned backwards, placing both his hands on the bed behind him so he could move his hips, moving gently in and out of my mouth. My moans flowed around him, the sounds muffled by his hard flesh.

Dylan’s moans were almost as loud as Cole’s, and I wished I could watch him as he stroked himself. That was a sight which had always driven me wild, but tonight, I was focused on our new friend. It might be the only night I got with him, and I wanted to make the most of it.

I sucked desperately, already addicted to the feel of Cole’s thick meat between my lips. Each pulse of his flesh created an answering quiver in my pussy. There was no denying the fact that my body ached for him.

Just when I thought he was about to explode in my mouth, I lifted my head, letting his cock slip from between my lips with a loud pop. Cole groaned loudly while his erection continued to pulse insistently against my lips. I licked and kissed along his length for a few moments, enjoying the feel of his velvet-soft skin against my lips.

“I need you inside me, Cole,” I whimpered, feeling too wanton now to be shy about my desire.

He gripped my arm gently and helped me to my feet, before unzipping my dress and pushing the garment off my shoulders until it pooled on the floor around my feet. I stepped out of it, moving closer to Cole as I began unbuttoning his shirt, slowly revealing more and more of his deliciously dark skin. I couldn’t resist the urge to lean in and brush my lips against his chest, feeling the rapid beating of his heart beneath my lips.

Soon enough, we were both completely naked, and Cole ran his hand up my side to cup my breast. My nipple was already hard as a pebble, and his touch created an intense tingle in the little bud that shot straight down to my pussy.

“You are so beautiful, Leah,” he said, his words escaping on a low moan. “I need to be inside you, but first, I need to get you ready for my cock.”

He pushed me back gently, guiding me to lie on his bed. As soon as I was on my back, he gripped my legs in his strong hands and pushed them apart, baring my wet pussy to his hungry gaze. Cole licked his lips, and I couldn’t control the little whimpers that flowed from me.

“I think it’s safe to say you are already wet enough for me, beauty, but I still want to play with this pretty pussy of yours for a while first.”

The haze of need was so intense that all I could do was nod my head vigorously, letting Cole know he could do whatever he wanted with me. One look over at Dylan showed me he was enjoying this just as much as I was. He was wild and wide-eyed, pumping his cock frantically in his fist. The sight of him caused an instant quiver between my thighs, and I had no doubt I would need him just as desperately as I’d needed him last night by the time Cole was finished with me.

A warm wet tongue dragged along my wet slit, bringing my attention back to Cole. My body jolted as sparks of pleasure shot through me, making my back arch up off the bed. Then I felt two fingers pressing at my opening, stretching me open as Cole filled me with those digits. He pumped them in and out of me, fucking me slowly at first, then building up the pace until I was moaning and writhing with my need for release.

“Oh god,” I groaned, moving my hips in a wanton motion as I tried to get myself off on his fingers.

“No, you don’t,” Cole growled, pulling his fingers slowly from my dripping pussy. “When you cum tonight, it’s going to be on my cock, Leah. Are you ready for my cock?”

“Yes, Cole,” I moaned shamelessly. “I need your cock so badly.”

Something about that must have pushed Dylan over the edge, and his moans filled the room. I turned my head towards him just in time to see ropes of cum shooting up over his shirt, leaving milky white splatters over the black material.

Cole gave me a moment to finish watching my husband before he gently pressed the fat head of his cock against my wet hole. Even that was enough to make me cry out in pleasure and beg him for more.

“Please, Cole, more. Please.” I repeated the words over and over, my moans growing louder as he sank inside me inch by inch. By the time he was fully inside me, the begging had stopped, as I lost the ability to even speak for a moment.

With more gentleness than I’d expected, he began pumping his hips, moving in and out of me slowly. He was so wide that he stretched me further than I’d ever been stretched before, but it felt so damn good. The engorged head rubbed against my inner walls in a way that quickly sent a fire of need surging through my body. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long until I was cumming on his cock, exactly as he’d told me he wanted.

Cole lowered his body down on top of mine, holding himself up with his elbows on either side of my head. I wrapped my arms around him, unable to resist reaching down to that perfect ass I’d been admiring on my way up the stairs, gripping the firm cheeks so I could pull him deeper inside me.

My loud moans filled the room while my body stretched to accommodate Cole’s girth. The pleasure was so intense it was hard to catch my breath, and each slow draw of his cock against the sensitive spot deep inside me caused a shiver down my spine. My pussy tightened around him, feeling an orgasm building quickly, and I moved beneath him, working myself against his cock in all the ways that felt good.

I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye and turned to see Dylan moving over to the bed. He’d already tucked his cock back into his pants, and he looked a lot calmer now that he’d taken care of his needs. My husband crouched down beside the bed and stroked my hair, whispering in my ear.

“God, I’ve never wanted you so badly, sweetheart. You are so beautiful. So sexy.”

As his words filled my ears, Cole leaned down to press his lips against mine in a passionate kiss. He began pumping his hips faster, slamming into me with more force each time until I was right on the brink, my body trembling as I got closer to my release.

Dylan continued stroking my hair, letting me know he was close as I became overwhelmed with sensations.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Let go. Cum for Cole.”

My husband’s encouragement was enough to push me over the edge, helping me surrender to the pleasure of Cole’s cock. My body shuddered as my orgasm swept over me and consumed me completely, while my moans flowed against his lips. Cole swallowed my sounds of pleasure greedily; then he lifted his head and let out a roar as he filled me with his cum.

When he was spent, Cole collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, and I held him close while I turned to look at my husband. Dylan smiled at me, before leaning to kiss me tenderly. I melted into the moment, feeling happier than I’d ever imagined I could after our new sexual adventure.
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Chapter Eight
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Dylan:

The drive home after our evening with Cole was a quiet one, with both of us lost in our thoughts. Although Leah kept her hand on my thigh the entire way home. I didn’t mind, though. I craved the closeness with her after such an emotionally intense evening.

When we got inside our home, I noticed Leah was pale.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” I asked, pulling her in close to me for a hug. She nodded, unable to meet my gaze, and I began to worry. I pressed a gentle kiss against her forehead. “Tell me what’s wrong, Leah. Please.”

The last thing I wanted was for her to regret what had happened, although I’d known it was a possibility all along that either one of us might feel that way. Or maybe even both of us.

“You aren’t mad at me, are you?” she asked in a voice so quiet I had to strain to hear her.

“Of course not, Leah,” I answered quickly. “I loved it.”

“But you were so quiet in the car. I thought you must be mad.”

I could see tears glistening in her eyes, and I held her closer. “No, sweetheart. I was just lost in my thoughts. All I could think about was the sight of you on your knees sucking his cock. You looked so hot, and it made me crave your mouth on me so badly.”

Leah looked up at me, the tears gone, only to be replaced with a curious expression on her face.. “It did?”

I chuckled and nodded. “Yeah. I mean, I always crave your mouth, Leah, but definitely more so than usual tonight.” With my eyes locked on hers, I cupped her cheek in my hand and brushed my thumb along her lush lower lip.

With the barest hint of a grin curling the corners of her mouth, Leah flicked her tongue against my thumb before sucking it into her mouth. A loud growl rumbled up from somewhere deep inside me, but the sound quickly morphed into a moan as she reached into my pants to take hold of my dick. It twitched in her hand, coming back to life after the intense orgasm I’d had at Cole’s place.

“Well, I want to take care of that need for you, Dylan.”

As Leah held my gaze, she lowered herself down to her knees in front of me, making quick work of freeing my cock from my pants. “Are you sure, sweetheart? We can just go to bed if you’re tired.” Her answer was to wrap her lips around my hardening cock, forcing a moan from me. We were still standing inside the entryway of our home, just inside our front door, but there was an urgency to her greedy suckling motions, and I wasn’t going to stop her.

I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of her mouth on my dick while images from our evening with Cole filled my mind. Leah had been glowing all evening, so happy with the attention from Cole. And while a part of me felt like I should be jealous, I wasn’t. I’d loved seeing her like that, and it had made me even more proud to call her my wife. Watching her enjoy Cole’s big black cock had shown me a new, sexually liberated side of her, and if she wanted to, then I would help her explore that further. With Cole again, or maybe even with other guys one day in the future.

Leah took me deeper, engulfing my entire dick in the warmth of her mouth, bringing me back to the present moment. I hadn’t even realised my hips were moving to thrust in and out of her perfect mouth until I heard her gagging softly. The need to cum was so intense that my body was acting as if it had a mind of its own.

But there was no way I was wasting my cum in her mouth tonight. I needed to fill her pussy with it, just like Cole had done. I pulled out of her mouth, and the way she whined in protest was almost enough to make me blow my load all over her face. But I just about managed to keep control of myself.

I helped Leah to her feet, then lifted her up off them so she had to wrap her legs around my waist. With little effort, I carried her through to the living room and laid her down on the couch. I didn’t even bother undressing us. The need to be inside her was making me too impatient for that. Instead, I pulled her panties to the side and entered her with one hard thrust.

“Oh god,” she moaned out, her eyelids fluttering shut as I filled her.

I had to hold still for a moment, taking deep breaths so calm myself while her tight, wet walls gripped me hard. She was so fucking wet, and it took me a moment to realise it wasn’t all from her. Leah was still filled with Cole’s cum, and I could feel the sticky moisture coating my dick.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Why does your cunt feel so damn good when it’s filled with another man’s cum?”

“I don’t know, love,” she whimpered. “But please take me. Make me yours again.”

Leah’s words made me pause for a moment before the rightness of them sank in. Fuck, yes. I needed to make her mine again. The sudden need to claim her body back after another man had used it took hold of me, unleashing some kind of primal desire deep within.

I began moving my hips, taking her roughly as I surrendered to that animalistic urge. My cock was throbbing inside her as I slammed it deep over and over, feeling her inner walls squeezing around me as she got closer to her own release. The wet, sloppy sounds that filled the air each time I thrust into her were a reminder that she was filled with another man’s cum, and that only drove me even more wild.

Leah cried out with each hard forward motion of my hips, her body trembling as she got closer to that edge while she gripped my ass and pulled me deeper. The image of her pale hands on Cole’s ebony ass earlier in the evening filled my mind, everything reminding me of how perfect she had been when another man was taking her.

It all became too much for me, and I felt that familiar tension in the pit of my stomach as I got ready to fill her with her second load of cum for the evening.

“Cum for me,” I grunted out between gritted teeth. I needed her to cum with me, to know that I pleased her just as much as Cole had.

Leah stilled beneath me for a moment, before her body shuddered and her piercing cry filled the air. Her cunt walls squeezed even more tightly, quivering around my dick in a way that had me seeing stars. I let out a long moan as my dick erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum while her spasming walls milked every drop from me.

After our orgasms had faded, I laid on top of her for the longest time, until our breathing had steadied and our heartbeats had slowed.

“I love you, Leah,” I whispered into her ear.

“I love you too. Dylan, are we going to... No, never mind.”

“What is it?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“Are we going to... do that again?”

Even though I knew what she meant, I couldn’t resist teasing her. “Well, not quite yet. I’m going to need some time to recover before I’m ready to go again.”

Leah laughed and shook her head. “I didn’t mean that! Although, let me know when you are ready again, please.” She giggled and that adorable blush spread across her face again. “I meant what happened with Cole.”

I stroked her cheek gently, enjoying the warmth emanating from her soft skin. “Would you like to do it again?” I asked. “After all, if you don’t enjoy it, then it definitely shouldn’t happen again?”

She hesitated for the longest time, and I already knew what her silence meant. If she didn’t like it, she would have no problem telling me. The fact that she was struggling to say the words meant she wanted more of Cole. And the knowledge of that caused a tingling warmth in my dick, although that was the best he could manage after two orgasms already tonight.

I waited patiently, continuing to stroke her cheek in the hope that it would soothe her.

“I did like it,” she said eventually, her voice coming out as a whisper.

“Good,” I said, smiling down at her. “I wanted you to love every single moment of it. It was honestly such a sexy experience watching you with him, and I know I want more of that if you do.”

Leah nodded her head gently, gazing off into space as if lost in thought. “But isn’t this weird?” she asked.

I chuckled and shrugged. “Honestly, part of me wonders about that too, sweetheart. But I’m not too worried. I guess having a best friend who has been involved in open relationships for almost the whole time I’ve known him has given me the attitude that so long as everyone involved is a consenting adult, then we can do what we want.”

She was nibbling on her lower lip as she continued to stare into space. Then her eyes snapped back to mine. “Are you going to want to have sex with other women?”

The question surprised me, mostly because the thought hadn’t even entered my head. Although I could see why she’d asked, given that both Robin and Megan were sexually active with other people. Did I want that, though? I mulled it over for a few long moments before shaking my head.

“No, sweetheart. I have got no interest at all in fucking anyone else. The fun for me in all this is being able to watch you let go and enjoy yourself. You are the only woman I need.”

Although she hid it as quickly as she could, I was pretty certain I saw a look of relief flash across her face. “Okay,” she said. “If you’re sure.”

I grinned and kissed her gently on the forehead. “I’m sure, Leah.”

She relaxed then, and wriggled her body closer against mine, and I held her tightly as we laid together on the couch. I honestly couldn’t wait until the next time I saw her with Cole. Leah was the sweetest, most loving person I’d ever met, and she deserved every ounce of pleasure the two of us could give her.
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Chapter Nine
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Leah:

It was Wednesday, three days since our night with Cole, and it was still all Dylan and I could talk about. We’d already decided that we would go back to the club again Friday night to see if we could find him again. And while I’d been worried that my husband would be hurt or jealous by everything that was happening, Dylan was constantly so turned on that he was making advances at every opportunity. Which was why I was starting my shift at the coffee shop today with his cum soaking into the cotton of my panties.

I felt a heated flush creep across my face as I remembered how he’d bent me over the kitchen counter that morning and taken me roughly until I was screaming his name in the midst of my pleasure. Somehow, introducing a third person had made things even hotter between Dylan and me, and I was looking forward to catching up with Cole again at the weekend.

The coffee shop was busy that morning, with a long queue as usual. People couldn’t seem to start their day without a fresh, steaming-hot dose of caffeine. A couple of hours into my shift, I had a feeling that someone was watching me, and it took me a moment to realise that Cole was standing in the queue, staring intently at me with a smile on his lips. I bit my lower lip as an instant flood of warmth headed straight between my thighs.

Despite my best efforts, it became hard to concentrate, and I kept on messing up the orders of the people in the queue in front of him. God only knew what he must have been thinking of me as I struggled to keep my cool.

Finally, he reached the head of the queue. “Hi, Leah,” he said, greeting me with a wide smile. “I usually go to the other coffee shop across town, but it was closed this morning. Must have been fate stepping in for us.”

“It must be,” I said, unable to hold back a small giggle as I fiddled nervously with my hair, aware of people watching us from the line behind him. “So, ummm, what can I get you, Cole?”

“Just a black coffee, please.” I got to work fixing up his order. At least it was something simple that I would not mess up. “What time are you working till today?” he asked.

“I finish at two,” I answered. “But I am on a break in about ten minutes.”

I handed him his drink and took his payment. “Perfect. I’ll go sit down and drink this, then maybe we can chat during your break?”

“Sure,” I said, nodding at him. “I will see you in ten.”

Cole grinned at me, taking his cup of coffee and sitting down at a nearby table. I was aware of his eyes on me the whole time, and it created a tingle of longing all over my body. It was impossible to think of anything other than how good his cock had felt on Sunday night. My already leaky pussy began aching with a need for attention, although I was well aware there was nothing I could do about it at that moment.

I tried my best to focus on work, but the ten minutes still dragged by. It felt like forever until my colleague arrived to relieve me for my break.

With trembling legs, I made my way over to Cole. “Hi,” I said, attempting to sound bright and breezy as opposed to the needy mess that I was. “Do you want to come sit in the break room with me?” I had to admit I was worried what my regulars would think if they saw me having coffee with a man when most of them knew I was married.

“Sure. Lead the way.”

Cole rose gracefully from his chair for such a huge man, and followed me to the break room. It was just us in there, and he stalked towards me until I was backed up against the wall with his powerful body pressing against me. He leaned down, his lips so close to mine that I could feel his warm breath against my skin. My heart was pounding hard, and my entire body was thrumming with arousal. His closeness was a powerful force over me, making me want to sink to my knees and take him into my mouth again.

“I’ve missed you,” he said, reaching up to cup my cheek in his palm. “Do you think you and Dylan will be visiting the club again soon? I can’t wait to be inside you again.”

It was getting hard to think, never mind form full sentences, but I did my best to respond. “We were planning on coming back Friday to see you.”

A smile lit up his face, and I felt my knees grow a little weaker. “Perfect. I will make sure I’m there then.” He pushed his hips forward slightly, letting me feel how hard he was, and I let out a soft moan.

Cole leaned down, taking advantage of my parted lips to kiss me hard and deep, his tongue brushing against mine in a passionate embrace. I kissed him back hungrily, wrapping my arms around him. Tremors of longing moved through me, my body aching for him. It shocked me how badly I craved him, and part of me hoped he was planning on taking me hard here at work.

But he was the first one to stop, breaking the kiss as he stepped back, so we were both staring at each other, breathing heavily. “I do need to get back to work, beauty. But I will see you Friday night.”

“Okay, we’ll see you then,” I whimpered.

Cole kissed my lips gently, then turned to walk out, leaving me alone in the break room. I slowly lowered myself into one of the chairs, still trembling, as I closed my eyes and tried to get my body back under control. Damn it, Dylan had taken good care of me that morning, yet here I was, acting like I was in heat. I didn’t know what had come over me. But whatever it was, I couldn’t wait to get home to Dylan so he could take care of me all over again.

*****
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As it turned out, by the time I next saw Dylan, I was a mess, but for an entirely different reason. After Cole had left the coffee shop, I’d started to feel guilty about the kiss I’d shared with him. Dylan and I had only ever discussed things happening with Cole when my husband was there to watch. But today, I’d made out with him without Dylan knowing anything about it. Was that cheating? Was he going to get mad at me when I told him about it?

I’d got home from work a few hours before Dylan, and I was pretty sure I spent that whole time pacing back and forth.

It was stupid of us. We should have discussed whether I could do stuff with Cole without Dylan around. Or maybe I just shouldn’t have let anything happen until I knew for certain what was and wasn’t a part of the agreement between the three of us.

As soon as Dylan got home, I rushed over and threw myself at him. “Hey sweetheart,” he said, chuckling softly as he swept me up in his arms. “How has your day been?”

He placed me back down on my feet and I stepped back, and my face must have been a sight because Dylan suddenly looked concerned.

“What’s wrong? Has something happened, Leah?” He sounded panicked as he stroked his fingers through my hair.

“I just... I don’t know if I can do this thing with Cole anymore. It’s too much. I don’t know what’s allowed and what isn’t, and I think I messed up today.”

Dylan took hold of my hand and guided me through to the living room, then pulled me down into his lap once he was seated. “Tell me about it, sweetheart? What happened today?”

I took a deep breath before all the words came spilling out quickly. “Well, Cole came into the coffee shop today. I’ve never seen him there before, but he said his regular place was closed so he had to find somewhere else for his coffee. And it was my break time, so we went into the break room to chat, but we ended up making out. So I’ve spent all of today freaking out about whether or not it was allowed, or if that means I just accidentally cheated on you. And I’m so sorry, Dylan. I shouldn’t have done it until I knew whether it would be okay. But he was just suddenly there, and then we were kissing.”

Dylan remained quiet for a long moment, only letting out a prolonged breath. My heart was pounding, and I watched his face to look for any signs of anger, although there didn’t seem to be any. At least, not yet, anyway.

“Okay,” he finally said. “And it was just a kiss?”

I nibbled nervously on my lower lip and nodded my head, waiting to see how he would react. When he smiled at me, a wave of relief washed over me.

“I’m okay with that, sweetheart. It’s Cole, so it’s someone I know, and someone who you did a lot more than just kiss a few days ago. If it was someone else, it would be entirely different, but I promise you I’m fine with what happened today. But maybe we should have a talk about boundaries or ground rules or whatever you would like to call it, just to save you from this kind of stress in the future?”

I let out a big sigh of relief and nodded my head quickly. “I think that would be a really good idea.”

Dylan pulled me closer and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Okay, so I guess the big question is, do you want to be able to do these things with Cole, and maybe with others at some point, without me being with you? And please be honest. We can’t find something that works for both of us if we aren’t honest with each other about what we want in the first place.”

I took a moment to think it over, but I knew in my gut what I wanted as soon as he asked the question. “I want you to be with me, Dylan,” I answered. “I want this to be something we share together. The stress of this afternoon showed me it’s just not as much fun without you there, too.”

He smiled at me, and he looked so damn handsome I felt my heart sing a little. “Honestly, that is what I would prefer as well. A kiss is fine, but the thought of missing out on watching you doing the kinds of things you were doing with Cole on Sunday doesn’t make me feel good. So let’s agree for now that, unless we discuss otherwise, this is just something we will do together.”

“I think that sounds perfect,” I said, leaning in to gently kiss his lips.

“And if at some point, you do find it has become stressful, or just not as enjoyable anymore, talk to me about it, and we can stop at any time, okay?”

One thing I loved more than anything about Dylan was the way he always stayed so calm when I was in the middle of a crisis. No matter how worked up I got, he always knew the perfect thing to say to make me feel better.

“Okay,” I replied. “But I need you to promise me the same. That you will tell me if you ever want this to stop. Because it’s only fun for me if I know you are enjoying it, too.”

“Of course,” he said, grinning widely at me. “I promise to tell you if it stops being fun for me. So, does this mean we are still going to the club on Friday?”

I nodded my head, feeling enthusiastic about the prospect once more. “It does. I mentioned to Cole today that we’d be there then, and he said he’d make sure he’s there as well.”

“Perfect,” Dylan said, the word coming out on a soft groan. “I can’t wait to watch you with him again.”

My face grew hot again, and I smiled. “It’s going to be a fun night, for sure.”
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Chapter Ten
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Dylan:

The second half of the week had dragged by as our excitement for Friday night took hold. And now, here we were, just arriving at Cole’s house again after meeting him at the club. We’d only stayed there for a few minutes, long enough for me to have a short conversation with Robin before we left with Cole. But, truth be told, I hadn’t heard a single word my friend had said to me, as my mind had been too full of sordid images from our night with Cole last week.

As we entered his home again, I could practically feel the excitement coming from Leah. It was almost as if her body was vibrating with it.

“Let’s just go upstairs again, shall we?” Cole asked, having already taken a few of the steps. It seemed he was eager, and Leah was too, if the way she bounced up the stairs after him was any sign.

I couldn’t move for a moment as I watched her, enthralled by the way she was glowing with happiness and excitement. Sharing her with another man was well worth it if that was the effect it had on her.

Leah was halfway up the stairs before turning to look down at me. “Are you coming?” she asked, the smile on her face replaced by a small frown.

I shook myself out of my stupor and made my way to the foot of the stairs. “Of course, sweetheart. I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

“Okay, good,” she said, the smile reappearing on her face before she turned to carry on up the stairs.

I followed them quickly, walking behind them into Cole’s bedroom before I sat down on the couch I’d used last time. It was perfect. I wasn’t in anyone’s way, yet I had a perfect view of everything that happened. My dick was already rock hard, and my natural instinct was to stroke it, but if I started doing that now, I was only going to cum embarrassingly early. It was definitely best to resist the urge to touch for as long as I could, so I settled back on the couch, ready to enjoy the show.

Cole took hold of Leah’s hand and gently pulled her closer. Even from here, I could see the way her lips parted ever so slightly in anticipation of his kiss, and the way her face was flushed with arousal. I did my best to commit the look on her face to memory, knowing it would be something I’d bring to mind often in the coming days.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all week,” Cole said, his focus entirely on Leah. He acted almost as if I wasn’t in the room, but I didn’t care. I was here as a willing observer, while my wife was treated like a Queen.

“Me too,” Leah whimpered, and her voice was so quiet it was difficult to hear it from where I was sitting.

Cole brought Leah’s hand to his crotch, and I heard the soft gasp that came from her as she began massaging his dick through his pants. Fuck, if I was an insecure man, I’d have been intimidated by the size of the beast he was packing, but I knew my wife enjoyed my cock just as much as she enjoyed Cole’s. There was absolutely no reason why she couldn’t have both whenever she wanted.

“Take out my cock,” Cole growled softly, and I shifted in my seat as Leah quickly did as he’d told her.

With nimble fingers, she worked open his belt and the fastenings on his jeans, before gently pulling out his dick. I couldn’t hold back a moan as I watched the way she handled his thick rod with a gentleness that bordered on reverence. My own cock was straining against my pants, wanting to be let free, but I was going to have to ignore it a little longer.

Leah stroked Cole’s cock while he opened the buttons on her shirt one by one, slowly revealing the pretty red lace bra she’d picked out yesterday just for him. The matching panties she had on under her skirt had been damp before we’d even left our house, so I could only imagine what they were like now. I had no doubt Cole would find her dripping wet once he undressed her properly.

Cole pushed the shirt off her shoulders so it could fall to the floor behind her, then he pushed her skirt down over her hips to leave her standing there in nothing but her lacy red lingerie. He let out a whistle through his teeth.

“Wow, Leah. You look so fucking beautiful,” he said, his eyes roaming over her body in a way that made her flush even more.

“I... I picked this out just for you,” she stuttered breathlessly.

Cole’s face lit up with a huge grin as he brought his hand up to cup her breast. Another little gasp escaped her, and I watched her intently as she arched her back and pushed herself into his large hand.

“Now I feel honoured. It’s just a shame you won’t be wearing it for long, beauty.”

Leah was panting hard now as her arousal took hold. I leaned forward, wanting to see every little reaction she made to his touch. When he slipped his hand inside the lace of her bra, mauling her flesh roughly, her lips parted on a moan and her eyelids fluttered shut the way they always did when she was enjoying something sensual.

I reached down, gripping my dick through my pants, giving it a rough squeeze to keep it under control. But it was throbbing, aching to be touched in a much more intimate way than that.

I’d only looked away from Leah for a moment as I tried to get my cock to behave, but when I looked up again, her bra was on the floor with the rest of her clothes, and Cole was lowering his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth.

The moan that came from her had my dick throbbing all over again. “Oh god, Cole, that feels so good,” she whimpered, as he took the hard bud between his teeth and tugged on it gently.

Leah was still stroking Cole’s thick meat, and it was twitching in her hand. “I want to see you suck him again, sweetheart,” I said, the words falling out of my mouth before I’d even realised I was going to say them.

They both looked over at me, and Cole flashed me a wicked grin. “I think that sounds perfect.” He turned back to Leah. “On your knees, beauty. It’s time for you to please both me and your husband by sucking my cock.”

Leah’s gaze flickered back and forth between the two of us for a long moment before she sank down to her knees. She was barely settled before she’d parted his lips to take the huge head eagerly into her mouth. Watching her pretty pink lips stretching wide around his girth was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, and she stroked them up and down his shaft while her hand continued to move in perfect synch with her mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” Cole groaned as he began slowly moving his hips back and forth, pushing deeper into her mouth each time.

I couldn’t handle it anymore. I quickly opened up my pants and pulled out my cock, letting out a moan of relief as I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking. Neither of them seemed to notice the sounds I made, though, as they got too caught up in each other.

Cole’s head was tipped back, with his deep moans filling the room, while Leah made hungry sucking noises on his huge rod. I could see his flesh shining with her drool each time she pulled her lips back to the tip, and I would have given anything to have her talented mouth working my cock like that. Instead, I would have to make do with my hand for now.

My hand was growing slippery as precum leaked from the tip of my dick, dribbling down my shaft until I was stroking it into my hard flesh. It felt so damn good that it took every bit of willpower I had not to blow my load already.

As I watched them, they seemed to forget about my existence entirely, but that only made the whole experience even hotter. The way they were so focused on each other made me feel like I was doing something naughty and secretly watching a couple in their acts of lust.

Suddenly, Cole gripped Leah’s hair and pulled her mouth off his dick. It was throbbing so hard that I thought he was going to explode then and there, but he somehow managed to hold back.

“Leah,” he groaned, “there is something I have thought of doing to you all week, and I want to know how you feel about it.”

“What is it?” my wife asked breathlessly.

I could already tell from the look of complete arousal on her face as she looked up at Cole from her knees that she would accept. And, even though I was curious about what he was about to propose, I hoped she would do whatever it was as well.

“Does your husband ever fuck your ass sometimes?”

Leah let out a sharp gasp and her eyes widened. When she shook her head, I felt my face grow hot. That had never been something I was interested in, and if I was being honest, I hadn’t even talked to her about trying anal. But judging by the look on her face, I could tell she wanted it. My dick throbbed harder in my hand as I realised my wife had a secretly dirty side to her. Even if that wasn’t my thing, it would be hot as hell to watch her experience it with Cole.

Cole looked my way and smirked slightly, before turning his attention back to Leah. “Okay, but how would you feel if I told you I wanted to take your perfect little ass tonight? Is that something you would want to try?”

Leah looked over at me and I smiled. She seemed to do that often when she was with Cole, as if she was looking for permission for whatever was happening. “If you want to do it, sweetheart, do it.”

She nodded at me, then looked up at Cole. “I would really like to try it, Cole,” she whimpered, and I had to hold back a moan at how needy and sexy she sounded. Apparently, she really wanted to have her ass fucked, and I was looking forward to watching that happen.

“Good girl,” he said, grinning down at her. It was the second time he’d called her that so far tonight, and I noticed the way she seemed to light up with his praise. I made a mental note to myself to give that a try once we were alone. “Take off your panties then get up on the bed, beauty, and lay down on your front.”

Leah quickly obeyed, climbing up onto the bed and positioning herself on her stomach. She even arched her spine to lift her bare ass into the air for Cole, as if she was offering it to him. As I watched, I had to give the base of my dick a tight squeeze, trying to stop the inevitable from happening. My wife looked so damn sexy giving herself to Cole that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to hold back much longer.

Cole grabbed something from the top drawer of his bedside table, although I couldn’t see what it was as he held it in his huge hand, and then he climbed on top of Leah, straddling her thighs. He revealed what he was holding in his hand, a bottle of lubricant, and I moaned again. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. He was really going to do it. He was going to fuck my wife’s ass for the first time.

“Just relax for me, beauty,” Cole said in a soft voice while smearing some of the lube over his fingers. “I promise to be gentle with you.”

I had to bite the inside of my cheek hard to stop myself laughing at that. It didn’t matter how gentle he was with her; his dick was huge enough to cause at least some discomfort.

Cole reached down, sliding his lubed up fingers between her ass cheeks, and Leah moaned softly. Her eyes had fluttered shut again, and she seemed to lift her butt even higher in the air. I watched as if hypnotised while he moved his hand back and forth, coating the valley between her ass cheeks with the slippery fluid. Then he changed the angle of his hand so one thick digit was pressing against her tight hole.

It was as if all three of us were holding our breath, waiting for the moment when he would first enter her virgin ass, then his finger was slowly sliding inside her. I watched with wonder as she cried out with a sound of pleasure that filled the room.

Watching her excitement about having her ass filled was too much for me. I couldn’t wait any longer. I jerked my dick hard and fast, feeling the pressure rising up from somewhere deep inside just moments before ropes of cum came spurting out of me. My body shuddered, and even though I needed to keep watching Leah, I couldn’t stop my eyelids from squeezing tightly together as the pleasure filled me. My moans were loud as I lost control of myself.

When I opened my eyes, I realised Leah was watching me, her head resting on the bed so she was facing toward me. Although her eyes were so glazed, I couldn’t be sure she was aware of what I was doing. Cole was pumping his finger in and out of her asshole, causing her to moan and whimper in a desperate way I’d never seen from her before. There was no doubt in my mind she was loving every moment of this new experience. As I went back to watching them, I grabbed a couple of tissues from the small table beside the couch and cleaned myself up.

“Please, Cole,” Leah moaned, the words coming out on an elongated moan.

“Tell me what you need, beauty.”

“Your cock,” she gasped as he plunged his fingers deep again. “Please, Cole. I need your cock.”

God, I loved watching her being so fucking wanton. I loved knowing how much she was enjoying Cole’s attention.

Cole pulled his finger out of her, then grabbed the bottle of lube again, so he could smear more of it all over his huge rod. I know I was already feeling a little anxious about how she was going to take him in that tight hole, so I could only imagine how she must be feeling about it. But she didn’t look at all worried. She looked as if she was in bliss simply from having had his finger fucking her, and it was damn obvious she wanted more.

He positioned himself over her so the head of his dick was pressing between her ass cheeks, against that tight opening. Then Cole grabbed hold of the base of his shaft as he ever so slowly pushed inside her. I watched with wide eyes as his cock disappeared inside her, an inch at a time, and Leah looked like she could barely catch her breath as he stretched her wide.

But if I was in any doubt about whether she was enjoying his cock in her ass, her words would have cleared up my confusion.

“More, Cole. More. Please,” she begged breathlessly, until every fucking inch of him was nestled in that tight little hole.

“Fuck,” I groaned, unable to hold back. Leah’s eyelids fluttered open briefly again as she heard my voice, but then Cole started moving his hips and she got lost in the sensations all over again.

He moved slowly at first, letting her get used to having her tight hole filled, then he began picking up the pace, thrusting harder into her. The faster he moved, the louder her cries of pleasure became. Cole’s body was tense, his jaw set in a firm line, and I knew just from looking at him how close he was to filling her with cum. I could only imagine how good it must feel for him with her inner muscles gripping him so tightly.

“I need you to cum for me, Leah,” he grunted through gritted teeth. At the same time, he reached a hand beneath her body, and even though I couldn’t see what he was doing, I had to guess he was reaching for her clit.

Leah suddenly screamed with the force of her orgasm, her entire body shuddering violently beneath Cole as she surrendered to the pleasure. That seemed to be what Cole was waiting for, because his orgasm came quickly then, and he pounded her ass hard as he lost all control.

Time seemed to stop as they gave into the pleasure of each other’s bodies, and I could only stare with my mouth wide open. I’d never seen my wife looking so damn beautiful or sexy, and I had a feeling I was already growing addicted to watching her with other men.

When Cole slowly slid out of her, I watched with awe as his cum oozed out of that tight hole. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I knew your ass was going to feel good, Leah, but that was fucking amazing.”

Leah’s eyes were still closed, and she let out a tired giggle at the filthy compliment. “Thank you, Cole. That did feel so good.”

I grinned as I watched her for a moment longer, before getting up and sitting on the bed beside her, stroking my fingers through her hair.

She opened her eyes and looked up at me, a small smile on her lips. “Any regrets?” I asked, already fairly confident what her answer would be.

“None at all. How about you?” Leah’s voice came out small, as if she was close to sleep already.

“My only regret is that we didn’t try this sooner.”

Cole chuckled at my response. “Yeah, I gotta say I agree with you on that, Dylan.”

I grinned at him before leaning down to kiss Leah’s forehead gently. “So you want to do this again, Leah?”

“Definitely,” she said, her voice sounding even more far away than before. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was growing more steady.

“I think you’ve worn her out,” I said to Cole, laughing softly.

“It does seem that way. You two are free to crash here for the night if you want? There’s plenty of room in my bed for all of us.”

I looked down at Leah, who was now snoring softly. “I think we might have to stay. There’s no way I can get her home when she’s like this.”

Cole nodded and laid down on his side of the bed, on the other side of Leah, while I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. Even in her sleep, she snuggled closer to me, and I couldn’t help but smile.

I closed my eyes, thinking about all the sexy adventures that would be possible in our future now that we’d taken this step and Leah had become my hotwife. And I couldn’t wait.

*****
[image: image]


If you enjoyed reading this story, please consider joining my newsletter to get all the latest information about new releases and special offers. You will even receive a free book for signing up!

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

More Books by Zoey Adams

[image: image]


[image: image]

The Hotwife Awakening: The Complete Series

Every woman is happy to settle down with the one man they love while forsaking all others. Aren't they?
Not these women!
This collection of erotic novellas follows the journey of three different women on their journey to becoming a hotwife.
Samantha is caught flirting with another man at the club by her husband. His reaction is not at all what she expects, and he encourages her to do a whole lot more than just flirt. But can she put aside the guilt she feels to become a happy hotwife?
Ella is surprised when her husband admits that he has always had a fantasy about watching her with another man, but she is instantly intrigued by the idea. Together, they search a dating app to find the perfect Bull to make their filthy dreams come true.
Heather loves her husband; except he travels so much for work that she often feels very lonely. When she meets a man through her own work that she feels an instant attraction to, she doesn't know what to do. But when she confesses her feelings to her husband, he comes up with the perfect plan that will keep everyone happy.
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The Hotwife’s Decision (The Suburban Hotwife Book One)

Who knew that moving into a new neighborhood would send my husband and I on a journey of sexual awakening?
I certainly didn't.
At least, not until I met our new neighbor. Connor was tall, dark and handsome, and it was impossible not to stare at him from our front porch.
Gary noticed my budding crush straight away, and when Connor seemed just as interested in me as I was in him, my husband reminded me about a fantasy he'd confessed to one night on our honeymoon.
He longed to watch me in the throes of passion with another man.
So when Connor invited us around for dinner one night, the sexual attraction was impossible to ignore and the inevitable happened.
I succumbed to my lustful desires and became a hotwife.
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Shared for the First Time (The Hotwife-To-Be Book One)

Camille is shocked and delighted when her boyfriend proposes to her on their anniversary, and she can't wait for them to start their journey in life as a married couple.
When she is commissioned as a ghostwriter to craft an erotic story, Camille admits to Julian that she might not have enough experience with men because he is the only one she has ever been intimate with. Julian vows to give her all the experience she desires before their big day, and he plans a very special surprise for her.
With Julian guiding her, Camille's new job will end up taking her on a voyage of discovery that she never would have imagined.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

About The Author


[image: image]


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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