
        
            
                
            
        

    
Hotwife Vacation:




From Teasing to Gangbang -

A Filthy Hotwife Weekend







Hotwife Resort tales #4




Jaxon Thorne

Copyright@2026 Jaxon Thorne

All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the prior written permission of the copyright owner, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8


Chapter 1

The highway stretched out like a black ribbon under the late-afternoon sun as Veronica Delgado leaned back in the passenger seat of their sleek black SUV, one bare foot propped on the dashboard. Her short sundress had ridden high on her thick caramel thighs, the hem barely covering the lacy black thong Danny had watched her slide on that morning.

“God, I can’t believe it’s been fifteen years,” she said, her voice low and smoky. She twirled a lock of her long, wavy black hair around one finger. “Half the football team is probably still jerking off to memories of me in that little cheer skirt.”

Danny’s knuckles tightened on the steering wheel. His cock had been half-hard for the last fifty miles. “You gonna tell me which ones you’re planning to remind tonight?”

Veronica laughed, the sound throaty and wicked. She reached over and traced a slow circle on his thigh with her manicured nails. “Mmm, maybe all of them. You remember Thomas? Quarterback? He used to fuck me in the locker room after every home game. Said I was the best pussy he ever had.” She squeezed Danny’s leg. “And Dexter… sweet, shy Dexter who wrote me love poems. Bet he’s married now. Bet he still dreams about bending me over his dorm bed.”

Danny swallowed hard, the familiar hot spike of jealousy and lust twisting in his gut. This was their game. Their delicious, filthy game. Veronica had been wild in college — sorority queen, party girl, the girl every guy wanted and most had gotten at least once. When they started dating six years ago, she’d been honest: she loved being desired, loved the thrill of new cock, loved coming home to her husband dripping with another man’s cum. Danny had discovered he loved it even more.

“Rules are the same?” he asked, voice rough.

“Same as always, baby.” Veronica leaned over the console, her heavy breasts brushing his arm. “I flirt. I tease. If I want someone, I fuck them. You get every dirty detail afterward. And when I come back to you, I’m still yours.” She kissed the side of his neck, teeth grazing skin. “But tonight? I’m feeling extra slutty. It’s been too long since I let my inner college whore out to play.”

By the time they pulled into the Westbrook University reunion hotel, Danny was aching. Veronica checked her lipstick in the visor mirror, then gave him a wicked smile. “Ready to watch your hotwife work, husband?”

The hotel lobby buzzed with reunion energy. Veronica stepped out of the SUV like she owned the place, sundress hugging every curve, strappy heels making her ass sway. Heads turned immediately.

At the check-in desk they ran into the first ghost from the past: Jessica Ramirez, Veronica’s old roommate. Jessica squealed and pulled Veronica into a hug. “Oh my God, you look even hotter than senior year!”

Behind Jessica stood her husband… and right next to him, Thomas Reynolds. Still tall, still built like the quarterback he’d been, now in a tailored shirt that showed off the same broad shoulders. His eyes locked on Veronica and darkened with instant recognition.

“Vee?” Thomas’s voice was deeper than Danny remembered. “Holy shit. You haven’t aged a day.”

Veronica’s smile turned predatory. She stepped forward and hugged him, pressing her body against his just a second longer than friendly. Danny watched Thomas’s hand settle low on her back, fingers brushing the top of her ass.

“Good to see you, Thomas,” she purred, pulling back but keeping a hand on his chest. “Still looking like you could throw me around a bedroom.”

Thomas laughed, but his gaze flicked to Danny, then back to Veronica. “And you still talk like you want to be thrown around.”

Danny cleared his throat, stepping up beside his wife. “Danny Delgado. Husband.” He offered his hand. Thomas shook it with a knowing smirk.

“Nice to meet the guy who locked down the hottest girl on campus,” Thomas said. The subtext was crystal clear: for now.

They got their room keys. As they headed to the elevator, Veronica glanced back over her shoulder at Thomas. He was still watching her ass. She bit her lip and whispered to Danny, “He’s already hard. I can tell.”

In the elevator she pushed Danny against the wall and kissed him hard, tongue sliding into his mouth while her hand palmed his cock through his pants. “I’m going to fuck him before the weekend’s over,” she breathed against his lips. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”

The welcome cocktail hour was held in the grand ballroom. Veronica had changed into a tight black cocktail dress that plunged deep between her breasts and stopped high on her thighs. Every step made the fabric ride up, threatening to flash the lace tops of her stockings.

Danny stayed close at first, but Veronica moved through the crowd like a shark. Old classmates lit up when they saw her. Guys who had fucked her in college. Guys who had wanted to. She laughed, touched arms, let hands linger on her waist.

Dexter Bennett — the shy poet — was there with his wife. His eyes widened when Veronica hugged him. She whispered something in his ear that made his face flush crimson.

Then Thomas found her again. He handed her a fresh drink and pulled her onto the dance floor as the band started a slow song. Danny watched from the bar as Thomas’s hands settled on Veronica’s hips, sliding lower until they cupped her ass. She pressed her body against him, grinding slowly, her lips brushing his ear as she spoke.

Danny’s cock throbbed painfully. He could see the outline of Thomas’s erection pressing against Veronica’s stomach. She looked over Thomas’s shoulder straight at Danny and mouthed, So fucking hard for me.

When the song ended, Thomas kept his arm around her waist as they walked back toward Danny. Veronica’s cheeks were flushed, nipples visibly hard against the thin dress.

“Catch up with you later, Vee,” Thomas said, voice thick. He leaned in and kissed her cheek, but his lips lingered near the corner of her mouth. “Room 1428 if you get bored tonight.”

Veronica turned to Danny the second Thomas walked away. Her eyes were dark with lust. She took his hand and pressed it between her legs under the table. She was soaked.

“Feel how wet he made me already?” she whispered. “And the night’s just starting.”

Danny groaned softly. “You’re really going to do it, aren’t you?”

Veronica smiled, slow and filthy. “Baby… I’m going to fuck every guy who ever wanted me this weekend. And you’re going to get the sluttiest, wettest version of your wife every single night when I crawl back into our bed dripping with their cum.”

She kissed him deep, tasting like champagne and pure sin.

“Welcome to the reunion, hotwife,” Danny whispered against her lips.

Veronica’s eyes sparkled. “Let the games begin.”


Chapter 2

The grand ballroom was packed for the official reunion dinner. Round tables draped in Westbrook blue and gold, string lights twinkling overhead, and a live band playing smooth R&B. Veronica looked lethal. She’d changed into a slinky emerald-green dress that clung to every dangerous curve. The neckline plunged almost to her navel, barely containing her heavy DD breasts. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, and every time she moved, the silky fabric whispered against her caramel skin.

Danny sat beside her at their assigned table, trying not to stare as Thomas Reynolds claimed the seat directly across from Veronica. Dexter Bennett was two seats down, eyes flicking to her cleavage every few seconds.

Dinner was torture. Veronica laughed loudly at Thomas’s stories, leaning forward so her tits nearly spilled out. Under the table, her bare foot slid up Danny’s leg, toes brushing his aching cock through his slacks. She was already soaked—he could tell by the way she kept shifting in her seat.

When the band switched to a slow, sensual groove, Thomas stood and offered his hand. “Come on, Vee. For old times’ sake.”

Veronica didn’t even glance at Danny. She took Thomas’s hand and let him pull her onto the crowded dance floor. Danny watched, heart hammering, as Thomas’s big hands settled low on her waist. Within seconds they were grinding. Veronica’s thick ass pressed back against Thomas’s crotch, rolling in slow, filthy circles. Thomas’s hands slid down to cup her ass cheeks openly, squeezing the soft flesh through the thin dress.

She looked over her shoulder at Danny, lips parted, eyes hooded with lust. Thomas leaned down and whispered something in her ear. Veronica bit her lip and nodded, then ground harder against him. Danny could see the thick ridge of Thomas’s cock nestled between her ass cheeks as they moved.

Other former classmates watched openly. A couple of guys who’d fucked her back in the day smirked knowingly. Veronica was glowing—pure sexual confidence. She turned in Thomas’s arms, pressed her breasts against his chest, and let him slide one thigh between hers. The dress rode up dangerously high. If anyone looked closely, they’d see the bottom of her ass and the thin black thong.

When the song ended, Thomas kept one possessive arm around her waist as they walked back. Veronica’s nipples were rock-hard, clearly visible. A thin sheen of sweat made her caramel skin glisten.

She slid into her seat and immediately leaned over to kiss Danny—deep, hungry, tasting faintly of the tequila shot Thomas had bought her. Her hand landed on Danny’s thigh and squeezed.

“He’s so fucking hard for me,” she whispered against his ear. “I could feel every inch grinding against my ass. He told me he’s never forgotten how tight my pussy is.”

Danny’s cock throbbed painfully. “You gonna fuck him tonight?”

Veronica smiled wickedly. “Not yet, baby. I want him desperate first.”

By 11:30 the ballroom started clearing out. Veronica announced she wanted one more drink at the hotel bar. Danny followed, knowing exactly what she was doing.

The dimly lit bar was full of reunion-goers. Veronica ordered a dirty martini and perched on a barstool, crossing her legs so the dress rode even higher. Within minutes she was surrounded—Thomas, Dexter, and two other guys from their old circle: James (star basketball player) and Chris (the quiet one who used to stare at her in psych class).

They bought her drinks. They laughed at her stories. Hands started wandering. Thomas stood behind her, one hand resting on her hip. Dexter, bolder than Danny expected, had his fingers tracing the edge of her dress on her thigh. James openly stared down her cleavage.

Veronica was in heaven. She flirted shamelessly, touching arms, laughing throatily, letting them get closer and closer. At one point Thomas’s hand slid under the hem of her dress from behind and cupped her bare ass cheek. She didn’t stop him. Instead she arched her back slightly, pushing into his touch.

Danny sat two stools away, pretending to check his phone while his wife got felt up in public. His cock was leaking pre-cum into his boxers.

Dexter leaned in and whispered something. Veronica giggled, then glanced at Danny with pure heat in her eyes. She stood up, smoothed her dress, and announced, “I need to use the ladies’ room.”

She didn’t go alone. Thomas and Dexter both followed her down the hallway. Danny’s stomach flipped with that delicious jealous rush.

Five minutes later Veronica returned, cheeks flushed, lips slightly swollen. Thomas and Dexter came back a minute apart, both adjusting themselves. When Veronica sat back down she leaned into Danny and whispered hotly in his ear:

“Thomas fingered me in the hallway. Two fingers deep while Dexter watched. I’m fucking dripping down my thighs, baby.”

She took Danny’s hand and pressed it between her legs under the bar. Her thong was soaked through. His fingers came away shiny.

James noticed and smirked. The tension in the group was electric.

Veronica looked every man in the eye, then at her husband. “I think it’s time we head upstairs… before I do something really bad right here.”

The second the hotel room door clicked shut, Veronica shoved Danny against it and kissed him like she was starving. Her tongue fucked his mouth while she ripped at his shirt buttons.

“God, I’m so fucking horny,” she growled. “I need your cock right now.”

She pushed him onto the king bed, yanked her dress off in one fluid motion, and stood there in just black lace thong, thigh-high stockings, and heels. Her heavy tits swayed, dark nipples stiff. The crotch of her thong was visibly drenched.

Danny stripped fast. His cock sprang free, rock-hard and leaking.

Veronica crawled on top of him, straddling his face first. “Eat me while I tell you everything.”

She lowered her soaked pussy onto his mouth. Danny groaned at her taste—sweet, tangy, and unmistakably aroused. He licked and sucked while she rode his tongue.

“Thomas had his fingers so deep inside me,” she moaned. “He told me he’s going to fuck me raw tomorrow. Said he wants to fill me up and send me back to you dripping.”

Danny licked harder, sucking her clit.

“Dexter was so hard watching. He kept saying how much he missed my tight little cunt. I let him squeeze my tits while Thomas fingered me.”

Veronica was grinding on Danny’s face, getting close already. She reached back and stroked his throbbing cock.

“I want all of them this weekend, baby. I want to be the reunion slut. I want every guy who ever wanted me to have a turn in your hotwife’s pussy.”

She spun around, impaled herself on Danny’s cock in one smooth motion, and started riding him hard. Her big tits bounced as she fucked him.

“Fuck, yes! I’m going to let Thomas stretch me tomorrow. Then I’ll come back and make you clean me up while I tell you how much better his cock felt.”

Danny gripped her thick hips, thrusting up into her soaked heat. The dirty talk was driving him insane.

Veronica leaned down, biting his ear. “You love it, don’t you? You love knowing your wife is going to get gang-fucked by her college boyfriends while you wait and get sloppy seconds.”

That pushed Danny over. He came hard, flooding her pussy. Veronica followed right after, screaming as her orgasm ripped through her, walls pulsing around him.

She collapsed on his chest, both of them panting. Then she kissed him softly, almost tenderly.

“I’m just getting started, baby,” she whispered. “By Sunday night I’m going to be the most used, most satisfied hotwife at this reunion… and you’re going to love every filthy second.”


Chapter 3

Morning sunlight poured through the tall windows of the Westbrook Alumni Ballroom during the reunion brunch. Veronica looked like pure sin in a tight white sundress that hugged her massive DD tits and flared over her thick hips and ass. The thin fabric made it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra—her dark nipples poked against the material every time she moved. A pair of strappy heels and her long wavy black hair cascading down her back completed the look. She was dressed to destroy.

Danny sat beside her, coffee in hand, watching his wife work the table. Thomas was there again, eyes devouring her. Dexter sat on her other side, and James had pulled up a chair. Veronica laughed at every joke, touched every arm, and leaned forward so her cleavage threatened to spill out.

Halfway through the meal, her hand slid under the tablecloth and rested on Danny’s thigh. She squeezed, then slowly dragged her nails up until she was palming his already-hard cock.

“Feel that?” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “I’m soaked just thinking about today.”

After brunch, the group joined the official campus tour. Veronica walked between Thomas and Dexter, her hips swaying. Every few minutes one of them would “accidentally” brush against her ass or let their hand graze her lower back. On the quad, near the old oak tree where she used to fuck guys after parties, Veronica stopped and stretched, arms overhead, tits straining the dress.

Thomas stepped behind her, hands on her waist. “Remember what we did here senior year?” he murmured loud enough for Danny to hear.

Veronica bit her lip and pressed back against him. “Mmm. You fucked me against this tree while two of your teammates watched.”

Dexter’s face flushed. James adjusted himself openly. Danny’s stomach twisted with that delicious mix of jealousy and raw arousal.

As the tour moved toward the old sorority row, Veronica pulled Danny aside for a moment behind a building. She grabbed his hand and shoved it under her dress. No panties. Her pussy was dripping wet, slick coating her thighs.

“I’m not wearing anything under this,” she breathed. “If Thomas or Dexter want me today, I’m letting them have me. Are you ready for your hotwife to cross the line, baby?”

Danny could only groan and kiss her hard, tasting the danger on her tongue.

Back at the hotel after the tour, the group split up to rest before the evening events. Veronica told Danny she was going to “freshen up” and disappeared with Thomas and Dexter toward the elevator. Danny followed at a distance, heart pounding.

On the 14th floor, Dexter said goodbye and went to his room, but Thomas kept walking with Veronica. Danny slipped into a side hallway and watched from around the corner.

Thomas pushed Veronica against the wall the second they were alone. Their mouths crashed together in a hungry, sloppy kiss. Veronica moaned into his mouth as his big hands roamed her body—squeezing her heavy tits through the thin dress, pinching her nipples until she whimpered.

“Fuck, Vee… I’ve wanted this since the second I saw you yesterday,” Thomas growled, shoving one thigh between her legs. Veronica ground against it shamelessly, her dress riding up to her waist, exposing her bare, glistening pussy.

Danny’s cock strained painfully in his pants as he watched his wife make out like a horny college girl. Thomas’s hand slid down and cupped her soaked cunt, two thick fingers slipping inside her easily.

“Oh shit,” Veronica gasped, breaking the kiss. “Your fingers feel so good. Deeper, Thomas… finger-fuck your old slut.”

Thomas pumped his fingers hard, curling them, making wet obscene sounds. Veronica’s head fell back against the wall, mouth open in pleasure. She reached down and rubbed the massive bulge in Thomas’s pants.

“I can’t wait to feel this big black cock inside me again,” she moaned. “I’ve missed how you stretch me.”

Thomas kissed her neck, biting and sucking, leaving a visible hickey. Veronica didn’t stop him. Instead she stroked him faster through his pants.

Danny was mesmerized. His wife looked utterly lost in lust—cheeks flushed, tits heaving, pussy making slick noises around another man’s fingers.

Thomas pulled his fingers out and fed them to Veronica. She sucked them clean, staring straight toward where Danny was hidden, eyes dark with filthy promise.

“I have to go back to my husband,” she whispered, but she kissed Thomas once more, slow and deep, grinding on his thigh. “But tonight… I’m yours if you want me.”

Thomas slapped her ass hard as she walked away. Veronica yelped, then laughed, adjusting her dress as she headed back toward Danny.

The second Veronica stepped into their hotel room, Danny was on her. He slammed the door shut, spun her around, and shoved her face-first against it.

“You let him finger you in the hallway?” he growled, yanking her dress up.

“Yes,” Veronica moaned, pushing her ass back against him. “Two thick fingers stretching my married pussy while you watched. I was so close to cumming on his hand.”

Danny dropped to his knees, spread her ass cheeks, and buried his tongue in her dripping cunt. She tasted stronger—musky with arousal and another man’s touch. He ate her furiously while she moaned and told him every detail.

“He sucked on my tits through my dress… left a hickey on my neck. Told me he’s going to fuck me raw tonight and send me back to you full of cum.”

Danny stood up, freed his throbbing cock, and slammed into her from behind in one brutal thrust. Veronica cried out in pleasure.

“Fuck me harder, baby,” she begged. “Fuck your hotwife after she let another man play with her pussy.”

Danny pounded her against the door, one hand gripping her hip, the other reaching around to rub her swollen clit. Her heavy tits bounced with every thrust.

“I’m going to let him fuck me tonight,” Veronica panted between moans. “I want Thomas’s cock first. Then maybe Dexter. I want to be a complete slut for you this weekend.”

The dirty confession pushed Danny over the edge. He fucked her harder, deeper, the sound of skin slapping filling the room. Veronica came first—shaking, screaming, her pussy clamping down around him like a vice.

Danny followed right after, flooding her with a massive load. They stayed locked together, panting.

Veronica turned in his arms and kissed him tenderly, then dropped to her knees. She took his softening cock into her mouth, cleaning him lovingly while looking up at him.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice husky. “I love being your filthy hotwife. Are you ready for me to actually fuck them?”

Danny stroked her hair, still breathless. “Yes. I want every detail. I want you dripping with their cum when you come back to me.”

Veronica smiled, wicked and loving at the same time. “Good. Because tonight I’m crossing the line completely. Your wife is going to get fucked by her college bulls… and you’re going to love reclaiming every sloppy, used inch of me afterward.”


Chapter 4

The Saturday evening mixer was in full swing on the rooftop terrace. Fairy lights strung overhead, a DJ spinning throwback hits, and open bars flowing. Veronica had gone nuclear. She wore a skin-tight little black dress that looked painted on—plunging so deep her heavy DD tits were barely contained, the hem so short it showed the bottoms of her ass cheeks when she walked. No bra. No panties. Just strappy black heels and glossy red lipstick.

She looked like pure sex.

Danny stayed near the bar, nursing a whiskey, watching his wife become the center of the reunion. Thomas hadn’t left her side for twenty minutes. His hand was openly on her ass as they danced, fingers slipping under the hem. Veronica ground back against him shamelessly, her body moving like liquid sin. Dexter, James, and a couple others circled them like wolves.

Halfway through a slow song, Veronica tilted her head and whispered something in Thomas’s ear. He grinned, took her hand, and started leading her toward the elevators. She glanced back at Danny across the rooftop, locked eyes with him, and mouthed slowly: I’m going to fuck him now.

Danny’s cock surged instantly. He watched them disappear into the elevator, Thomas’s hand already sliding up her dress from behind.

The next forty minutes were pure torture. Danny made small talk with old classmates, but his mind was upstairs—imagining Thomas’s thick black cock stretching his wife’s tight married pussy for the first time in fifteen years. His phone buzzed once. A text from Veronica:

He’s so much bigger than I remembered. Already on my knees.

Danny nearly came in his pants.

Finally, almost an hour later, Veronica reappeared on the terrace. Her hair was messy, lipstick gone, cheeks flushed deep pink. There was a fresh hickey on the side of her neck and a visible glow of fresh-fucked satisfaction. Thomas followed a minute later, looking smug as hell, adjusting his shirt.

Veronica walked straight to Danny, pressed her body against him, and kissed him deep. He could taste sex on her tongue.

“Take me back to the room,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “I’m dripping his cum down my thighs and I need you to feel what he did to your hotwife.”

(Flashback – What happened in Thomas’s room)

The second the door to Thomas’s suite closed, he had Veronica pinned against it. He yanked the straps of her dress down, freeing her heavy caramel tits, and attacked them with his mouth—sucking hard on her dark nipples while shoving two thick fingers into her soaked pussy.

“Fuck, Vee… still the wettest, tightest slut I’ve ever had,” he growled.

Veronica moaned like a whore, spreading her legs wider. “I’ve been thinking about this cock for days. Give it to me.”

Thomas spun her around, bent her over the bed, and hiked her dress up. He slapped her thick ass hard, leaving a red handprint, then rubbed the fat head of his cock along her dripping slit.

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded.

“I want it,” Veronica begged. “Fuck your old college slut. Stretch my married pussy.”

Thomas thrust in deep in one brutal stroke. Veronica cried out in pleasure-pain as he filled her completely. He was thicker and longer than Danny, hitting spots that made her eyes roll back.

He fucked her hard and fast, hips slapping against her fat ass. The sound of her wet pussy taking every inch filled the room.

“God yes—fuck me like you own me!” she screamed.

Thomas grabbed her long black hair like reins and pounded deeper. “This pussy is still mine. Your husband know you’re up here getting ruined?”

“He’s downstairs waiting for me,” Veronica gasped between moans. “He loves when I come back full of another man’s cum.”

That made Thomas go feral. He flipped her onto her back, threw her legs over his shoulders, and drove into her even harder. Veronica’s tits bounced wildly as she came the first time—squirting around his cock, soaking the sheets.

Thomas didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, then pulled out and shoved his glistening cock into her mouth. Veronica sucked him eagerly, tasting her own juices, until he groaned and erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her throat and mouth. She swallowed what she could, the rest dripping down her chin onto her tits.

But Thomas wasn’t done. He stayed hard, flipped her again, and fucked her a second time—raw, deep, and possessive—until he pumped a massive creampie straight into her married womb.

When he finally pulled out, Veronica’s pussy gaped slightly, cum oozing out in thick white globs.

“Send my regards to your husband,” Thomas smirked as she fixed her dress.

Back in their own room, Veronica pushed Danny onto the bed and straddled him without a word. She hiked up her dress, showing him her ruined pussy—swollen, red, and leaking Thomas’s thick cum.

“Look what he did to your hotwife,” she purred. “Two loads. One down my throat, one deep in my pussy.”

Danny groaned like an animal. He flipped her onto her back, spread her legs wide, and buried his face in her creamy cunt. He licked and sucked Thomas’s cum out of her, the salty-bitter taste driving him wild. Veronica moaned and held his head down, grinding on his tongue.

“Taste how deep he fucked me, baby. He stretched me so good. Came so much harder than you do.”

Danny couldn’t take it anymore. He climbed up, lined up his throbbing cock, and slammed into her sloppy, cum-filled pussy. The sound was obscene—wet, squelching, used.

“Fuck yes,” Veronica cried. “Fuck his cum deeper into me. Reclaim your slutty wife.”

Danny pounded her mercilessly, the extra slickness from Thomas’s load making every thrust smoother and filthier. Veronica wrapped her legs around him, nails digging into his back.

“He called me his slut the whole time,” she panted. “Said my pussy still belongs to him. He made me squirt all over his cock. Then he came so deep I can still feel it.”

Danny’s thrusts grew erratic. The jealousy and arousal were overwhelming.

Veronica kissed him hard, letting him taste everything. “I’m going to fuck more of them tomorrow. Dexter. James. Maybe all three at once. But I always come back to you… dripping… used… and so fucking happy.”

That sent Danny over the edge. He came violently, adding his own load to Thomas’s inside her. Veronica followed right after, screaming as another orgasm ripped through her body.

They collapsed together, sweaty and panting. Veronica stroked his hair tenderly.

“First one done,” she whispered with a wicked smile. “Six more guys from college still want this pussy… and your hotwife is just getting warmed up.”


Chapter 5

Sunday morning brunch had turned into an all-day pool party at the hotel. Veronica stepped out in a scandalous white micro-bikini that barely existed. The top was two tiny triangles that only covered her nipples, the strings tied loosely so her heavy DD tits threatened to spill out with every breath. The bottoms were a thong that disappeared between her thick caramel ass cheeks, the front panel so small it only covered her smooth pussy lips.

Every head turned when she walked onto the pool deck. Whispers spread fast. She was no longer just “that hot girl from college.” She was the reunion slut, and she loved it.

Thomas, Dexter, James, and two more former football players claimed a big cabana near the pool. Veronica parked herself in the middle of them, oiling her body slowly and sensually while they watched. She let them help, their hands roaming freely over her tits, ass, and thighs. Danny sat a few loungers away, pretending to read on his phone while his wife became the main attraction.

By early afternoon Veronica was tipsy, horny, and unstoppable. She danced on the pool deck to the music, grinding on Thomas first, then Dexter, then James. Her bikini top came “accidentally” loose during one dance, flashing her dark nipples to half the reunion before she laughed and slowly retied it.

Hands were everywhere. Fingers slipped under her bikini bottoms. She didn’t stop them. At one point she sat on Thomas’s lap facing him, grinding slowly while he sucked on her neck, leaving fresh marks. Dexter’s hand was between her thighs from the side, openly rubbing her pussy through the thin fabric.

Veronica looked straight at Danny across the pool and smiled that wicked, loving smile. She mouthed: They’re all going to fuck me this weekend.

The sexual energy around her was electric. Old classmates who hadn’t dared approach her before were now bold. Veronica was glowing — the center of every fantasy, the hottest hotwife at the reunion.

Around 3 PM, Veronica whispered something to Dexter and stood up. She adjusted her tiny bikini and walked toward the pool house bathrooms, hips swaying. Dexter followed a minute later like a man possessed.

Danny’s heart raced. He gave them two minutes, then slipped inside the pool house and hid in the maintenance alcove near the men’s room, door cracked just enough to watch.

Dexter had Veronica pressed against the sink counter. Her bikini top was already off, tits bouncing as he mauled them. He yanked the bikini bottoms to the side and shoved two fingers into her soaked cunt.

“Fuck, Vee… you’re dripping,” Dexter groaned.

“Because I’ve been thinking about your cock all weekend,” she moaned. “Hurry up and fuck me. I need it now.”

Dexter spun her around, bent her over the sink, and pulled out his cock. He was rock-hard and surprisingly thick. Without any foreplay he slammed into her in one thrust. Veronica cried out, gripping the counter as he started pounding her hard.

The mirror gave Danny a perfect view — his wife’s face contorted in pleasure, heavy tits swinging wildly, mouth open in a constant moan while Dexter railed her from behind.

“Harder,” Veronica begged. “Fuck your old slut. Use me.”

Dexter grabbed her long black hair and yanked her head back, pounding deeper. The wet slapping sounds echoed in the bathroom. He reached around and rubbed her clit roughly, making her legs shake.

Veronica came hard within minutes, biting her lip to keep from screaming too loud. Dexter followed right after, burying himself deep and pumping her full of cum with several thick grunts.

He pulled out quickly, cum already leaking down her thighs. Veronica turned, dropped to her knees, and sucked him clean, looking up at him with pure lust.

“Tell Thomas I’m ready for more tonight,” she said, voice husky. “I want both of you.”

Dexter left first. Veronica fixed her bikini, wiped some cum from her thigh with her finger, and licked it clean while staring toward Danny’s hiding spot. She knew he was watching.

That night, after the official events, Veronica told Danny she was going to a “private after-party” in Thomas’s suite. She kissed him deep and whispered, “Stay close. I want you to watch this time.”

Danny’s pulse hammered as he followed at a distance. He slipped into the room next door that Veronica had left unlocked for him and cracked the connecting door just enough.

Inside Thomas’s suite, Veronica was already naked on her knees between Thomas and Dexter. She had a cock in each hand, stroking them while alternating sucking. Her lipstick was smeared, saliva dripping down her chin onto her heaving tits.

“Look at your hotwife,” Thomas laughed, looking toward the cracked door. “She’s been craving this all day.”

Veronica moaned around Dexter’s cock, then pulled off with a wet pop. “I want you both to fuck me. Hard.”

They didn’t waste time. Thomas lay on the bed and pulled Veronica on top, sliding his thick black cock into her soaked pussy in one stroke. She cried out in pleasure. Dexter moved behind her, rubbing his cock against her tight asshole.

“Not yet,” Veronica gasped. “Just my pussy tonight… but soon.”

Dexter waited his turn while Thomas fucked her hard, her tits bouncing in his face. Then they switched. Dexter pounded her from behind while Thomas fed her his cock. The double-teaming was raw and filthy — Veronica moaning like a whore, begging for their cum, telling them how much better they felt than her husband.

Danny watched every second, cock in hand, stroking slowly. The jealousy burned, but the arousal was overwhelming. Seeing his beautiful wife used by two men at once was the hottest thing he’d ever witnessed.

Finally, Thomas came first, flooding her pussy. Dexter pulled out and painted her ass and back with thick ropes of cum. Veronica collapsed on the bed, covered and leaking, smiling blissfully.

She looked straight at the cracked door and said loud enough for Danny to hear:

“Come clean me up later, baby. Your hotwife is just getting started.”


Chapter 6

The alumni tailgate was loud, chaotic, and smelled of grilled burgers, beer, and sunscreen. Veronica arrived like pure temptation: a tiny white Westbrook crop top that barely covered the bottoms of her massive DD tits, the undersides fully exposed, and an incredibly short red pleated cheer skirt that fluttered with every step. No bra. No panties. Her long black hair was in a high ponytail, and her makeup was bold — red lips ready to be ruined.

Within minutes Thomas, Dexter, James, and Chris had her surrounded near the main Westbrook tent. Music thumped as Veronica danced between them, grinding her thick caramel ass back against Thomas while Dexter’s hands disappeared completely under her skirt from the front. Fingers plunged into her soaked pussy right there in the open. She moaned into Thomas’s mouth as two thick fingers curled inside her.

“God, you’re such a filthy reunion whore,” Thomas growled loud enough for nearby people to hear. He yanked her crop top up, exposing one heavy tit, and pinched her dark nipple hard. Veronica arched and whimpered, not caring who saw.

Danny stood twenty feet away, heart hammering, cock painfully hard as random guys openly stared and filmed on their phones. Veronica locked eyes with him across the crowd and mouthed, I’m going to let them fuck me right here.

The risk pushed higher. Thomas pulled her behind a large equipment tent, out of direct sight but still dangerously public. He bent her over a folding table, flipped her skirt up, and slammed his thick black cock into her dripping cunt in one brutal thrust. Veronica cried out, gripping the table as he pounded her hard, hips slapping loudly against her fat ass.

“Anyone could walk around and see me getting fucked,” she gasped between moans. “They’d see what a slut I became for my old college bulls.”

Dexter stood guard but couldn’t resist. He pulled out his cock and shoved it into her mouth. Veronica sucked him greedily, gagging as Thomas railed her from behind. The wet, obscene sounds mixed with the distant music. Thomas reached around and rubbed her clit roughly, making her legs shake.

She came hard, squirting down her thighs. Thomas groaned and pumped a thick load deep into her pussy. Dexter followed, flooding her mouth until cum dribbled down her chin onto her exposed tits. Veronica swallowed what she could, stood up on shaky legs, and adjusted her tiny skirt. Cum ran down her inner thighs as she walked back into the main crowd, smiling like a queen.

She found Danny, kissed him with cum still on her tongue, and whispered hotly, “Two loads already, baby… and I’m just getting warmed up for tonight.”

Back at the hotel, Veronica texted Danny the suite number and left the connecting door cracked. She took Thomas and James upstairs.

The second the door closed, they were on her. They ripped her clothes off and threw her onto the king bed. Veronica dropped to her knees, stroking both massive cocks — Thomas’s thick and dark, James’s long and veiny. She alternated deepthroating them, gagging loudly, spit running down her chin onto her heaving tits.

“You love being a married slut, don’t you?” James groaned, fucking her face.

They moved her to the bed. Thomas lay down and Veronica sank onto his cock, moaning as he stretched her cum-filled pussy. James moved behind her, lubed his cock, and slowly pushed into her tight ass. Veronica screamed in pleasure as she took both holes at once.

“Fuck yes! Stretch your hotwife! Fill both my married holes!” she cried.

They found a brutal rhythm, pounding her senseless. Her heavy tits bounced wildly. They slapped her ass red, pulled her hair, and called her every filthy name. Veronica came repeatedly, squirting around Thomas’s cock while James railed her ass.

They rotated positions for over an hour — double penetration in different combinations, her riding one while sucking the other, pressed against the window with the city lights below. Thomas finally unloaded deep in her pussy. James pulled out of her ass and came across her back and hair. Both men added second loads before leaving her a wrecked, leaking mess.

Veronica lay there panting, covered in sweat and cum, holes gaping. “Danny… come clean your slutty wife.”

Danny sat in the next room, cock in hand, listening to every filthy sound through the cracked door and thin wall. He heard Veronica’s screams as they double-penetrated her, the wet slapping, the dirty talk, the way she begged for their cum.

When the men finally left, Veronica opened the connecting door. She was a vision of pure debauchery — makeup ruined, body marked, cum leaking from her pussy and ass.

Danny dropped to his knees and devoured her. He licked both loads from her swollen cunt and tender asshole while she held his head and described every detail in graphic detail. Then he bent her over and fucked her destroyed, sloppy holes with savage need.

“You love me like this, don’t you?” she moaned. “Completely used and dripping with other men’s cum.”

Danny came hard, adding his load to the mess. They collapsed together, Veronica stroking his hair lovingly.

“Tomorrow is the peak, baby. I want all four of them at once… and I want you watching the entire time.”


Chapter 7

The elevator ride to the top floor felt electric. Veronica Delgado stood between Danny and Thomas, wearing a long black coat that hid what lay beneath. Her heart hammered with excitement and filthy anticipation. This was the night she had been fantasizing about since they arrived at the reunion — the night she would fully surrender to her college bulls while her husband watched every second.

The presidential suite door opened to reveal pure luxury: floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline, dim golden lighting, a massive sectional sofa, and an enormous king bed visible in the bedroom area. Thomas, Dexter, James, and Chris were already waiting, drinks in hand, dressed casually but with obvious hunger in their eyes.

Veronica stepped into the center of the room like she belonged there. She turned slowly, letting the men admire her. Then, with a wicked smile, she untied the belt of her coat and let it drop to the floor in one smooth motion.

Gasps and low groans filled the suite.

She stood before them in the most scandalous outfit she had packed: sheer black babydoll lingerie that was completely see-through. Her heavy DD breasts were barely contained by the delicate lace, dark nipples already stiff and pressing against the fabric. The matching thong was soaked through, the crotch visibly dark with her arousal. Thigh-high black stockings and sky-high heels completed the look. Her long, wavy black hair cascaded down her back, and her makeup was bold — smoky eyes and cock-sucking red lips.

“Gentlemen,” Veronica purred, voice low and dripping with lust, “I’ve been your fantasy for fifteen years. Tonight I’m not just your fantasy. I’m your reunion whore. You can do anything you want to me. Every hole. As hard as you want. As many times as you want.”

She glanced over at Danny, who had taken his seat in a large armchair in the corner, already palming the obvious bulge in his pants.

“My husband loves watching me get used,” she added with a filthy smile. “So give him a show he’ll never forget.”

Thomas moved first. He pulled Veronica into a deep, possessive kiss, his big hands immediately roaming her body. He squeezed her heavy tits through the sheer fabric, pinching her nipples until she moaned into his mouth. Dexter came up behind her, pressing his hardening cock against her thick ass while kissing her neck.

James and Chris watched for a moment before joining. Soon Veronica was surrounded — hands everywhere. Someone yanked the babydoll straps down, fully exposing her caramel breasts. Mouths attacked them instantly. Thomas sucked hard on one nipple while Dexter licked and bit the other. Fingers slid under her thong, finding her dripping wet pussy.

“Fuck… she’s soaked,” James groaned, pushing two thick fingers inside her.

Veronica moaned loudly, spreading her legs to give them better access. “I’ve been wet for this all weekend. Four cocks… four men who used to own this pussy. I want you to own it again tonight.”

She dropped gracefully to her knees in the middle of the four men, looking up at them like a hungry goddess. One by one she pulled their cocks out. Thomas was thick and heavy. Dexter was long and veiny. James’s was the longest, with a slight upward curve. Chris was girthy with a fat head.

Veronica started worshipping.

She stroked Thomas and James with both hands while taking Dexter deep into her mouth. She bobbed her head eagerly, gagging herself on his length until saliva dripped down her chin onto her tits. Then she switched — sucking James while stroking the others. Wet, obscene slurping sounds filled the suite. Strings of spit connected her lips to their cocks as she rotated between all four, desperate to please them.

“Look at your hotwife,” Thomas taunted Danny. “On her knees like a good little slut for us.”

Veronica pulled off a cock with a wet pop and smiled toward her husband. “I love it, baby. I love being their whore while you watch.” She immediately dove back in, trying to take two cocks into her mouth at once, stretching her lips obscenely.

The men grew bolder. Chris grabbed her hair and started fucking her face more aggressively. Veronica’s eyes watered but she took it, moaning around his thick shaft. Hands continued to grope her tits, slap her ass, and finger her dripping cunt and tight asshole.

After ten minutes of intense oral worship, Veronica was a mess — lipstick smeared, chin and tits covered in spit, eyes glassy with lust.

Thomas pulled her up and kissed her roughly. “Bedroom. Now. We’re just getting started with you.”

Veronica took his hand and let herself be led, hips swaying, cum-hungry smile on her face. She glanced back at Danny one last time and mouthed, I’m going to get destroyed tonight.

The four men followed her like predators. The night was no longer about teasing.

It was about total surrender.

Veronica climbed onto the massive bed on all fours, arching her back and presenting her ass like an offering. She looked over her shoulder, eyes dark with need.

“Who wants to fuck their reunion slut first?”

The men descended on her.

Thomas didn’t waste a second. He grabbed Veronica by the hips and flipped her onto her back in the center of the massive king bed. The sheer black lingerie was already torn and hanging off one shoulder. He yanked the soaked thong down her thick caramel thighs and tossed it aside, leaving her completely exposed.

“Fifteen years I’ve been dreaming about this pussy again,” Thomas growled. He spread her legs wide, knees pushed back toward her shoulders, and rubbed the fat head of his thick black cock up and down her dripping slit. Veronica whimpered, hips twitching desperately.

“Please, Thomas,” she begged, voice husky. “Don’t tease me. I need you inside me.”

With one powerful thrust, Thomas buried himself balls-deep in her married cunt.

Veronica’s head snapped back and she let out a loud, throaty cry of pleasure. “Oh my fucking God! So thick… you’re stretching me so good!”

Thomas didn’t hold back. He started pounding her with deep, brutal strokes, his heavy balls slapping against her ass. The wet, obscene sounds of her soaked pussy filled the entire suite. Veronica’s massive DD tits bounced wildly with every thrust, dark nipples rock hard.

Dexter climbed onto the bed beside her head and fed his long cock into her mouth. Veronica sucked him eagerly, moaning around his shaft while Thomas destroyed her pussy. James and Chris stood on either side, stroking their cocks and groping her bouncing tits, pinching and slapping them lightly.

“Fuck, she’s even tighter than I remembered,” Thomas groaned, slamming into her harder. “Your husband’s never stretched you like this, has he?”

Veronica pulled off Dexter’s cock just long enough to gasp, “No! Never! Only you guys ruin me like this!” Then she dove back down, taking Dexter to the back of her throat.

Danny sat frozen in his armchair, cock throbbing painfully in his pants as he watched his beautiful wife get fucked senseless. Her eyes occasionally flicked toward him, full of lust and love, making sure he was enjoying the show.

After several minutes of merciless pounding, Thomas pulled out and flipped Veronica onto all fours. Dexter immediately took his place, sliding into her creamy pussy from behind. James moved in front and pushed his long, curved cock into her mouth. The two men found a brutal rhythm, spit-roasting her perfectly.

Veronica was in ecstasy. Her thick ass rippled every time Dexter slammed into her. Drool ran down her chin as James fucked her face. Chris reached under her and rubbed her swollen clit in fast circles.

“You’re such a perfect hotwife,” Chris praised her. “Taking cock like you were born for it.”

Veronica moaned loudly around James’s dick in agreement.

They rotated again. James took her pussy next, his longer cock hitting brand new angles that made Veronica’s eyes roll back. Thomas fed her his cock, still slick with her juices. Dexter and Chris played with her heavy swinging tits, sucking hard on her nipples and slapping her ass until it glowed red.

“Harder!” Veronica begged when her mouth was free. “Use me like a fucking slut! I want all of you!”

James gripped her hips and started pounding her with long, powerful strokes, his balls slapping her clit. The force of it pushed her forward onto Thomas’s cock, making her gag beautifully. Her caramel skin was starting to glisten with sweat. Her long black hair was a wild mess.

Danny couldn’t stay seated anymore. He stood up and moved closer to the edge of the bed, stroking himself slowly as he watched his wife get railed. Veronica reached out with one hand, grabbed his free hand, and squeezed it tightly while two other men fucked her at both ends.

“I love you,” she gasped during a brief moment when her mouth was empty. “I love you watching me like this.”

The intensity kept rising. Dexter slid beneath her in a 69 position and started licking her clit while James continued fucking her pussy. The added stimulation made Veronica scream. She came hard for the first time that night — her whole body shaking, pussy gushing around James’s cock as she squirted onto Dexter’s face.

“Fuck yes! She’s a squirter!” Dexter laughed, licking up every drop.

They didn’t let her recover. As soon as her orgasm faded, Chris took James’s place and started fucking her soaked, spasming cunt. Thomas moved behind her and pressed his thick cock against her tight asshole.

Veronica’s eyes widened with lust. “Yes… put it in my ass. I want both holes at the same time.”

Thomas worked his cock into her ass slowly but steadily. Veronica moaned like a whore as she was double-penetrated for the first time that night — Chris stretching her pussy, Thomas claiming her tight ass.

“Oh my God… I’m so full!” she cried out, voice breaking. “Fuck me! Use both my holes!”

The two men started thrusting in rhythm. Veronica was lost in pleasure, shaking and babbling filthy nonsense between moans. Dexter and James took turns feeding her their cocks, keeping her mouth constantly occupied.

Danny stood right beside the bed now, stroking faster, completely mesmerized by the sight of his gorgeous wife being double-stuffed and used by four hung bulls.

Veronica came again — harder this time — her body convulsing between the two cocks buried deep inside her. Her screams were muffled by James’s dick down her throat.

The men laughed darkly, clearly loving how completely broken she was for them already.

Thomas leaned down and growled in her ear, loud enough for Danny to hear:

“We’re nowhere near done with you tonight, Vee. By the time we’re finished, you’re going to be leaking cum from every hole.”

Veronica shuddered with another wave of pleasure at his words.

She was in heaven.

Veronica’s body trembled violently between the two massive cocks stretching her. Chris pounded her soaked pussy with long, powerful strokes while Thomas claimed her tight ass from behind. The double penetration was overwhelming. Every thrust sent shockwaves through her curvy frame, making her heavy DD tits swing like pendulums.

“Fuuuuck… I’m so full!” Veronica wailed, her voice hoarse and broken with pleasure. “You’re ruining me! Both holes at the same time!”

James grabbed her by the hair and shoved his long cock back into her mouth, silencing her screams into wet, gagging moans. Dexter stood beside them, stroking his dick and occasionally slapping her bouncing tits, leaving red handprints on her caramel skin.

Danny was now standing less than three feet from the bed, cock out and rock-hard, slowly stroking as he watched his wife get destroyed. The wet, filthy sounds — skin slapping skin, her sloppy pussy and ass taking cock, the constant gagging — filled the luxurious suite.

Thomas and Chris picked up speed, perfectly synchronized. Veronica’s eyes rolled back as another orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clenched hard around Chris’s cock, squirting again and soaking his balls and the sheets beneath them.

“Holy shit, she’s cumming so hard,” Chris groaned, not slowing down for a second.

They finally pulled out, leaving Veronica gasping and momentarily empty. But the reprieve didn’t last long.

Dexter took Thomas’s place and slid into her freshly-fucked ass in one smooth motion. James moved under her, pulling her down onto his long cock so she was riding him reverse cowgirl. Now she had James in her pussy and Dexter buried in her ass — another brutal double penetration.

“Oh my God… yes… stretch your hotwife!” Veronica cried out, bracing her hands on James’s chest as she started bouncing between them.

Her thick ass rippled beautifully every time she slammed down. Chris and Thomas stood on either side of her face, feeding her their cocks. Veronica sucked them greedily, alternating between the two, drooling uncontrollably down her chin and onto her heaving tits.

Danny moved even closer. He could see everything in perfect detail — the way her pussy and ass stretched obscenely around the two thick cocks, the creamy juices coating them, the way her clit throbbed visibly every time she came down hard.

Veronica reached out with one hand and grabbed Danny’s cock, stroking him in time with her own bouncing. “You like this, baby?” she panted between sucking the other two. “You like watching your wife get double-fucked like a cheap whore?”

“Yes,” Danny groaned, voice thick with lust. “You look so fucking good like this.”

The men laughed and started talking dirty to her, feeding her ego and degradation in equal measure.

“You were always the biggest slut in college,” Thomas said, slapping her face lightly with his cock. “Now you’re even worse. Married and still begging for strange dick.”

“I love it,” Veronica moaned. “I love being a slut for you. Use every fucking hole. I want all your cum tonight.”

They flipped her again. This time they put her on her back with her head hanging off the edge of the bed. James climbed between her spread legs and drove back into her pussy. Dexter pushed into her mouth from above, fucking her throat deeply. Thomas and Chris took turns playing with her tits and rubbing her clit.

The new position let Danny stand right beside her head, watching his wife’s throat bulge every time Dexter thrust deep. Veronica reached up blindly and stroked Danny’s cock again while getting railed.

After several more minutes of intense fucking, James groaned and buried himself to the hilt. “I’m gonna cum!”

Veronica moaned encouragement around Dexter’s cock. James erupted deep inside her pussy, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum into her womb. When he finally pulled out, a flood of white cum leaked from her swollen pussy.

Dexter pulled out of her mouth and took James’s place, slamming into her creamy, cum-filled cunt. He fucked her hard and fast, using James’s load as extra lube. Within minutes he too groaned and added his own massive load, pushing it even deeper.

Veronica was shaking, covered in sweat, her makeup completely ruined. Cum was already leaking out of her used pussy onto the sheets.

But they weren’t done.

Thomas flipped her onto all fours again and pushed back into her ass. Chris slid underneath her and entered her cum-filled pussy. Once again she was double-penetrated, this time with two loads already inside her.

“Fuck… I can feel you both pushing their cum deeper,” Veronica whimpered, voice breaking. “I’m such a dirty cumdump for you.”

Danny couldn’t resist anymore. He knelt beside the bed and started sucking on one of her swinging tits while the two men railed her. Veronica cried out in pleasure at the added sensation, her hand reaching down to stroke his hair lovingly even as she got fucked senseless.

The double penetration grew more savage. Thomas and Chris were slamming into her so hard the entire bed shook. Veronica came again — a screaming, squirting orgasm that made her collapse forward onto Chris’s chest.

When they finally pulled out, her pussy and ass were gaping slightly, thick white cum pouring out of both holes and running down her thighs in messy rivers.

Veronica looked up at all five men (including her husband) with glassy, lust-drunk eyes and a wicked, satisfied smile.

“I want more,” she breathed. “I want every drop you have. Don’t hold back.”

She crawled toward the center of the bed on shaky arms, turned around, and presented her leaking, ruined holes to the room.

“Who’s next?”

Veronica remained on all fours in the center of the massive bed, her thick caramel ass raised high, pussy and asshole visibly gaping and leaking thick rivers of cum from James and Dexter. Her long black hair was a tangled mess, mascara running down her cheeks, lips swollen from throat-fucking. Yet her eyes still burned with pure, insatiable hunger.

Thomas smirked and slapped her cum-smeared ass hard, making the flesh jiggle. “Look at this used-up hotwife. Still begging for more like she hasn’t had four loads already.”

“I need it,” Veronica moaned, pushing her ass back toward them. “I want every hole filled again. Don’t be gentle.”

Chris lay down on his back and pulled Veronica on top of him. She straddled his waist and sank down onto his thick cock, moaning loudly as he stretched her cum-filled pussy. The extra slickness made wet, squelching sounds as she started riding him.

James moved in behind her. He pressed the head of his long cock against her already-used asshole and pushed in slowly. Veronica’s mouth fell open in a silent scream as she took both cocks again — this time in a deep, grinding double penetration.

“Fuuuuck… I can feel both of you rubbing together inside me,” she gasped.

The two men started thrusting. Veronica’s heavy tits bounced wildly as she was sandwiched between them. Dexter and Thomas stood on either side of her face, feeding her their cocks in turns. She sucked them sloppily, drooling everywhere, completely lost in sensation.

Danny knelt on the edge of the bed now, just inches away. He reached out and cupped one of Veronica’s swinging breasts, pinching her nipple hard the way she loved. She looked at him with glazed, loving eyes and moaned around Thomas’s cock.

“I love you seeing me like this,” she managed to gasp when her mouth was briefly free. “Your wife… turned into a complete gangbang slut.”

The men picked up intensity. Chris thrust up hard into her pussy while James pounded her ass from behind. The double stuffing made Veronica’s belly bulge slightly with every thrust. She came again — violently — her whole body convulsing as she squirted around Chris’s cock, soaking his stomach and the sheets.

They didn’t stop.

Dexter took James’s place in her ass while James moved to her mouth. Then Thomas wanted a turn in her pussy. They kept rotating, never leaving any of her holes empty for long.

At one point they tried something filthier.

Chris and Thomas both wanted her pussy at the same time. They laid Veronica on her back, legs pushed wide and back toward her head in a mating press position. Chris slid into her first. Then Thomas worked his thick cock in alongside him.

“Double vaginal!” Veronica screamed in delirious pleasure-pain. “Oh my God, you’re stretching me so wide!”

The two thick cocks stretched her married pussy to its limit. Veronica’s eyes rolled back as they started thrusting together. The obscene squelching sound was louder than ever. Cum from previous loads was forced out around their shafts with every stroke, running down her ass crack.

Dexter and James took turns fucking her mouth and slapping her clit. Veronica was shaking nonstop, orgasms blending into one long, continuous wave of pleasure.

“Take it, you filthy hotwife,” Thomas growled. “This is what you wanted — your college bulls wrecking your pussy together.”

“Yes! Wreck me!” she cried. “I’m your reunion cumdump! Use me however you want!”

Danny was stroking himself furiously now, completely mesmerized. Veronica reached out, grabbed his hand, and pulled him closer so he could see every detail of her pussy being double-stuffed.

After several minutes of intense double vaginal, Chris and Thomas both groaned and came almost simultaneously. They pumped load after load deep inside her already overflowing cunt, adding even more cum to the creamy mess.

When they finally pulled out, Veronica’s pussy gaped obscenely wide — a wrecked, cum-drooling hole that twitched and leaked a thick waterfall of mixed seed onto the bed.

But the men were still hard.

They flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her ass up. James slid back into her destroyed pussy while Dexter pushed into her ass again. Thomas and Chris forced their cum-covered cocks into her mouth at the same time, making her take both heads between her stretched lips.

Veronica was airtight — every single hole filled with cock.

She came so hard she nearly passed out, her body jerking wildly between the four men. Tears of overwhelming pleasure ran down her face.

Danny leaned down and kissed her forehead tenderly while she was still being triple-penetrated. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” he whispered.

The men finally started chasing their own orgasms.

James came deep in her pussy again. Dexter pulled out of her ass and painted her lower back and ass cheeks with thick ropes. Thomas and Chris erupted across her face and tits, covering her in even more cum.

Veronica collapsed onto the bed, a complete wreck — covered head to toe in sweat, spit, and cum. Her pussy and ass leaked constantly. Her face, hair, and breasts were glazed.

She looked up at the four men and her husband with a exhausted but radiant smile.

“I still… want more,” she whispered hoarsely. “One final round… then I want my husband to reclaim me in all this mess.”

The men laughed darkly, already stroking themselves back to full hardness.

Thomas grabbed her ankle and pulled her toward the edge of the bed.

“Round four it is, slut.”

Veronica lay sprawled on the cum-soaked sheets like a ruined goddess — caramel skin glistening with sweat, thick ropes of semen already drying on her heavy DD tits, face, and hair. Her pussy and asshole gaped openly, constantly leaking a thick, creamy mixture of four different men’s loads. Yet she still had that wicked, hungry smile.

“One more round,” she rasped, voice hoarse from screaming and sucking cock. “I want all of you to empty whatever you have left inside me. Use me until I can’t walk.”

The four bulls didn’t need to be told twice.

They lifted her exhausted body and repositioned her in the center of the bed. Thomas lay down and pulled Veronica on top of him, sliding his thick black cock back into her destroyed, cum-filled pussy with a wet squelch. She moaned loudly as he stretched her again.

James moved behind her and pushed back into her ass, making her cry out at the overwhelming fullness. Dexter and Chris stood on either side of her head, feeding their cocks into her mouth. Once again, Veronica was completely airtight — every hole stuffed and used at the same time.

The final round was savage.

Thomas and James fucked her in perfect rhythm, pounding her pussy and ass mercilessly. Her thick body shook and jiggled with every brutal thrust. Dexter and Chris took turns fucking her throat, sometimes trying to push both cocks between her stretched lips at once. Veronica gagged and drooled uncontrollably, tears of overwhelming pleasure streaming down her face.

“Take it, you filthy hotwife!” Thomas growled beneath her. “This is what you were made for — four cocks destroying every hole while your husband watches.”

Veronica could only moan in broken agreement around the cocks in her mouth.

Danny stood right beside the bed, stroking himself slowly, eyes glued to the obscene sight. Veronica reached out weakly with one hand and grabbed his wrist, squeezing hard as another orgasm tore through her. Her pussy and ass clenched violently around the two cocks inside her, forcing even more cum to squirt out around them.

She came again and again — shaking, squirting, screaming — until her voice gave out and all she could do was whimper.

The men started unloading one by one.

James came first, roaring as he pumped another thick load deep into her ass. Thomas followed seconds later, flooding her pussy with his third load of the night. The combined creampies were so massive that cum gushed out of her holes in heavy streams every time the cocks moved.

Dexter pulled out of her mouth and erupted across her face, painting her lips, cheeks, and eyelashes. Chris followed right after, covering her tits and neck with the last of his cum.

Veronica collapsed forward onto Thomas’s chest, twitching and whimpering, completely overwhelmed. She was a total wreck — covered head to toe in sweat and semen, holes ruined and overflowing, makeup destroyed, body marked with handprints and hickeys.

The four men stepped back, breathing hard, admiring their handiwork.

Veronica looked up at Danny with glassy, loving eyes. “Baby… come here,” she whispered.

Danny climbed onto the bed immediately. The men moved aside respectfully as he pulled his cum-drenched wife into his arms. Veronica straddled him weakly, her leaking pussy hovering over his throbbing cock.

“I’m so fucking full,” she breathed against his lips. “They destroyed your hotwife… but I still need you. Reclaim me.”

She sank down onto Danny’s cock with a long, satisfied moan. The feeling of her sloppy, cum-filled pussy was indescribable — hot, loose, and overflowing. Danny groaned deeply as he slid into the warm, creamy mess left by the other men.

Veronica started riding him slowly, sensually, her heavy tits pressed against his chest. Cum leaked out around his cock with every roll of her hips.

“I love you,” she whispered, kissing him deeply, letting him taste the other men on her tongue. “I love being your filthy slut. I love how hard you get when I’m like this.”

Danny gripped her thick ass and thrust up into her, fucking her with possessive, loving strokes. “You’re mine,” he growled against her mouth. “No matter how many cocks you take, no matter how full they leave you… you’re always mine.”

“Yes, baby,” Veronica moaned, riding him harder. “I’m yours. Your perfect hotwife. I’ll always come back to you dripping like this.”

Their pace grew more urgent. Danny flipped her onto her back and fucked her harder, pounding into her cum-filled pussy while looking straight into her eyes. Veronica wrapped her legs around him, nails digging into his back.

The other four men watched silently, stroking themselves softly as husband and wife made love in the middle of the destruction.

Veronica came one final time — a deep, emotional orgasm that made her whole body shake. She cried out Danny’s name as her pussy pulsed around him. Danny followed right after, roaring as he added his own massive load deep inside her, mixing with all the others.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, kissing tenderly, whispering “I love you” over and over.

Finally, Veronica looked up at the four men with a tired but radiant smile.

“Thank you, boys. Best reunion ever.”

The men chuckled, gave their final compliments, and slowly started getting dressed. One by one they left the presidential suite, leaving Danny and Veronica alone in the messy aftermath.

Veronica curled into her husband’s arms, covered in cum, exhausted, and blissfully happy.

“I’m completely ruined,” she whispered with a soft laugh. “But I’ve never felt more loved.”

Danny kissed her forehead and held her tight. “You were incredible tonight. My perfect hotwife.”

Veronica smiled sleepily against his chest.

“Tomorrow we go home… but I already can’t wait for the next time you let me be this dirty again.”


Chapter 8

Sunlight poured into the presidential suite, illuminating the wreckage of the night before. Veronica lay tangled in the sheets, her caramel skin covered in dried cum, hickeys, and faint red handprints. Her pussy and ass were still puffy and leaking. She looked thoroughly used… and breathtakingly beautiful.

Danny woke up with her head on his chest. He stroked her messy black hair gently as she stirred.

“Morning, my perfect hotwife,” he whispered.

Veronica smiled sleepily and stretched, wincing slightly. “God… I can still feel them inside me. I think I got fucked senseless last night.”

They lay together for a long time, talking softly. Veronica admitted how freeing and intoxicating it felt to let go completely. Danny confessed the jealousy still hit him hard in moments, but watching her embrace her slutty side so fearlessly made him love her even more.

“I don’t regret any of it,” she said, tracing a finger down his chest. “But I’m also ready to go home with my husband.”

Before checkout, Veronica wanted one final bold moment.

She slipped on a short sundress with nothing underneath and took Danny’s hand. They went down to the farewell brunch area. Thomas, Dexter, James, and Chris were all there.

Veronica pulled the four men into a quiet service hallway. Without saying a word, she dropped to her knees.

In under ten minutes she gave them all fast, hungry blowjobs — sucking, stroking, and begging for their final loads. Thomas came down her throat. Dexter painted her tits. James and Chris glazed her face and lips. Veronica swallowed what she could, wiped the rest with her fingers, and licked them clean while smiling up at them.

“Thank you for the best weekend of my life,” she said, voice husky. “I’ll never forget how you used me.”

She stood up, cum still glistening on her face and cleavage, and walked back into the brunch area holding Danny’s hand. Several people noticed. She didn’t care. She wore their cum proudly as a final badge of her hotwife weekend.

Back in their own room, Veronica locked the door and pushed Danny into a chair.

“One last show before we leave, baby. I want you to see everything.”

She stripped slowly out of the cum-stained sundress and stood naked in front of him. Cum still leaked down her thighs. She scooped some up with two fingers and licked it while maintaining eye contact.

Then she stepped into the shower, leaving the door wide open. Danny watched as she soaped her curvy body — massaging her heavy tits, fingering her used pussy and ass, cleaning herself while moaning softly. She brought herself to one slow, sensual orgasm under the hot water, moaning his name the entire time.

When she stepped out, she was dripping wet and glowing. She crawled to Danny on all fours, climbed into his lap, and gave him the most intimate lap dance of the weekend. Grinding her still-creamy pussy on his thigh, she whispered every filthy highlight:

How it felt when they double-penetrated her. How she loved being their reunion cumdump. How she came hardest when she looked over and saw him watching.

Danny was painfully hard by the end.

Veronica kissed him deeply. “I’m still full of them… but I’m ready for you to take me back completely.”

Veronica straddled Danny on the bed and slowly sank down onto his cock. Even after everything, she still gasped at the feeling of her husband inside her.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “Feel how sloppy and used your hotwife is?”

Danny groaned and gripped her thick hips, thrusting up into the warm, creamy mess. Veronica rode him with deep, sensual rolls of her hips, her heavy tits pressed against his chest.

“I love you,” she said softly between kisses. “I love being filthy for you. I love coming back to you like this — marked, stretched, and full of other men’s cum. But I will always be yours.”

Danny flipped her onto her back, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and fucked her with long, possessive strokes. Their eyes stayed locked the entire time.

“Mine,” he growled. “No matter how many cocks you take. No matter how much of a slut you become at these reunions… this body, this heart, this woman — they belong to me.”

“Yes, baby,” Veronica moaned, nails digging into his back. “I’m yours. Your dirty hotwife. Your good girl. Your everything.”

Their lovemaking grew more intense and passionate. The room filled with the wet sounds of Danny reclaiming her cum-filled pussy. Veronica came first — a deep, emotional orgasm that made her shake and cry out his name. Danny followed right after, pumping his load deep inside her, mixing with all the others.

They stayed connected for a long time afterward, kissing tenderly and whispering loving words.

Later, as they packed their bags and got ready to drive home, Veronica wore one of Danny’s button-up shirts and nothing else. She leaned against him at the door and smiled.

“So… next reunion in five years?” she asked playfully.

Danny laughed and pulled her close. “Or we find another excuse much sooner.”

Veronica kissed him deeply, then whispered against his lips:

“Take your hotwife home, husband.”
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