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HOTWIFE AT THE REUNION


It's been years since I've seen my husband Owen's best friend, Toby. It's a shame; he's a delicious piece of eye candy, and while I'd never break my vows and be unfaithful to my husband, there's no harm in looking. Toby was the best man at Owen's and my wedding, and there was a moment after the ceremony where I thought my wedding night might turn into a group event. But nothing came of it, and while I've always wondered what might have been, I would never hurt Owen.

But when I find out that Toby's going to be in town for his and Owen's fifteen year college reunion, it seems obvious we should invite him to stay with us. The moment I see him, it's clear that the chemistry on my wedding night wasn't one-sided, and it's still very present. My husband has the best solution: he'll share me with Toby for the night. After all, what's hotter than watching your wife and your best friend give each other as much pleasure as possible? According to my husband, nothing at all.

Before the reunion event is over, Toby and I are going to finish what we almost started on my wedding night. And it's immediately clear that Owen is a lot more invested in this than he initially let on. He's not just enjoying watching Toby rail me while I scream his name—he's more than eager to have Toby's attention himself.

I think that group event is still on.

Hotwife at the Reunion is the scorching hot story of Sabrina, an eager vixen, her husband, who believes that best friends should always share their toys, and his best friend, who is eager for them both. Swords are going to cross tonight.
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“Well holy shit.”

I turned in my chair to look at my husband. Owen was sitting at his desk in our shared office, looking at his computer screen. “What’s up?”

He gestured at the screen; I could see his email program open. “Our college’s fifteen-year reunion is going to be held in a few weeks. Doesn’t feel like it’s been that long.”

It really didn’t. Owen and I had met just after he graduated from his undergraduate program, and we’d married two years later. It was surreal to think we’d been together for so many years. Time flies when you’re having fun, or something like that. “Are you going to go?” Owen and I had moved a few times over the years, but we’d ended up just an hour away from the school. It wouldn’t be much of a trip, and he’d probably have a good time.

“I think we should,” he said. “It could be a fun chance to catch up with some of my old friends.”

I didn’t like that we. “I think you’d have a great time.” I tried not to emphasize that pronoun too much. I didn’t want to be mean about it, but Owen and I had run in very different circles when we were in school. I would have called his friends a bunch of nerds. Nerds were my type, conveniently, but in college, I’d had a lot of types, and I’d had a lot of fun. That was underselling it, probably; I’d been a happy slut, and my adventures had been the stuff of legends. And then I’d met Owen. He was sweet, and kind, and shockingly good in bed, and the three together had made me willing to give up my wild sex life and agree to make him my one and only.

I’d never wavered from my vows, but there were times when it had been more work than I really wanted to admit to. Owen knew my body inside and out, and he had made me feel ways that no one else ever had. But he was also...just the one guy. He wasn’t into everything, he didn’t fantasize about everything. And that was okay. But sometimes...my mind wandered.

“Toby will probably be there.”

And sometimes, my husband was a mind-reader. Toby had been his best friend for twenty years. He’d been the best man at our wedding. There had been one moment just after the wedding ceremony where I’d thought that my wedding night might become a group event. I’d been too nervy to get too turned on by it at the time, but if I were telling the absolute truth, I’d thought about it plenty of times since, often with my vibrator buried deep in me. It led to some of the best orgasms I’d had on my own. Something about how Owen said it pinged my internal radar. “That’d be fun,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. “You two haven’t seen each other in a long time. You’ll have fun together.” I let the moment linger while I decided exactly what I wanted to say next. “After all, if I went along, I’d probably just be in the way.”

Owen finally looked at me, and his gaze was full of heat. “You, Sabrina,” he said, standing and pulling me to my feet. “Have not ever in your life been in the way.” I wrapped my arms around his neck, leaning in to kiss him, but he stepped forward, pushing us back until my back was up against the wall. He pressed his big, bulky weight against me, and I suddenly realized how incredibly hard he was. I whimpered and ground myself against him, enjoying the feel of him. He ran his hands down my body, tracing my hips and ass. My body rushed with need, and I wanted to be fucked more than anything.

I wasn’t the only one. Owen was suddenly moving fast, his hands yanking my pants down around my ankles and freeing his cock. I wrapped a leg around his hips and pulled him into me. His thick cock notched against me perfectly, and he slammed into me with one harsh thrust. I cried out, gripping him tightly as he started to move in me. He knew just how to move, just how to twist his hips and nip at my neck and dig his fingers into my thighs hard enough to leave bruises. Every thrust drove his cock against the most sensitive parts of my body, leaving me gasping and writhing as I tried to keep up with his brutal pace.

“Come for me,” he snarled in my ear, and my body clenched hard. “Come on my cock and tell me that you love me.”

“More,” I gasped. “I need more.”

He made a vicious sound, grabbing my other leg and hoisting it so that both were wrapped around his waist. He had all the leverage he needed now, and he drilled into me even more deeply. I cried out with every thrust, feeling my body spiraling into a pinprick of pleasure. “Sabrina, fuck, baby—” He came with a heavy grunt, and the hot sensation of his cum pouring deep into my cunt was the last thing I needed to tip over the edge. I arched on his cock, spasming and crying out his name as he fucked me through his orgasm and mine. And then we were gasping, he was lowering me gently back onto my feet, and I was testing out how steady I was as his cum leaked down my thighs. He kissed me viciously, his mouth clashing on mine, and I groaned with delight.

“What’s gotten into you?” I softened the question with a laugh.

Owen arched an eyebrow at me. “Are you complaining?”

“Absolutely not.” I ran my finger down his chest, his belly, and his cock, which quickly hardened again at my touch. He thrust gently into my fist, his bulk pressing me against the wall again. “I just like to know if I’m doing something special. So I can do it again.”

“Come to bed,” he said. Which wasn’t really an answer, but with the look in his eyes, I wasn’t going to argue. I was going to get fucked until I was screaming tonight, and all I had to do was enjoy it. That was fine with me.
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Later, sticky and spent, Owen and I cuddled in bed. I was drifting in happy exhaustion, my body sore in all the right ways, when Owen’s voice brought me back into focus.

“You and Toby,” he said. His voice was careful. “You two had a lot of chemistry, back in the day.”

I went completely still. I didn’t know what was going to happen next, but my belly was suddenly doing flips. “Did we?” It was the most neutral thing I could think of with my brain still a little fuck drunk.

He chuckled and pulled me closer. “Sabrina, I think you were about five seconds away from dropping to your knees to blow my best friend in your wedding dress.”

My body flared with heat, and only half of it was embarrassment. Toby had looked so fucking hot in a tux, and there’d always been a bit of chemistry between us. When he pulled me in for a hug, the mild flicker had suddenly been a lightning bolt straight to my clit. I’d gasped a little, and even through the layers of my dress, I felt his response in how his hands tightened at the small of my back. I’d leaned back from him, trying to see his face—and seen Owen. I’d jumped back, sure that my brand new husband was going to be furious that his slutty wife was already looking for a way to get something other than him. It was only after I was a solid three feet away from Toby did I realize that Owen’s expression hadn’t been fear or upset.

It had been hunger. And Toby’s expression was just as nakedly needy. “What do you say, Owen?” Toby had said, his eyes fixed on me. I was suddenly aware of just how much the dress showed off my breasts, made my hourglass figure look stunning, and how prettily my hair curled around my face. “Do best friends share everything?”

I don’t know what would have happened if I hadn’t burst into nervous giggles. The truth was that, despite my many adventures, I’d never been with two men at once. And the idea of having that, and with my husband, just moments after we’d agreed to love only each other for the rest of our lives, it just struck me as funny. And the moment broke. Toby’s heated gaze shifted into a friendly smile, and I saw disappointment flash across Owen’s face for just a moment before he wiped it away. I hadn’t known what to do to bring any of it back, so I’d just let it go.

Before my wedding, Toby had been almost as much of a constant in my life as Owen was. After, I saw him less. Oh, he and Owen got together all the time, but whenever I tried to get the three of us together, it just didn’t happen. Toby had a last-minute emergency, or had to get some work done, or was too tired to make it. After a while, I’d decided he must be uncomfortable around me and dropped it. Then he’d moved to another city for work, and even he and Owen didn’t see each other often. They kept in touch, but we definitely didn’t all get together.

I dragged my brain back to the present moment. “I’m not sure...” I didn’t want to lie. If I hadn’t been playing the part of a blushing bride, what would have happened? If Owen had kept looking at me like that, if I’d recognized the sheer hunger in his eyes...it would be a lie to say that I wouldn’t have at least seen what happened next.

Owen kissed the top of my head. “It’s okay,” he said. “I knew you two were hot for each other. I also knew that neither of you would ever do anything to hurt me. I never had to worry.”

“I’m glad you know that,” I said. My voice was still careful. I didn’t know what was happening, what might happen next.

“Would you have done it? If I’d given you permission?”

“Yes,” I said. It felt wrong to say, and my cheeks felt like they were on fire, but it was the truth.

Owen snuggled me closer, and I could feel his cock stirring against my thigh. He was getting hard, and fast. He draped my leg over his hip and dragged the head of his cock over my clit again. I moaned and shifted, trying to pull him into me, but he dodged me. “Say it,” he said. “You wanted to blow my best friend.”

“I did,” I gasped. He teased his cock at the opening of my cunt, and I moaned. “I wanted to blow him. I would have done it, right there in front of you, and in my wedding dress.”

He groaned, dragging his cock over me again. I whimpered as I arched my hips, desperate for him to fill me. He moved away again, then shifted, flipping me over onto my stomach. He dragged me up so that my ass was in the air, and he pierced my cunt with his cock as I screamed. “Say it again,” he said. His voice was tight, and barely under control. His thrusts into me were sharp and short, but at this angle, every movement drove him deep. I worked my hand under us and found my clit, circling it fast and hard.

“I would,” I said. “I would have fucked him in my wedding dress, if you let me. Right up against the wall in the reception hall. While you watched.” My pleasure was tightening my body, my cunt clenching around his cock. He moaned at my words, his body picking up speed. He balanced himself with one hand on my back, and I had to dig my hands into the mattress as he railed into me.

“Sabrina.” I could feel his thighs bunching as he slammed into me, his hand clenching on my back. “Sabrina.”

I moaned, past words. I could imagine it, imagine the white dress puffing up around me as I dragged Toby’s cock into my mouth. I could imagine the sounds Owen would make, how much he would have loved seeing it. Maybe I could have had them both, bobbing from cock to cock like a slut in a porn film⁠—

The orgasm hit me like a freight train, making me scream as my body clenched hard and fast. Owen followed me over the edge immediately, slamming into my body in heavy, harsh strokes. I could feel his hot cum releasing in thick ropes deep in me, splashing over me, covering me. Painting me bright white. 

He rocked into my body slowly, taking every small movement as my cunt milked him for every drop of his cum. And then we sagged together again. He kissed my hair and stroked it back from my forehead.

“It’s only a fantasy,” I managed to say. Fear was curling up in my belly. It was obvious that Owen didn’t mind me saying it, but I desperately needed him to know I would never dream of cheating on him.

“It’s fine, Sabrina,” he said. “But I’m going to tell you something now, and I really want you to believe me.”

That fear tightened up again.

“If you get the chance again, and you want to say yes to him?” Another light kiss pressed against my hair. “If you want to. Do it. Just tell me about it after. All the filthy details.”

I went completely still for a moment, then rolled over so that I was facing my husband. “Wait, are you serious?”

His face made it clear that that was a silly question. “Obviously. That would be a dumb thing to lie about.”

“I wouldn’t ever cheat on you.” I needed him to hear the words.

He rolled his eyes, kissing me on the forehead. “Of course you wouldn’t, baby. I know that. And this wouldn’t be that.” He nuzzled into me, and I could feel his cock twitch against my thigh again. My body flared with heat in another wave. At this point, I wasn’t going to get any sleep, and I didn’t care at all. “This would be sharing. After all, he was right.” Owen leaned down and pulled my heavy breast into his mouth, dragging his teeth over the nipple in a way that made me shriek with delighted pain. “Best friends always share.”

We fucked until we were completely exhausted and tumbled into sleep.
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In the morning, though, I didn’t entirely know what to do with myself. It was all well and good to say that I had permission to sleep with Toby if I wanted to...but what did that really mean? And how could I possibly ask?

Owen decided to make that part easy. He came downstairs while I was making coffee and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me tight against him. “I texted Toby this morning. He was planning on coming into town for the reunion. He was going to stay at a hotel, but I convinced him that he could crash in our guest room.”

A wave of need ran through me, and I tamped it down. “Oh? And did you tell him about our conversation last night?”

Owen’s voice was carefully neutral. “I did.”

My cunt gushed with need, and I felt wetness spreading between my thighs. I was going to need to change my panties if I didn’t get my mind under control. “And what did he have to say about it?”

Owen dragged his teeth over the skin just below my ear and I groaned, reaching back to wrap my arm around his neck and arch against him. “That he said it sounded like a very intriguing idea, and he would think it over.”

The words were like a lightning bolt directly to my clit. “Any thoughts on what he’s thinking about?”

“None,” Owen said. His hands ran down my body and gripped my breasts, rolling my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. “I’m sure he’ll want to see both of us first. Make sure that we...know what we’re inviting him to.”

I groaned, arching into his hands, desperate and eager. “And do we?”

Owen laughed, one hand dragging down my front to dip into my panties. “I guess we’ll find out.”
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The time between then and the reunion seemed to both crawl and fly by. Every time the topic of Toby, the reunion, or anything even remotely connected came up, Owen and I ended up fucking like bunnies. Whenever I was alone, I found myself imagining that moment again, my pretty white wedding dress, and Toby in his tux.

I thought about reaching out to Toby, maybe letting him know that I was absolutely into this idea, and in fact very much wanted it to happen. But I couldn’t quite bring myself to do it. I wasn’t nervous about it, exactly, but I also wanted Owen to be the go-between on this. I couldn’t shake the worry that we’d let some kind of genie out of a bottle, and that putting it back would be difficult—if not impossible. I’d admitted that the idea of fucking Toby sounded incredibly hot. Owen certainly hadn’t seemed threatened, but at the same time...what if he changed his mind? Or what if he didn’t, but was afraid to tell me? What if everything worked out and Toby and I did sleep together—and it drove a wedge between Owen and me? Hell, what if, after all of this, Toby wanted nothing to do with this, and his friendship with Owen was ruined over it.

There were just too many possibilities, and the more I thought about them, the more anxious I got. So, ultimately, I left it up to Owen. I promised myself that I would be okay with whatever happened. After all, no matter what went down, my marriage was the most important thing. I would make sure to keep that safe.

Two days before the reunion, Owen let me know that he’d been in touch with Toby. “I invited him to stay with us,” he said. “Seems ridiculous for him to shell out for a hotel when we have a perfectly good spare room right here.”

My belly did a little somersault. “Did he mention anything else about...the other thing?”

He grinned. “No. I haven’t pressed him on it, and he hasn’t volunteered anything.” 

I bounced a little, trying to keep my anxiety contained. “Is he going to stay here at least?”

Owen nodded. “But he’s not coming over before the reunion. He’s only flying in that afternoon, so he’s renting a car and will meet us at the event.”

I gave Owen a long look. “If I die from horny anticipation and nerves, the two of you will be to blame.”

He laughed and pulled me into his lap, his hands reaching into my panties as I threw my head back, already soaked and eager for him. “The horny part I can help with at least,” he murmured into my neck.

He didn’t stop until I was screaming his name.
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Istopped asking about Toby after that. I couldn’t stand not knowing, and if he hadn’t told Owen anything by that point, I doubted that he would. The thing that kept me going was that I remembered him as a pretty direct guy. If he intended to turn us down or felt like this was absolutely something he didn’t want, he would have said that, not dodged around it.

The reunion was on a Saturday. There were a few networking events that Owen was going to attend on his own in the afternoon to catch up with people, then pick me up at home so we could go to the big formal event in the evening. Owen got his suit cleaned—I spent plenty of time admiring him in it, and assuring him that it fit just fine, and showing him just how much I appreciated how good he looked in it—and I spent time shopping for just the right dress. I definitely had things I could have worn, but this had the potential to be a big night. I wanted to look like a bombshell.

It took a few shopping trips, but I found just the right dress. Bright red, sparkly, cut low in back, and slit all the way up my thigh. It made my ass look incredible and, with a very intense undergarment situation, made my breasts look incredible. My red heels were sky high. I let my hair and makeup be a little more natural, with my red curls spilling down my back and just enough makeup to highlight my eyes. And mouth.

I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about what Toby had looked like in that tux. I obviously wasn’t going to wear another wedding dress, but I could absolutely look like the most delightful piece of walking sex he’d seen. I wanted to be irresistible. Just in case.

When Owen walked in the door, his eyes went wide. “Holy shit, Sabrina. You look like sex on a stick.”

I would have given a little twirl, but the dress was just a little too narrow to spin like that. I struck a pose instead, letting my thigh peak out of that high slit. “Do you like it?”

“Yes,” he said. “And Toby will. And I think you know that.”

I blushed. “Do you think so?”

Owen wrapped his arms around me, his hands splayed over my bare lower back. “I think you remember that red is his favorite color.” He pulled me in close, and I could feel his erection, rock hard in his pants. I reached for him, but he dodged me. “You’re Toby’s tonight.”

I bit my lip. “Did you see him this afternoon?”

His fingers toyed at the fabric directly above my ass, teasing at the sensitive flesh. “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “All you need to do tonight is enjoy yourself.”

“But what if he⁠—”

Owen put his finger over my lips, and I went quiet. “This is up to you from here. Anything you want to do with him, you can. But you don’t have to do anything. It’s your choice.”

A surge of heat ran through my body, settling deep in my belly. “Are you saying...”

He grinned. “After these past few weeks? Don’t play coy, Sabrina.” He leaned close and nipped at my neck, making me whimper and reach for him again. “You know damn well that if you want to fuck him, all you have to do is tell me about it.”

I moaned at the words. There was no doubt or concern in his voice. He wanted this. He wanted me to have this. It made my cunt gush, and I was suddenly aware that this dress had allowed very little in the way of panties to avoid having a panty line visible, and my pussy was almost entirely bare. I was hyperaware of the slim ribbon of fabric that was theoretically covering me. And how little would need to be moved to fuck me in this dress.

A dark look passed through Owen’s eyes, and I knew he was thinking about it too. He dug his fingers into my hip hard, for just a moment, then pulled back. “Time to go,” he said.
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The formal event was being held in the ballroom at one of the fancier hotels in town. When we walked in, Owen was immediately inundated by people. He’d been a popular guy in college, and a lot of his friends had stayed in the area, but schedules had kept people from getting together. It sounded like they’d all had fun this afternoon, but now they were done pretending to be professional. I left him to it. I couldn’t focus on what anyone was saying; all I could do was try to be subtle as I scanned the crowd, looking for Toby. This many people had never attended my college reunions, and I would have been entertained about Owen’s friends’ school spirit if I wasn’t so frazzled. Owen had kept his hand on my thigh the entire drive to the hotel, and I’d been losing my mind at the contact.

Eventually, I excused myself from Owen and his friends and headed to the bar for a glass of wine. I needed something to take just the slightest edge off my nerves. I stepped up to the bar, but before I’d even managed to get the bartender’s attention, I heard a familiar voice in my ear. “Red is my favorite color.”

The sound electrified my body, and I had to take a deep breath before I turned to look at Toby. “So I hear. How’re you doing?” I took a long moment to take him in. Owen was built like a bear and always had been, but Toby had a swimmer’s body. He had broad shoulders and a narrow waist, and he looked like he’d kept himself in shape. And still had his suits well-tailored. He looked absolutely delectable.

He had clearly been taking me in as well, and the grin he wore made it perfectly clear that he liked what he was seeing. “Doing okay. It’s been a while since we got a chance to talk. Alone.”

“Not since my wedding, I think.” I let the words linger. His nostrils flared just a little in response. I couldn’t figure out how to say “do me, baby, do me” without actually screaming that. And while the thought of touching him had my nipples tightening under my sparkling red dress, I also was not up for going down on my knees to blow him with an audience of a few hundred people. 

He ran his hands through his hair, ruffling it in a way that I’d always found adorable before. Now, it sent a pulse of desire directly to my aching body. “That was on purpose, you know?”

I tilted my head slightly. “No, I didn’t.”

Toby raised his eyebrows. “Really? I thought it would have been clear that I was absolutely into you, and that I was worried that it would make Owen uncomfortable. I didn’t want him to worry.” He grinned. “Apparently, though, he had as many regrets about that day as I did.”

“What do you mean?” I was suddenly nervous again. Toby placed his hand on my forearm, though, and the tingling contact made my head go a little fuzzy.

“Nothing in particular,” he said. “You can ask him for more detail later. The important thing to know, I suppose, is that I’ve never stopped thinking about the way you looked in that wedding dress, and that I’ve always regretted letting Owen think it was a joke that I wanted to know if we could share you.”

My heart hammered in my chest. “Me too.” The music playing in the room was suddenly far too loud. I wasn’t sure if Toby would be able to hear me, but his lips quirked upward at the corners. He must have made me out well enough.

He reached out and traced his fingers down my bare arm. I shivered, leaning into the touch. My nipples were pebbled hard, the satin of my bra suddenly feeling rough against them. The bra necessary to hold this dress together was firm and stiff on the front, but the cups were barely scraps of cloth. I didn’t know how visible my nipples were, but something in that area was definitely catching Toby’s interest.

“Come with me,” he said. He hooked his hand around my elbow and tugged me very gently. I looked back into the crowd and saw Owen watching us. I couldn’t read his expression from this far away. I would just need to trust his words.

I followed Toby out of the ballroom. 
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We walked down a short hall. There was an open door; he guided me through it into a brightly lit room that had a few chairs, a sofa, and a table with a mirror. I recognized it after a moment. Owen and I had our wedding reception at a different hotel ballroom, but the idea of the room was the same. A place for a woman to spend a moment prepping herself before walking in to greet everyone.

It had been in a room just like this, right before Owen and I had walked into a room where all our friends greeted us as a married couple for the first time, that I’d realized just how much Toby turned me on.

I turned in a slow circle before looking at him. The heat in his gaze went straight to my core. “Did you want this all this time?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Since Owen met you. You were his, and I’d never do anything to hurt him, so I never said anything about it. But then you were glowing so brightly that day, and you looked at me, and I was so overwhelmed by how much I wanted you.” He paused for a moment, drawing a deep breath. “Do you know what you would have done? If the moment hadn’t shifted?”

I hadn’t been able to think of anything else for days. “Yes.”

The heat in his gaze intensified. My breath sped up; my cunt was gushing, and the heavy heat was increasing. “Do you want to do it now?”

I kept my gaze locked on his as I stepped close to him. I wrapped my arms around his neck. Even in my high heels, I had to go up on my tip toes to get close to him. I pulled his face down close to mine and paused with just a breath between our lips. “Yes,” I whispered.

He moved faster than I’d dreamed. One hand was digging into my waist, pulling me tight against him, while the other was buried in my hair. He crushed my mouth against his. I could feel his erection digging into my low belly, and I could tell that he was rock hard—and bigger than i might have guessed. I moaned, and when my mouth opened against his, his tongue swept into my mouth, plundering me. I could imagine his tongue in so many other places—wrapped around a nipple, plunging into my cunt—that it overwhelmed me. I let out a little cry, and it sent him wilder. His fingers ran down, splaying over my ass and lifting me so that I was even tighter against him.

He pulled back just enough to see my face. “Like what you feel?” He rocked his hips against me, driving his hard cock against me and making me whimper.

“Yes.”

“Is this what you would have done? Kiss me?”

I bit my lip and made myself tell the truth. “I would have done something different.”

His gaze flared. His voice was almost a snarl. “Show me.”

I stepped back from him just a little. I held his gaze as I caught the front of my dress in my hands, pulling it up enough that it didn’t get caught under me as I dropped to my knees. His eyes went wide, and he let out a low curse. “Fuck, Sabrina.” He stroked my hair, and I leaned into the caress like a kitten.

“This is what I wanted to do,” I said. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his hard cock through the fabric of his pants. He moaned a little, his hand tightening in my hair.

“Just that?”

I giggled a little. “Of course not.” I ran my mouth against him, letting him feel the heat of my breath as I worked his belt. He helped me unzip his fly, and then free his cock from his boxer briefs. Jesus, he was big. A pang of regret hit me. Could I have had this cock all those years ago? God. He was going to stretch me so well. Owen was big, but Toby made my mouth go dry with anticipation.

I forced myself to slow down, just a little. I didn’t want to assume what would be okay. What he would want. Maybe we would do this, and realize that it was a terrible idea, and we should never do anything like it again.

But Toby’s cock was rock hard, thick and veiny, and the tip was already shiny with his arousal. There was no question; he was absolutely enjoying himself. His hand was light, but it was still in my hair. I was very aware of how delicate he could be...or not be. Remembering that was another bolt of heat through me, this time centering directly on my clit. Owen was an amazing lover. Kind. Considerate. But sometimes...sometimes a girl wanted to be tossed around a little.

I knew, just from the pressure of Toby’s hand on my hair, that he would happily toss me around a little, if given the opportunity.

And then I pushed all the other thoughts out of my head so I could focus on what I was going to do next. The thing I’d been fantasizing about for weeks. Years.

I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the head of Toby’s cock.
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He felt incredible. He was heavy and thick, and he tasted like warm heat. I wrapped my tongue around him, licking up that salty bit of wetness, before pushing myself further down his shaft. He groaned and cursed. His hand was shaking just a little on the back of my head, and I could feel how tight his body was. He wanted so much more than I was giving him. So far.

“Fuck, Sabrina,” he murmured. The sound of my name in his mouth, the way he dragged out the vowels, tore a moan from me. His hand tightened on my hair, and I pushed myself down further. He was big, really big, and I had to open wide to take him, pushing past my gag reflex until he was touching the back of my throat. And I still wasn’t all the way down his shaft. I used my hand to make up the different, stroking him slowly as I worked him over nice and soft, glancing up at him. His eyes were closed, his entire body still and taut. I knew he was focused on just enjoying himself. Loving every movement. It drove me further, faster. Small sounds escaped him every time I bobbed on his cock, pulling him further into me.

“Look at me, Sabrina,” he said. His voice was strained. I looked up, and saw his phone pointed down at me. My eyes went wide. “I think we should show your husband what kind of slut he married. What do you think?”

Part of me was suddenly terrified. Had this whole thing been some weird, elaborate ploy to prove that I would cheat on Owen? Would he really have done that?

No. No, he absolutely wouldn’t. Which meant that Toby wasn’t going to do anything that I didn’t want him to do. And that he didn’t think Owen would want. I remembered how Owen had looked when he’d seen Toby and I after the wedding, poised on the edge of something. He hadn’t looked upset.

He’d looked hungry.

That fear turned into heat in my stomach. I pulled off Toby’s cock just enough to speak. “Do it.” And then I went to work again, keeping my eyes up so that Toby could catch a good picture of Owen’s slutty wife sucking off his best friend. I heard the phone make a shutter sound, and then watched Toby force himself to focus as he tapped a few options on the phone. I didn’t make it easy on him. I worked him as hard and fast as I knew how, sucking at the head of his cock and letting it out with a loud pop, stroking his shaft hard, and then burying my face on him again. He tossed his phone aside, and his hand wasn’t soft on my head anymore. His fingers tangled in my curls, pushing me down as he thrust into my mouth, forcing the rhythm he wanted. I balanced myself on his thighs and let him take my mouth.

The door opened. I didn’t stop. I knew it was Owen. I wanted him to see. See what a slut he’d married. How much I wanted his best friend.

“I just got a text,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “With a very pretty picture.”

“Does she look this good?” Toby’s voice was tight. He’d barely slowed his furious pace into my mouth. “When she’s got your cock in her throat?”

Owen chuckled. I heard the sound of a zipper, and my body went even hotter. “I don’t know,” Owen said. “I guess we should check.”
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Owen stood next to Toby, his cock out. He was painfully hard, the tip weeping precum. Toby let me up, and a string of saliva trailed from my lip to the head of his cock. Owen’s eyes went wide. I kept stroking Toby with one hand and wrapped the other around Owen’s. “Hello, husband.”

“Fuck, Sabrina,” he murmured, his eyes locked on me. From this angle, they could both see directly down my dress. I wondered what was visible from that angle. My cleavage? The dark circles around my nipples? My nipples, hard enough to cut glass?

“That’s what your friend keeps saying.” I let myself pout just a little, just for show. “But so far, all he wants to do is stick his cock down my throat.”

Owen’s eyes rolled back in his head for a moment.

“No more talking, slut,” Toby said. “Time to put that mouth of yours to work. I want to see what you look like sucking your husband’s cock.”

His grip on my hair tightened, and he pushed me toward Owen. All I could do was open my mouth and take him. Owen let out a low, strangled cry the moment my mouth closed over him. He didn’t pause, didn’t wait. He put his hand over Toby’s and started pumping into my mouth. I groaned at the sensation, at the glorious familiarity of my husband’s cock. I knew just how to move, just how to take him, just how to give him what he wanted. I let him have me.

“Oh, that is pretty,” Toby said. “I like that. But I think I like this better.” He pulled me off and led me back to his cock. Owen’s hand stayed where it was, and I was back to choking on Toby’s huge length. “I like her working hard.”

“She can’t take all of you,” Owen said. His voice was quiet, wondrous. I could hear how hot he was. “Let me help.”

And then Owen’s hand was there, his fingers wrapped around the base of Toby’s cock, stroking him up to meet my lips as I tried desperately to keep up with Toby’s urgent thrusts. I looked up at them. Both of them looked locked in sheer ecstasy, and it filled me with hot need. I wanted something between my legs, something to fill me. I wanted to come so badly. But Toby’s movements were so harsh, so fast and eager that I couldn’t have gotten my fingers between my folds and kept my balance.

Toby tore himself out of my mouth with a grunt. Drool trailed from his tip to my lips, and I followed him for a moment, eager for his salty heat. For a moment, Owen’s big fist wrapped around Toby’s cock, and Toby thrust into him eagerly, his eyes closing, before he pulled free. “You two are fucking torturing me,” he said, laughing just a little. “I want to come in your wife’s cunt. You okay with that?”

Owen’s eyes went wide, and I could see his cock twitch. “Lady’s choice,” he said.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I said. “I want both of you.”

There was a moment of electric chemistry between Owen and Toby, and my body flared in response. I didn’t know entirely what was happening now, if this was something new between them, or something old that was roaring back to life. Either way, they were both hungry for something, and I was here for it.

Toby put his hands on my shoulders and shoved me down so I was on my hands and knees. I tried to reach around to show him where the zipper was on the dress, but he didn’t bother. The thigh slit made the skirt loose enough that he could shove it up to my hips, and my panties were nothing but a scrap of fabric. He didn’t even bother taking them off, just shoved them to the side. He teased at my opening with the head of his cock, and I moaned with need. It was like I’d never been filled, never taken a cock, never had anything. I needed him. I needed Owen. I needed everything.

“Such a pretty little slut,” he murmured, stroking his hand down my spine. I shivered. His fingers dragged through my folds, swirling my wetness around. “You’ve been hungry and wet for this for hours, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I managed to say. “Fuck, yes.”

“Good,” he said. “That’ll make it easier for you to take this fat cock.”

I had a moment of delicious nervousness as he swirled the head of his cock through my arousal. He was huge, and I wasn’t entirely sure I’d ever had anyone bigger. I loved being stretched, love the feel of my cunt being forced to take something, and knowing what was coming made me desperate. I worked my hips backward, trying to take him into me, but he didn’t let me move enough for it.

“She wants you too, Owen,” Toby said. “Come down here.”

And then Owen was kneeling in front of me, his cock in my face. I moved forward eagerly, rolling my tongue around his tip and drawing him in. “Oh fuck, yes,” he murmured, his eyes closing just a little. He steadied himself on my shoulder and started to move, working me down on his shaft.

I was so focused on my husband’s cock in my mouth, on taking him as well as I could, that the feeling of Toby’s cock pressing into me caught me off guard. I cried out as his thick head spread me open. I tried to pull back, to breathe, but Owen’s fingers tightened in my hair, holding me down on his cock. Not enough to hurt, but enough to choke off any sounds I might make. “You wanted this,” he said. His voice was firm, but not cruel. “Unless you tap out, you’re taking what you’re given. You good?”

I managed to choke out a “yes”, even though it was garbled around his cock.

“Good,” he said. “Because we both know that you’re incapable of being quiet while you’re being fucked, and my friend is about to fuck you very, very well. I want you to feel it. And this way, you don’t need to worry about being loud.” His hand stroked my hair. “We’ve got you.”

Toby thrust into me, shoving me open, and I cried out. The push drove me farther down on Owen’s cock. He cursed and thrust into my mouth. It shoved me backward, forcing Toby deeper into my cunt. Toby drove forward again, working himself deeper into me, and Owen shoved back, moving until he was kissing the back of my throat with the tip of his cock. One more thick thrust from Toby, and I felt him buried all the way inside of me, his hips tight against my ass. I moaned. I was so completely full, so swollen with need and with men. I’d never had this. I’d always wanted this. I had it.

They started to move together, one of them fucking forward and driving me back on the other, over and over. My breasts tipped forward, almost out of my dress. Tears were streaming down my face at the sharp stretching sensation every time Toby thrust into me, and I didn’t care. It felt incredible. It felt amazing. Toby was driving directly into the sensitive spots deep in my cunt that tipped me over into a screaming orgasm, my cunt pulsing around Toby’s cock as Owen’s garbled the sound. Both of them let out low moans, eager and harsh at the same time. I knew they were both close, I knew they were both desperate for me. 

Then there was a sharp sound, a sudden change in angle. I managed to roll my eyes up and saw something that tipped me into another screaming orgasm. Owen had his hand tight on Toby’s neck, and they were kissing violently, mouths clashing and tongues tangling. They were both moaning, thrusting viciously into me as they plundered each other’s mouths. I came like a freight train, my body spasming with need over and over. I felt the sudden swelling of Owen’s cock and had a moment to breathe before he came harder than he ever had, spurting ropes of cum down my throat as he fucked my mouth and thrust his tongue into Toby’s. I could feel Toby’s thighs like iron as he pumped into me, keeping his balance on my hips as he kept up with Owen. I desperately swallowed at Owen’s cum, struggling to keep up with his pulsing body. Some ran down my chin, dripping onto the floor. I whimpered as he pulled free from me, his kisses slowing down with Toby. “Oh fuck.” My body was tensing, primed. I needed Toby to come, needed him to fill me. “Oh please. Please.”

I didn’t have to ask. Owen fell back a little, his cock softening. He reached forward and pulled my breasts all the way free from my dress. He found my nipples and rolled them between his thumbs and forefingers, dragging another sharp cry from me. “You’re going to need to be quiet now, Sabrina.” His voice was firm, and I wanted desperately to listen. “Toby?”

“Yeah.” Toby’s voice was tight, strained. Hungry. He was trembling behind me. His hand tangled in my hair, drawing my head back until my back was arched, my body balanced on my fingertips.

“Fuck my wife and make her cum.”

Toby didn’t answer with words. He snarled. I didn’t think he could have driven into my body harder, faster, but he found a way, slamming into my cunt with harsh, heavy strokes. My body was soaring, desperate, so needy, and the sensation of Owen’s fingers on my nipples drove me higher. I needed something more, some tiny thing. One last thing to make me let go.

Toby pulled my hair harder, dragging me up. Owen balanced my shoulders, and I let myself go completely. Toby found just the right angle and cursed. His thick cock drove against that sensitive spot deep in my cunt, and I felt my body tighten, my narrowing to a tiny pinprick of light. “Come for me, you silly slut,” he snarled.

It was what I needed. My body exploded, and Owen covered my mouth with his as I screamed, my body shattering on Toby’s cock. He came with a roar, shooting thick cum into my hungry cunt over and over. My body pulsed around him, milking his cock as he moved in me, fucking me through his orgasm and the aftershocks of mine. And then, slowly, we all collapsed together. Owen gathered me up to his chest while Toby stroked my hair. They very carefully made sure that my dress wasn’t going to get stained with cum as they petted me.

“That was maybe the best thing ever,” I said, entirely fuck-drunk. And then felt a rush of nerves. How was Owen going to feel about that?

“Same,” he said. He looked almost shy now, but he reached out and ran his thick thumb over Toby’s lower lip. Toby kissed it, sucking it gently into his mouth before releasing it with a pop. I didn’t know what had gone on between them before, but I absolutely wanted to find out.

But later. Right now, I wanted to float on the clouds of this moment, wrapped up by two men who were completely delighted with my body. And with theirs.

And then I remembered. I needed to make sure of something. “Toby’s staying at our house. Right?”

The world paused for a moment. “Absolutely,” Owen said. “Right?”

Toby laughed gently. “As if I’d give up the chance to do all of this again.” I whimpered as he pressed up against my back, wrapping his arms around both me and Owen. “I’m entirely yours.”

“And I’m yours,” I said. The words went towards both of them, but my gaze was on Owen. “My husband.”

“My wife,” he said. He pressed his lips to mine. “You’re wonderful.”

I snuggled into him, letting Toby wrap himself around us more tightly. “Thank you for giving me this,” I said.

He chuckled. “It was clearly my pleasure.” He stroked my hair, and I felt a tilt of his head. I was quite sure he’d pressed his lips against Toby’s just a little. “Let’s head home.”

They cleaned me up just enough to not ruin my dress. We slipped out of the party. Owen had done all the networking he’d planned on, and besides. We’d found what we’d come for. I put my hands in both of theirs as we walked out the door. Owen and I headed towards our car, and Toby got in his rental to follow us home.


AFTERWORD


Thank you so much for reading! I hope you like these stories as much as I enjoy writing them (which is a lot). If you want to say thank you, a great way to do that is to leave a rating or review. This helps other authors find stories they love (or lust), especially as Amazon seems dedicated to cracking down on stories about sex and desire.

Want to keep up with what I write and get notifications about new books? Follow me on Amazon.
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This particular story marks a little bit of a departure for me. I’ve written series that followed specific couples and the men they’ve shared before, but the specific fun that is tangled up in how three people work together…that’s a fun new playground.

This won’t be the end for Sabrina, Owen, and Toby. At this point, I have at least two more stories planned for them. After all, their night is far from over.

Want to hear when the next book comes out? Sign up for my newsletter and get five super sexy hotwife stories all for yourself https://books.gracebeaumont.com/5hotwivesRM. You’ll also hear about freebies, special sales, and books from author friends I think you’ll enjoy.
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader. I quite literally couldn’t do this without you, and I hope to see you again soon!

Keep reading to learn more about other books of mine that I think you might enjoy!


[image: A woman in a black dress smiles into the camera. Text reads The Professor’s Hotwife by Grace Beaumont]


The Professor’s Hotwife

My husband and I have been happily married for years, but now that he's finally made tenure, our nights have gone from scorching hot to barely lukewarm. I'm only 41, and my libido is raging; I'm not ready to slow down. So for my birthday, my husband gives me a very special present: a hot night shared with one of his teaching assistants. Jake is barely half my age, but he knows how to use his hands and mouth, and before I know it, he is giving me everything I need.

But there's one little lesson Jake has never learned, and I'm the lucky slut who gets to teach him. We embark on an incredible adventure while he gets to experience everything for the first time. When I'm too lost in pleasure to show Jake how to use me, his friend Xander steps in. I'm caught between two men who are going to use me in every way until I'm completely sated.

This is the best birthday present I've ever had, and I love being my husband's hotwife.

The Professor's Hotwife is a bundle of five previously published stories exploring Anna's adventures as an older vixen desperate for a hot young stud to give her exactly what she needs. This includes The Hotwife's Night Out, Waiting for the Hotwife, The Hotwife's Challenge, The Hotwife's Extra Credit, and The Hotwife's Final Exam. The last three stories include two men eager to use Anna in every way.

https://mybook.to/professor_complete
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Ialready had a great time with my next door neighbor's son. Today he wants to use our pool...and he's going to bring a friend.

[image: ]


When my husband suggested that being a hotwife would be the solution to our marital woes, I thought he was being ridiculous. But then I found out that my next-door neighbor's son, Matt, had gone from being a gawky kid to a smoking hot stud—and that he'd been lusting after me since the moment he saw me enjoying myself solo out by the pool. With my husband's blessing, we had a wild ride, but I was worried it was a one-time thing.

No need to worry. Today, my husband told me that the hottie next door would be coming over to use our pool...and that a friend of his would be coming with him. He told me to enjoy myself. With two smoking hot college guys, a brand new bikini, and a hottub, how could I not? Two men together has always been my fantasy, and it's about to be my reality. And just for an extra bit of fun, I get to give Matt's friend all kinds of firsts.

Between the three of us, this is going to be an afternoon we'll never forget.

The Pool Party Hotwife is an MMF reverse age gap erotic short featuring Emily, a brand new hotwife exploring all the fun that a woman can have with two men who are as hot for each other as they are for her. Swords will cross at this pool party, and it's going to be the stuff of legend in the neighborhood.

This book is a standalone adventure, but you can read Emily and Matt's first adventure in The Hotwife Next Door.
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The Hotwife’s Private Lesson

When my husband has yet another late night meeting, I need to find some way to fill my time…

My husband and I have been married for more than a decade, and he's my best friend. But he's been busy with work, and my needs just aren't getting met. I didn't think there was much to do other than take care of myself until one of my best friends mentions how her husband turned her into a hotwife, and how good things are now in her bedroom. I left my knit night intrigued...but I didn't think there was any way my husband would ever go for it.

But when I get up the courage to bring it up, it turns out that he's more than into it. He is hungry for me to go find a man who is going to use me the way I need to be used. A late night trip to my local yarn store turns into the evening of my dreams when a gorgeous, much younger man is behind the register. He's more than happy to step up and show me just how much a woman like me can give. Before I know it, I'm getting a private lesson in pleasure—and I know I'm never going to give up being a hotwife.

I hope my husband is ready to listen, because I have a lot of story to tell.

The Hotwife's Private Lesson is a flaming hot story of Claire, an older vixen with needs and the man who is more than ready to meet them. She's never going to walk into the private room at the back of the store again without blushing. And it will be worth every second.

https://mybook.to/HotwifesPrivateLesson


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Grace Beaumont loves writing stories about slutty older women getting exactly what they need from the hot young men who will worship they like they deserve—all while their husbands watch and enjoy, of course. She plays with themes of bondage, spanking, and denial, and the smallest soupçon of submission.

Follow her on Amazon to see all of her latest releases.
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