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Chapter One
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The music in the club was loud and my feet were hurting after dancing for hours in my high heels. All I wanted was a drink, but the queue at the bar seemed to be never ending. I saw somebody leave one of the high stools positioned at the bar and I jumped to get to it before someone else did. At least this way I’d be able to rest my feet while I waited. I’d taken off my shoes and started to massage my feet when I finally looked up at the guy sitting next to me.

He was smiling at me while watching me rub my feet. The way he was looking at them made me think he might offer to massage them for me, and I’d be tempted to take him up on that offer. Except my husband, Dominic, had just gone to the bathroom and would be back any minute. But fuck me, the guy was gorgeous with blue eyes that sparkled in the pulsing lights of the club, and dimples that I wanted to dip my tongue into. Heat rushed to my pussy at the thought, and I was grateful it would be difficult for him to see my blush as flashes of multicoloured light flickered and moved around the club.

My heart was pounding hard in my chest when he leaned in, excitement at his closeness making my pussy quiver with lust.

“Hi, beautiful. What’s your name?” He had to shout to be heard over the music, but his voice was so fucking deep and sexy. Was it wrong that I would love to hear what he sounded like while moaning my name?

I turned toward him, bringing my lips to his ear to shout my response. “I’m Samantha. What’s yours?”

“I’m Marcus. Can I buy you a drink, Samantha?”

Frustration coursed through me. This fucking gorgeous man wanted me, and I wanted him, but I couldn’t do anything about it. Especially with Dominic here. I’d never cheated on him before, but for Marcus, I’d make an exception.

Before I could answer, a fight broke out in the middle of the dance floor, drawing our attention toward it.

“Ahhh, fuck,” he grumbled. “That’s one of my friends. I’ll be right back!”

He rushed into the crowd as I was about to tell him to be safe. I squirmed on the stool as I tried to catch a glimpse of him in the chaos, but it was impossible. But I stopped short when I saw Dominic stood on the edge of the dance floor staring at me. I had no idea how long he’d been watching me, but he had an intense look on his face that made me think he’d seen the interaction between Marcus and I.

Guilt flooded me before I reminded myself that I hadn’t done anything wrong. I’d only exchanged names with the guy. It’s not like I’d fucked him or anything, I told myself. No, but I would have if Dominic wasn’t there. If it had been a girls’ night out, I’d have been all over him, and that’s why I was feeling guilty.

I stood up to go over to him, but he turned and walked towards the bathrooms again. I followed him as quickly as I could, my shoes in my hand so I could keep up with him better. As soon as I reached the hallway leading to the mens and ladies, Dominic was on me, pushing me back against the clammy wall. He was breathing hard, and he had a wild look in his eyes, which was understandable. But what I didn’t understand was the feel of his rock hard dick pressing against my leg. When I looked closer, I realised the look in his eyes was a dark lust that had me dripping.

“What’s going on?” I asked when it didn’t look like he was going to say anything.

Instead of answering, he crashed his mouth down on mine, forcing my lips apart with his tongue as he devoured me. I moaned and wrapped my arms around him, inviting him closer. I might not understand what the fuck was going on, but there was no way I would turn down this kind of attention. His sudden passion had me burning for him.

Dominic pushed me harder into the wall, rocking his hips to grind his dick against me. We’d been dancing close all night, and he hadn’t got hard once, and now all of a sudden he was like a fucking horny teenager, dry humping me in the corridor of a club. But I was soaked and mimicking his movements, pushing my hips against his. My cunt was on fire with my need to be fucked, and if I was lucky, he’d take me home and do just that.

He pulled his lips away from mine, and we were both gasping for air, staring at each other. “I saw you talking to that guy, Samantha.”

My mind was spinning. I expected him to be angry, but every bit of his body language told me the only thing he was feeling was fucking aroused. Not sure what to do, I just nodded my head and waited to see if he would say anything else.

“He seemed to be attracted to you, and I think you were attracted to him, too.”

A blush spread out over my skin, and my mind raced even faster. “No... of course not, honey.”

Dominic laughed and gripped my hips hard, holding me still as he ground his pelvis against mine. With the angle of it, his cock rubbed against my mound, making it harder to think as my entire focus went to my pussy.

“Don’t be silly. I saw the way you were looking at him, undressing him with your eyes. Would you have let him fuck you if I weren’t here?”

I was shocked by his words and hesitated before answering. “No...” It was all I could think to say, and it sounded weak even to me.

He laughed again and brought his lips to my ear. “As I was watching you two, I couldn’t stop thinking about how gorgeous you’d look on your knees sucking his cock.”

I sucked in a breath, even more shocked now. But his body was showing me exactly how much he liked the idea. “I wouldn’t do that, Dominic. I can’t believe you’d think I would.” My heart was pounding as I hoped he wouldn’t see the hypocrisy in my words. I definitely would have done that if he wasn’t here. Or, at least, I would have tried.

“It’s okay. If you want to do it, you can.”

I pulled back from him as much as I could to look up at him. “You can’t be serious!” I shrieked.

“I’m very serious. If you knew how many times I’d jerked off while thinking of you fucking other men, you’d understand just how serious I am.”

Confusion filled me, but so did a heat starting at my dripping cunt and spreading out through my entire body. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, the idea of fucking who I wanted with Dominic’s permission had me feeling so fucking turned on.

“So, you want me to suck his cock? Somewhere here in the club?”

Dominic nodded his head in a brisk motion that showed how sure he was about his answer.

“And you wouldn’t be mad at me if I did it?”

“Definitely not. And you don’t seem to have figured out the best part yet.”

I tilted my head, intrigued by what he could mean. “And what’s that?”

“When you’ve finished having your fun with him, I get to take you home and fuck you hard enough to remind you that even though you can do what you want with others, I am still the one you love.”

I moaned as I listened to his words. Fuck, that was hot. I’d get the best of both worlds — enjoying myself with sexy guys before being claimed by Dominic again. Something told me we’d both enjoy the claiming part at the end of the night.

“Okay then. I’ll do it.”

“Good,” he growled. “And then you can tell me all about how good his cock felt when I’m pounding your slutty little pussy later.”

God, if I’d known this would be how he’d react, I would have started fucking around a long time ago. “Sounds perfect,” I purred, reaching up to kiss his lips. “I will see you later, then.”

I grinned up at him before putting my shoes back on, then I headed out to the dancefloor again. Standing at the edge of the crowd, I scanned the room, and it didn’t take me long to find Marcus. He was back at the bar, sitting on the stool he’d had earlier, resting his foot on the one next to him, presumably saving it for me. The way his face lit up when he saw me proved I had been correct about that.

With a smile on my face, I strutted over to him and took his hand, pulling him towards the corridor I’d just left. He looked shocked but didn’t try to fight it. Dominic was leaning against the wall where I’d left him, and he winked at me as we passed him. As far as I knew, Marcus hadn’t seen us making out, so he had no idea we were there together.

I pulled him into a toilet cubicle and locked the door behind us, then turned to look at him with a huge grin on my face. He returned the grin and took a step closer.

“You’re not a shy one, are you?” he said while laughing.

I grinned and shrugged my shoulders. “What can I say? When I see something I want, I go after it.”

“Well, lucky me.”

Now that we were away from a majority of the noise, I realised his voice was even hotter than I first realised. It made me wet whenever he spoke, and I was even more determined to find out how his moans would sound. Not wanting to wait any longer, I opened the fly on his jeans and pulled them down around his ankles, then crouched down in front of him. He grinned down at me, but my attention was drawn to his cock as it hung in front of my face. Fuck, he was much bigger than Dominic, not that I’d ever tell my husband that. The shaft was rippled with veins and I was tempted to spend hours running my tongue along each and every one of them.

But we were locked in a bathroom at the club. There wasn’t time for that kind of thing. So I parted my lips and slid them over the head, sliding them down as far as I could before it pressed at the back of my throat. Slowly, I pulled my lips all the way back to the tip, flicking my tongue against the slit where precum was gathering. He moaned as my tongue traced the sensitive spot. His cock felt even better than I’d imagined, and I knew it would feel perfect in my tight little pussy. I wanted to beg him to fuck me, but Dominic and I had only talked about me sucking the guy’s dick. I made a mental note to discuss having my other holes filled with cock too after tonight.

Marcus moved his hips, gliding his cock in and out of my mouth while I sucked on it. My jaw was already starting to ache from the way my lips stretched around him, but I didn’t care. When he gripped my hair and started pounding my throat, I moaned around him. I could feel saliva pooling in my mouth before it leaked out from my lips to land on my cleavage. It made me feel dirty and so fucking turned on all at the same time.

The grunting sounds he made were erotic as hell, and it had me sucking wildly in my effort to make him cum. I could feel his body going rigid, and I knew he was close. So I doubled my efforts, making my cheeks cave in as I sucked his cock as hard as I could. I moulded my tongue to the rippled underside of his cock as it moved in and out of my mouth.

When Marcus reached the edge, he held me down on his cock, making me gag on his thick, hard length as his cum spurted down my throat. I moaned around him as I found out the taste of his cum was just as perfect as his cock. When he was finished, I pulled back, letting his dick fall from my mouth while I gasped for air. Fuck, I wanted to do this again. With him. And maybe with others, too.

I rose to my feet and took my phone out of my purse. After I started making a new contact, I handed the phone to him. He looked at me questioningly. “It’s just so I can get hold of you and talk about whether we want to do this again.”

Marcus grinned at me and punched in his number, then handed the phone back. “Feel free to call me anytime, Samantha. I definitely want to do this again. And often.”

I returned his grin, then leaned in to press a quick kiss to his lips. “Then you’ll hear from me soon!”

After one last glimpse of his cock as it remained hanging out of his pants, I turned and left the bathroom. I couldn’t wait to tell Dominic all about this. And I was especially excited to see how hard he was going to claim me again when we got home.
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Chapter Two
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We were both quiet on the way home from the club, but the air in the car was charged with electricity. Dominic was gripping the steering wheel hard, keeping his eyes on the road ahead of him, but my focus was on the huge bulge in the front of his pants. He was rock hard, and I reached out to place my hand in his lap, close enough that my fingers were almost touching his hard-on. Dominic moaned when I touched him, so I took my hand higher. I rubbed at his cock through his pants and he shifted in his seat before grabbing my hand.

“Stop,” he said. “I want to wait until we get home. You are going to tell me all about how it felt to suck that guy’s cock, but not until I’m balls deep inside you. Okay?”

I whimpered. Fuck, I’d never seen him like this before, but I loved it. My panties were already soaked from sucking off a stranger in the club’s bathroom, but the way Dominic was reacting to the turn of events made me need to be fucked so hard I wouldn’t be able to walk afterwards. His whole body was tense, and it looked like he was trying to keep hold of his control. It felt like he might pounce any minute and I couldn’t wait. I would be his willing prey.

After a few more minutes, Dominic pulled into the driveway, and he’d barely even stopped the car properly before I was opening the door and rushing towards the house. He followed me, and I could feel his erection pressing against my ass as I unlocked the front door. We almost tumbled into the house together, and he slammed the door shut behind us, locking it. He picked me up, bringing my legs around his waist, and he carried me up the stairs. My entire body was vibrating with excitement. The look in Dominic’s eyes told me he would not be gentle with me. And I didn’t want him to be.

Once we were in the bedroom, he threw me down onto the bed, and I bounced a couple of times before settling on my back. I watched him as he hastily pulled off his shirt, then kicked off his shoes and pushed his pants down. His cock was so fucking hard, and I could see the way it was throbbing. He kept looking at me the whole time, and I definitely felt like his prey at that moment.

I stood up at the edge of the bed, planning to undress too, but he just pushed me back down and climbed on top of me. Dominic pulled my dress up roughly, leaving the skirt pooled around my waist as he grabbed my panties and pulled them down, almost ripping them in the process. My cunt was dripping as he manhandled me. It was something he’d never done with me before. He’d always been a gentle lover, but I loved this new wild side he was showing.

With one quick thrust he was fully inside me, impaling me with his rock hard dick. I moaned and wriggled beneath him, trying to get him to move and fuck me, but he remained still. He looked down at me, holding me in an intense stare.

“What happened tonight? Did you suck his cock? Or did you do more than that?”

“I sucked his cock, Dominic. I didn’t want to do more because we hadn’t talked about that.” For a moment, I felt nervous, wondering how he would feel about my confession. Yes, I’d done it with his permission, but that didn’t mean the green-eyed monster might not make an appearance now he knew for sure what I’d done.

But Dominic moaned and started pounding his hips, slamming his cock into me hard enough to make me moan with him. “Fuck, you are so hot, baby. I wish I could have seen you do it. I bet you would have looked so fucking perfect with his cock in your mouth.”

I thought he’d lost control for a moment as he went quiet except for his feral sounding grunts and focused on plowing into my cunt as hard as he could. The fast pace felt fucking amazing, and with his body on top of mine, I could barely move, so all I could do was take it. I wanted to cum and coat his cock with as much of my juices as possible to let him know he’d always be the man I’d come home to.

Just as I was about to cum, he paused, breathing heavily. “Did you enjoy sucking his cock, Samantha? Did you swallow his cum, or did he cover you with it?”

As turned on as I was, I was still reluctant to admit to my husband that I’d enjoyed sucking a complete stranger in the club. This was all still new to me. But I had enjoyed it, and I wanted to do it again.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “I want you to enjoy it. I don’t want you to do it just because I said so. So, did you enjoy it?”

I moaned and nodded, still not able to form the words themselves yet. Dominic shuddered and started slamming his hips against mine again.

“God, do you want to do it again?”

With his cock pounding into me, it was harder to think, and the filter between my brain and my mouth disappeared. “I do. I want to suck him again. And others.”

“Yes!” he groaned, his hips still pumping at a frantic rate. “Good girl. You should suck any man you desire. And you should fuck any man you want whenever you want. I’m going to share you with others, Samantha, and you deserve to have attention from as many men as possible.”

My eyes rolled back as his words and his cock deep in my pussy made me cum hard. I squeezed around his cock, gripping it tight, until he started to cum with me. God, yes, that was what I needed. To know he still loved me even after I’d sucked off a stranger. And being filled with his cum was the best way to feel that. He grunted each time he thrust powerfully inside me, and it struck me that the noises Dominic made were just as arousing as the way Marcus moaned. If this was what life would be like now, I was pretty certain I was going to enjoy every moment.

Dominic rolled off me, panting hard, and he leaned down to kiss my lips. But it wasn’t the gentle kiss I’d assumed it would be after his desires had been sated. It was a deep and probing kiss, with his tongue exploring my mouth. I squirmed, realising that less than an hour ago, another man’s cock had been in my mouth and had fed me with a huge load of cum. Now my husband was kissing me hungrily, and I wondered if I still tasted of Marcus.

“It’s a shame we won’t see that guy again now, honey,” he said after breaking the kiss. “It sounds like you two had a lot of fun together.” Dominic slid his hand down between my legs to rub at my pussy. His cum was oozing out of me, making his fingers slippery as they found my clit.

My brain short-circuited for a few moments as the tingles from his touch made it impossible for me to think of anything but what he was doing to me. Then, I registered his words and remembered something. “Oh, but I got his phone number. You know, just in case.” I smiled sheepishly at him, hoping that he wouldn’t mind.

He moaned and pushed a finger into my cum-soaked cunt. “Good girl. Do you want to call him and meet him again? Or would you prefer looking around for someone else?”

I wriggled against his finger, letting out a quiet moan. His proposition still felt a little weird. Dominic was being so fucking casual about me spending time with other men, and a part of me still couldn’t wrap my head around that. But there was a particular part of my body that loved the idea. It was the part being fingered hard and taking me to that place where I didn’t care how weird it seemed. When Dominic touched me, suddenly all ideas of social convention fell out the window and all I could think about was embracing this exciting new development in our relationship.

“I want to call Marcus,” I moaned. “And this time, I want to fuck him. His cock was so big and I want it inside me.”

Dominic growled and rolled onto his back, pulling me on top of him. I was surprised to find he was already fully hard again, and I lowered myself down onto his cock. I rode him hard, so fucking aroused by everything he was doing and saying. He reached up, pulling down the top half of my dress to free my tits. They bounced as I moved up and down on his cock, and Dominic gripped them hard, bringing them together and pinching at my nipples.

“God, your pussy feels so good when it’s already filled with cum. I can’t wait to fuck you when another man’s cum is leaking from your cunt.”

He thrust his hips upwards, slamming into me even harder and deeper as I rode him. I was close to cumming again already, and I wondered if I would just feel this fucking horny all the time now. I hoped I would. I was spiralling higher, reaching my climax, and the way Dominic was playing with my nipples just added fuel to the fire.

“Tell me... how much... you loved his cock,” he growled through gritted teeth between each hard thrust.

It was hard to focus on putting words together in a coherent way as I rushed toward my orgasm, but he was turning me on so fucking much with his questions that I needed to answer him.

“Fuck, I loved his cock, Dominic. It was so big it made my jaw ache when I was sucking it. And all I could think about was how it would feel even better if he were fucking my pussy with his huge cock. I bet he would make me cum so hard.”

We slammed our hips together over and over, each of us moaning loudly as he bottomed out inside me. He gripped my hips hard and his body convulsed beneath mine as he filled me with another load of his cum. I rode his cock even harder, wanting to cum with him, and it wasn’t long before I was screaming his name and squeezing his dick as I coated it in even more of my creamy juices.

I laid down on top of him and rested my head on his chest, listening to it pounding rapidly for a few minutes while we held each other.

“Do you really want to do this, Dominic?” I whispered. I was worried that now he’d cum a couple of times, he might regret what he’d said and what he’d let me do.

“Of course, Samantha. You deserve to be worshipped and pleasured by anyone who catches your eye. And it turns me on knowing that you are having fun with other men. All I ask is that you tell me about what you do with the others so that there are no secrets between us. I want us to enjoy it together.”

“I promise I won’t keep any secrets. We are in this as a couple. You are the one I love, Dominic. With anyone else, it will only ever be about the sex.”

I lifted my head from his chest and we grinned at each other. His cock was still inside me, although I could feel him softening. But neither of us was in any rush to move.

“I love you too, Samantha. But I think you should call Marcus tomorrow.”

Butterflies appeared in my tummy, but I soon realised they were there because of excitement rather than nerves. The thought of meeting up with Marcus soon had me feeling restless, like I could easily go again right now with Dominic.

“I will,” I promised. “I might see if he’s interested in going out for dinner.”

“Good girl. Just make sure you look appetising enough that he wants you for desert.”
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Chapter Three
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It was Sunday afternoon, and somehow, my adventures of Friday night already felt so far away. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I was craving to do it again. The thrill of getting attention from a complete stranger, while acting in such a wanton way, was one of the hottest things I’d ever experienced. Whenever I closed my eyes, I could still see a perfect image of Marcus’s cock in my mind, and I wanted more of it.

To make things even better, the heat between Dominic and I since that night had been off the charts. He hadn’t been able to keep his hands off me since I had sucked dick at the club. If I was honest with myself, I was sore from the number of times he’d fucked me. Not that I was complaining, of course. No matter how many times he took me, I couldn’t get enough. Somehow, my sucking another guy’s cock had made us want each other more than we had ever done before. I can’t say I knew why it had happened that way, but it did.

I was sprawled on the couch, scrolling through Instagram on my phone, when Dominic walked into the living room. He smiled at me before flopping down beside me, laying on his stomach so that his head was on my thighs. Without saying a word, he grabbed my legs and pulled them apart, making my dress ride up to expose the lack of panties I wore. It hadn’t seemed sensible to put on underwear that morning, considering how many times he would have just pulled them off. As it was, he hadn’t long woken up, so he hadn’t had a chance to find out I’d gone commando today, but he growled in approval as he saw my bare pussy.

Dominic brushed his fingers against my cunt lips, making me moan. He looked up at me, his eyes full of fire. “Have you got in touch with Marcus yet? I’m sure he’s waiting to hear from you.”

I felt a blush creep across my face, and I shook my head. As much as I’d enjoyed Friday night at the club, and as much as I wanted to do it again, making it happen felt a bit too much like cheating to me, and it left an unpleasant feeling in my stomach.

“But I thought you wanted to see him again, Samantha?”

As he spoke, he circled a fingertip over my clit, barely touching it. I let out a laugh, even as my body shivered with desire. Dominic sure knew how to get me to relax and open up about my desires. For a moment, I closed my eyes and focused on his touch, moaning quietly as the tingling sensations in my cunt grew more and more. I could feel how wet his finger had become as he smeared my honey around on my bare pussy.

“Samantha?” he prompted.

“I want to,” I said on a moan as Dominic slipped a finger into my dripping cave. I clenched around him, gripping the digit tight, and he groaned.

“So why haven’t you text him yet?”

“Because... I...” It got harder to concentrate on what I wanted to say when Dominic started to pump his finger in and out of me. Despite the tenderness after a weekend of hard use, it still felt so fucking good. I rolled my hips, moving on his finger, and when he slid a second finger inside me, I gasped.

“Tell me, Samantha. If this has any chance of working, we need to always be honest with each other. I want to know how you are feeling about it.”

Knowing he was right, I blurted the words out before I could lose my courage. “Because I feel guilty.”

Dominic paused his movements, although he kept his fingers lodged in my pussy. “But why? You know you have my permission to do what you want, right?”

“I do, Dominic,” I whispered. “But this isn’t what a normal marriage is supposed to look like. It’s supposed to just be us two and anything else is wrong. I shouldn’t want to be with other men.”

He let out a small laugh. “Fuck what society thinks, Samantha. We are two consenting adults, and so long as we are both happy, and so long as we are not leading anybody on in a way that means they could end up getting hurt, there is absolutely nothing wrong with us wanting to experience more. I love you, and I love knowing you are being pleasured. It drives me fucking wild to think of you getting pleasure from anyone and anywhere you desire. So if you want to fuck other men, I promise it’s not going to hurt me.”

I smiled up at him. Fuck, I had no idea how I’d been so lucky to end up married to a man like Dominic, but I was going to make sure he always knew I how much I appreciated him. “Thank you, Dominic. And you’re right. I shouldn’t get so worked up about what other people think. It’s not like we’re going to be telling everybody what we’re doing. It’s just between us, and whoever I decide to involve.”

He grinned, then lowered his head between my thighs to press a single kiss over my clit. I moaned, and my hips bucked as he pulled his lips away. I needed more than just that one small kiss. “Please,” I whimpered, and I spread my legs wider for him.

Dominic was quick to comply, bringing his mouth to my clit. He sucked on the sensitive little bud while sliding his fingers in and out of me. I moaned and relaxed back into the couch, closing my eyes as his mouth and tongue worked their magic. Unable to help myself, I reached down and held onto the back of his head, rolling my hips to grind my needy cunt against his face. The more I moved, the more he moaned against my pussy, making the sensations even more intense. Soon enough, my legs were shaking either side of his head as he pulled me closer to ecstasy.

I was so fucking close to the edge, toes curling as my orgasm was about to wash over me, when Dominic pulled his mouth away to leave me groaning with frustration. “So, are you going to text Marcus today?” He looked up at me from between my thighs with an evil grin on his face.

“Fine!” I said. “I will as soon as you finished what you started!” I tried to pull his face back between my thighs, but he wouldn’t budge.

“Or you could text him now, and then I’ll finish.”

I muttered a bunch of bad words under my breath, but picked up my phone and started texting.

Hi Marcus. It’s Samantha from the club on Friday night. How have you been?

I threw the phone back onto the couch as soon as I’d hit the send button, then I glared down at Dominic. “I’ve done it. Now, can you please make me cum?”

Dominic laughed, apparently not bothered by the way I was looking at him. “Of course. Especially as you asked so nicely.”

He started pumping his fingers in and out of my cunt again, and my body relaxed instantly. I needed to cum so fucking badly that I wasn’t even nervous about whether or not Marcus replied. All I could think about was the pleasure building between my thighs. When he brought his mouth back to my clit, flicking his tongue against it in a rapid rhythm that soon had me close to the edge again, I forgot all about Marcus. Until I heard my phone ping with a notification.

I pretended I hadn’t heard it though, hoping that Dominic wouldn’t have noticed either with his head trapped between my thighs. But I wasn’t that lucky. When he stopped with his tongue, I wanted to beg him to carry on. That was until he moved up onto his knees between my legs and teased the head of his cock through my wet folds. Holy fuck, I was so ready to get plowed hard.

“Look and see if that was Marcus replying,” he said in a gruff voice. That dark lust was back in his eyes again, the same way it always was whenever he was thinking about me with another man. I couldn’t believe how much it turned him on, and it was hot as hell. I picked up my phone again and read out the message to Dominic.

Hi Samantha. It’s great to hear from you! I was wondering if you wanted to go out for a drink some time?

Dominic growled as he listened, and even though he wasn’t even inside me yet, I could feel his cock throbbing as he teased the length of it against my soaked cunt lips. “Do you want to, Samantha? And remember, it only matters what you want to do, don’t even think about what others might think.”

I bit my lower lip, squirming as Dominic kept teasing my pussy with his dick without entering me. I was so turned on I could barely think straight, but I knew I wanted to see Marcus again. So I gave a small nod of my head, and he responded by thrusting his rock hard cock deep inside me. I almost came then, just from the sensation of being so suddenly filled, and my cunt clamped around him. But he didn’t move his hips to fuck me at all.

“Then text him back. Now. Tell him you want to go out with him.”

My hands were trembling as I typed my response while writhing on Dominic’s dick. He might not be ready to move yet, but I needed to be fucked. Luckily, he didn’t try to stop me from moving. I read out my text to Marcus while typing it.

I’d love to meet up for a drink. What evenings are you free?

Once I’d hit the send button, Dominic finally started pumping his hips, slamming his cock into me hard and fast. “Good girl,” he grunted between thrusts. I moaned and moved beneath him as much as I could. I was so worked up it only took a few moments of his brutal pace to make me cum. As I reached my climax, I moaned and shuddered, my cunt clenching around his dick like a vice. Even through the pleasure, I heard the notification sound from my phone. Something about arranging a date with another man while my husband was fucking me felt so dirty. And so fucking hot.

Dominic picked up my phone, looking down at me for permission before checking the notification. When I gave it, he read the text out to me.

I know it’s short notice, but I’m free tonight. Let me know if that’s any good. If not, we can arrange it for another time.

He grinned down at me. “Want to go out tonight, Samantha?”

I whimpered and nodded. Dominic was still balls deep inside me, and he was so hard I could feel him throbbing in my tight little pussy. I might have only just cum, but what we were arranging was turning me on so much that I was still desperate for more.

Dominic composed the text on my behalf, arranging for me to meet Marcus at a bar in town at 8pm. Once he was done, he tossed the phone onto the floor and focused his attention on me. “If you’re going out with another man tonight, I’d better fill your pussy with a big load of cum so you feel me with you the whole time.”

God, that was such a sinfully delicious idea, and it made me realise again just how fucking much I loved my husband. I’d seen a whole other side to him this weekend, and it was addictive. He looked down at me as he slammed his cock into me over and over, pushing deep into my needy cunt. I wrapped my legs around him, drawing him even deeper, and I cried out as he increased his pace.

“Cum for me again, Samantha,” he grunted. “Cum on my cock and milk me, so that when you meet Marcus tonight, you are filled with your husband’s cum.”

His words, on top of the way he was pounding my pussy hard with his huge cock, were enough to send me over the edge. I came hard, clamping down on his dick as my body convulsed with pleasure. Dominic’s moans joined mine as he started to cum. His body tensed above me as he shot rope after rope of his seed inside me, filling my cunt with it.

“Fuck, that felt good,” I moaned, panting hard as I recovered from my orgasms.

Dominic leaned down to kiss my lips. “And this is just the beginning, love. The more you come to accept our desires for you to be a hotwife, the better everything will become.”

I grinned, unable to believe that in one weekend, everything could change so much. And when I thought about my date that night, a mixture of nerves and excitement filled me. But I couldn’t wait to see Marcus again, and to begin this new exciting phase in my life with Dominic.
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Chapter Four
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Iarrived at the bar about ten minutes early and found a quiet table tucked away in a corner where we could get to know each other without drawing too much attention to ourselves. I fidgeted about in my seat while I waited for Marcus to arrive, too full of nerves and excitement to be able to sit still.

While I hoped the evening would go well and would end with us fucking each other, I knew there was a risk it could all end badly. Before leaving the house tonight, Dominic and I had discussed some important matters. The most important one was that we both believed Marcus should know I was married before things went too far. Of course, I’d explain that I was out on a date with my husband’s full knowledge and approval, but I had no way of knowing how he would take that news.

After a few minutes, I spotted Marcus enter the bar and look around, so I stood and waved until he noticed me in the corner. He quickly made his way over to me and kissed me on the cheek when he reached the table.

“Hey, Samantha. You look amazing! Thanks for agreeing to meet up tonight. Friday was a lot of fun.”

He flashed me a wicked grin, and my cunt instantly flooded with desire. I felt a blush heat my face, but I returned his grin. “I agree. I’m hoping tonight will be just as much fun. Or maybe even more.”

Inwardly, I laughed at myself. I had no idea where this confident woman who could flirt had come from. It had been a long time since I’d last been on a date with anyone who wasn’t Dominic, and I certainly felt out of practice. But I also felt strangely free. There was no pressure on this date like there had been on dates before I’d met my husband. I hoped I would end up getting fucked by Marcus, but if I didn’t, I would just go home to Dominic. Nothing was riding on this date, least of all my self-esteem, so I had no reason to be worried about what would happen.

Taking a deep breath, I leaned in towards him this time, pressing a kiss to his cheek that almost brushed against the corner of his mouth. I could feel his warm breath against my lips, and I was tempted to kiss him properly, but I remembered I had to talk to him before letting anything happen. His body was tense, but not in a bad way. It was as if he might make a move and take a real kiss from me, but he controlled himself.

“What can I get you to drink, Samantha?” he asked.

“Can I have a glass of Chardonnay, please?”

“Of course.”

He smiled at me before heading toward the bar, and I settled back into my chair as I watched him walk away. I’d never noticed it on Friday, but Marcus had a perfectly peachy ass that I wanted to take a bite out of. The dark blue jeans he wore, clung to his ass cheeks in a way that was damn sexy, and he was wearing a pink shirt on his top half, which he had tucked into his jeans so it didn’t obscure my view of his ass. He looked fucking gorgeous, and I knew I definitely wanted something to happen tonight.

I thought about my options for a moment. I could tell him at the end of the night and hope he’d enjoyed my company enough that he wouldn’t care I’m married. Or I could be upfront with him as soon as he got back from the bar, so that if he wasn’t interested, I wouldn’t be wasting either of our time. And there was another plus side to telling him sooner rather than later. If I told him and he still wanted me, maybe we could forgo the rest of the date and just find somewhere to fuck. I grinned to myself. Yes, I liked that idea. A lot.

As I made up my mind to tell Marcus as soon as he returned, I saw him turn and make his way back toward me, with a glass of wine in one hand and a bottle of beer in the other. He placed the wine on a coaster in front of me and sat down.

“Thanks, Marcus,” I said with a smile. “I’ll get the next round.”

Keeping my eyes locked on his, I reached for my glass and took a sip, and I saw the moment his eyes widened in shock. Which was when I realised I had messed up. Looking down at my hand holding the glass, I saw the gold band glinting on my ring finger. Fuck. At least this way I only had to explain it to him, and not break the news to him.

“Marcus, this isn’t what it looks like.”

He laughed. “No? So you’re not really married? Going through a divorce perhaps, but you still wear your ring?”

“No, I am married, but my husband and I have an open arrangement with our marriage. I may date and have as much fun with other men as I want.”

Marcus nodded and looked at me, and I could almost hear the cogs turning over in his mind as he thought it over. “Okay, so your husband knows you’re out with me tonight?”

“He does,” I said with a smile I hoped he would find reassuring. “In fact, he encouraged me to get in touch with you because he knew how much I enjoyed my time with you Friday night.”

That made him grin. “I see. Very interesting. And what is it you want from me in this? Are you looking for a romantic relationship, or more of a friends-with-benefits arrangement?”

I thought it over. This wasn’t actually something I’d discussed with Dominic, and perhaps that was short-sighted of me. But I had to go with the feeling in my gut. While the thought of being intimate with him made my pussy quiver in anticipation, I couldn’t imagine actually being in love with anybody but my husband, and I wanted to be honest with Marcus about that.

“I’m not looking for love, Marcus, just a friends-with-benefits thing. I know that might not be ideal for you, but...”

Marcus started laughing before I even finished my sentence. “Oh no, it actually sounds perfect. I only got out of a serious relationship a few weeks ago, and I’m not ready for a relationship myself. I was just intrigued by you and hoped we could have some fun together, so this could be perfect.”

I grinned at him. That had gone so much better than I’d expected, and the excited quiver in my cunt had turned into an insistent pulsing. I moved my chair closer to him, and my leg brushed against his. Wearing a little black dress that only just reached my knees, I could feel the heat of his body through the denim of his jeans, and it ignited a spark within me. Knowing he was okay with a casual arrangement made me need to feel his huge cock inside me so much more.

“So that’s decided then. We are both just looking for some fun together?”

“Yes,” he agreed. “And I think we’re going to have a lot of fun.”

Smiling, I held his gaze and placed my hand on his thigh. When I started trailing my hand higher, he didn’t resist, so I moved my hand all the way up to his crotch. As soon as I touched his cock through his jeans, we both moaned in unison. He was already hard, and I was reminded of exactly how big he was. Fuck, his cock was perfect.

Marcus grinned at me before leaning closer to whisper in my ear. “I know you crave my cock. That’s why you’re here. So why don’t you take it out and start stroking it?”

Now that was an offer I couldn’t refuse. Taking a quick peek around the bar, I noticed there was nobody seated near us. And besides, here in our quiet corner, with his lap hidden beneath the table, people wouldn’t be able to see what we were doing, anyway. Turning back to Marcus, I held his gaze as I opened the fly on his jeans and pulled out his dick. He was rock hard, and it looked just as mouth-watering as I remembered.

I wrapped my hand around his thick girth and started stroking him slowly. Marcus closed his eyes and let out a moan; a sound which had me squirming in my chair. God, he felt so perfect in my hand. With each downward stroke of my hand, his dick would pulse, and I could see a drop of precum leaking from the tip to dribble down his shaft. When that droplet reached my finger, I couldn’t resist releasing my hold on him to bring my finger to my mouth, licking up his salty precum. By now, he had his eyes open and was watching me, and he growled when he saw me clean the drops of his essence from my fingers.

“Does it taste as good as you remembered, Samantha?”

“No, it tastes even better, and I want more.” I grinned at him as I took hold of his cock again, increasing the pace of my hand as I stroked up and down his length. He was throbbing in my hand, his flesh so hot in my grasp. I watched, enraptured, as another drop of precum trickled down his shaft, and I resisted the urge to bring that one to my lips too. I was hungry, but I wanted more than just a drop at a time.

When I brought my gaze back up to Marcus’s face, he was breathing hard, and his face was flushed. It was driving me wild to think I was having this effect on a man who wasn’t my husband. A man who was little more than a stranger to me. And out in public, too. It made me feel powerful and sexy, and if I wasn’t careful, I knew this was a feeling I could get addicted to.

His jaw was set in a firm line as he tried to control his reactions to my touch, and I was grateful for that. If we were too obvious, somebody might spot us and we’d have to stop. I wasn’t willing to stop playing with his cock yet, and I knew I’d be full of disappointment if things had to come to a sudden end. While keeping my upper arm as still as possible, I pumped my fist up and down his cock underneath the table.

I still couldn’t stop thinking about how good his dick would feel inside me, and the little devil on my shoulder whispered that I should just sit on his lap, pull my panties to the side, and let him slide into me underneath my skirt. A thrill ran through me as the idea crossed my mind, and my panties were soaked. But I knew I wasn’t brave enough to do anything like that. At least, not yet anyway. Jerking someone off in public was by far the most adventurous sexual thing I’d done, and it was probably best to take things slowly for now. Maybe I’d let him fuck me in public one day in the future.

Keeping up my rapid pace on his cock, he was throbbing hard, and my hand was coated in his precum, which helped to provide lubrication. I knew he wouldn’t last much longer, and I didn’t want him to. When it felt like he was close, I brought my free hand to the head of his cock, ready to catch his cum as it erupted.

I watched his face as I took him to the edge, seeing the way he tensed and held his breath. Then I felt his cum spurt into my hand, collecting in my palm. We both let out a small moan, and I kept pumping his cock until he was spent. Now I had enough to satisfy my hunger. I brought my hand up and licked his warm cum from my palm, holding his Marcus’s gaze the entire time. His eyes were dark as he watched me, and as soon as I had finished cleaning up his cum, he grabbed my damp hand and pulled me up.

“Come on. Let’s get out of here. I need to fuck you.”

I certainly wasn’t going to argue, and I followed him out of the bar, eager to experience even more with my new lover.
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Chapter Five
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Marcus took my hand and pulled me toward his car, which was parked down a side street near the bar. He reached for the passenger car door to open it, but the movement meant that I became trapped between his body and the side of the car. When he realised that, he growled and pressed his body up against mine, pushing me further back against the car door. I let out a gasp, and Marcus lowered his head to capture my mouth in a kiss.

As soon as his lips pressed against mine, it was as if all restraint disappeared between us. I wrapped my arms around his neck and he lifted me up so that I could bring my legs around his waist. My body responded instantly to the position, knowing he would only need to open his fly and pull my panties to the side and he could be inside me, fucking me up against his car in the middle of nowhere.

I started clawing at his shirt, pulling it open in my attempt to get closer to him. There were too many layers between our bare skin and I needed to fix that. The whole time, his mouth was devouring mine, leaving me gasping and breathless. Once I had his shirt open, I ran my hands over his chest, feeling the taut muscles flexing under my touch.

Marcus’s hands were on my ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh as he held me up. When I felt one of his hands sneak between my legs to rub at my cunt over my wet panties, I moaned into his mouth. He pulled the sodden material to one side and slipped a finger inside me, and my body shivered in response. It was the first time in years I’d been touched by anybody but Dominic, and there was something so illicit about it that it made me dizzy with arousal.

I was starting to think that maybe he was going to fuck me right there when he opened the back door of his car, lowered us both in, and then laid me down on the back seat. Now we were in the relative privacy of his car, I pushed his shirt off his shoulders and unbuckled the belt on his jeans. With the same urgency, he was pushing my dress up around my waist and pulling off my panties. The cool air against my naked pussy was enough to make me moan. I needed Marcus inside me more than I needed anything else at that moment.

He broke the kiss and looked down at me with a dark and hungry look in his eyes. I whimpered as I pulled down the zip on his jeans and reached in to wrap my fingers around his cock, realising he wasn’t wearing any underwear. He was hot and heavy in my hand, and so fucking hard as I released him from his jeans. Marcus supported himself with one hand while bringing the other one between my thighs to rub his thick fingers over my wet pussy lips. It created all kinds of delicious sensations, and I lifted my hips up to grind myself against his hand. His fingers were slippery with my honey, and I didn’t think I’d ever been this wet before.

I moaned as he sank a finger deep into my cunt. It felt so fucking good, but it wasn’t anywhere near enough.

“Fuck me,” I moaned. “I need you to fuck me.”

Marcus grinned down at me and started pumping his finger in and out of my soaked pussy. I was about to protest, and tell him it was his cock I needed and not his finger, when he started rubbing my clit with his thumb. As soon as he touched that sensitive spot, it became hard to form any thoughts, never mind actually protest about anything. I surrendered to his touch, reaching out to tangle my fingers in his hair and pull him down into a kiss.

His lips only stayed on mine for a moment, though, before they trailed down my neck, then to the deep valley between my breasts. He kissed and licked at the generous amount of cleavage that my dress displayed while pumping his fingers in and out of my pussy. My tight walls quivered and clenched around the digits as his attention pushed me close to the edge. I moaned out his name and, for a moment, guilt washed over me as I realised I was saying a name that didn’t belong to my husband. But then Marcus rubbed even more vigorously at my clit until I shattered apart beneath him, the intense orgasm washing away anything other than thoughts of how fucking good he made me feel.

As the climax subsided and consciousness returned, I whimpered quietly, spent from the pleasure that had rushed over with me with such intensity. Marcus slipped his finger free, and my pussy shuddered in protest at being left empty. But he wasn’t finished with me yet. He sat up on the back seat and pulled me onto his lap. I straddled his thighs, and his hard cock pressed against my pussy. It was throbbing against me, and I reached down to wrap my fingers around his hard flesh, holding it steady while I slid down onto it. Fuck, he felt even better than I expected. His dick stretched the tight walls of my cave in a way that made me almost feral with need. I moved up and down on his cock, making him moan as I rode him hard.

“Fuuuck,” Marcus groaned. “You feel so fucking good on my cock. Ride me faster, Samantha. I’m going to fill you up with so much fucking cum before you go back home to your husband.”

His words only ratcheted up the heat I was already feeling, and I bounced faster on his cock, slamming down hard each time. Whenever he was balls-deep inside me, I moaned loudly, enjoying the feel of his huge dick filling me. The sound of flesh slapping was loud in the air every time I slammed my pelvis down against his, and I could feel the car rocking slightly with our frantic movements. Hopefully, nobody would spot us, though. I wasn’t ready to stop yet.

“I bet I’m bigger than your husband, aren’t I, baby?”

The idea of comparing my lover to my husband felt dirty and hot all at the same time, and I clenched tight around his cock, making him release a guttural moan. “Oh god, yes, Marcus. You’re so fucking big.”

“And you love the feel of my massive dick, don’t you?” he growled, his voice hoarse as he started slamming his hips up to meet mine.

“I do. It feels so fucking amazing. Don’t stop. I need to cum on your cock.”

I could feel his dick pulsing inside me, stretching me wider, and I wondered if he was close. “Don’t worry, Samantha. I’m not going to stop until you’re cumming hard and milking my cock for every drop of cum in my balls. It’s going to feel so fucking good to fill your hot little cunt with my cum.”

I moved faster on his cock, my pussy clenching tight around him as I felt another orgasm building within me. It was getting harder to ride him despite how wet I was, but the way his swollen head scraped against the walls of my sopping wet cave had my head spinning. Marcus grabbed at the straps on my dress and pulled them down over my shoulders, releasing my tits in the process. Another moan emerged from him as he watched them bounce in his face.

He grabbed my tits, pushing them together as he licked and nibbled at my hard nipples. The extra stimulation sent ripples of pleasure down to my clit, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came on his cock. The heat in my pussy was building, the sensations pushing me higher and higher. When Marcus started biting roughly at my sensitive nipples, the pain mixed with the pleasure building within me to push me over the edge, making me scream with my release.

I heard him grunting as he started to cum with me, emptying himself inside my pulsing cunt. “That’s it, baby. Milk my fucking cock. Get every drop out of it with that tight pussy of yours.”

With my hands on his shoulders, I moved wildly on his cock, squeezing my tight walls around him to draw out the pleasure for the both of us. When we were finished, I collapsed on top of him, breathing hard. With my head on his chest, I could hear the pounding of his heart as he tried to catch his breath. Marcus brought his arms around me, bringing me in closer to his body, and the way my nipples brushed against his bare chest created more sparks of longing in my pussy.

I moved to slide off his cock, and I winced as I realised how sore Marcus had left me. A whimper escaped me, and I knew I would be feeling him with me for the next few days. He reached out to tuck a lock of hair behind my ear, and the tenderness of that gesture was such a contrast to the hard and urgent fuck we’d just shared that it made my heart ache a little.

“That was amazing, Samantha. Did you enjoy it?”

I smiled and nodded my head, my brain too fuzzy to form any words at that moment. My body was soaring after the orgasms he’d given me, but my heart was heavy with the guilt I now felt. I’d just had sex with another man. At the time, I’d enjoyed it and needed it. But now the haze of need had gone, I was left overwhelmed by a bunch of feelings I couldn’t name.

I slowly pulled the straps of my dress up and straightened out my skirt, making myself look presentable once more. Marcus was looking at me with concern shining in his eyes, and I knew I had to reassure him I’d had a good time.

Leaning toward him, I brushed my lips against his, letting them linger in a soft kiss before pulling back. “Thank you, Marcus,” I whispered. “That was amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard as I did tonight.”

That wasn’t even a lie to boost his ego. It was the absolute truth, and one reason why I felt so guilty.

Marcus grinned at me. “Hopefully you’ll give me a chance to make you feel that way again soon, baby.”

“I’ll call you,” I said, knowing I wasn’t in any fit state to promise him more than that. “But I should go. My car is just a block away from here, and I need to be at work early in the morning.”

“Okay. I can walk you to your car if you want?”

“Thank you, Marcus, but there’s no need. It’s really not far from here. I’ll be fine.”

He kissed my lips one last time before sliding out of the car and offering me his hand to help me out. “I’ll call you,” I repeated, not sure what else to say, before starting the walk back to my car. I was only just able to wait until I’d turned a corner and was out of sight before the tears I’d been holding in poured down my face.
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Chapter Six
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Ipulled up outside the house and checked my appearance in the rear-view mirror. My eyes were red and puffy from crying most of the drive home, and my lips were swollen from all the greedy kisses I’d shared with Marcus. He’d been an amazing kisser, and his cock had felt so good it was like he was made for me. But afterwards, the guilt had become overwhelming.

Climbing out of the car, I said a little prayer to whoever might be listening that Dominic would be asleep. The last thing I wanted right now was to face him when I was feeling so fragile. But apparently nobody had been listening because, when I walked into the living room, Dominic jumped up from the couch and rushed towards me.

“How was your date? Did you have fun?” He paused and looked at me, his face instantly morphing into a concerned expression. “Oh my god, what happened? Are you okay?

Dominic pulled me into his chest and wrapped his arms tight around me, surrounding me in a cocoon of his love, which just made me feel even worse. I thought I’d cried all my tears that night, but it seemed I was wrong. Within moments of seeing my husband, I was sobbing into his chest, soaking his t-shirt.

He guided me toward the couch, sitting down and pulling me into his lap. “Talk to me, Samantha. What happened? Did he hurt you? Because if he did, I swear to god...”

“No, Dominic,” I interrupted between sniffles. “He didn’t hurt me at all. I just feel so bad.” I hid my face in my hands and starting crying again, but Dominic pulled them away and started kissing the tears on my cheeks.

“You do not need to feel bad, baby,” he said, his voice soothing my nerves. “Whatever happened tonight, you had my full permission.” Dominic paused then and sighed. “I’m sorry if I pushed you into it. This was my fantasy and now here you are, sobbing over what happened.”

Dominic pulled me to him once more, and I wrapped my arms around him, clinging to my beloved husband. “It’s not your fault. The idea excited me so much,” I admitted as I felt a blush creep across my face. “I had sex with him, Dominic.” I took a deep breath, feeling like a weight had been taken off my shoulders just by saying the words. Yes, I went out with Marcus with the sole intention of having sex with him, and Dominic had known that, but it felt like a relief to admit it, anyway.

“How did it feel, baby?” He cupped my face in his hands, forcing me to meet his gaze as he searched my eyes. “And please tell me the truth. If you hated it, that’s fine. We don’t have to do anything like this again. And if you loved it, I won’t be mad or hurt. I want you to enjoy it. Your pleasure means the world to me.”

My face grew hot, and the intensity of his gaze left me feeling a little breathless. In that moment, I felt safe, and I felt loved. No matter how I answered, I knew Dominic wouldn’t judge me. “I enjoyed it,” I whispered.

He shifted slightly beneath me as a blush spread across his face. When I felt his hard cock press against my ass, I gasped. Oh, Dominic really did like knowing I’d enjoyed fucking another man. That’s when it hit me. I’d been expecting him to get mad at me when he found out what I’d done. It was stupid of me. After all the talking we’d done about it over the weekend, and all the time he’d spent railing me hard while talking about me fucking other men, I should have realised he wouldn’t have blown up at me after my date. But monogamy was all I’d ever known, and apparently my brain was still clinging to it despite the way my body reacted to being with other men.

Dominic moved his hands from my face to run his fingers through my hair. “I love you, Samantha. And I will love you whether you decide never to see Marcus again, or whether you decide to have sex with every man you meet.”

Those last words made me chuckle, and a soft smile curved my lips. “I love you too, Dominic. Are you sure you’d love me if I had sex with that many men?” I tried to keep a teasing tone to my voice, but I was also genuinely curious about his answer. Not that I ever intended to sleep with that many guys.

But Dominic laughed at my question. “Of course I would. In fact, I’d love you even more. Because I’d know you could choose any of those men over me if you wanted to, but I’m the one you love and who you choose to spend your life with.”

I stared at him, my mouth open, amazed that he could truly love me so much. Then I lunged at him, pressing my lips against his, needing to show how deeply I loved him in return. Dominic fell into the plush cushions of the couch as I straddled his lap, devouring his mouth in a deep and hungry kiss.

He responded instantly, wrapping one arm around my waist to pull me closer, while sliding his other hand up my dress. As soon as his fingers brushed against my bare pussy, he let out a groan.

“I’m sure you were wearing panties when you left the house earlier.”

I whimpered as I thought back to how Marcus had pulled off my panties in the back of his car before fingering me to my first orgasm. “Ummm, I think I must have left them in Marcus’s car,” I whispered, biting on my lower lip.

Dominic let out a moan. “Now Marcus is going to have a reminder of you every time he looks at them. Maybe he’ll even jerk off with them later while remembering how good your pussy felt.

His words, and the images they created in my mind, had me squirming in Dominic’s lap. I could feel the bulge of his erection rubbing against my pussy as I moved against him, stoking the fire for him that had been steadily building since I had realised how turned on he was by the thought of me fucking Marcus.

Dominic reached his hand between my thighs again, stroking his fingers back and forth through my folds. “Fuck, you are so wet, baby.” Without giving me any warning, he plunged two fingers deep into my cunt, and his eyes turned dark as he looked at me. “He came inside you, didn’t he? You’re full of his cum.”

I whimpered and nodded my head, left speechless by the lust etched all over his face. He started thrusting his fingers hard and deep into my pussy, the digits making sloppy wet sounds as they moved in and out of me. Dominic closed his eyes, a blissful expression all over his face as Marcus’s cum started seeping out of me more and more with every thrust.

Unable to help myself, I bounced on his fingers, fucking them the way I’d fucked Marcus’s cock earlier that night, riding them until I was so very close to the edge. I kept my eyes locked on Dominic’s face, taking pleasure in his pleasure as I exploded on his fingers, clenching tight around them as I came hard. Shudders consumed my body, and I moaned loudly, while Dominic kept pounding hard with his fingers to draw out the orgasm.

When I was finished, Dominic pulled his fingers out of me and did something I never expected him to do. He lifted his fingers to his mouth and licked them clean. I’d seen him do that so many times in the past, but this time was different. This time, my fingers weren’t just coated in my juices, they were also coated with Marcus’s cum. Something about the way he licked so eagerly at the wet digits had my pussy quivering and aching for more attention.

But it wasn’t the fact that he was tasting another man’s cum that aroused me so much, although that was hot. What I loved about it was that it was as if Dominic was joining in with my experience with Marcus earlier in the evening. I might have been alone when I fucked him, but now I was sharing that experience with Dominic, and I could feel how much he was enjoying it with the way his cock was pulsing urgently against my thigh as I straddled him.

I leaned in to lick at his fingers too, both of our tongues lapping up the cream that was a combination of mine and Marcus’s climax. When his tongue brushed against mine, something ignited in Dominic and he pulled his fingers away so that he could kiss me. His mouth was rough on mine, forcing my lips apart to sweep his tongue inside, claiming my mouth deeply. I shuddered as lust consumed me and I surrendered to his ferocity.

Reaching down, I unfastened his pants and pulled out his cock as gently as I could in my fervent state. As soon as it was free of his clothes, I lowered myself down on it, causing both of us to moan against each other’s lips. Dominic grabbed my hips and lifted me, before slamming me back down hard onto his cock. He repeated the motion over and over, controlling the pace of our fucking even though I was the one on top.

I pulled my lips away from his, moaning breathlessly. “Oh god, your cock feels so good, Dominic.”

“Not as good as your pussy feels when it’s already full of cum. And knowing it’s not my cum inside you makes it even fucking hotter.”

Dominic braced his feet flat on the floor and started moving his hips, thrusting up into me at a brutal pace. My mind couldn’t help but go back to how Marcus and I had fucked in this position in the back of his car. But it didn’t bring back the feelings of guilt like I expected it to. It just felt like another way of sharing my experience with my husband, who was clearly enjoying every second.

I bounced hard and fast on his cock, meeting every single one of his thrusts. Dominic brought a hand between my thighs to rub at my clit, forcing my body to succumb to another orgasm.

“That’s it, Samantha. Fucking cum on my cock. Show me how much you love my dick, too.” He was growling, the sound almost feral as he increased the pace of his thrusts. I had to hold on to his shoulders to keep my balance, my fingernails digging into his flesh as my body convulsed from the force of my orgasm.

When I had finished, he was still rock hard. He kept thrusting up into me while his fingers continued to rub my clit. My cunt was already sensitive from the orgasm which had only just dissipated, and the amount of stimulation was so overwhelming that I could barely catch my breath.

“Cum inside me,” I begged. “I need your cum filling me, too. Please, Dominic.”

“Oh, fuck,” he moaned out. “I’m going to fill you with so much fucking cum, baby. I’ve been rock hard all evening knowing you were out on your date, but I wouldn’t jerk off. I wanted to wait until you got home so I could claim your pretty cunt again after Marcus had used it.”

The final word turned into a guttural moan as he reached his climax, his entire body tensing as he pumped his cum into me. The way his cock pulsed inside me pushed me over the edge with him, and I cried out while waves of pleasure consumed me. My cunt clenched tight around him, milking him for every drop of his cum. I was greedy, and I wanted it all.

Our frantic movements slowed as the pleasure faded, and little whimpers emerged from both of us as we came down from our high.

“God, I love you so much, Dominic.” I leaned in to kiss him deeply, his cock still lodged inside my quivering cunt.

“I love you too, Samantha,” he whispered against my lips.

I flashed him a smile as I climbed down from his lap, my pussy clenching in protest as she found herself suddenly empty of everything except another load of cum. Settling on my knees, I licked along the length of his cock, moaning as the taste of the juices coating it filled my senses. It was a combination of me, Dominic and Marcus, and it was delicious.

Dominic groaned and ran his fingers through my hair. “Good girl. Clean me up well. Your pussy was so wet and sloppy tonight and you made a mess of me.”

He grinned down at me, making me squirm as I kept licking at his spent cock, lapping up the mess that coated his skin. I knew I could easily get addicted to this taste, and I wondered if I would get a chance to savour it again in the future. Dominic would definitely want me to, but I just had to work my way through this guilt that had hit me hard after being with Marcus tonight. But with Dominic’s love and encouragement, I was sure that in time, I’d be the perfect happy hotwife for my husband.
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Chapter Seven
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The following morning, I woke up to the sound of my alarm blaring from my phone. I groaned as I reached for it, remembering it was Monday morning and I had to get back to work today. I so wasn’t ready for work, especially not after the exhausting weekend I’d had. When I turned off the alarm, I noticed I had a text from Marcus. My chest tightened a little while my stomach performed an excited somersault. I’d had a great time with him last night, at least until guilt had punched me in the gut, and I wasn’t sure if he thought I’d been rude by leaving so abruptly after we had fucked.

Looking at the text, I couldn’t help but smile.

Hey, beautiful. I had an amazing time with you. Hope we can meet up again soon. xx

I placed the phone back down on my bedside table, not quite ready to answer him yet. Even though Dominic had done a lot to put my mind at rest, that sleeping with another man last night hadn’t hurt him, and that he’d found it to be a big turn on, I still needed some time to process my feelings.

Slipping out of bed as quietly as I could so I wouldn’t wake Dominic, I tiptoed toward the bathroom to shower and get ready for my day. Once the water was at the right temperature, I stepped under the showerhead, letting out a happy sigh as the hot water sprayed over me, removing the chill of the early morning air. While washing my hair, I thought back to last night with Marcus. There was no denying that the chemistry between us had been off the charts, and we both found it hard to keep our hands off each other.

Even in the early days of my relationship with Dominic, we hadn’t experienced the kind of searing lust that I’d felt on my date with Marcus. I loved him, and the sex had always been good, but it had never been a ‘I need you right here right now no matter who might be watching’ kind of good. In fact, it had only been since I had sucked Marcus off at the club on Friday that things had really heated up between my husband and I.

While thinking about how good things had been over the weekend with both Dominic and Marcus, my body thrummed with desire. There was a pleasant warmth deep in my cunt, and when I ran my hands over my naked body, that warmth grew into an intense heat. My nipples were hard, producing pleasant sensations when my fingers brushed over them. Unable to help myself, I reached a hand down between my thighs to rub at my clit in slow circles.

I thought about how Dominic had been insatiable, unable to get enough of me, and it made me feel more desired than I’d ever been. Add to that the frantic and animalistic fuck with Marcus in the back of his car, and I almost felt like a fucking goddess. The pressure built between my thighs as I rubbed faster, and my mind came to rest on how it had all started Friday night. My attraction to Marcus had been instant, and the thrill I’d felt while sucking his cock in the club bathroom had been unlike anything I’d felt before. And I was lucky enough to have a husband who’d encouraged me to do it.

The water splashed over my trembling body as I rubbed faster at my clit, the pleasure spreading outwards from my aching pussy. My body knew what I wanted. I needed the freedom to be with Marcus, and maybe with others in the future. And I knew Dominic wanted that, too. If his performance over the last couple of days was anything to go by, I would say he got even more turned on than I did at the thought of me fucking others.

I cried out as my orgasm washed over me, my legs shaking until I thought I might collapse in the shower. The pleasure kept moving over me in continuous waves, leaving me gasping for air when it finally passed. Once I had stopped shaking, I washed quickly, eager to get out of the shower to wake Dominic. I wanted to show him how grateful I felt for his amazing support and for making our relationship so much more exciting than it had been.

With only a towel wrapped around me, I crept back into the bedroom and crawled up onto the bed, taking a moment to watch Dominic as he slept peacefully. The blanket had been pulled down to his waist, leaving his chest bare until I pulled it down further, revealing his cock. He was already semi-hard, and when I leaned down to run my tongue along his shaft, he shifted slightly in his sleep. A small moan escaped him, despite the fact that his eyes remained closed.

I looked at his face, smiling for a moment before I parted my lips and took the full length of his cock into my mouth. Dominic moaned loudly that time and opened his eyes, looking down at me.

“Well, this is a pleasant way to be woken up,” he said, his voice still thick with sleep.

My only response was to suck harder on his dick, moaning slightly to send pleasurable vibrations around his hard flesh. Dominic reached down, stroking his fingers through my hair as I worked to please him, my lips moving up and down his length to make him throb in my mouth. With each downward stroke, I took him deep into my throat, making small gagging noises as saliva bubbled from my lips.

After a few moments, Dominic started to thrust into my mouth, pushing his hips up from the bed to slide his dick in and out of my throat. The aching need in my pussy was back, despite the orgasm I’d just had, and I reached down between my thighs to run my fingers through my wet cunt lips.

He must have seen me reach down, because he pushed my hand away and replaced it with his own to brush his fingers gently against my clit. My hips bucked as pleasure zinged through my body. But the touch was too gentle, and I needed more. I tried to lift my head, wanting to plead with Dominic for him to finger me properly, but he kept his other hand on the back of my head, pushing my mouth back down onto his cock while he continued to pump his hips. I groaned with frustration, but kept sucking hungrily, hoping he’d fill me with his fingers if I pleased him well enough.

I could feel his thighs trembling, and his body tensed, as if he was trying to hold back his release. I wasn’t sure what I needed most; to push him over the edge so he’d feed me with his cum, or to draw it out so there would be more time for him to finger me to my own orgasm. But then I remembered what I had wanted to do this morning. I craved to show him how much I loved him and how grateful I was for his love in return.

So I sucked with renewed vigour, humming around his thick shaft in a way that I knew would drive him crazy. He grunted, and began pumping his hips faster, fucking my throat hard and fast. Just as his body shuddered and his cum spurted down my throat, he slipped three fingers into my needy cunt, thrusting them brutally to push me quickly to my own release. Pleasure washed over me in waves as I swallowed Dominic’s cum, sucking it down greedily, and even when he was finished, he kept fucking me with his fingers until my body had gone limp with exhaustion.

Sliding my lips from his cock, I grinned at him and crawled up the bed to rest my head on his chest. Dominic wrapped his arms around me to hold me against his body.

“Good morning, love. And what did I do to earn a wake up call like that?”

I blushed slightly, all too aware that I must not have woken him with my mouth on his cock nearly enough if he was asking that question. “Can’t a wife do something nice for her husband without being questioned about it?” I asked with a sheepish grin on my face.

Dominic laughed and pulled me closer. “I was just thinking that if I knew what caused it, I could make sure to do it more often.”

I kissed his lips softly, smiling at him as I pulled back. “I was in the shower, thinking about how amazing you are and how lucky I am to have you, and I just wanted to show my appreciation.”

He smiled back at me, then pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Thank you, love. How are you feeling after last night?”

I thought it over for a moment, searching for any lingering signs of guilt, but I couldn’t find any. “I feel really good, actually. Thank you for taking care of me when I got home.”

“That’s what I’m here for. I hate seeing you hurting like that.” His face went serious for a moment. “And I meant what I said about how you don’t have to date other men if you don’t want to. I only want you to do it if it truly makes you happy. If you feel guilty about it, then we should just forget about it.”

“I... I think I would like to try again, Dominic,” I said hesitantly. It wasn’t that I was concerned he would be mad at me anymore, but more that I was seeing how it felt to admit it to myself and to my husband. And it felt better than I had expected.

He smiled at me, his eyebrows lifting a little in his surprise. “That’s great, Samantha. Do you mean with Marcus, or would you prefer to look for someone else?”

“I like Marcus.” A blush creeped across my face as I said it, leaving me feeling flustered. It was going to be a while until I stopped feeling awkward about admitting such things. But the smile on Dominic’s face made it easier. “Actually, he text me while I was asleep, saying he had a great time, and he’d like to do it again soon. I haven’t replied yet, but I think I’m going to arrange to see him again.”

“Good girl. I’m proud of you.” Dominic brought his mouth to mine, kissing me deeply, forcing my lips apart so he could claim my mouth with his tongue. When he broke the kiss, I felt flushed and breathless, and my lips were tingling from the way his morning stubble had rubbed against my skin. “Are you going to reply now or wait until later?”

Considering his question, I realised I didn’t want to wait. Yes, I was eager to see him again, but I also didn’t want to have to spend all day worrying about what I would say or whether or not I was actually going to go through with it. I reached over to pick up my phone from the bedside table. “I’m going to do it now.”

Dominic grinned at me and held me close while I opened my messages. I snuggled into his side as I took a moment to think about what I’d send back. There was a flutter in my stomach, and I recognised it as the excited feeling I always used to get when I first started dating a new guy when I was younger. The last time I’d felt it was when I first met Dominic, and I thought I’d never experience it again, but it felt good. In the past, it had always been accompanied by a lot of anxiety as I wondered if the other guy would like me or if things would work out. But this time, those things weren’t as important because I already had a husband who I loved and who was crazy about me. This time, I could just focus on the fun side of dating.

I had a great time too, Marcus. I’d love to meet up again some time this week xx

When I’d hit send, I put my phone down and cuddled with Dominic until it was time for me to get ready for work, a smile on my face the whole time.
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Chapter Eight
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It was Wednesday evening, and I had arranged to meet up with Marcus after work. Driving to his house, I felt both nervous and excited. It was the first time I’d seen him since we fucked on Sunday night, and I was eager to see him again. He’d invited me to his house for dinner, and I wondered if he was going to want to fuck me tonight. While I definitely wanted it to happen, I had felt a lot of guilt after the last time and I didn’t want to go through that again.

Luckily, Dominic had been amazing the last few days; so loving and attentive. And whenever I mentioned I’d had a text from Marcus, he would tell me how happy he was that we seemed to be getting along well. I hadn’t picked up on any jealousy from my husband, and he had become insatiable in the bedroom, which wasn’t something that could have been said before Marcus came into our lives. He was absolutely fine with me seeing Marcus, more than fine considering how much it turned him on, but I just had to find a way to get over my own hang-ups to make sure I enjoyed myself as much as possible.

I pulled up outside Marcus’s house and took a moment to breathe and steady my nerves. There was a flutter low in my belly and it was hard to tell if it was nerves or arousal. No doubt it was both, considering how wet my panties were. I got out of my car and made my way to the front door, knocking on it timidly. Marcus opened the front door within seconds, and the sight of him took my breath away. Fuck, he really was gorgeous.

“Hey, Samantha. Welcome to my humble abode.” He flashed me a grin and stepped aside, inviting me into his house.

“Hi, Marcus. It’s good to see you again.” I stepped over the threshold and stood on tiptoes to kiss Marcus’s cheek. He turned his head slightly so that my lips brushed against the very corner of his mouth, and I wondered if he was going to kiss me properly. I lingered with my lips close to his, holding my breath as I waited to see what he would do. Yeah, there was no way I would be able to resist him tonight. Being this close to him had my entire body on high alert, every part of me awake and eager to be touched.

His lips curled up into a grin before he tilted his head to kiss my forehead. I felt a blush creep across my face as he reached behind me to close the door. “Come on in,” he said, leading me into the living room. “I was going to cook dinner for us. But, well, I wanted to impress you, and my cooking definitely won’t do that. So how about I order us a pizza?” He laughed and smiled sheepishly at me.

Something about his confession made me smile. He’d wanted to impress me, which must mean he liked me. “Sure, I love pizza.”

“Great,” he said, lowering himself onto the couch and pulling his phone out of his pocket. Looking up at me, he patted the couch cushion beside him. “Come on, let’s decide what we want to eat.”

I took the seat beside him, leaning closer so I could see the menu for the pizza place on his phone. It took me a moment to notice Marcus was staring at me. Or, more specifically, staring at my tits in my low cut top as they pressed against his arm. My nipples instantly hardened and tingled pleasantly, as if his gaze was a physical thing they could feel. When I heard the growl that emerged from him, I looked down and realised the hard little buttons were clearly visible through the flimsy material of my top.

Marcus reached out, cupping one of my breasts in a tentative hand. As soon as his palm brushed against my nipple, a whimper escaped me as currents of pleasure spread all the way down to my clit. He put his phone down then, the idea of pizza forgotten about, and lowered me onto my back on the couch. For a moment, he looked down at me while caressing both breasts, occasionally brushing his thumb against my nipples to cause me to arch and moan.

But then Marcus lowered his head, taking one nipple into the searing heat of his mouth through my clothes. He sucked and licked, and while a part of me worried about the wet patches that would be left on my top, another part of me just wanted to make sure he never stopped. I placed a hand on the back of his head and tangled my fingers in his hair, keeping him close. The harder he sucked and nibbled at the sensitive button, the more I writhed and moaned beneath him. He moved back and forth, giving each nipple equal attention until I was almost certain I was going to cum just from having my tits played with.

The need was growing too intense, and I needed to cum, so I brought a hand between my thighs to rub at my clit. It was so sensitive after all the attention to my nipples that it only took the briefest touch to make me cum. My back arched up off the couch, pushing my breast deeper into his mouth, as my orgasm washed over me in waves. When Marcus bit a nipple hard, the exquisite pain mixed with the pleasure in a way that drew out my climax even longer. By the time it faded, I was left panting and trembling.

“God, you are so fucking sexy,” he moaned as he pulled his mouth away from my tits to look down at me. I wasn’t sure what he meant, seeing as I was certain I must look a mess, but the dark look of lust in his eyes couldn’t be ignored.

Marcus kissed my lips hard, stealing my breath away while he lowered the zip on my skirt. I lifted my hips so he could pull it off and drop it on the floor. When he trailed his kisses lower down my body to end up settled between my thighs, I whimpered quietly, feeling the ache between my thighs that was just begging to gain the same kind of attention my breasts had just received. But he didn’t move to give me that attention I needed. Instead, he ran a fingertip gently over my folds through my panties. I could feel how wet the little scrap of lace was, and I blushed.

He lowered his head, and a moan escaped me in anticipation of the pleasure I thought I was about to experience. But rather than the heat of his mouth on me, I felt him press his nose against the cleft as he inhaled deeply. “You smell so good,” he groaned. “I can’t wait to taste you, Samantha.”

Confusion filled me as I wondered why he was waiting when his mouth was so close to my pussy. But when I squirmed and bolts of pleasure shot through my body at the way his nose pressed against my clit, all I could do was beg for what I needed.

“Please taste me, Marcus. I need to feel your mouth on me.”

He looked up at me from between my thighs, a wicked grin on his face for a split second before he dragged his tongue over my slit through the damp lace. I let out a loud moan, my eyes rolling back slightly from the intense sensations caused by his tongue. I couldn’t help but squirm beneath him, trying to work myself against his tongue as it moved over my needy cunt. Reaching down, I pulled my panties to one side so that his tongue could touch my burning flesh.

With the first touch of his tongue against my bare pussy, I cried out. At the same time, he moaned loudly and began lapping faster between my folds. “You taste so fucking good, Samantha. But I want to know how you taste when you cum.”

He brought his lips to my clit, sucking the swollen and sensitive bud into his mouth while he flicked his tongue against it. I writhed and bucked uncontrollably until he gripped my hips in his hands, holding me tightly to keep me still. Once he had me exactly where he wanted me, he used his talented mouth to bring me to the brink. Every touch took me higher until another orgasm was working its way through my body, causing me to shudder from the intensity of it.

I laid there, breathing hard, trying to catch my breath. My entire body felt warm and languid, exhausted yet happy after the pleasure I’d just experience. But Marcus wasn’t finished with me yet. He got up from the couch for a moment to quickly strip off his clothes, and as I watched him, my body began coming to attention once more. Especially when I caught sight of his cock. He was so fucking hard and my mouth was watering.

Just as I was about to move off the couch to suck his cock, Marcus got back onto the couch, on his knees between my parted thighs. He gazed down at my pussy with dark eyes as he jerked his cock, bringing his other hand to my pussy to stroke his thumb over my wet folds. Oh yeah, my body was definitely awake again now. I squirmed at his touch, delighting in the sensations he created so easily.

“Please,” I whimpered, looking up at him with wide eyes.

“Tell me what you want, Samantha. I want to hear you say it.” His voice was a low growl that sent arousal coursing through my veins.

“I want your cock inside me, Marcus. I want you to fuck me.”

Marcus was quiet for a moment, and I wondered if he was going to ignore my request. I opened my legs wider for him, giving him an even better view of my wet pussy. He stared for what felt the longest time before he moved closer and pressed the head of his cock against my opening. He slid deep inside me in one quick thrust and held himself there, letting me feel every thick inch of his dick.

I moaned, squeezing gently around him, enjoying the sensations of being so full. Then he started moving; slowly at first before building up the pace. It wasn’t long before Marcus was pounding me hard, slamming his cock deep inside me. He angled his hips so that the swollen head rubbed against my g-spot with each thrust, driving me wild as I felt another orgasm building quickly. I wrapped my legs around his waist, trying to pull him in even deeper.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “I’m going to cum again.”

“Good,” he growled. “I want to feel you cum on my cock again. You felt so tight and so perfect the other night, and I want more.”

Marcus kept up his fast pace, pinning me into the couch cushions as he drove his cock home over and over. He was staring down at me with a look of feral lust on his face, and that look alone was almost enough to send me spiralling into my orgasm.

“Cum for me,” he commanded. “Cum on my cock.”

That was what I needed to push me over the edge. I gripped his shoulders hard as my body thrummed with pleasure, the heat consuming me as I bucked and writhed beneath him. Soon enough, I heard Marcus moaning above me as he unloaded himself inside me, filling my body with his hot cum. He kept pounding hard and fast until we were both spent, then he collapsed on top of me. We were both breathing hard, trying to catch our breath.

As I laid there, I waited for the feelings of guilt to consume me, but I was surprised to find there weren’t any. The only thing I felt, beside a deep sense of satisfaction, was an excitement to tell Dominic about everything that had happened. I smiled widely and wrapped my arms around Marcus while we recovered from our orgasms. Maybe I had it in me to be a hotwife after all.
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Epilogue
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Iheard the front door open, and I rushed down the stairs to greet Dominic as he got home from work, throwing my arms around him while he lifted me up and twirled me around. As he set me back down on the floor, he looked at me, taking a moment to appreciate the dress I was wearing and the way I’d styled my hair.

“Wow, you look beautiful, love. Are you going out tonight?”

“I am! I’ve got a date,” I told him with a grin.

Although it had only been three months since I had started seeing Marcus, things had changed completely. I no longer felt guilty about fucking another man, and talking openly about our needs and desires had only brought Dominic and I closer than we’d ever been.

“But I didn’t think you were seeing Marcus until Friday? Or couldn’t he wait that long to see you?” he asked with a teasing grin on his face.

“No, I’m not seeing Marcus until Friday.” I knew I was being coy, but it was fun to tease him. As soon as he realised I must be going out on a date with someone other than Marcus, his eyebrows shot up almost to his hairline and he let out a small moan.

“So, who is the lucky man who will be taking you out tonight, then?”

“Well, his name is Max, and I met him at the coffee shop while I was on my lunch break today. We sat together and chatted for the whole hour, and then he offered to take me out for dinner tonight.”

This was the first time I’d been on a date with anyone other than Marcus, but I didn’t feel any of the guilt I’d experienced at the start of my friends-with-benefits arrangement with him. Dominic had proven to me plenty of times over the last few months that he didn’t feel any anger or jealousy when I spent time with another man, so when Max had asked me out, I hadn’t hesitated to say yes. We’d hit it off straight away, and I definitely wanted to get to know him better.

Dominic placed his hands on my hips and backed me up against the wall, leaning down to kiss me deeply. I could feel how much it excited him to find out I was going out on a date with a second man when his erection pressed up against me. He was rock hard, and for a moment, I considered staying home to take full advantage of his excitement.

“Does he know about our arrangement?”

“Not exactly,” I answered. “But he saw my wedding ring earlier, so he already knows I’m married, and he still seemed keen to take me out. I figured I would tell him the rest tonight.”

“Good girl,” he moaned, as he ground his erection against my cunt.

I was already so wet, and I hadn’t even got out of the house yet. At this rate, I was going to be a mess by the time I met up with Max.

“What time do you have to meet him?” he asked. Dominic’s voice was little more than a growl as his lust seemed to take him over.

I looked at my watch and groaned. “In about 20 minutes, and I need to leave in a second.”

“That’s a shame. I wish I hadn’t stayed so late at work now so I could have come home and filled your pussy up before your date. But never mind, I will just fuck you twice as hard when you get home.” He grinned down at me, and my knees went weak.

“That had better be a promise! Otherwise, you’ll have a very unhappy wife on your hands!”

Dominic laughed. “Oh, I definitely don’t want that, so I’ll make sure I deliver.” He winked at me before sliding a hand up my thigh, bringing it between my thighs. When he found out I wasn’t wearing any panties under my dress, he let out a groan. “Fuck me, Samantha. Have I ever told you how hot you are?”

I grinned and pretended to think it over. “Well, not today. I’m feeling quite neglected. Hopefully Max will change that tonight, though.”

He laughed even louder at that and swatted my bottom. It felt good to be playful about our arrangement. The open arrangement was supposed to be fun for both of us, and recently, it had been a lot of fun.

“Okay, I must run. Love you!” I stood up on tiptoes to kiss his lips, and he held me close for a moment.

“Do you have your phone? You’ll call me if you need me, yes?”

“Yes, Dominic. I have my phone, and I will call you if there are any problems. Or if I’m going to be out extra late.” Grinning, I gave him one last kiss before grabbing my purse and heading out the door.
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THE DINNER HAD GONE well. I told Max all about the open relationship I had with my husband, and he had been understandably apprehensive at the start. But he’d been open minded enough to stay until the end of the date to see if we felt enough of a connection to be more intimate with one another. As it happened, the chemistry had been intense all evening, and we’d spent most of the time teasing each other underneath the table.

“So, would you like to come back to my place, Samantha?” he asked after he’d paid the bill. “I don’t live far from here.”

The grin on his face let me know he had wicked intentions for when we were alone together, and I was all too eager to find out what they were.

“Sure, I’d love to! I’m just gonna text my husband to let him know I’ll be home late tonight.

He chuckled and nodded his head while I fiddled about with my phone, sending a quick text to both Dominic and Marcus to let them know the date was going well. I didn’t have time to wait for any replies, but they were both excited for me when I told them about Max, so I knew they’d be happy.

I followed Max out of the restaurant and we walked together, hand in hand, to his home. We were both quiet, and I had to admit I was feeling a little nervous, which always made me shy, but the excitement outweighed the nerves by a long shot. He led me into his home and as soon as the door was shut, he pinned me against it with his body and lifted my feet off the floor. I wrapped my arms and legs around him as his mouth crashed down on mine in a hungry kiss. Whimpering against his lips, I returned his kiss with a desperate hunger. My entire body ached for his attention, and I clung to him tightly.

In this position, with my legs around his waist while he pinned me against the wall, I could easily feel his erection pressing against my cunt. I squirmed against him, trying to rub myself against his hard cock. My body acted instinctively, seeking the pleasure I ached for.

“I’m sorry, baby, but I need to be inside you. Right now. I promise next time I’ll take it slow and give you everything you need.” Max sounded breathless, and his voice was little more than a low growl.

The knowledge that he needed me just as desperately as I needed him was enough to drive me wild. “What I need, Max, is your cock inside me. We both need the same thing.”

He looked me in the eye as he unfastened his pants with one hand and pushed them down to his knees. Then he moved a hand between my thighs and let out a gasp as he realised I was naked underneath my dress. The look on his face was almost the same as Dominic’s when he’s discovered the same thing earlier, and it caused a rush of heat to my pussy. Was it wrong to get such a rush out of being admired and wanted by multiple men? If it was, I didn’t want to be right.

“Please,” I panted, “just fuck me.”

Apparently, Max was a gentleman, and not one to make a lady beg any more than necessary. He drove into me in one hard thrust, holding himself fully inside me for a moment so we could both get used to the feeling. I was breathing hard, squirming on his cock in my eagerness to feel him moving inside me.

After a moment, Max seemed to lose his ability to keep himself under control, and he started pumping his hips fast, pounding my cunt at a pace I knew would leave me sore afterwards. But it felt so fucking good, and I’d worry about the soreness later. I cried out each time he slammed deep inside me, the sound forced from my lungs by the ferocity of his movements.

I clung to him, keeping my legs wrapped around his waist to keep him as deep as possible. He grunted, and I felt his body stiffen as he found his release. His cock throbbed, filling me with his cum, while my own pleasure washed over me. My cunt clenched tight around him, helping to milk out every drop of his cum, until we were both satisfied.

After a few moments of holding onto one another, he lowered me down to my feet, leaning to kiss my lips tenderly.
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LATER THAT NIGHT, I crept in the front door, surprised to see Dominic still waiting up for me. He grinned as soon as he saw me.

“It must have been a good night for you to stay out this late, love.

I giggled and felt a blush heating my cheeks. “It was good, Dominic.” I felt a little too shy to say any more, but he always knew how to get me to relax so I could talk more freely about what I’d done with one of my lovers.

He stepped closer and scooped me up in his arms, cuddling me close to his body. I nuzzled my face into the crook of his neck, tired and happy to be back home with him. Even though I’d had an amazing time with Max, and I’d made arrangements to see him again in a few days, Dominic was my home, and I belonged with him. The others were for fun, and I’d come to accept that I needed the intimacy with other men as well, but he was the one who held my heart.

Dominic carried me up the stairs, and helped me to shower, taking care of my tired body before he made love to me in our bed. Then I curled up in his arms, falling asleep wrapped up in his love.
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Ella’s Hotwife Awakening
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Chapter One
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Iarrived home from work a little earlier than normal. The afternoon meeting I’d been supposed to attend had been cancelled because my client was ill, so I decided to make the most of my unexpected free time and head home to see Sebastian. We had only been married for three months, and we were definitely still in the honeymoon stage. He worked from home, and if he didn’t have too much to do, maybe we could go back to bed for a while. Or I could just get under his desk and suck him off while he worked. I’d honestly be happy either way, so long as I was getting quality time with him and his dick.

After parking in the garage, I went into the house, heading straight for his home office. The sound of a loud moan coming from that room stopped me before I entered. What the fuck? That was a woman’s moan. Surely he wasn’t cheating on me? We’d barely gone a few hours without fucking or touching in some way recently, so I liked to think I was keeping him satisfied.

I paused just outside the door, which was cracked open slightly, and when I peeked in, I breathed a sigh of relief. The sights and sounds of people fucking hard and fast came from his computer, and I could see the screen over his shoulder. I grinned to myself. It seemed he was enjoying himself without me. Although his back was facing me, I could see his arm moving as he obviously jerked off to the porn he was watching. I licked my lips and stifled a moan. I had a bit of a voyeur streak, and I’d always found it hot to watch him stroke his cock. Hopefully, he wouldn’t mind too much if I watched him without his knowledge. The forbidden feeling of observing him like this just made it even more arousing.

Biting my lip, I reached down to slide a hand between my thighs, pulling up my skirt with my free hand. Occasionally I would glance at the screen, but it was just some muscled guy jack hammering a skinny girl’s pussy while they both moaned theatrically. It was exactly the kind of porn I hated. Watching a cock sliding in and out of a hole repeatedly got boring after a while. I bet those guys on screen couldn’t find a clit even if there was a glowing neon sign pointing to it. But it didn’t matter what was happening on the screen. What really mattered was my husband’s moans, and the way his body shook as he pumped a fist rapidly up and down his cock. In my mind’s eye, I could see the precum dribbling down his shaft, and I made a promise to myself that as soon as he’d cum, I’d go in and offer to lick him clean.

I was rubbing at my aching pussy through my panties, feeling how wet the thin scrap of cotton had become as my honey leaked from my puffy lips. The friction against my clit felt so good that I had to stifle a moan. I didn’t want to alert him to my presence straight away and ruin the fun for both of us. He was an exhibitionist, and had often put on a show of jerking off for me, so I had no doubt he would love finding out I’d been watching him.

For a while, I leaned against the door frame, pressing harder at my clit as I moved my fingers over it in little circles. The porn became little more than background noise as I kept my focus on Sebastian. It looked like he was close, as his breathing became ragged and his moans grew louder. I sped up the pace of my fingers, wanting to time my release with his, but just as I was reaching that peak, he stopped and kept himself on the edge. With a groan, I followed suit, wondering why Sebastian had stopped. He obviously wanted to make the feeling last for some reason. Sometimes he did that, claiming it made his orgasm more intense when he finally relented, but I’d never been able to understand that. Not really. I’d always been impatient, and I liked my orgasms to come quickly. And I liked it even more when they came one after another until I was fully satisfied.

When Sebastian leaned forward, releasing his hold on his dick as he placed his elbows on the desk, he seemed fixated on what was happening on the screen. Curious about what had caught his attention, I took a peek. A second man was now in shot, with his dick in his hand as he jerked off. Oh, maybe he was about to join in, too. If so, we were finally getting to the kind of porn I enjoyed. While I’d never had a threesome, it had always been a fantasy of mine, but I figured it wasn’t going to happen now I was a married woman.

I slipped a finger inside my dripping cunt, slowly gliding the digit in and out as I watched the screen. The second man wasn’t getting any closer to the action, though. He was only sitting on the edge of the bed, stroking himself and moaning loudly, his eyes never leaving the woman’s face as she succumbed to the brutal fucking by the other guy. Maybe he was just like me. A voyeur.

“That’s it,” came the deep voice of the man who was currently balls deep inside the lucky lady. “Watch your wife’s face as I fuck her. See how much she loves my cock?”

Although the words registered, I didn’t think much of it. Porn always tried to have a storyline and most of the time, it sucked harder than the woman being recorded. But the loud groan that came from Sebastian surprised me. I turned my attention back to him, watching as he gripped his cock once more and started to stroke it vigorously. He was still leaning close to the screen, completely caught up in what was happening.

Wait, did he have a wife sharing fantasy I didn’t know about? I bit my lip on a moan, forcing it to stay inside. Would I even want to be shared? Sure, the fantasy was hot, but the reason most things stayed a fantasy was because the reality almost never lived up to expectations. Fuck it. I was getting too caught up in my own thoughts. Sebastian was just enjoying some porn, and I was enjoying watching him. It really didn’t need to be any more complicated than that.

“Oh god,” the woman on the screen cried out. “His cock feels so fucking good. I’m gonna cum on his big, fat dick.”

Once again, Sebastian let out a moan, his fist pumping up and down his shaft in a frantic motion.

“Yes!” the husband moaned. “Cum on his cock. I know how much you love to cum on a massive dick like that.”

The words were starting to have an effect on me as I lost myself in the fantasy. The thought of Sebastian encouraging me while being fucked by another man got me feeling more aroused than I could ever remember being. I thrust my fingers hard and deep into my pussy, trying to keep my heavy breaths quiet as the pleasure built within me.

“Oh, fuck yes,” groaned Sebastian. My eyes, which had almost fluttered shut as I got closer to my release, snapped wide open again. Sebastian’s entire body was shaking with the desperate pace of his hand jerking up and down his cock, and his breaths were ragged. “Cum on his cock. Come on, Ella, show him how hard a big cock like his makes you cum.”

I gasped as he used my name, realising he was imagining watching me being fucked hard. Luckily, the moans coming from his computer were so loud that he didn’t hear me.

“Oh god, I want to watch you cum for him, Ella,” he moaned, lost in his fantasy.

Fuck, it was so hot knowing he got off to thoughts like this. I slipped another finger inside my wet cunt, thrusting them quickly, feeling the pressure building between my thighs. As the woman on the screen started to cum, Sebastian let out a guttural moan, and his body shuddered as he made himself cum hard. I wasn’t far behind him, pumping my fingers hard and fast into my needy cunt as waves of pleasure washed over me.

It wasn’t until my orgasm had faded that I realised I’d been so caught up in the heat of the situation that I’d forgotten to keep quiet. When I opened my eyes, Sebastian was staring at me in the doorway, his spent cock still in his hand and his shirt pulled up so his cum could land on his stomach.

I held his gaze, breathing hard and slipping the wet fingers out of my dripping pussy. “That was so hot,” I moaned softly, stepping closer to him.

“You... you heard what I was saying?” Sebastian’s face was flushed, but I wasn’t sure if it was caused by embarrassment or the exertion of his orgasm.

“I did.” I wasn’t sure what else to say at that moment. It was something we’d have to talk about sooner or later, but it could wait a little longer. Right now, I just wanted to ease the shame that was written all over his face.

I walked towards him, lowering down to my knees once I was closer. Looking up at him, I saw his eyes were wide, no doubt worried what I’d think of him after what I saw. But he had no reason to worry. I loved him, and it’s not like he was the only one with fantasies and needs. Placing my hands on his thighs, I pushed them apart and moved between them on my knees. Without breaking eye contact, I leaned in, dragging my tongue over the firm muscle of his stomach, cleaning up the mess of cum that coated his skin.

The musky taste of him filled my senses and I let out a moan, licking over and over until his stomach was clean, glistening only with my saliva. When I was finished, I climbed up into his lap, wrapping my arms around him.

“Do you really want to watch me with another man?” I asked, my voice little more than a soft whisper.

Sebastian shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know. I mean, it seems like a fun fantasy, but I don’t know how I would actually feel if you fucked someone else. It could be one of those things that seems hot and then ends up causing all kinds of trouble afterwards. I wouldn’t want it to cause any trouble between us, not when we’ve been so happy since the wedding. If things are working well, then we probably shouldn’t do anything to rock the boat, right?”

I thought it over for a moment. “Maybe you’re right,” I said with a sigh. “Getting another person involved could definitely cause some problems. That’s when insecurities and jealousy can show up.”

“Exactly,” he agreed. “So let’s just see it as a fun fantasy, and continue to focus on one another.”

I smiled at him before brushing my lips tenderly against his. “Okay. I think that’s for the best, too.”

Sebastian wrapped his arms around me, holding me close, and I nuzzled my face into the crook of his neck. Even though I knew he was right, I couldn’t seem to shake the idea of him sharing me with another man now that the thoughts were in my head. Especially after seeing how much it turned him on. But I just needed to keep my focus on him, which would be easy enough given how greedy I was for my gorgeous husband.
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Chapter Two
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It had been almost a week since I’d walked in on Sebastian masturbating while fantasising about me being fucked by another man, and something had changed between us. And not in a good way. We’d only been married for three months, and until that fateful afternoon, we’d both been pretty insatiable, making love at least once a day and often more. But Sebastian just hadn’t been interested in being intimate since I discovered his little secret. I knew he still wanted me, as I would catch him watching me at every available opportunity, but I think he was feeling shame about his desires.

So, I decided to take matters into my own hands. Perhaps if he knew how much the idea of being shared turned me on, maybe he wouldn’t feel so ashamed. It was Friday night and we were relaxing on the couch, watching Netflix together, so I figured it would be the perfect time to make my move.

I wriggled out of his embrace and moved down onto my knees in front of Sebastian. His eyes widened slightly as he watched me, but he didn’t try to stop me. With a smile teasing at the corners of my lips, I placed my hands on his knees, sliding them up his thighs until they reached the waistband of his jeans. I quickly unfastened his pants, and when he lifted himself up from the couch so I could pull them down, I knew he was happy for me to make the first move tonight.

Once his jeans and underwear had been removed, left discarded on the floor behind me, I could see his cock was rock hard. Oh yeah, he definitely still wanted me. Lack of attraction wasn’t the reason for the decrease in intimacy lately. I moved my hand to his dick, tenderly wrapping my fingers around it before I leaned in to swirl my tongue around the swollen head. His shaft pulsed within my grasp each time my tongue brushed against his engorged flesh, making me moan. I wanted to feel him inside me, but there was plenty of time for that. I had something specific in mind that I wanted to do first.

Sliding my lips down over the head of his cock, I began to suckle and lick at the tip, gliding my tongue along the slit to gather up any drops of precum. Sebastian let out a loud moan, running his fingers through my hair as he let me spoil him with my attention. I stroked up and down his shaft while holding the bulbous head between my lips, squirming each time the musky taste of his arousal filled my senses.

It wasn’t long before Sebastian was moving his hips slowly, his thick cock gliding between my parted lips as he thrust deeper into my mouth. I moaned around him; the vibrations sending ripples of pleasure through his dick.

“Oh god, that feels so fucking good, Ella. I’ve missed your pretty little mouth on my cock.”

I whimpered softly between greedy suckling sounds, enjoying his words of encouragement. When his grip tightened on my hair, holding me firmly in place, he started thrusting harder, pushing his cock deep into my throat and making me choke on it for a moment. I surrendered to the hard fucking, feeling my throat bulging around his dick each time he thrust fully inside that tight channel. Saliva was leaking from my lips, dripping down onto the cleavage left visible by the low-cut dress I was wearing, but I couldn’t stop it. Not when he was using my mouth as his own personal fuckhole. God, I loved it when he used me hard. It always made me feel so fucking desirable.

Just as I thought he was about to cum, he pulled me up off his cock, leaving me gasping for air. I let out a pathetic little whimper, disappointed that he hadn’t fed me his cum first.

“Get up here on my lap, honey. Ride my cock. I need to cum inside you.”

I let out a moan. “God, you have no idea how much I need that, Sebastian. But... there’s something special I want to do first.”

Sebastian looked down at me, one eyebrow arched. “Oh? And what’s that?”

I grinned softly, suddenly feeling a little shy. “It’s a surprise, but we’ve got to go upstairs for it.”

“Okay, I guess. Now I’m intrigued,” he said with a chuckle.

We both got to our feet, and I followed him up the stairs, pinching his bare ass playfully as it wiggled in my face. As soon as we were in the bedroom, I pulled my dress off over my head and dropped it on the floor, before quickly sliding my panties down to my ankles. Sebastian watched me undress quietly, his hard cock bobbing enthusiastically.

Stepping closer, I pressed my naked body against him for a moment, reaching down to stroke my fingertips along his hard length. “I feel bad about watching you without your knowledge the other day,” I whispered. A blush coloured his cheeks, but he remained quiet, waiting for me to continue talking. “I thought maybe I could make it up to you by putting on a similar show for you.”

“Ohhh,” he said slowly, his eyes lighting up as I explained my surprise. “I’d love that. It would be so fucking hot.”

I grinned at him before stepping away, laying down on the bed before reaching over and pulling my favourite dildo out of the drawer on my bedside table. Sebastian groaned and settled on the end of the bed, where he had a perfect view when I spread my legs wide for him. If I was being completely honest with myself, I felt a little self-conscious as he devoured me with his gaze. In our relationship, he was the exhibitionist, and I was the voyeur. It was a match made in heaven. But it meant I wasn’t used to being the one on display like this.

Pushing the nerves aside, I brought the dildo down between my thighs. Sebastian’s eyes were wide, transfixed on my slick folds as I teased the head of the dildo along the length of my slit. I let out a soft moan and squirmed on the bed when the toy cock brushed against my swollen clit, creating a pleasurable tingle. When I glanced at my husband, he was watching intently, almost holding his breath as he waited for the moment when the thick dildo filled me.

I was in the mood to tease Sebastian a little longer, though. Once the head of the toy cock was coated with my juices, I pulled it away from my aching pussy and brought it up to my lips. While looking deep into his eyes, I flicked my tongue against the dildo, lapping at the wetness on its surface. He was breathing hard now as he watched me, and he’d brought his hand back to his cock, stroking it slowly. His dick was throbbing, leaking precum, and I couldn’t pull my gaze away from it.

When the ache in my pussy had become too intense to tease him any longer, I placed the head of the dildo against my dripping entrance and held it there. Channeling the best inner-porn star I could manage, I looked at Sebastian through thick lashes as I spoke. “Do you want to see this huge cock fucking your wife, baby?”

It felt a little strange, but the look on his face made it entirely worthwhile. His eyes widened almost instantly when he realised I was roleplaying his fantasy, just using a dildo instead of a real cock. But those wide eyes were filled with a dark lust that I’d never seen in him before.

“Fuck, yes,” he growled. “Fuck that big cock for me. I want to see the way it stretches your pretty little pussy.”

His words struck something deep inside me, igniting a desperate desire I never knew I had until recently. As Sebastian watched, I pushed the dildo deep inside me, letting out a moan as the thick shaft pushed my cunt lips apart. His moan was almost as loud as mine, and he settled between my legs, his hands on my knees, with his gaze transfixed on the spot between my legs that was being impaled by a huge toy cock.

I squirmed, each little movement causing tingles of pleasure to radiate out from my centre. Even though I’d played with this dildo so many times before, it felt a million times better today while Sebastian worshipped me with his eyes. I held the toy deep inside me for a few seconds, enjoying all the sensations as my cunt clenched and quivered around it, then I started moving it in and out. It felt so fucking good as the thick shaft dragged back and forth against my slick inner walls, and my eyelids fluttered shut while I savoured the pleasure.

“Harder. Faster,” Sebastian growled. And when I opened my eyes to look at him, it seemed as if he’d been consumed by some kind of beast. He was breathing hard, and his fingertips were digging into my legs hard enough that I knew I’d have bruises later. But his eyes were almost glowing with a feral kind of lust that only turned me on even more.

I thrust the dildo harder, crying out softly each time I pushed it deep into my needy pussy. Heat was building within me, threatening to overwhelm me with pleasure, and I knew I was close to the edge. When I glanced down between Sebastian’s thighs, I saw his cock was huge, throbbing insistently as precum leaked from the tip.

“I’m going to cum on this big cock,” I said with a breathless moan. “But I want you to cum with me. Cum on me, Sebastian.”

He gave a nod of his head before wrapping his hand around his dick, pumping it quickly. He was grunting from between gritted teeth, his body trembling as he neared his own climax.

With just a few more thrusts of the dildo, I unravelled, clenching hard around the toy as my body shuddered and convulsed with an intense orgasm. Waves of pleasure moved over me, repeatedly and relentlessly, and I felt the warmth of Sebastian’s cum as it splattered over my bare stomach. Our moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure, while we both surrendered to our deepest desires.

When the orgasm had faded, my body still shuddering with little aftershocks of pleasure, I slipped the dildo out of my cunt and brought it to my mouth, licking along the dripping wet shaft to taste my juices.

“That was so fucking hot, Ella. You’d look so perfect with another man fucking your tight little cunt.”

I whimpered and slid my lips down over the head of the dildo, suckling more of my wetness from its surface, before pulling it free so I could speak. “I want this, Sebastian. I want you to watch me while another man fucks me.”

He let out a groan, absentmindedly dipping his fingers into the puddle of cum on my stomach and smearing it over my skin as he talked. “But what if one of us doesn’t enjoy it? What if it ends up pulling us apart? I can’t risk that.”

My heart felt heavy as I listened to his concerns. I couldn’t risk losing him either, but now there was this constant elephant in the room, both of us knowing about this desire in the other, but worried how the reality would affect us.

“I’m not saying it has to happen, Sebastian. I don’t want to lose you either. But maybe we should think about just trying it once, to see how it feels for both of us. If one of us doesn’t enjoy it, or if it causes jealousy or other difficult feelings, then we’d agree beforehand that it wouldn’t happen again and we’d focus on each other. But I think we are both so curious about this now that it’s always going to be between us, an unspoken need that would never be explored.”

Sebastian let out a deep breath. “You’re right. Maybe trying it just once would help us work out how we feel about it. But I need some more time to think about whether I want to go ahead with it.”

I smiled at him, nodding softly. I knew it would be him in a difficult position, watching his wife with another man, and even though it was a really hot fantasy, I wouldn’t even consider doing it unless I knew he was one hundred per cent happy with it. “Of course. After all, we’ve got forever to explore with one another. There’s no rush.”

He laid down beside me, taking me into his arms and pulling me close to him. “Thank you,” he whispered, before we both went quiet and just held each other.
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Chapter Three
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Last night with Sebastian had been amazing and, if anything, it had only made me even more eager to become a hotwife. Not that I liked that word. Maybe Sebastian thought I was hot, but I didn’t. But I knew that was the phrase used for a married woman who had sex with other men.

As usual, on a Saturday morning, Sebastian had got up early to go out for a hike with his brother. They had always been close, especially since their parents had died, so I never resented the time they spent together. Family was important. And today, it gave me some time to think about what was going on between me and my husband.

There was definitely a part of me that felt a little guilty about wanting to have sex with other men, but then the idea had never really entered my mind until I knew it was a fantasy of Sebastian’s. And besides, it wasn’t like I wanted to go out and have relationships with other men. I only wanted to have sex if Sebastian was watching, so in a way, it was more about my husband than it was about anyone else. It would be hot, and I felt like it would add an extra bit of spice to our relationship.

But how was I going to meet someone who might be interested in being the third person in our relationship? Most of my friends were single, and they met any potential love interests on dating apps, but I was pretty sure that wasn’t a place for a married woman. Or maybe it was. From what my friends had told me, there were plenty of men on those kinds of apps who were just looking for hookups, and that’s all I was looking for, really. And if I was upfront about what I was looking for, then nobody would have to get hurt.

By now, the curiosity was getting the better of me and I picked up my phone from the bedside table. Opening up the app store, I searched for dating apps and downloaded the most popular one. It was one I’d heard several of my friends talking about, so I guessed it must be a good one.

I set up an account, adding a few selfies that I already had on my phone, and I even included a photo of Sebastian and me together. If I was going to be upfront, then this would be a good way to go about it. The bio was more difficult, though. After giving it a lot of thought, I decided to keep it simple and straight to the point, and I typed: ‘Hotwife looking for hookups. Please only contact me if you’re happy to let my husband watch us. But we can guarantee you a fun time.’ I finished it off with a winking emoji, hoping to add a playful feel to the bio.

It had been a long time since I had dated anyone other than Sebastian, and I’d never used a dating app, so I had no idea if it was any good, or even if anybody would be interested in our situation, but it was worth a try. Once I’d finished setting everything up, I started scrolling through the profiles of all the men who lived nearby. I bit my lip, squirming at the thought that I might soon be fucking one of these men. While there were quite a few who were a lot older than I was, who had either been divorced or widowed, I noticed there were also a lot of guys my age and younger, too.

With a sigh, I wondered if I should be doing this without Sebastian here with me. If I wanted him to be involved, then he should be here from the start. But I wasn’t going to message anybody on the app unless I had spoken to him first, so technically, I wasn’t doing anything wrong.

I stopped scrolling on one guy. According to his profile, his name was Wesley, and he was 33; only a year older than I was. He worked in construction, which was no surprise when I saw his muscular build. Unfortunately, none of his pictures showed him without a shirt on, but there was one of him in a garden with a tight black vest on that showed his off his powerful frame perfectly. But it wasn’t his body that captured my attention first. His eyes were so blue that they looked like sapphires, and they sparkled just as much as the gemstones, too. Even from the pictures, I could tell he had a piercing gaze, and for some reason, I became instantly wet.

Despite my promise to myself that I wasn’t going to message anybody until I’d spoken to Sebastian, I found myself wanting to reach out to Wesley. It was almost a compulsion, but I knew it would be wrong of me to give in to that desire. So, I decided the best thing to do would be to keep my hands busy, so I wasn’t tempted to type a message.

With one hand still holding my phone, keeping the picture of Wesley in his garden open on my screen, I slid my other hand down into my panties. My pussy lips were already soaked with my nectar, and I used my fingertips to smear the wetness around on my bare skin, enjoying the sensations it created between my thighs.

I wondered how it would feel if Wesley touched me this way. Would he have rough hands from working on construction sites all the time? I gasped, imagining it was his calloused fingers gliding easily over my slick flesh, rather than my own slender and feminine fingers. After a few minutes of teasing, building my desire up to its peak, I finally touched my swollen clit, moaning softly as pleasurable sensations flooded through my body.

As I rubbed slowly at the sensitive bundle of nerves, I couldn’t help but think how good Wesley’s body would feel on top of mine, his weight keeping me pinned to the bed while he thrust hard and deep into my needy pussy. I hoped he would keep eye contact with me while fucking me. It would be so easy to lose myself in those beautiful eyes of his. In my mind’s eye, I could see Sebastian laid on the bed beside us, stroking my hair and encouraging me to take all of Wesley’s cock.

I worked my fingers faster over my clit, moaning as the heat between my thighs built up, knowing that my release was so close. But then the bedroom door opened, making me squeal with surprise as I clambered to sit up in bed. Sebastian was standing in the doorway, looking at me with a grin on his face.

“Sorry, love. Did I disturb you?”

I considered trying to deny the fact that I’d been masturbating when he walked in, but I knew he wouldn’t believe me. Instead, I side-stepped his question completely with one of my own. “What happened? You’re normally back much later than this on Saturday.”

Sebastian chuckled, giving me a knowing glance, before he sat down on the edge of the bed. “Yeah, but Connor wasn’t feeling well, so we decided to come back early.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself so I wouldn’t look too flustered. “Oh no, that’s a shame.” I winced a little. Even to my own ears, that didn’t sound sincere at all. “I hope it’s nothing serious?”

Luckily, Sebastian didn’t seem to notice that I was more concerned about not being able to finish what I’d started before he’d walked in than I was about his brother. “No, not at all. He went out to a bachelor party last night and drunk too much. So it’s his own fault he wasn’t feeling good. But anyway, stop trying to change the conversation. What were you doing when I got home?”

He flashed me a wicked grin as he kicked his hiking boots off and climbed onto the bed with me. I felt my face burn at his question, and I still didn’t answer, but then he already knew what I’d been doing, anyway. Sebastian lowered himself down on top of me, forcing me down onto my back, and the closeness of him had my needy little cunt desperate for attention.

Sebastian picked up my phone, which had been discarded on the bed when he’d surprised me, and handed it to me. “You must have been watching something really good on here, considering the way you were moaning when I walked in. Show me.”

My face flushed even more when I realised he thought I’d been watching porn on my phone, when in reality I’d been looking at a picture of a man I really wanted to fuck. I took my phone from Sebastian, but didn’t unlock the screen. “I... ummm... I wasn’t really watching anything.”

He chuckled and pressed a kiss to the tip of my nose. “It’s adorable when you act shy with me, but you don’t have to hide anything. Let me see.”

I sighed. Maybe I should just tell him the truth. After all, I’d have to tell him eventually, so it might as well happen now.

“I wasn’t watching porn, Sebastian. Actually, I signed up for a dating app.” I went quiet, biting my lower lip as I waited to see how he would react.

“Oh, I see.” He went quiet for a moment, then looked down at me. “So you really want to go through with this, then?”

“I do,” I whispered. “I thought we’d agreed last night that we were both curious enough to give it a try?”

“You’re right. We did.” He smiled and leaned down to kiss my lips. “So, did you find anybody you liked the look of?”

I squirmed a little at the question, unsure whether it was because it excited me to have found someone I thought I might like to hook up with, or because I felt awkward at having to answer. Eventually, I just nodded my head slowly, keeping my eyes on his.

Sebastian grinned, although his cheeks held the telltale rosy flush that meant he was excited. “Okay. So, did you message him?”

“I didn’t,” I answered quickly. “I didn’t want to do anything without you.”

“But you were just masturbating to his picture instead?”

My face burned, but when he flashed me another wicked grin, I laughed and playfully punched his arm. “Maybe. It’s not like I haven’t caught you masturbating to things recently.”

As expected, Sebastian became flustered when I mentioned that, but he tried to cover it up. “So, are you going to get in touch with him?”

“I... I’d like to,” I answered hesitantly. “But only if it’s okay with you?”

“Of course. I want it to be someone you’re attracted to.”

I nodded. “He might not even be interested in getting involved with us, so we shouldn’t get our hopes up. But we’ll never know if we don’t ask, right?”

“Right,” Sebastian answered, nodding firmly.

He shifted, and suddenly I could feel his cock pressed against my thigh. It was rock hard, and I pushed down the covers, opening my legs to him so he could settle between them. While holding my gaze, Sebastian rolled his hips, grinding his erection against my pussy. After the way I’d been left frustrated when I’d been interrupted, my body reacted instantly to the stimulation and a warmth radiated outwards from my centre.

“I can’t wait to watch you fuck another man,” Sebastian growled. “What’s his name?”

I whimpered, so aroused at his obvious excitement over this. “Wesley,” I answered simply.

Sebastian didn’t say anything else. Instead, he pushed down my wet panties and his shorts, then pushed his hard cock straight into my cunt, causing me to cry out with surprise at being filled so suddenly. He pumped his hips hard and fast, slamming into my pussy like a man possessed.

“Say his name again,” he grunted through gritted teeth.

“Wesley,” I moaned, my voice cracking on his name as Sebastian thrust deeper than ever. My body was trembling, tendrils of pleasure working their way through my body to fill me with warmth. I wrapped my arms around him, grabbing his ass as I tried to pull him deeper, needing the connection as our bodies joined together.

It wouldn’t be long. I was so fucking worked up already, after masturbating to the image of Wesley, and now I was being fucked harder than I could ever remember being fucked. Sebastian held my face in his hands, forcing me to look into his eyes. “Say it again. I want to know what it will sound like when he is fucking you and you are calling out to him as you cum.”

Sebastian’s demand was so fucking hot that it almost made me cum instantly. “Wesley,” I repeated, my voice little more than a breathless moan. “Oh god, Wesley.”

I couldn’t stop saying his name, needing the way Sebastian would pound my pussy harder each time I said it. This had turned him into a wild man, and I loved the results.

It only took a few more thrusts before I unravelled, cumming hard on his cock. I screamed out Wesley’s name, clinging to Sebastian while the pleasure swept me up in its waves. Through the intense climax, I was only vaguely aware of Sebastian’s moans as he filled my cunt with his cum. He kept thrusting hard until we were both spent and exhausted, then he collapsed on top of me. I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but neither of us was in a rush to leave the warmth of each other’s embrace.
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Chapter Four
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Ifiddled nervously with the napkin as I waited for Wesley to arrive at the coffee shop for our lunch date. With Sebastian’s encouragement, I had got in touch with Wesley through the dating app, while hoping that he didn’t think I was a complete freak for what I was looking for. But, as it turned out, after a few days of messaging back and forth almost constantly, he had told me he’d be willing to get to know Sebastian and I better. Although he had made it clear, he was straight and wasn’t looking for any kind of involvement with my husband beyond him watching us. When I reassured him that Sebastian was straight too, and only wanted to be there as a spectator, Wesley seemed more relaxed about the prospect.

We’d all decided that I would meet Wesley alone the first time, just to see if there was any chemistry between the two of us, and if we decided we would like to have sex, then Sebastian would become involved too. Before I’d left for the coffee shop, Sebastian had told me that if there was chemistry, then he wouldn’t mind if Wesley and I got a little more intimate, but that he’d prefer if I waited until he was with us before we had sex. I’d agreed straight away, feeling that it was a very fair request. Besides, I wanted him to be with us when that happened. That was what we had intended all along.

As I sat waiting for Wesley, I felt the same kind of excitement and nerves in the pit of my stomach that I’d felt every time I got a message from him. When the door opened and I saw him walk in, I couldn’t stop a wide smile spreading out across my face. It took him a few moments to spot me from his vantage point by the door, but as soon as he did, he made his way towards the table I’d picked out for us.

I stood, letting him wrap me in a hug when he reached me, and we both lingered in the embrace a little longer than necessary. He smelled good, and I nuzzled my face into his neck to inhale a little more deeply. Despite the fact that we hadn’t even said a word to each other yet, my body reacted instantly to his proximity, and to avoid embarrassing myself, I stepped back. My face was hot, and I felt a little breathless and flustered. He grinned at me as if he could read exactly how I was feeling.

“Ummm... hi, Wesley,” I said, a slight tremble in my voice. “It’s great to finally meet you.” I flashed him what I hoped was a winning smile, and his grin widened.

“It’s great to meet you, too, Ella.” He lowered himself into the chair opposite mine, and I followed suit.

I felt nervous, unsure what to say to Wesley, but he seemed to exude confidence. He picked up the menu and started browsing it casually. “Let’s order food, then we can get to know one another better. How does that sound?”

His blue eyes sparkled as he looked at me over the menu, and that, combined with the way he seemed so willing to take charge, made me squirm in my seat. “That sounds good.” I hated the way my voice sounded so breathless, but the truth was, Wesley was gorgeous enough to take my breath away. He was even better looking in the flesh than he was in his pictures.

Apparently, I was so nervous that I hadn’t noticed I was tapping my nails loudly against the wooden table over and over. It was only when Wesley placed his hand over mine that I stopped.

“There’s no need to be nervous, Ella. We’re just here to chat and get to know one another. There’s no pressure, okay?”

I nodded my head in response, but it didn’t help the nervous butterflies in my stomach. There was pressure, because I desperately wanted him to be the one who fucked me in front of my husband. Every single part of me was alert, eager for his touch, and the warmth of his large hand placed over mine was enough to make me crave more.

Somehow, I decided what I wanted to eat for lunch, and Wesley, being a gentleman, insisted on going to order and pay for our food. Luckily, that gave me a few minutes to take some deep breaths, and calm myself at least a little. By the time he returned, I felt a little more composed.

Once Wesley was settled back in his chair, he fixed me with an intense gaze. “Am I right in thinking this is your first time sleeping with another man in front of your husband?

I chuckled softly, feeling a blush sweep across my cheeks. “Yes, you’re absolutely right. How could you tell?” My lips twisted up into a playful smirk.

Wesley laughed, and the sound instantly made me wet. Oh god, I was going to be a mess by the time lunch was over with the effect he was having on me. “Your nerves might have given you away, sweetie. But don’t worry, I think it’s adorable.”

I had to stifle a groan, and I was certain my face must be glowing like a beacon by now, but that didn’t seem to bother Wesley. His gaze was dark as he watched me, and I could almost feel the lust that was emanating from him. It felt very primal and animalistic, but rather than being scared, I felt more aroused than I had for a long time.

“Tell me why you decided to explore in this way with other men.”

It wasn’t even a question. It was a command. I had to wonder if Wesley was always this assertive, and secretly, I hoped he was. “Well, I found out that watching me with another man was a big fantasy of my husband’s. It wasn’t something I’d ever thought about before, but as soon as Sebastian and I talked about it, I knew I wanted to give it a try.”

Wesley nodded, keeping his sapphire eyes locked on my face. “Does it excite you to think of being fucked in front of him? Or are you just turned on because you know it’s what your husband wants?”

I whimpered and turned my gaze back down to the napkin in my hands as I continued to fiddle with it. The intensity of his questioning was making me feel dizzy as lust swirled through my body, making it hard to think. But it also made my heart melt a little that he was making sure it was what I truly wanted, and that I wasn’t just going through with it because it was what Sebastian wanted.

“It excites me,” I whispered. “And not just because my husband wants me to do it.”

I heard a growl rumble through him, and it became impossible to suppress my whimpers. “What about it specifically excites you?”

Lifting my head, I met his gaze once more. I opened my mouth to speak before realising I didn’t know how to answer the question. “I... I haven’t really thought about that.”

Wesley’s lips curved up into another grin. “Then take a moment to think about it now. I believe the answer to that question is very important, don’t you?”

Without meaning it to happen, a frustrated little sigh escaped me. He was right, and I was willing to admit to that, but it wasn’t easy being put on the spot like that. Even so, every part of me still tingled just from sitting close to him and feeling his intense gaze focused on me. My panties were soaked, and I had no doubt I would be pouncing on Sebastian as soon as I got home, in an attempt to relieve the ache Wesley had caused.

I nodded my head and thought it over. After a few moments, I had my answer, but I wasn’t sure if it would make me sound selfish. That fear made it hard to admit the truth. Somehow, Wesley could read me like a book, and he knew the exact moment when I had found the answer I was looking for.

“So? What is it?” he asked with a smile on his face.

Taking a deep breath, I let the words rush out of me quickly before I could lose my courage. “Because I love the idea of being the focus of attention of two men at the same time, with one man fucking me and the other one wishing he could.”

His smile widened into a grin. “You know you deserve that kind of attention, right?”

I felt my face heat up, and I knew I must be glowing. That question seemed impossible to answer, so I shrugged, then turned the focus onto him. “What about you? What excites you about the idea of fucking me in front of my husband?”

“Oh, that’s easy to answer,” he said, leaning back in his chair and holding me with a steady gaze. “I want to be the man your husband is insanely jealous of while I fuck you. Even if it’s just for that moment, I want to take the woman who is his and make her mine while all he can do is watch.” He leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “I know this is going to be a bit of a shock, but I’m quite a confident man, and being a bull to a cuckolded husband is exactly the kind of thing that feeds my ego.”

With him leaning this close, I could feel the heat emanating from his body, and it took all the willpower I possessed not to reach out and touch him. Everything about him made me crave his touch, and I already knew I was going to go home and tell Sebastian that Wesley was the man I wanted to have sex with.

Suddenly, Wesley took my hand and tugged me to my feet, dragging me towards the bathrooms. I followed as quickly as I could, but he had much longer legs, so I had to work harder to keep up. Just as he pulled me around the corner, I noticed the server approaching our table with the food, but before I could mention it to Wesley, he’d pulled me into one of the private cubicles, slammed the door shut behind us and pushed me up against it.

A whimper had barely escaped me when his mouth crashed down hard against mine, our lips and tongue clashing in a desperate battle to sate a growing hunger. His powerful body pinned my smaller frame against the door, and I wrapped my arms around him, trying to pull him even closer.

When he broke the kiss, I was gasping for air, and my entire body was on fire with my longing for him. Apparently, he felt something similar, judging by the hard bulge in the front of his jeans. He pressed his forehead against mine, searching deep into my eyes.

“I need to fuck you,” he said, his voice a low growl that left me whimpering.

“But I promised Sebastian I wouldn’t fuck you without him watching.”

“I’m willing to wait. But you need to fuck me too, don’t you? When the time is right?”

I whimpered and nodded. “Oh god, yes. I need that so badly. I... ummm...” My words trailed off as I lost my courage to make the confession that had been on the tip of my tongue.

Wesley gripped my hair in his fist and tilted my head until I was looking up at him. “Tell me. If we are going to do this, you must always be honest and open with both Sebastian and I.”

I squirmed, feeling helpless as he kept me pinned against the bathroom door, demanding to know all my secrets. But I knew I wasn’t in any danger with him. If anything, his strength and confident manner made me feel safe with him. “I was going to say that Sebastian told me before I left today that he didn’t mind if we do some things today, just so long as we don’t fuck yet.”

As I watched, Wesley’s blue eyes darkened just moments before he claimed my mouth again in another deep and passionate kiss. However, now he knew he had permission for more, his lips didn’t stay on mine long before they trailed down to my neck, kissing and suckling the sensitive spot there. I let out a moan while rubbing my body shamelessly against him.

Wesley brought his lips up to my ear, nibbling at the lobe for a moment before growling his intent. “I want to touch you, and make you cum with my fingers. I want to feel your sweet pussy clamping around them while you moan my name.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, while nodding my head frantically to give consent. That was all he needed. Within moments, he was pulling my skirt up around my waist and tugging my panties to the side. His fingers easily slid through my wet folds to find my clit, rubbing in slow circles over the little bud.

It felt so fucking good that my knees would have buckled if Wesley hadn’t been keeping me upright with his body pressed close to mine. Bolts of pleasure shot out from my centre with each touch, and my mind wandered back to Saturday morning, when I’d been masturbating and wondering how his touch would feel. I had been right about his fingers being calloused from long hours of physical labour, but it only added extra stimulation, quickly stoking the fire between my thighs into an inferno.

Wesley plunged a thick finger inside my needy cunt, quickly following it with a second. He moaned almost as loudly as I did when the surprise invasion caused my tight inner walls to clamp around him. “Fuck, you are so tight, sweetie. I can’t wait to fuck you.”

He pumped his fingers in and out of me, and I clung to him desperately as his touch quickly pushed me towards the release I needed so badly. “Oh, Wesley,” I moaned, my voice barely audible as I struggled to catch my breath.

“That’s right, sweetie. Say my name. Show me you know it’s me touching you and not your husband.”

Something about his words made me feel so shameless and wanton, and I began moaning his name over and over, recalling how Sebastian had made me do the same thing while he’d fucked me Saturday morning. Each time I said his name, Wesley plunged his fingers hard and deep into me, until I shattered apart. My body shuddered as waves of pleasure washed over me, starting at my core to engulf my entire being.

I was only vaguely aware of my voice growing hoarse as I cried out his name louder and louder, the intense climax making me lose all control of myself. Wesley kept pumping his fingers, fucking me at a brutal pace to draw out my orgasm for as long as possible. And when the pleasure finally faded, he wrapped one arm around me, holding me steady on my shaky legs, while he brought his other hand up to his mouth to lick his fingers clean.

He grinned down at me. “We are going to have a lot of fun, sweetie. And I have no doubt your husband will love watching us together.”

I had a feeling he was right.
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Chapter Five
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The afternoon at work after my lunch date with Wesley dragged by, and I couldn’t wait to get home to tell Sebastian all about it. My body was stilling buzzing, remembering how his hands on my body had felt, while my mind kept slipping back to his masculine scent and the sound of his voice. Even though Wesley had made me cum hard, my body was still desperate for more. What I needed more than anything right now was Sebastian’s cock deep inside me, fucking me until I was completely satisfied.

Each glance at the clock alerted me that only five minutes had passed, when it felt like at least an hour had gone by. I was going to go crazy at this rate, and I almost considered telling my boss I was sick so I could go home, but honestly, I needed the money. So, reluctantly, I stayed.

When my shift was finally over, I rushed straight to the staff room to grab my purse and coat before running out the door without a word to anyone. Luckily, the traffic on the way home wasn’t too bad, and I seemed to make it home in record time. I made my way straight to Sebastian’s office. After catching him masturbating the other day, I felt a need to pause in the doorway to make sure I wasn’t interrupting anything, but he was on the phone talking to a client.

Although I knew I should wait, I couldn’t. The need to be fucked had been growing out of control ever since I’d left Wesley at the coffee shop. A part of me knew it was Wesley I needed inside me, and that Sebastian was just a temporary way to ease the ache I felt right now, but I didn’t feel guilty about it. Just because I craved Wesley didn’t mean I loved Sebastian any less.

I entered the home office and lowered to my knees beside Sebastian’s chair. He glanced down at me with a curious look on his face as he continued his conversation on the phone. I got to work unfastening his pants with fingers that were so hurried that they became clumsy. Once I’d freed his cock, I pumped my hand up and down his shaft a few times, before growing impatient and taking him into my mouth. I heard Sebastian’s sharp intake of breath, which he tried to cover up for his client with a cough, but I didn’t stop. I sucked his cock hungrily as he wound his fingers in my hair.

“That’s no problem,” he said into the phone. “I can get the design to you by the end of the week, and then you can review it and get back to me next week.”

Sebastian made his excuses and then hung up. “Fuck, I take it the lunch date went well. I’ve never seen you like this.”

With my mouth full of his cock, I could only nod in response, moaning around him as he hardened with my eager ministrations. This was good. This was exactly what I needed. I needed Sebastian to be rock hard so he could fuck me and take away this desperate need I was feeling. I wasn’t sure what had got into me, but all I could think of was my need to have a big, hard cock pounding away at my pussy. While I’d always loved sex, this was a whole other level of need, and I knew it was because of what was going to happen between Sebastian, Wesley and I sometime in the future.

Sebastian used his grip on my hair to pull me off his cock, leaving me to whimper pathetically. “Do you want to fuck him, Ella?”

“Oh god, yes. Please can we arrange that? I really want him to fuck me while you watch.”

He let out a loud moan. “Of course, love. If he is the one you like, then we can definitely arrange it. Did anything happen between the two of you on your date today?”

I whimpered, feeling my face grow hot. “He took me into the bathroom and fingered me until I came.”

Sebastian closed his eyes for a moment and groaned. When he opened them again, they were dark with lust. He released his grip on my hair and helped me to my feet before pushing me back against his desk. He lifted my skirt and roughly pulled my panties down, then I slipped up onto the edge of the desk. Now Sebastian knew I’d let Wesley touch me and make me cum, he seemed just as frantic as I was.

He pushed my legs apart and stepped between them, his hand wrapped around his throbbing shaft. When he ran the swollen head through my folds, he moaned. “Fuck, you are so wet. You fucking crave Wesley’s cock inside you, don’t you?”

I nodded quickly, reaching around him to grab his ass cheeks, trying to pull him into me. “Fuck me, please. I need it so badly.”

With one thrust, he slammed his dick deep into my soaked cunt, and I shuddered with the pleasure of finally being filled. I wrapped my legs around his waist, trying to pull him in deeper, but as soon as he was inside me, he started pounding his hips, slamming his dick so fucking deep inside me. I laid back on the desk, angling my hips so that each thrust caused the tip of his cock to rub against my g-spot. But it still wasn’t enough. I needed to cum now. So I reached down between my thighs, rubbing at my clit, and it only took the slightest touch to push me over the edge.

“That’s it,” Sebastian growled. “Cum for me. Soak my cock.”

He moaned as the walls of my cave clamped down hard around him, my body convulsing with each wave of pleasure that consumed me. Sebastian kept fucking me throughout my orgasm, never slowing his pace, drawing out my release until I was lightheaded and gasping for air. But he barely gave me a moment to recover afterwards before he slipped out of me and pulled me off the desk, repositioning me so I was bent over it with my legs spread wide.

I waited in that position for a moment while Wesley picked up my purse and placed it down in front of me. “Get out your phone. I want you looking at a photo of him while I fuck you.”

“Oh god. Okay,” I moaned softly, fumbling to open my purse and pull out my phone.

As soon as I had a photo of him open on my screen, I felt Sebastian’s hands on the back of my legs just moments before his tongue ran through my wet folds. I cried out, almost dropping my phone in surprise at the sudden jolt of pleasure that moved through me. While I looked at the picture of Wesley, Sebastian teased me with his lips and tongue, lavishing my labia with attention while completely ignoring my throbbing clit.

In my need for relief, I brought a hand down between my thighs, but he quickly pushed it away. I groaned and pushed my hips back, trying to grind myself against his face, but he moved with me, making it impossible for me to create the friction I needed to get myself off. The whole time I was looking into Wesley’s sapphire eyes, wondering if he’d ever tease me like this or if he would delight in making me cum over and over. My pussy quivered at the thought, and I hoped it was the latter.

Sebastian pulled his mouth away for a moment, and I could hear how hard he was breathing as he became consumed with his own need.

“Tell me what you want, Ella,” he commanded, reminding me a little of Wesley’s confident attitude earlier.

“I want you to fuck me,” I moaned breathlessly. “Please. I need it so badly.”

He chuckled quietly behind me and pressed a gentle kiss against my clit. That small touch was enough to set the fire between my thighs burning out of control, and I had to fight the urge to try and bring myself some relief again. “And whose cock is it that you crave?” he asked, his voice coming out as a low growl.

“Yours,” I cried out instinctively, not even thinking about the answer.

Sebastian laughed, and when his hand came down hard on my ass, I cried out in surprise. Well, that was new. This situation with Wesley seemed to be bringing out a whole new side of my husband that I’d never known existed. The slight sting on my ass only seemed to make my aching pussy quiver even more intensely, though.

“I know you crave my cock, but is there another cock you crave, too? Tell me.”

I looked down at my phone, at the smiling image of Wesley staring back at me from the screen.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I want Wesley’s cock, too. I want him to fuck me.”

Sebastian rewarded me for my confession by standing behind me once more and slamming his dick home inside my needy cunt. He held himself deep inside me while he wrapped my long hair around his fist, then he started fucking me hard, just the way I needed it. I rocked my body in time with his thrusts, pushing myself back onto his dick over and over, crying out each time he completely filled me.

Both of us were frantic with our need, moving our bodies with an animalistic lust that I’d never experienced before. I squeezed my cunt around him, enjoying the sensations of his thick, veiny dick scraping along my inner walls. Every time I clamped down around Sebastian’s cock, he would let out a loud moan and speed up the timing of his thrusts. I could barely catch my breath as he railed me hard, his thrusts forcing the air out of my lungs.

“Look at his picture, Ella. Think about how much you want to feel Wesley’s cock pounding your tight little pussy just like I am now.”

He sounded almost as breathless as I was, and I picked up my phone, looking into those eyes that never failed to make me wet. I let out a moan as I wondered if his cock was as big as my husband’s, or maybe it was even bigger. Would he last as long? Would he be a gentle lover, or would he want to claim my body hard? As I imagined Wesley and I in all kinds of sordid positions and situations, Sebastian continued to fuck my pussy hard, while reaching around me to rub at my clit.

I shattered apart instantly, screaming Wesley’s name as another violent climax moved through me. “Yes!” Sebastian moaned, while he surrendered to his own orgasm, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside my pulsing cunt with each frantic thrust of his hips. He kept thrusting long after the final waves of pleasure had washed over me, and I finally felt sated, although god only knew how long that would last.

Sebastian wrapped his arm around my waist and lowered me into his lap as he sat down in his office chair, his cock still nestled inside the warmth of my pussy. I leaned back against him, breathing hard as I tried to catch my breath.

“We are going to arrange it soon, right? I can’t wait to see how beautiful you look while cumming on another man’s cock.”

I moaned at his words. “Oh yeah. I think we both need this badly.” The way his cock twitched inside me only acted as confirmation.

“Maybe you could call him tonight and set something up?”

With a soft smile on my lips, I turned slightly to kiss his cheek. “I will. And I can’t wait.”

Sebastian grinned. “Neither can I, love.”

My pussy quivered at the thought of actually going through with this. I was so glad I had walked in on Sebastian that day, because it was leading us into a sexual adventure that was going to be so much fun.
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Chapter Six
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Friday night, Sebastian and I sat in the bar at the hotel, waiting for Wesley to arrive. We’d booked a room here for the night, just in case the three of us needed to get to a bedroom quickly. And if that didn’t happen, then at least Sebastian and I could have a little break for one night in a luxurious hotel. We were both nervous, but excitement filled the air between us. I wasn’t sure what Sebastian was the most excited about though - getting to meet the man I was obviously attracted to, or the possibility that he might get to watch me being fucked tonight.

Personally, I was a little nervous about what might happen if Sebastian and Wesley didn’t get along. I knew I’d only fuck someone else if my husband was one hundred percent happy with the arrangement. And another concern was that Sebastian might feel jealous once he actually met Wesley. He didn’t need to feel jealous, as there was no competition between them. I loved my husband and I would always put his feelings and needs first. But emotions could be unpredictable, and it was impossible to know when negative ones might appear.

I reached out and took Sebastian’s hand in mine. “Are you okay?”

He grinned back at me. “Yeah. I’m fine. Just eager to meet him. I’ve seen his picture but I don’t know anything about him. I’m curious about what it was that drew you to him on your lunch date.”

Just as I was about to answer, movement over by the entrance of the bar caught my attention. “Well, you’re just about to find out, love. He’s here.”

Sebastian turned quickly in his chair, his eyes landing on Wesley as he sauntered towards our table with all the confidence he’d shown on our date. It wouldn’t be inappropriate to say that he acted as if he owned the place. When he reached our table, he leaned down to kiss my cheek before holding out his hand for Sebastian. For a moment, my husband was in a daze, staring at the spot on my cheek that had just been kissed. But he soon pulled himself out of it and shook Wesley’s hand.

“Hi, you must be Sebastian?” Wesley’s voice was as deep and smooth as I’d remembered, and a little rush of heat flooded my pussy.

“I am. It’s good to meet you, Wesley.”

Wesley took a seat at our table. “So, Sebastian, I want to make sure you are going to be okay with whatever happens between your wife and I tonight, because I’m not here to cause any trouble between you two. At the end of the day, we are all consenting adults, hoping to fulfill some fantasies tonight. But if you feel as if my presence here is going to cause any kind of difficulties in your marriage, then you need to tell me, and then nothing will happen.”

I watched Sebastian as Wesley talked, and if I wasn’t mistaken, he seemed to relax a bit. No doubt it was a relief for him to hear that the other man had no intention of making any moves on me besides ones we all agreed to in advance.

“I am happy for you two to do whatever you want with one another tonight while we are all in the hotel tonight.” He hesitated, and it was obvious he was trying to gather his courage to say more. “I guess my concern is how I would feel if the two of you fucked while I wasn’t around. I know it wouldn’t be cheating, but I think it may feel a bit more like it is if I’m not involved too. Maybe it’s stupid, and maybe one day I won’t feel that way. I just know it’s something I’m worried about right now.”

Wesley remained quiet as he listened, nodding his head occasionally. “I appreciate your honesty, and I can completely understand why that might be a concern. But I will be honest with you. While we are all looking for different things from this, I think the dynamic would be missing something if you weren’t with us, so I don’t think it’s something we need to worry about yet. If things develop between us, we can discuss it then, but we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”

Sebastian tilted his head to the side. “What do you mean about something would be missing if I wasn’t with you? I’m not sure I understand.”

I moved my chair closer to my husband, placing my hand on his arm while resting my head on his shoulder. As they talked, I stayed quiet. While I’d had an opportunity to discuss my feelings and needs with both of them, I felt it was important that they got a chance to talk to one another as well. And it seemed to be going well. If I knew my husband well enough, I suspected that Wesley’s open and upfront attitude would be the perfect way to gain his trust.

“Well, what you get out of this is a chance to watch your wife with another man, which I believe has been a fantasy for a while?” Wesley paused for a moment while Sebastian confirmed that with a quick nod. “And what Ella gets out of it is the opportunity to feel wanted and adored by two men at the same time, which would be impossible to achieve without you being there. Plus, I suspect she will get aroused by your excitement over it, too.”

Both men looked at me and I grinned. “Definitely.”

“Okay, so what do you get out of it?” Sebastian asked. “I’m curious.”

Wesley grinned. “Of course you are. That’s only natural. I guess you could say that my kink is fucking a woman in front of her husband because it gives me a feeling of being the most craved man in the room at that moment. For me, the fantasy is that the wife could be at home fucking her husband, but instead she is choosing to let me use her instead. I realise it’s more complicated than that, and you guys are in love with your own reasons for wanting to go ahead with this, but still, that is the draw for me. And again, that feeling would be missing without you there.”

“Oh, I see.”

Sebastian looked a bit bewildered by that revelation. “We’re you thinking that the two of us would just forget about you and want to carry on without you around?” I asked softly.

He grinned sheepishly at us, a blush colouring his cheeks. “Maybe a little,” he confessed.

“Well, I hope I’ve set your mind at rest that it’s not going to happen?” Wesley asked.

“You have, so thank you for that.”

Wesley smiled. “My pleasure. Now, should we go up to the room we have reserved?”

It didn’t surprise me that Wesley was the one taking charge. That definitely seemed to be a big part of his personality. I turned to look at Sebastian, wanting it to be his decision whether or not we took that next step tonight. But he stood quickly, grabbing my hand to pull me to my feet.

“Let’s go,” he said, a big grin on his face.

“Perfect,” Wesley said as he rose to his feet. “I’ve been looking forward to getting to know your wife better.” He looked at me with an intense heat in his blue eyes, and that was enough to make my pussy quiver with longing. I heard a whimper, and it took me a moment to realise that it had come from me.

I blinked rapidly, breaking the eye contact with Wesley before turning to my husband. A dark lust was written all over his face, and the way they were both staring at me with an intense hunger took my breath away. I needed this to happen. Now.

“Let’s go, then,” I said, my voice little more than a breathless whisper.

We all headed towards the stairs, and with both of them being gentlemen, they let me lead the way. Almost halfway up to the third floor where our room was, I felt a large hand run over the curves of my ass, and I heard Sebastian moan. When I turned to look over my shoulder, I realised it was Wesley groping my ass, and the surprise made me pause on the stairs.

The next thing I knew, Wesley’s lips were against mine, coaxing them apart so his tongue could explore the wet heat of my mouth. I eagerly opened myself up to him, melting against his body as we kissed each other hungrily. Sebastian was standing so close to me I could feel the heat emanating from his body, and I could hear the small whimpers coming from him as he watched his wife making out with another man in a hotel stairwell.

Wesley broke the kiss, pulling back enough to stare down into my eyes. “We should go to the room. Now,” he growled. “The sooner I’m inside you, the happier we’ll all be.”

He grabbed my hand and started pulling me up the stairs again. I had to almost run just to keep up with him, and Sebastian was following just as eagerly behind us. Once we got to our room, my husband unlocked the door and opened it for us. Wesley was apparently in such a rush that he picked me up and carried me into the room while I wrapped my arms and legs around him. As soon as we were inside, he carried me towards a large armchair in the corner of the room and sat down, leaving me straddling his lap.

Wesley waited until Sebastian had closed the door and moved closer to us before he grabbed my hair in his fist, holding me steady while he brought his lips crashing down on mine once more. I responded instantly, kissing him back with an intense hunger, our lips and tongues moving together in a passionate dance. His other hand moved to my breast, cupping and kneading the soft flesh through the thin material of my dress. I moaned and arched my spine, pressing myself against his hand in my desperate need for his touch.

Behind me, I could hear Sebastian letting out a moan, and the slight creaking of bed springs as he must have sat on the bed. But I was too caught up in Wesley to turn around to find out. Wesley released my breast from his grip before pulling down the straps of my dress until the top half was pooled around my waist, leaving my tits bared. With the hand in my hair, he guided me backwards until my back was resting on his legs, with my head hanging down over his knees. In this position, I could see Sebastian, although he was upside down in my view, and the look of longing on his face was undeniable, which only intensified my own burning desires.

When Wesley leaned down over me, taking a nipple into the heat of his mouth, I moaned loudly. Ripples of pleasure spread out through my body as he sucked and licked at the hard little bud, filling me with the warmth of his touch. Sebastian moaned with me, and as I watched him, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was already rock hard, and he touched himself gently while he watched another man lavish his wife’s tits with attention.

I squirmed and writhed, and with each movement, I was able to rub my needy cunt against Wesley’s abdomen, building a delicious friction against my clit. He moved his mouth to my other breast, suckling once more, and occasionally taking the bud between his teeth to tug and bite gently. The intense sensations sent tingles of electricity down to my clit, and I couldn’t help but try to grind against him even more, needing relief from the need building up within me.

Beneath me, I could feel his cock was rock hard, and with each squirming motion, I was grinding my ass cheeks against his erection. The evidence of his desire for me left me feeling breathless, and all I could think of was how badly I needed him inside me, while Wesley watched me with that look of lust on his face.

“Oh god, I can’t take much more of this, Wesley. Please fuck me. I need you.”

A growl vibrated against my nipple before he lifted his head, looking straight at Sebastian. “And is that what you want, too? For me to fuck your wife?”

“I do,” my husband replied without hesitation.

Wesley pulled me upright in his lap again. “Don’t worry, you will get to feel my dick in your needy cunt soon enough. But right now, I want to see how well you can use that pretty little mouth to please me.” He leaned forward, flicking his tongue against my lips, and I let out a moan. “So get on your knees, Ella. Show me what a good little cock sucker you are.”

With a whimper, I slipped from his lap and lowered to my knees in front of him, squirming as I waited for him to pull out his cock and knowing that we were approaching the point of no return.
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Chapter Seven
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Ilicked my lips and squirmed on my knees as Wesley opened his pants and pulled out his cock. It was thick and long, and so fucking hard. Wesley had the perfect cock, and my mouth was watering. A rush of heat flooded my pussy as I imagined how his big cock would feel inside me. Without waiting to be told, I shuffled forward on my knees and leaned in towards him, pressing gentle kisses along the length of his shaft.

His cock throbbed against my lips, and I wrapped a hand around the thick base while swirling my tongue around the head, picking up the taste of his precum. It was a musky flavour that made me want more. I kept licking at the head before sucking it into my mouth, just holding the tip in my mouth as I continued to flick my tongue against it.

“Come closer,” Wesley growled, and for a moment I was confused. Then I heard Sebastian get up from the bed and move closer, coming to a stop behind the chair where Wesley was sitting so he would no doubt have the perfect view of me sucking another man’s cock. The moan that came from my husband when he saw me was so fucking hot that I couldn’t resist sliding my lips further down Wesley’s shaft, sucking hungrily on his meaty cock.

When Wesley’s moans joined with Sebastian’s, I squirmed even more, pressing my thighs together to try to relieve the ache that was quickly growing between them. I stroked my lips and my hand up and down his cock, working them in time with one another to make sure every inch of him was getting attention.

“God, your mouth feels so fucking good, Ella. You really love sucking cock, don’t you?”

I whimpered around his dick, nodding the best I could while I continued to suck, too hungry to stop long enough to reply. His fingers gripped my hair tightly, and he used his hold on me to move my head up and down, making me stroke my lips along him in the rhythm he found most pleasurable.

“I knew it. When I first saw you, all I could think about was how hot you’d look on your knees with a mouth full of my cock. And I was fucking right.”

Sebastian let out a breathless moan, and even though I couldn’t see what he was doing with his hand while he stood behind the chair, I knew from the sounds he was making that he was jerking off. That, combined with Wesley’s words, created a frantic need in me. I needed to be fucked. Now.

I tried lifting my head, wanting to beg Wesley to fuck me and make me cum, but he had full control of my movements and made it impossible. When he started pumping his hips, fucking my mouth, I surrendered to his desires and focused all of my need on sucking his cock instead. I sucked desperately on his throbbing length, gagging softly when he thrust into my tight throat.

“Oh god,” Sebastian moaned, seeing the way Wesley had taken such control of his wife.

“She looks good sucking my dick, doesn’t she, Sebastian?”

“Fuck yes,” Sebastian replied, his voice breathless.

I couldn’t help but whimper as my mouth was used, my aching cunt left ignored for now while the men talked about me sucking Wesley’s dick. Without realising what I was doing, I reached down to rub at my pussy through my panties. It felt so fucking good that my moans flowed around the cock in my mouth, the vibrations making him groan loudly.

“Good girl. Are you getting your needy little cunt ready for my cock, Ella?”

I nodded as enthusiastically as I could with Wesley’s hand maintaining its firm grip on my hair. My panties were soaked as I rubbed more vigorously. I was so aroused as they both watched me that the lightest touch was enough to make me feel as if I would cum hard soon.

“Don’t cum yet,” Wesley growled. “The first time you cum tonight will be when I’m fucking your tight, wet hole, so I can feel you clamping down around my dick while you soak me with your sweet honey.”

I whimpered, and as soon as I felt his grip loosen, I pulled my head up, letting his cock fall from my lips. “Then fuck me. Please, Wesley. I don’t know how much longer I can wait. I need to be fucked, and I need to cum.”

Something about my begging seemed to coax a deep moan from both of the men. Wesley reached down and took a gentle hold of my arm, helping me to my feet. “Strip for me, Ella. I want to see how delicious you look naked.”

With shaking hands, I pulled off my dress, then pushed my wet lace panties down to the floor before stepping out of them. Both of the men stared at me, their eyes roaming over my naked body, and I could feel my own wetness trickling down my thighs now that my panties were no longer there to soak up the moisture.

Wesley took a step towards me, looking down at me with the most intense hunger in his eyes. I thought he was going to kiss me, and my lips almost tingled in anticipation, but instead, he turned me towards the bed and guided me to bend over, placing my hands on the mattress to help keep me steady on my feet. Then he disappeared behind me, and I heard a loud whistle.

“Damn, that is one pretty pussy. I bet it’s going to feel so fucking good wrapped around my dick.” He ran a gentle fingertip through my slick folds, causing me to gasp as bolts of pleasure suddenly shot out from my pussy. My needy hole quivered with its need to be filled, but Wesley decided he wanted to make me wait a little longer.

After a long moment, I felt his hot breath against my pussy lips just before I felt his tongue run through them. My knees instantly buckled from the overwhelming sensations, but Wesley grabbed the back of my thighs and helped to keep me upright. His growls vibrated against my pussy as his tongue delved deep, lapping hungrily at the wetness that leaked from my needy little cunt. I squirmed and rocked, grinding myself against his face as he feasted.

Sebastian came to sit on the edge of the bed beside me, one hand pumping up and down his shaft while the other stroked my hair. I leaned towards him, pressing my lips to his in a desperate kiss. My moans flowed against his lips as the heat between my thighs increased, threatening to consume me at any moment.

He broke the kiss, looking deep into my eyes. His face was flushed with arousal and he was breathing hard. “I love you, Ella,” he moaned.

“I loved you, too,” I cried out, my voice cracking on the words as Wesley chose that moment to flick his tongue against my aching clit.

“Enjoy it, baby. Let Wesley make you feel good.” Sebastian moved away then, settling at the head of the bed, with his back against the headboard while he jacked off, his eyes never leaving me.

The sensations that Wesley created with his tongue were out of this world as he went back and forth between exploring my soaked hole and my clit. My legs were trembling, and it was getting harder and harder to keep control of my urgent need to cum. Just as I thought I was about to cum, he moved back, leaving me whining softly with frustration.

When he stood behind me, he turned his attention to Wesley for a moment. “Your wife tastes damn good. You’re a lucky man. I hope you eat her out often.”

I whimpered as he talked about me in such a lewd way to my husband. Something about that was so fucking hot, but right now, I needed to be fucked. “Please,” I moaned.

“Are you ready for my cock, beautiful?” Wesley growled.

“I’ve been ready ever since I first met you,” I said with a self-conscious laugh.

“Perfect.”

Wesley stepped up behind me, dragging the head of his cock through my folds, making my entire body tremble with longing. Instinctively, I pushed back against him, letting out a moan as his cock parted my soft lips and pressed against my tight entrance. “Fuck me. Please,” I moaned once more, needing to be filled more than anything else in the world.

He was quick to comply, pushing his hips forward in a quick motion to impale me with one swift thrust. I cried out in surprise even as I clamped down around him, sucking him deeper into my dripping cunt. Wesley started moving his hips, pumping his cock in and out of me in hard thrusts, making my body rock back and forth. He reached beneath me with both hands, cupping my tits and teasing the hard nipples with his fingertips as he pounded into me. Sensations swirled through my body, emanating from my pussy and nipples at the same time, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was cumming hard on Wesley’s cock.

Throughout it all, I kept my eyes on Sebastian’s face, looking deep into his eyes while Wesley fucked me from behind. There was a strange intimacy in that gaze, as if our bond was deepening at that moment. Even when Wesley pinched and tugged on my nipples, treating them rough enough that pain mingled with the pleasure that was coursing through my body, I still couldn’t look away. I knew my husband could see the pleasure written all over my face, and I held nothing back as I rocked back against Wesley, taking his cock inside me over and over with my frantic need to be used hard.

Sebastian was pumping his cock hard and fast with his fist, as he had been the whole time he’d been watching us, and when his body tensed, cum spurting from the head of his cock, I lost all control. I cried out as my body spasmed with an overwhelming climax, the intensity of my release stealing my breath away. Wesley grabbed a fist full of my hair as he slammed hard and fast into my cunt, drawing out my pleasure while he succumbed to his own, filling me with a hot load of cum. Our collective moans of pleasure filled the air until we were fully sated, all of us trembling and breathless in the aftermath of such intense bliss.

Slowly, Wesley slipped his cock out of me and I heard him fasten his zip after pushing himself back into his pants. He wrapped an arm around my waist and helped me to stand upright, supporting me on trembling legs as he kissed my lips tenderly.

“I enjoyed that so much, and I will be upfront and say I want to do this again. Hopefully many more times.” He paused and looked at me, then at Sebastian. “But right now, I’m going to give you two some privacy so you can work out how you feel about what just happened, and maybe take some time to reconnect. You have my number, though, and if you decide you want to do this again, just get in touch.” His lips curled up into the confident grin, which let me know he thought we would definitely be in touch. And I had a feeling he was right.

“Thank you, Wesley. That was amazing.” My face felt hot as I said that, but I meant it.

He brushed his lips against mine again, nodded towards Sebastian, and then left, closing the door quietly behind him. I turned to Sebastian, and when he patted the spot on the mattress beside him, I climbed on the bed and crawled towards him. As soon as I reached him, he wrapped me up in his arms and I settled beside him with my head on my chest, feeling safe and loved in the comfort of his embrace.
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Chapter Eight
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Cuddling up in bed with Sebastian after I’d just finished fucking Wesley felt almost surreal. My body was still basking in the afterglow even as Sebastian stroked my hair and covered my face in gentle kisses. Wesley had left the two of us alone to work out how we felt about the situation, and I was honestly grateful for the time to reconnect emotionally with my husband. Even though what had just happened between Wesley and I had been agreed upon wholeheartedly by all three of us, there was still a part of me that needed to feel Sebastian’s love, so I could know I hadn’t just done something that might ruin the most important relationship of my life.

“That was so amazing, love,” he whispered while dusting featherlight kisses over my cheeks.

I pressed my naked body closer against his, and let out a gasp when I felt his hard cock against my thigh. He’d only cum a few minutes before, when watching Wesley and me fuck, but it seemed as though he was still so turned on.

“Really? You really enjoyed watching it, Sebastian?”

He growled softly and pushed his hips forward slightly, grinding his erection against my thigh. “Doesn’t this show you how much I loved it? And how did you feel, Ella? Did you enjoy his dick?”

I felt a blush sweep across my cheeks, and I couldn’t find any words to answer his question, so I just whimpered instead. The feel of Sebastian’s cock throbbing against my leg was distracting me, creating an intense ache in my pussy even though I’d just been fucked harder than I’d ever been fucked before. I’d loved Wesley’s cock, and I wanted more of it, but right now, it was my husband’s cock I was suddenly desperate for.

I slipped further down the bed until my face was level with his dick, and I ran my tongue along the thick length, whimpering as it pulsed against my tongue.

Sebastian let out a moan before grabbing a handful of my hair and tugging on it, forcing me to look up at him. “Not yet, Ella. It’s important that we talk about this, so you can have my cock once you’ve told me how Wesley’s big cock felt inside you.”

Even more whimpers slipped from my lips, and I squirmed. “I really enjoyed it, Sebastian. His cock felt so fucking good.”

“Oh fuck,” he said with a loud moan. “Do you want to fuck him again, love?”

I bit my lip and nodded my head. “I do,” I whispered. “I would love to fuck him again. It was so hot knowing you were watching me while he used me like that. I really want to do it again, so long as you want it, too. I don’t want anything to happen that you don’t enjoy.”

Sebastian grinned down at me. “Fuck, I’ve never wanted anything more in my life. It was so hot watching him take you and hearing your moans. I know it’s going to be hard to think about anything else now, and I can’t wait to see him fuck you again.”

I whimpered as I listened to him, my gaze captured by his cock pulsing and twitching as he talked. “Oh god, I can’t wait until the next time either. Maybe next time I’ll be able to suck your cock while he fucks me.”

He groaned and used his grip on my hair to guide my mouth back to his dick. “Maybe. But you know what they say. There’s no time like the present, so suck me now.”

I didn’t need any more encouragement than that. Parting my lips eagerly, I slid them down over Sebastian’s cock and started sucking hungrily. He already tasted of cum, his flesh no doubt covered in it from when he had jerked off a little earlier. The taste of him only served to increase my hunger for him, wanting my husband to feed me with even more of his delicious cum.

With his hand still in my hair, he took control of my movements, stroking my lips up and down his cock at the speed he desired. I gagged softly when the swollen head pressed at the back of my throat, but I kept sucking, needing to show my husband that I still craved him so fucking desperately, and that I always would, no matter what might happen with other men.

He pumped his hips, fucking my throat while moaning loudly. I could feel him throbbing wildly as my tongue curled about his erection, and I hoped he would be ready to feed me soon.

“Reach down and touch that perfect little pussy of yours, Ella. Fuck yourself with your fingers.”

I quickly did as I’d been told, slipping two fingers inside my wet cunt. A loud moan escaped from me, vibrating around Sebastian’s cock in my mouth, as I felt how sloppy and wet my pussy was. As strange as it may sound, I’d never fingered myself after being fucked before, and sliding my fingers in when I was so fucking full of cum was insanely arousing. I pumped my fingers, enjoying the feel of my soaked cunt around the digits.

Sebastian pulled my mouth up from his cock. “Does that feel good, Ella? Do you still need to cum again after being fucked hard?”

Another moan escaped me. “Oh god, yes. And my pussy is so full of cum. I’ve never felt anything like it before.”

He let out a groan, and moved his hands under my arms, quickly rolling me over onto my back while he settled with his hips between my thighs. “I want to know how good your sweet little cunt feels when it’s full of another man’s cum.”

With one swift thrust, Sebastian impaled me on his cock, making me cry out in surprise as he suddenly filled me to the hilt. He held himself there for the longest time, his forehead resting against mine as he panted and trembled. I couldn’t tell if he was just savouring the feel of my sloppy pussy wrapped tight around his cock, or if he was trying to keep control of himself so it didn’t end too soon. Or maybe it was a combination of both. But I wrapped my arms and legs around him, holding him close, while I squirmed beneath him in my desperation to be fucked hard again.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “You feel so fucking perfect. I love you, Ella.”

“I love you too, Sebastian. But please fuck me. I need you.”

In an instant, Sebastian was pumping his hips, slamming his cock hard and deep into my needy cunt. I wrapped my arms even tighter around him, clinging desperately to my husband as he mercilessly pounded into me. Even though I was already a little sore from Wesley’s cock, I didn’t care. I needed Sebastian to take me hard.

With each deep thrust, I moaned loudly, my body trembling beneath his as a warmth spread out through me, the sensations starting in my well-used pussy. I clenched around him, tightening my hold on his cock with my tight inner walls, and he responded by slamming even harder into my shuddering body.

Sebastian grabbed both of my wrists roughly, pinning them against the pillows either side of my head as he fucked me hard. The look in his eyes as he looked down at me was almost feral, and I swear I’d never felt so fucking desired in my entire life. If this was what it did to my husband to watch me fuck another man, I’d happily turn myself into the biggest slut for him. I’d fuck every single man who showed any interest in me if it meant Sebastian would turn this wild afterwards. It was what I needed, and my body craved his rough attention.

“You’re mine,” he growled through gritted teeth, and I nodded quickly in response, too breathless to form words as he used me hard. “It’s so fucking hot to watch you fuck another man, but it’s going to be even hotter when I claim you back again afterwards each time.”

His words went straight down to my cunt, making me clench around him once more. The pleasure was building quickly, and I writhed beneath Sebastian, working myself against his cock even as he fucked me hard and fast. “I’m gonna cum!” I screamed out.

“Yes!” he growled. “Cum on my cock. Show me how much you love my dick, too.”

As if my body was waiting for his permission, the pleasure washed over me as soon as he said the words. I bucked and shuddered beneath him as my orgasm spread out from my centre to consume my entire body, and as I got swept away, I was only vaguely aware of his grunts and moans as he filled me with another load of cum. Sebastian kept pumping his hips wildly until he was fully sated, and then he collapsed down on top of me, panting hard.

Still whimpering as little aftershocks of pleasure shot through my body, I wrapped my arms around him, needing the comfort of being close to my beloved husband. He gently rolled off me and pulled me against his side, letting me rest my head on his chest so I could listen to the rapid beating of his heart.

In the aftermath of an evening filled with pleasure, my heart felt a little heavy. “Are we wrong to want this, Sebastian?” I whispered.

His arms tightened around me. “Of course not, my love. The only way it would be wrong is if it was hurting one of us, or if we were hurting somebody that we were spending time with. But Wesley knows exactly what he’s getting himself into, and he wants this too. So please don’t worry about that. We are all consenting adults, enjoying our time together, and that’s all that matters.”

I thought it over quietly while cuddling close to Sebastian. He was right, of course. We were all adults, and we were all going into this with our eyes open to the situation. Even though I knew of several people who would probably think badly of us for doing something like this, their opinion didn’t matter. Sebastian and I deserved to be happy, and if this is what it took for us to be even happier than we already were, then I didn’t care what the other people might think. Besides, they didn’t need to know.

I tilted my head up to Sebastian, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “You’re right. So let’s enjoy this.” I grinned at him before sliding down the bed again to his cock. Dragging my tongue along his shaft, I could taste a mixture of both Sebastian and me on his flesh, plus another flavour I had to assume was the taste of Wesley’s cum coating his cock. I moaned as I continued to lick, cleaning the mess from his shaft, and I squirmed as the taste of the three of us combined proved to be an intoxicating mixture.

While I cleaned him, thinking to myself that I really couldn’t wait to taste Wesley’s cum properly in the future, Sebastian stroked his fingers tenderly through my hair.

“So, we’re going to do this again, then?” he asked.

I looked up at him with a big smile on my face. “Yeah, we are. Hopefully many, many times.”

“That’s my girl,” he said, grinning down at me with a look of pride on his face.
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Epilogue
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Iknocked on the door of Wesley’s house, Sebastian standing beside me as we waited for him to answer. It had been six months since we first met Wesley and the three of us had grown a lot closer over that time. Not only were Wesley and I still fucking regularly while my husband watched, but the two men were now good friends. They often went out for drinks together on a Friday night, or would go to watch the football together. It had made me really happy to see their friendship blossom, so that I really knew there were no hard feelings between them in our rather unique situation.

Today it was Wesley’s birthday, and we’d arranged to go out for dinner together to celebrate. But Sebastian and I had decided to drop by his house first to give him his gift, which was a set of boudoir pictures I’d had taken of me especially for him. It wasn’t really the kind of thing I felt comfortable giving him in the middle of a restaurant, so we thought we’d come here first and surprise him with it.

When Wesley opened the door and saw us standing there, he smiled widely at us. “Come on in, you two. This is a pleasant surprise.” He stepped aside to let us into his house and we followed him in.

“Happy birthday, my friend,” Sebastian said while clapping Wesley on the shoulder.

I then moved closer to Wesley. “Happy birthday, handsome.” As soon as I got close enough to him, he wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me in against him, crashing his mouth down hard on mine in a hungry kiss. I responded instantly, whimpering into the kiss as I parted my lips for him, letting him claim my mouth with his probing tongue.

Behind us, I heard Sebastian let out a small moan. It didn’t matter how many times he watched Wesley and me together, he still always seemed to get turned on by it. That was a good thing though, because I absolutely loved being a hotwife for him, and I loved the way Wesley always made me feel so fucking good whenever he used me, so I didn’t want this to end.

Eventually, Wesley pulled back and grinned down at me. “Thank you for coming to celebrate with me. I couldn’t think of two other people I would rather spend time with on my special day.”

“Speaking of your special day,” I said, “here is your gift!” I held the box out to him, but he didn’t take it straight away. Instead, he looked me up and down with a devilish grin on his face.

“I have no doubt I’ll love it, but you know there’s only one gift I’m exceptionally excited about unwrapping tonight, don’t you?”

The way he was looking at me, coupled with his words, caused an instant heat between my thighs. “Maybe so, but I’m pretty sure you’re going to like this gift almost as much.”

Wesley laughed and took the box from me. “Well then, thank you. Let’s go sit down and I’ll open it.”

Sebastian and I followed him through to his living room, where he flopped down onto the couch. As always, I sat next to him, and my husband sat in the armchair opposite. It wasn’t that we were excluding Sebastian, but it was just something we all naturally did now whenever the three of us were together. I would stay close to Wesley, and Sebastian would always make sure he was somewhere where he had the perfect view of us. Even if Wesley and I weren’t being intimate, my husband still got aroused by observing the closeness between us.

Wesley pulled the wrapping off the box and opened it up, before picking the small photo album up and looking at it with curiosity. As he started flicking through it, his jaw dropped. It contained images of me in various poses on a four poster bed, sometimes with sexy lingerie on, and sometimes with nothing at all on. Even though I’d felt self-conscious while the pictures were being taken, even I had to admit that the photographer had done a good job accentuating my sexual nature.

He slowly flicked through the pages, taking time to admire each image before moving onto the next. Sebastian and I both squirmed as we waited to find out what he thought of them. Eventually, when he’d looked at every picture, he placed his gift down on the coffee table and turned his attention to me. The look on his face took my breath away.

“Fuck dinner,” he growled. “There’s only one way I want to celebrate my fucking birthday.”

Wesley grabbed a fistful of my hair at the same time his lips came crashing down on mine. I responded eagerly, parting my lips for him as our tongues brushed against one another with an urgency that made us both feel desperate. Just as I was about to move into his lap, he pushed me back down on the couch and pushed my legs wide apart, and I saw the exact moment he realised I wasn’t wearing panties under my short dress.

He growled and leaned down, planting his face between my thighs as he started licking my pussy, almost French kissing that wet little hole as he moved his tongue in and out of me. The sudden stimulation was unexpected and felt overwhelming for a moment. I cried out and arched my back, and even as Wesley devoured my cunt, he brought his hands up to my tits to maul them through my dress.

I moved my hands instinctively to his head, curling my fingers into his hair as I ground myself against his mouth. Bolts of pleasure moved through my entire body, filling me with an intense heat that made me feel like I was about to explode. And if Wesley kept eating me out with this level of enthusiasm, I was going to explode very quickly.

Looking over towards Sebastian, I noticed he was watching us with a slack jaw, no doubt taking in every inch of our bodies as I got devoured with an insatiable hunger by my lover. The bulge in the front of his slacks was huge, and even through his clothes, I could see the way his dick with throbbing.

When Wesley moved his mouth to my clit, sucking the bud into his mouth, he slipped a pair of fingers into my dripping pussy. My body shuddered involuntarily, and I started bucking my hips, trying to work myself against both the digits pumping inside me and his mouth on my clit. The pleasure was building so quickly that all I could think of was reaching that peak I craved so badly.

I kept my eyes on Sebastian, watching as he worked his cock out of his slacks and started stroking it, and I realised through the haze of pleasure that his moans were almost as loud as mine. Wesley fucked me hard and fast with his fingers while licking and suckling the sensitive bud, and I shattered apart, screaming out his name as waves of pleasure overwhelmed me. I gripped his hair tighter, grinding myself wildly against his mouth in an effort to draw the climax out for as long as I could, and the vibrations of his moans against my aching flesh added to the sensations.

As soon as the orgasm had faded, Wesley pulled back and looked at me. The entire bottom half of his face was soaked with my honey, but he didn’t even bother to wipe any of it away. He wore the evidence of my pleasure like a badge of pride, and that made my pussy quiver with a longing for more.

“Go stand in front of Sebastian,” he commanded. “Bend over and offer him your sweet little cunt. I’m willing to share my birthday meal with him today.” He grinned wickedly at me, and I let out a moan before eagerly obeying.

I bent over in front of my husband, spreading my legs wide and placing my hands on my thighs. As soon as I was in position, I felt Sebastian’s hot mouth on my pussy, his tongue sweeping deep into the wet hole to lick at my honey. My body shuddered with pleasure, but I tried my hardest to remain still so I wouldn’t end up face planting on the floor.

Luckily, Wesley had the perfect idea in mind to help keep me upright. He stepped over to me, his pants unfastened with his hard dick hanging out, and pushed the swollen head into my mouth. With his fingers tangled in my hair, he started moving his hips, pumping his dick in and out of my mouth. I sealed my lips around his thick length, sucking hungrily on the shaft as he fucked my mouth.

When Sebastian flicked his tongue against my over sensitised clit, my knees almost buckled, but his hands on the back of my thighs helped to keep me steady.

“This is so fucking perfect,” Welsey grunted through gritted teeth as he kept fucking my mouth. “You’re going to be so wet by the time I slide my dick into that tight little cunt of yours. I bet your husband wishes he could use your pussy tonight, but he can’t. Tonight, you’re all fucking mine, Ella.”

Sebastian’s moans vibrated against my clit as he heard Wesley’s words, and I had no doubt he was jerking his cock hard. I kept sucking Wesley’s dick hungrily, loving how thick and heavy he was in my mouth. It was safe to say that I’d become fucking addicted to his cock over the last few months. When he stepped back, slipping himself out of my mouth, I whined needily and looked up at him.

He laughed and shook his head. “Don’t look at me with those sweet puppy dog eyes, Ella. I’m nowhere near finished with you yet. But I’m ready to fuck your pussy now.” He grinned and used his grip on my hair to move me back into a standing position and guide me around to the side of the armchair Sebastian was sitting in. I sat on the arm of the chair and Wesley lowered me backwards, draping me across my husband’s lap before nudging my legs wide apart with his knees.

I could feel Sebastian’s hard dick throbbing against my back, and I guessed I’d have a white stain on the back of my little black dress by the end of the evening. But I didn’t care. All I could think about was Wesley and the way he was stepping between my parted thighs with his rock hard dick in his hand.

“Fuck yes,” I moaned. “I need your cock, Wesley.”

He looked down at me and a slow grin curled the corners of his lips. “You always do, Ella. You’re such a needy little slut for me, which is exactly how I want you.”

While Sebastian stroked my hair, I kept my eyes on Wesley’s face, whimpering at the truth of his words. I spread my legs wider for him, putting my wet cunt on display for him, wanting my lover to know just how much I needed him inside me. He looked down at my pussy for a long moment before thrusting his hips forward, quickly filling me with his big cock. I moaned and arched my back, instinctively bringing my legs around his waist to pull him in deeper. I could never seem to get enough of him.

Sebastian shifted beneath me a little, and I noticed he was leaning over to get the perfect view of the way my pussy lips stretched around my lover’s cock. He let out a loud moan. Now Wesley had my husband’s full attention, he started pumping his hips, thrusting hard and deep into my welcoming cunt.

“Rub her clit, Sebastian,” Wesley ordered. “Make her cum on my cock.”

I moaned and closed my eyes as they worked together to pleasure my body, feeling Sebastian’s fingers rubbing vigorously at my swollen clit even as Wesley slammed hard and deep into my pussy. The sensations were overwhelming, and I was bucking and writhing across my husband’s lap, eager to reach another climax.

Under their expert ministrations, it wasn’t long before I was crying out with pleasure, my cunt squeezing tight around Welsey’s cock as my honey gushed out over it. My body shuddered and trembled, but neither of them eased up on their movements as they guided me through my climax.

Wesley kept pounding his cock hard and fast, even after my pleasure had faded, and I could feel him throbbing deep inside me. He was close, and I needed to please him, especially on his birthday. I wriggled and squirmed, doing my best to work myself against his cock in my awkward position draped across my husband’s lap, gently squeezing him with my tight inner walls.

It seemed to work, because his thrusts suddenly became erratic, and his body tensed as he moaned loudly. Wesley’s dick throbbed wildly inside me as he pumped me full of his cum, and I was filled with a different kind of pleasure knowing that I’d made him feel this good. He kept thrusting until he’d emptied himself inside me, then he leaned down, brushing his lips tenderly against mine.

“Happy birthday,” I said breathlessly, a soft smile playing about my lips.

Wesley grinned. “Thank you, beautiful. But there are still plenty of hours left of my birthday yet, so a lot more celebrating to do.”

Sebastian laughed softly. “Happy birthday, Wesley. Enjoy her for the rest of the day, and for as long as you desire after that.”
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Heather’s Hotwife Awakening
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Chapter One
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Iwoke up to the sound of running water coming from the en suite bathroom, and I rolled over in bed to see that Archie was already up and presumably in the shower. A sigh escaped me. It was Monday morning, and it was time for my husband to leave. Again. Archie was a business consultant, and he travelled all over the country to help failing businesses become successful again. I could tell he loved his job. He thrived on the challenge and the mental stimulation that it provided. And he got a real high whenever he succeeded in turning a company around. I was happy that his job gave him so much happiness and satisfaction, but he was away so much and I always missed him.

Laying in bed, I tried to think of all the ways I would keep myself occupied over the coming days. I always had plenty of work to do. As a social worker, there were endless meetings and a never-ending pile of paperwork. Perhaps I’d ask my friend, Lucy, if she wanted to go watch a movie one night, or maybe go out for dinner. Of course, there was that romance book I’d been wanting to read for ages, but recently I seemed to have lost my love of romance books. They always seemed to remind me how little romance was in my life, and more often than not, they would only make me feel sad.

I heard the shower turn off in the bathroom, and I decided to make the most of the time I had left with Archie. Jumping out of bed, I pulled off my satin nightdress and pushed down my little panties, then made my way to the bathroom. There was no point wasting time undressing when I knew he would have to leave soon.

Archie was standing at the bathroom sink, just finishing up brushing his teeth. I stood and watched him for a few moments, waiting for him to finish. His dark brown hair was wet, and a light film of moisture glistened on his bare skin. And with only a small towel around his waist, there was plenty of bare skin on display. I nibbled on my lower lip while enjoying the view, doing my best to imprint it in my memory so I could use it to keep me company when he was gone. Archie really was delicious, and my body reacted every time I saw him.

He noticed me in the bathroom mirror just as he was putting his toothbrush back in the holder, and Archie turned to face me with a big grin on his face. His eyes roamed slowly over my naked body, lingering in all the places that made my pussy tingle. Not wanting to wait any longer, I rushed over and threw myself into his arms, and he easily lifted me off my feet and sat me down on the marble counter.

“I’m going to miss you,” I said, trying to ignore the way my voice came out as a whiny little sound.

Archie wrapped his arms around me and placed a gentle kiss on my forehead. “I’m going to miss you too, Heather. And I’m sorry I’m always away so much.”

“It’s okay,” I said, trying to hide a sigh. “You have to work, right? Otherwise, how will we pay the bills?” At least, that was what I told myself during the long nights on my own. He earned good money, and there was no way we’d be able to get along on my small wage alone.

“I know. That doesn’t mean it’s easy, though. I know how lonely you get whenever I have to go.”

I could already feel the sadness starting to settle in, so I decided it was time to distract myself from those feelings for a while.

Flashing him a seductive smile, I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him closer. “Which is why we should make the most of the time we have left now. It would be a shame to waste it.”

Archie grinned before leaning down to crash his lips against mine. A moan escaped me as I parted my lips for him, and he took full advantage by sweeping his tongue into my mouth. With his body pressed tight against mine, I could feel his cock pulsing as it hardened, and it pressed against my naked pussy. I couldn’t resist wriggling against him. Both his hardening bulge and the towel still keeping it hidden away provided a delicious warmth between my thighs.

He trailed kisses down my neck, his lips teasing over my breasts before he moved even lower. When Archie was crouching in front of me, he blew lightly against my wet folds, making me whimper. Looking down at him, I tried to ignore the heavy feeling in my chest and focus on the ache between my legs.

With a wicked grin on his face, Archie trailed gentle kisses along my inner thigh, slowly moving higher until I could almost feel his lips against my pussy, then he quickly moved to the other thigh to leave his kisses there. I let out a frustrated little groan and laughed, parting my thighs wider so he could see my eagerness for his mouth on me. Hopefully, the sight of my glistening wet folds opening gently for him would encourage him to stop his teasing.

When he slowly began the upward ascent along my inner thigh, I held my breath, wondering if he was going to tease me again this time, or if he was actually going to give me what I needed. My pussy was dripping with desire and quivering slightly in anticipation of the attention it craved. He kissed all the way to the top of my thigh and then paused, making me whimper.

“Please,” I begged breathlessly, and the sound of my need must have enticed him.

Archie dragged his tongue along the length of my wet slit, making me shiver as little bolts of pleasure shot out through my body, filling me with warmth. I leaned back against the bathroom mirror, breathing hard as he lapped at my pussy, his tongue and lips lavishing my aching flesh with attention. Reaching down, I placed my hands on the back of his head, squirming against him.

His moans vibrated against my cunt, making the sensations even more intense, and he focused his attention solely on my clit, flicking his tongue against the sensitive bud. Each time he licked, my body shuddered with the intensity of the pleasure it created, and I couldn’t fight the urge to grind myself against his face in my desperation to get myself off.

It wasn’t long before my orgasm was washing over me, making me cry out as the pleasure filled me. While Archie sucked on my clit, he slid a finger into my cunt, thrusting it hard and fast to help me ride the waves of my climax. The pleasure was so consuming that it was hard to catch my breath, and I was barely even aware of the way I was crushing Archie’s head between my thighs.

Before the orgasm had even properly faded, Archie was standing and pulling the towel away from his body. I let out a moan as I saw how hard his cock was, and I squirmed with the knowledge that he would soon be fucking me hard with it. He stepped forward between my thighs, his brow furrowed with concentration as he lined the head of his dick up with my dripping entrance and slammed his hips forward, plowing into me with one hard thrust. I cried out in surprise. He wasn’t usually in this much of a rush, but I certainly wasn’t complaining.

Archie slammed his hips hard and fast, pumping his cock into my cunt at a brutal pace. He gripped my hips hard, holding me steady on the marble counter top. The way his cock filled and stretched me over and over felt so damn good that I was almost seeing stars. I wrapped my arms and legs around his body, clinging to him as he took me hard. Each time he filled me, I cried out with pleasure, and my pussy tightened around him as another orgasm started to build within me.

“Come on, baby,” he grunted between thrusts. “Cum on my cock for me. I want to hear you fucking scream my name.”

I knew it wouldn’t be long. My body was tensing, preparing for the pleasure that was about to consume me, and when I tightened even more around Archie’s cock, every thrust felt so much more intense. After only a few more thrusts, I was moaning loudly, my body convulsing with the force of my orgasm. Archie let out a loud groan as he found his own release, pumping his hips even faster while he filled me with his cum.

Afterwards, we were both panting breathlessly when he brought his lips to mine, kissing me tenderly. Archie slipped his cock out of me, and I whimpered. I always hated the feeling of being empty for the first few moments after he pulled out of me. To me, the physical connection felt incredibly special, and I always seemed to feel the loss more keenly when I knew he would be leaving on business soon.

“Thank you, Heather,” he said, his voice soft. “That was perfect. But I need to get ready to go now.”

Archie smiled sheepishly at me, knowing how much I always hated this part, and he turned towards the bedroom. I picked up the robe off the back of the bathroom door and slipped into it before following him. He was already getting dressed in to his suit and I watched quietly from the doorway. When he was done, he walked over to give me another kiss and pulled me in close to him for a hug.

As much as I wanted to wrap my arms around him, I was scared that if I did, it would be too hard to let go. So I let my arms hang down by my sides while I nuzzled my face into his chest. He pressed another little kiss to the top of my head.

“I promise I will call you to let you know I got there safe. But tonight, the manager of the business I’m visiting is taking me out for dinner, so I will be out until late. I will try calling you when I get back to the hotel, though, okay?”

I nodded my head, hating this moment more than anything.

“I love you,” he whispered, before kissing my head again and releasing me from his hold. Without a backward glance, probably because he knew that only made it harder for me, Archie walked over to pick up his bag in the corner of the room and then left.

I didn’t move from my spot as I listened to his footsteps as he rushed down the stairs, and then I heard the front door open and close again behind him. He was gone. Tears welled up in my eyes, but I blinked them away, determined not to cry this time. It was stupid of me to get this upset whenever he left, but I couldn’t help it. He had a job to do, and me being whiny and pathetic wasn’t going to make life any easier for either of us.

I took a breath and turned on my heels, heading back into the bathroom. There was only half an hour before I had to leave for work, and it was best if I kept myself busy, anyway. If I could keep myself distracted, then Archie would be back in no time. At least, that was what I told myself every time he left. It still always felt as if time dragged by ridiculously slowly.

With a sigh, I jumped into the shower and kept my thoughts focused on the meetings I had scheduled for the day. At least I could always count on work to keep me busy.
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Chapter Two
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Iarrived at the school a few minutes late for my meeting, and I had to admit it left me feeling flustered. I hated being late for anything, especially when I knew people were busy and putting aside precious time to speak to me, but the traffic had been horrendous. An accident had meant that cars were queued for miles, and I was actually surprised I hadn’t arrived even later.

The woman at the reception desk looked almost identical to all the other women who greeted me whenever I walked into a school. Middle-aged with greying hair and glasses, almost always wearing a cardigan. It was a stereo-type that all school receptionists seemed to adhere to, but I’d been in enough schools to know that these women were often the backbone of the administration process. Without them, the schools would probably fall apart.

I plastered a smile on my face and shifted my heavy briefcase from one hand to the other. “Hi there. My name is Heather Roberts and I’m here for a meeting with Eli Dixon. I’m sorry I’m late. Traffic was rough this morning.”

The woman smiled kindly at me, watching me over the top of her glasses. “I heard there was an accident. Were your caught in the traffic from that?”

She started walking away as she talked, gesturing for me to follow her. “I was. I heard on the radio that nobody was seriously hurt, thank goodness, but the queues were awful.”

The other lady nodded her head, focused now on wherever it was we were going. I had to walk quickly along the long corridor in order to keep up with her. As we passed the various classrooms, I peeked in, smiling as I saw all the children sitting so attentively in their classes. While I’d never exactly been a bad kid, I couldn’t remember ever being that well behaved either.

We finally reached the office where the meeting was being held, and she showed me in. A man who looked to be only be a couple of years older than I was stood up from the desk and walked around to greet me. He reached out to shake my hand, and when we touched, a little spark passed between us, although I was certain I was the only one who felt it.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Roberts. I’m Eli Dixon. Amy’s teacher.”

Amy was one of the children who I looked after as a social worker who was currently in foster care. While I was looking for an adoptive family for her, it was a difficult case. Most people looking to adopt wanted babies who they could raise from birth. A bright and strong-willed seven-year-old who had recently been abandoned by both of her parents was not the ideal candidate for most couples. Some days, I wished I could bring her home with me, but at least she was settled for the moment with a sweet foster family.

“Please, just call me, Heather,” I said, as I placed my briefcase down and sat in the chair offered to me.

“In that case, just call me Eli,” he said, flashing me a wide smile that created a flutter down between my thighs.

I had no idea why I was reacting that way to him. Sure, he was good looking, with short blond hair and sparkling blue eyes, but I never usually melted this way around other men. I gave myself a quick mental talking to before pulling myself together so I could focus on the reason for my visit.

Eli and I spent the next thirty minutes discussing Amy - talking about her progress at school, her behaviour, and how he thought she was coping in general with all the recent upheaval in her life. Of course, I was also in contact with Amy’s foster parents and therapist, but I always liked to keep a good general eye on the situation.

From what Eli told me, she was the perfect student. But from what her foster parents had already told me, she was venting her emotions at home and acting up there instead. Which was understandable, given everything she’d been through.

During the whole conversation, Eli and I had been playing the eye contact game. He would hold my gaze intently until the fluttering feelings it created in me would cause me to glance away, and I was certain that my face was flushed the entire time. But other than that, we remained professional and kept our conversation firmly on Amy.

When we were finished, Eli leaned forward, placing his elbows on the desk as he fixed me in his stare once more.

“Amy is a really great kid, Heather. And my heart breaks whenever I think about what she’s been through. If there is anything I can do to help her, anything at all, please let me know.”

The sincerity in his words was obvious to me, and somehow that only made me want to squirm even more. Men who were kind and caring towards the kids I looked after were apparently a bit of a weakness of mine.

“Of course,” I answered quickly, hoping to hide the effect he was having on me. “At the moment, I’m trying to work out what it is she needs, but I will let you know if I think of anything that you might be able to help with.”

He smiled widely at me and rose out of his chair. “Perfect. Well, if we’re finished here, please let me walk you to your car.”

Something about his suggestion made my heart beat a little faster. Surely he was just being polite? Yet my body made the instant assumption that it was because he liked me and wanted to spend more time with me.

“Ummm, thanks.” I said, hoping he wouldn’t see how flustered I had become. “That would be great.”

We walked quietly side by side out to my car, and he waited for me to unlock it before he reached in to open the door for me. No. I was not going to get even more flustered than I already was by the fact that he was also the perfect gentleman. Or at least that was what I was going to tell myself.

“So, ummm, now that we’re not in the school or the meeting anymore, I was hoping I could say something to you from one person to another. Something that would be very separate from our roles of teacher and social worker.”

“Okay,” I said, unsure where this was going. I tilted my head to look up at him, and I realised there was a slight flush to his features.

“You don’t have to say anything now. In fact, it might be easier for us both if you don’t.” I watched as Eli reached into his pocket and pulled something out. When he held it out to me, I saw it was a business card. “I would like you to take my number. I realise it’s unprofessional of me to do this, but I know I would seriously regret it if I didn’t at least let you know that I’d like to see you again. But I will let you decide if you want that to happen, and if you decide you do, then please call me.”

I think I was in shock when I reached out to take the business card from him, and before I could say anything, he flashed me a dazzling smile and headed back towards the school.

Oh shit. That wasn’t supposed to happen. Not that I was going to do anything about it. I was a married woman. But then, if I was so sure nothing was going to happen, why did I feel so torn when I looked at his card or pictured his smiling face in my mind?

I let out a loud groan and then got into my car, practically throwing my briefcase onto the passenger seat. When I placed my hands on the steering wheel, I realised my hands were trembling, and I had to grip it hard to make the tremor stop. I took a few deep breaths to steady myself, then started my journey back to the office.
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I’D BARELY BEEN ABLE to concentrate on my paperwork or phone calls all afternoon, as I had been so distracted by thoughts of Eli. After much thought, I had decided that the only reason I was feeling so torn was because I was still upset about Archie leaving that morning. It would make sense that the idea of being alone and lonely once more would make me more receptive to attention from someone else. But that didn’t mean I had to act on it.

It was time for a break, and I decided to go sit in my car and try to call Archie. My hope was that the sound of his voice would settle me a little and I would feel more resolute about throwing out Eli’s business card.

Once in my car, I pulled out my phone and dialled Archie’s number. My heart hammered in my chest, both nervous and excited to speak to him. I was desperate to hear his voice, but I felt guilty even entertaining the thought of giving Eli a call. The sound of the dialling tone was loud in my ear, then I let out a little gasp as my husband’s voice appeared on the other end of the line. But disappointment quickly filled me when I realised it was just his answer phone message.

Damn it. I tossed the phone onto the empty seat beside me, then picked up the business card that I’d left in my car, because carrying it around with me felt like too much of a temptation. My mind drifted back to Eli once more, and the way his smile had made me tingle all over. And even now, those tingles were still intense between my thighs. I was feeling pent up, needing some kind of relief both from the ache in my pussy and from the emotions that seemed to be swirling through me.

Taking a quick look around, I made sure nobody else was nearby. Luckily, everyone else still seemed to be working in the office, so I had the car park to myself. I pulled up my skirt a little, just enough that I could slide my hand up to rub gently at my cunt through my panties. They were wet from all the time I’d spent thinking about Eli that afternoon. I let out a soft moan as a warmth started to spread through my body, starting from my pussy. Yes, this was exactly what I needed. It would help me relax.

Doing this in the car park, where someone could appear at any time, only seemed to add to my excitement, and I moved my fingers in a circle over my clit, applying just enough pressure to make myself moan. Suddenly, all the sordid images that I’d been trying to keep away all afternoon flashed through my mind. Images of Eli kissing me and touching me. But the most prevalent images seemed to be the ones of us naked, with Eli pounding me hard with his cock.

I stopped trying to fight those thoughts. Instead, I let them wash over me as I slipped two fingers into my needy cunt and pumped them hard and fast. I was so caught up in the pleasure building between my thighs and the dirty thoughts filling my head that I no longer cared if I wasn’t somewhere completely private. The need to get myself off was too overwhelming.

I fucked myself hard, slipping a third finger into my soaked cunt. The wet sounds made by my fingers moving in and out of my pussy filled the car, along with my wanton moans. The orgasm was quickly building, and I curled my fingers within so that they would rub against that sweet spot within with each thrust.

Suddenly, the intense pleasure washed over me, sweeping me up in its waves as my body shuddered and tensed. My pussy clenched tight around my fingers, quivering through the spasms of my orgasm. I kept pumping my fingers until I’d drawn out as much pleasure as I could, then I slipped them out, whimpering as my body came down from its high.

I let out a sigh as I leaned back against the head rest, closing my eyes. Damn it. I was sure this whole situation was going to end up being trouble.
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Chapter Three
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When I got home from work that night, I went straight through to the kitchen and grabbed a bottle of white wine from the fridge. That probably wasn’t going to help me think about things any more clearly, but it might help me stop worrying so much about it. I had to be honest and admit to myself that the only reason I was so stressed about it was because I knew I wanted to call Eli. If I wasn’t at all interested, then I wouldn’t have anything to be worried about.

I poured myself a big glass of wine and settled on the couch, kicking off my shoes. It had felt like a long day for so many reasons, and I was ready to relax. I flicked on the TV and some advert appeared on the screen. It showed a bunch of people, perhaps a few years younger than I was, sitting in a bar while laughing happily with one another. It created a pang of jealousy in my chest. I was an introvert, and I’d never been the kind of person who had a big group of friends. I’d always preferred quality over quantity. But with the way life had been over the last year, with Archie travelling so much for work, I felt like a few more friends would be a really good thing. I always enjoyed my time with the few friends I did have, but the truth was that they were all usually busy with their own families now, and didn’t have much time for me.

Sipping my wine, I allowed myself to wallow in my self-pity for a while. But there was a little voice in the back of my head that wouldn’t quit whispering an idea to me. And even though I knew it wasn’t a good idea, perhaps it wasn’t a completely terrible idea either. Perhaps Eli could be my friend. I would ignore the attraction I felt to him, and we could just hang out sometimes. As friends.

Before I had time to talk myself out of it, I took my phone and his business card out of my purse and dialled his number. My heart was pounding and my palms were sweating. Eli answered on the third ring, and his voice sent tremors of pleasure pulsing through my body.

“Hi, Eli,” I said, my voice cracking slightly on his name. “It’s Heather Roberts.”

“Hi, Heather! It’s great to hear from you.”

The excitement in his voice created equal measures of happiness and dread inside me. Of course, the happiness seemed to win out.

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling grateful that he couldn’t see how red my face was at that moment. “I hope you don’t mind me calling?”

I immediately berated myself for such a stupid question. Why would he mind me calling when he was the one who had given me his number? Luckily, Eli was kind enough not to call me out on my stupidity.

“Of course not!” he answered enthusiastically. “So, how was the rest of your day at work?”

“Long!” I laughed and relaxed back in my chair, feeling a lot calmer now that I’d decided what to do. “But it wasn’t so bad. Lots of paperwork that I couldn’t seem to get on top of. How about your day?”

“Same as always. Trying to keep a bunch of kids under control all day, while always feeling like I’m not quite managing it.” He laughed, and the sound created a warmth between my thighs again, but I tried to ignore it. “And now I’m currently planning out what I’m going to do with them all tomorrow.”

I looked at my watch, admiring his dedication if he was still working at eight in the evening. “Has anyone ever told you that you work too hard?” I asked with a grin on my face.

“As it happens, plenty of people have.” He was laughing, but I had a feeling he wasn’t joking.

“You need to get out and have fun every once in a while.” I couldn’t help but roll my eyes at myself as I spoke, knowing that advice was all too relevant to me, too. But then I remembered that was why I had called. “In fact, do you want to go out for a drink one night this week?”

“Sure, that sounds great! What night is good for you?”

It was only Monday, and I knew I couldn’t see him on Friday night because Archie would be coming home then. If I was completely honest with myself, I wanted to suggest Tuesday night, but I didn’t want to seem too eager.

“How about Wednesday night?” I asked.

“That works for me. How about we meet at The White Oak in town at around seven pm?”

“Great. I’ll see you then.”

“Perfect. See you then,” Eli said, before hanging up.

As soon as the call was finished, my phone started ringing again. That time, it was Archie with a video call. I answered quickly, smiling brightly at the screen. I was feeling a mixture of relief and happiness. Now that I’d dealt with the problem with Eli, I could focus my attention on my husband and show him how happy I was to see him. And I really was. I loved Archie with all my heart, even though things weren’t always easy.

“Hi, love!” he said, sounding just as happy to see me as I was to see him. “How was your day?”

“It was...” I paused, wondering how to answer that, considering what had happened. “It was pretty good. Although it’s even better now that I can talk to you for a while.”

Archie was still wearing his suit, minus the jacket, but I watched as he pulled off his tie and loosened the top two buttons of his shirt. Now all he’d have to do was roll up his shirt sleeves to reveal his forearms, and I’d melt into a puddle of lust.

“That’s great! My day has been pretty good, too. This company I’m working with at the moment has lost their way a bit, but I don’t think there is anything major I need to fix. It should just be a case of setting them back on the right track.”

My smile brightened even more, to the point where my cheeks were starting to ache. If there weren’t any major problems, that meant he might not have to be away for so long.

“I’m so happy, Archie! And how was the meal tonight?”

“It was good. The boss is a pretty laid-back guy, and we enjoyed a few beers together after dinner. All in all, this is looking to be an easy week.”

I giggled as joy bubbled up inside me. Archie looked happy and relaxed, and I loved seeing him that way. Especially if it meant he was going to come home to me sooner. I watched as he flopped down onto his hotel bed.

“So, how many beers did you have tonight?” I asked.

“Enough,” he answered with a grin, while waggling his eyebrows at me.

I couldn’t help but giggle again. It was a well-known fact that whenever Archie got tipsy, he would become very amorous. The angle of his camera changed, and I was suddenly looking at his hard cock as he stroked it. A surprised gasp slipped out. I hadn’t even realised he had been touching himself while we were talking.

Archie focused the camera back on his face before he spoke again. “Go upstairs, baby. I want you to strip off, get your dildo, and then fuck yourself with it so I can watch you cum.”

With great enthusiasm, I bound up the stairs, and took a moment to feel sorry for Archie having to watch the jumpy footage I was creating for him. Once I was in my bedroom, I propped my phone up against the lamp on my bedside table and started to strip, making sure my husband could see every movement of mine on the screen of his phone.

He let out a moan, and I could tell by the jerky movements of his body that he was stroking his cock harder. Just the thought of that had me dripping wet with my desire. I tried to keep a balance between doing a sexy strip tease for him, and getting my clothes off as quickly as possible because I was aching to be fucked. Even if it was only going to be a dildo doing the honours.

Once I was naked, I pulled my dildo out of the drawer of my bedside table and laid on the bed, positioning myself so that Archie would have the perfect view of my wet cunt as I spread my legs wide for him.

“Good girl,” he moaned, and the way he watched me intently made me feel like the sexiest woman in the world. He could have easily opened his laptop and watched porn to jerk off in his hotel room, but instead, he’d called me. While I wouldn’t admit it to anybody but my husband, I loved feeling like his personal little porn star. “Now slide that big dick into your pussy, baby. I want to watch your pretty pussy stretching around it for me.”

God, it always drove me crazy whenever he talked dirty to me. Especially when he was taking control. When he was in charge, it meant I could just relax and sink into the feeling of being a wanton slut.

I held the end of the dildo and teased the thick head back and forth between my wet folds, coating it in my nectar. When I heard his growl, I had to hide a grin. I continued to go slowly, gliding the big toy along my wet slit rather than sliding it inside me. A little shiver of pleasure rushed over me as the desire to be fucked grew even more intense.

“Stop teasing me, Heather. I can see how wet you are and how much you need a big, hard cock inside you. Show me what a wanton little slut you are for a huge dick like that.”

A whimper escaped me, and I considered resisting a little longer just to play with him, but the need to be fucked was getting hard to ignore. I slid the dildo deep inside me, moaning as my tight walls stretched to accommodate it. Archie’s moans were loud too as he continued to jerk himself off.

“Oh god,” I whimpered. “That feels so fucking good.” I closed my eyes and savoured the feeling of the thick dildo as I thrust it in and out.

“Such a good girl,” he growled. “Look at you being such a pretty little slut for me. Move the dildo faster. Fuck yourself hard the way I know you need it.”

I loved it when he called me his little slut. It made me feel dirty and wanton. I did as I was told, pumping the toy cock hard and deep. At the same time, I brought my free hand up to my tits, massaging the soft flesh and teasing my hard nipples. Every thrust of the big cock made me cry out, and my body was already trembling as an orgasm grew closer. I was writhing on the bed, moaning shamelessly, getting off on the fact that my husband was watching and stroking his cock.

“Oh fuck,” I cried out. “I’m gonna cum, Archie. I’m so close.”

“Don’t you dare hold back, Heather. Cum on that cock for me. I know how badly you need it.”

As always, Archie was right. My entire body was screaming with the need for an orgasm, and it only needed a few more deep thrusts with the dildo to send me over the edge. I shuddered and writhed frantically on the bed, unable to control my movements as an intense climax consumed me.

From far away, I could hear Archie grunting and moaning my name, and I lifted my head from the bed just in time to watch as ropes of cum sprayed up over his chest. The sight of him losing control like that made my own pleasure even more intense, and I cried out his name. Fuck, I wished it was his cock inside me, and I wished he was filling me with his cum.

When we were both satisfied, I laid limp on the bed, breathing hard. “Fuck, you were so hot, Heather. I love watching you like that.”

I flashed him a tired grin. “Well, we can do that whenever you want, love. I know I enjoyed it too.”

Archie laughed. “It certainly looked as if you were enjoying it.” He looked at his watch and sighed. “I’m really sorry, but I need to be on site early in the morning, so I was hoping to get an early night.”

“Okay,” I said softly. “Sleep well, and I will talk to you tomorrow.”

He ended the call, and I crawled into bed, closing my eyes as I let myself sink into the happy post-orgasmic glow that was surrounding me in that moment. Just as I was dozing off, I felt a niggling little worry in the back of my mind, but I couldn’t think what it could be. Despite the emotional upheaval of the day, it had finished on a high. I’d decided that I was just going to be friends with Eli, if he wanted that, and I’d just had a very hot mutual masturbation session with my husband. What could possibly be wrong?

When it hit me, I sat bolt upright in bed. Damn it. When I called Eli and asked him out for a drink, I’d forgotten to tell him I was married and only wanted to meet up as friends. So now he would be thinking we were going out on a date. I flopped back down onto the pillow, berating myself for being so stupid. I had been enjoying talking to him so much that I forgot to tell him about my desire to just be friends. Now our next conversation was going to be really awkward.

With a sigh, I told myself that I would just call him tomorrow and explain everything to him. Hopefully he would be okay with it, and if he wasn’t, then the decision was out of my hands and I didn’t have to worry any more.

The next time I closed my eyes, it was no longer with the sense of bliss following my orgasm, but with a sense of worry about what I would tell Eli tomorrow.
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Chapter Four
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On Wednesday night, I had about a million butterflies fluttering around in my stomach when I arrived at the White Oak to meet Eli. Even though I’d meant to call him and talk to him about the fact that I’m married, I couldn’t seem to do it. I figured it would be easier to talk to him about it face to face. The last phone call hadn’t gone so well, so I thought this would be the best way.

I spotted him at a table in the corner of the bar as soon as I walked in, and he must have been looking out for me because he stood and waved at me to get my attention. Not that I needed his help. My gaze had been drawn to him as if a magnet was pulling me towards him.

I weaved my way through the crowds towards his table, feeling more breathless and excited the closer I got to him. A little devil on my shoulder whispered that there was no way I’d be able to ignore my attraction to him, but I did my best not to listen. Eli was dressed in tight dark blue jeans and a black short-sleeved shirt. He looked a lot more casual than he had the last time I’d seen him, but he somehow managed to look twice as hot. I was grateful for the dark lighting that hid the blush on my cheeks.

When I reached him, Eli pulled me into a tight hug, and I didn’t resist him. I wrapped my arms around him and smiled when I felt his lips brush against my cheek. My heart was pounding, and with the way he held me against him, almost reluctant to let me go, I had to hope he couldn’t feel the hammering in my chest. Eventually, we pulled back and got seated.

“I’m really glad you came, Heather. I’ve been looking forward to seeing you.”

The way he grinned sheepishly at me made me smile. He was adorable. “I’ve been looking forward to it, too.” And that was the truth. I had spent all of yesterday evening working out what to wear and, if anybody had seen me, they would have definitely thought I was getting ready for a date.

Eli was watching me, and I realised I was fiddling nervously with a strand of hair. I tried to stop, but the way he was looking at me just made my nerves even more intense.

“So, can I get you a drink?” he asked, smiling at me.

“Oh, thanks. That would be great. Can I just get an orange juice, please?” I had already decided that alcohol would not be a good addition to the evening, and I was going to stick to that decision.

“Okay, sure. I’ll be right back!”

I couldn’t help but watch him as he walked towards the bar. His tight jeans made his ass look scrumptious, and it was difficult to look away. With a groan, I shook my head and looked down at the table instead. That seemed a lot safer.

A couple of minutes later, Eli returned with our drinks and he slid back into his chair. He had a big smile on his face, making me melt a little. The next hour rushed by in a blur, and we talked about nothing and everything all at once. It was amazing how well we got on as we talked about family and hobbies, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever laughed so much. Eli was so funny, and my cheeks were hurting from the amount of time I spent smiling.

Whenever I felt as though a conversation might bring me too close to mentioning Archie, I found myself steering it in a different direction. I don’t know why I was so reluctant to mention my husband, other than to say I didn’t want to ruin what was turning into a fun evening. But when Eli reached out to place a warm hand over the top of mine, stroking his thumb tenderly back and forth against the bare skin of my wrist, I knew I had to tell him. It wasn’t fair of me to string him along, and on a more practical note, there was only so much longer I could keep my left hand hidden so he wouldn’t see my wedding ring.

Slowly, I pulled my hand away from his and winced slightly when I saw the hurt look on his face. I took a deep breath, reassuring myself that I was doing the right thing by telling him.

“I need to talk to you about something, Eli,” I began.

“Okay. Is something wrong?”

I let out a sigh. “I’m sorry, Eli. I didn’t mean to let this go on for so long without telling you. When I called you that night to arrange a time to meet, I’d meant to tell you then, but it somehow completely slipped my mind.”

When I looked at him, I noticed he was looking worried. “Tell me what, Heather?”

I looked down at my glass when I said the words, unable to bring myself to look him in the eye. “I’m married, Eli.”

“Oh,” he said, going quiet for a long moment. “Married, but going through a divorce? Or unhappily married and looking for a distraction?” There was a bitter tone in his voice that made my heart sink.

“Neither. I wanted to get to know you so that maybe we could be friends. You see, my husband travels a lot for work, and I get lonely. I thought finding some more friends would help me to not feel so sad all the time.”

I finally found the courage to look him in the eye, and I was relieved to see that he didn’t look mad at me. “Okay. That’s understandable. I wish you had told me before, but at least you are being honest now before I did anything to make a fool of myself, so no hard feelings.”

“I really am sorry, Eli. I didn’t mean to string you along. You are a great guy and I have been really enjoying your company.”

His lips curled up into a smile, and the butterflies instantly appeared in my tummy once more. “It’s fine. To friends,” he said, lifting his glass.

I tapped the edge of my glass against his. “To friends,” I repeated with a smile.

We both took a sip of our drinks, holding eye contact over the rim of our glasses. My hand was trembling slightly as I placed my drink back down onto the table, and I was aware of the pounding of my heart. At least that had gone better than I’d expected. Although there was a part of me disappointed that there couldn’t be more between Eli and me.

“So, how long have you been married, Heather?” he asked.

“Two years now. And I love my husband a lot. I just wish he didn’t have to work away all the time.”

Eli nodded his head. “Yeah, I can imagine. It’s a shame he won’t let you have a boyfriend who can take care of you while he’s away.” His lips curled up into a grin that made my pussy ache, and his blue eyes sparkled as he held my gaze.

I laughed, trying to hide how much of an effect he was really having on me. “That would be the dream. But I don’t think that’s going to happen. Not many men are willing to share their wives with other men.”

“You’re right. But some are, and maybe your husband is one of them.” Eli winked at me then, forcing a giggle from my lips. “But seriously, Heather, just talk to him about how lonely you get. He might understand. And if he does, then I will be here for you.”

My giggles stopped when I realised he was being serious. That wasn’t something I could allow myself to think about. There was no way Archie would agree to something like that, and if I let my thoughts dwell on it too much, I would only get my hopes up. It was better to just keep thinking of Eli as a friend.

For the rest of the evening, we both made an effort to steer the conversation away from Archie, and we went back to making small talk and getting to know each other. I felt relieved now I’d told Eli about my husband, and it meant I could relax and enjoy myself more. When it was time to leave, he offered to walk me to my car, and I accepted.

I was only parked a few yards from the bar, so it wasn’t a long walk, and when we reached my car, I leaned back against it, smiling at Eli. “Thank you for such a fun evening, Eli. I seriously can’t remember the last time I laughed so much.”

He grinned at me. “My pleasure, beautiful. Hopefully, we can meet for a drink again soon.” My breath caught in my throat as I realised he was leaning in to kiss me, but his lips only brushed against my cheek.

Eli paused, still leaning in close to me, and I could feel the warmth of his breath against the cool skin of my cheek. I tilted my head up to look into his blue eyes, and a wave of impulsiveness rushed through me. Before I even knew I was going to do it, I closed the gap between us, crashing my lips against his.

His instant reaction was to press his body against mine, pinning me against the car while his mouth ravaged mine in a deep and hungry kiss. I moaned against his lips and wrapped my arms around him, as if trying to pull him closer, and my entire being tingled with the awareness of his body against mine.

Even through our clothes, I could feel how hard his cock was, and in that moment, I didn’t think I’d ached for anybody more than I’d ached for him. My hand slid lower down his body, but before I could feel his erection through his jeans, Eli took a big step back, breaking the kiss.

We stared at each other for a long moment, both of us breathing hard. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I shouldn’t have kissed you like that. Not when I know you are married.”

“No, it was my fault. I kissed you first. I’m sorry.” I let out a sigh. So much for my plan to just be friends with Eli. I should have known it wasn’t going to work. After only one night together, I’d already messed up. “I... I should go home. I’m sorry again, Eli.”

“Call me if you do ever want to meet up again, Heather. I would love to keep in touch. But I also understand if you can’t. Your marriage and your husband have to come first.”

He smiled at me, although the sad look remained in his eyes, then he turned and started walking towards his own car. I got in the car, feeling my heart sink to the floor as I realised the enormity of what I’d done. I’d cheated on my husband, and I only had myself to blame. Fuck. What was I going to do now?
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Chapter Five
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Icouldn’t stop pacing, and I was pretty sure I’d left a patch of the rug looking bare from all my restless movements over the last couple of days. Archie was due home any minute, and I’d already decided I needed to tell him about Eli. There was no way I could keep it from him. The guilt would eat me alive, and I was certain he knew me well enough to tell that something was wrong. Plus, he had a right to know that I had cheated on him.

My heart was racing and my palms were sweaty. It was difficult to draw in a proper breath and I felt like I might pass out if I didn’t find some way to calm myself down. But the thought of Archie getting mad at me and leaving when I told him made it impossible to find even the smallest bit of calm within me.

The next ten minutes passed so slowly that it felt like it had been at least an hour, but I finally heard Archie’s key in the front door. I rushed over to him and waited only for the amount of time it took him to drop his bags on the floor before I threw myself at him. He lifted me up off my feet and carried me over to the couch, where he sat down heavily, taking me with him. I nuzzled my face into the crook of his neck, trying desperately to hold back the tears that were so close to the surface.

“Hey, baby,” he said, while trying to disentangle himself from my arms just enough to pull back and get a look at my face. “Is everything okay?”

I shook my head, unable to speak, and I lost my battle to keep the tears inside. Knowing I must look a mess, I covered my face with my hands and sobbed, while Archie gently stroked my hair over and over.

“Baby, you’re worrying me. What’s wrong?”

“I... I messed up. I’m so sorry, Archie.”

He gently peeled my hands away from my face, and I couldn’t help but turn my head away. It hurt too much to look him in the eye.

“What happened, Heather? Whatever it is, we can fix it together. I promise.”

I didn’t know how to break the news to him gently, so I did the only thing I could think of and blurted it out as quickly as possible.

“I kissed another man, Archie.”

He went so silent that I wasn’t even sure if he was breathing anymore. I lifted my gaze, meeting his eyes, but to my surprise, he didn’t seem angry. Only shocked and confused. Archie opened and closed his mouth, as if trying to find the right words and failing.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. It’s just that... I was feeling so lonely, and then I met this guy through work, and we hit it off straight away. We arranged to meet up for a drink, and I swear I wasn’t planning to do anything. We just spent the evening together talking, and I told him I was married, so we agreed to be friends, but when we were saying goodbye, I kissed him. And he kissed me back. But it was an accident and I swear it won’t happen again. I’m so sorry, Archie. I love you.”

I knew I was rambling, so I stopped talking and watched Archie instead. His face was pale, except for two bright red patches on his cheeks, and he was looking at me with glazed eyes, as if he was seeing through me. Hesitantly, I reached out to touch his face, and he blinked rapidly before bringing a more focused gaze to my face.

“I just... don’t know what to say.”

“Please don’t be mad at me, Archie. I promise I’ll never do it again. Please forgive me.”

He shook his head slowly. “I’m not mad, Heather. At least, I don’t think I am. I feel numb right now, and I think I need some time to process this. I’m going to sleep in the spare room tonight, and we can talk about it properly tomorrow.”

My heart sank. I craved his reassurance that he would not leave. But I’d cheated on him, so the least I could do was give him the time he needed to process the news. It was selfish of me to need his love right then, when I’d just hurt him. Especially when he was handling it so calmly.

Archie kissed my forehead, then guided me off his lap before standing. “Goodnight, Heather.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I stayed silent apart from my frequent sniffles as I watched him walk up the stairs. With a sigh, I flopped back onto the couch. I felt as though I should be feeling something more than I was, but in truth, I think I was feeling numb, too. More than anything, I wanted to go upstairs and crawl into bed with Archie so I could cuddle close to him all night. But I couldn’t. So I curled up on the couch and put a favourite old sitcom on Netflix to watch. It was something I’d watched countless times before, but the familiarity of it provided some comfort, and it helped to distract me from all the thoughts running around in my head about what tomorrow might bring.

Even though I hadn’t expected to, I eventually drifted off to sleep, and I was awoken by the sound of Archie moving around in the kitchen. I leaped up from the couch and went to see him, stopping in the doorway in case he wasn’t ready to see me yet.

When his eyes met mine, it looked as if he’d got even less sleep than I had, but at least he managed to give me a tired smile. I returned the gesture and moved into the kitchen. To my surprise, Archie had made waffles while I’d slept, and he ushered me over to the table in the corner of the room where he’d already laid out plates and cutlery.

I honestly had no idea whether I should be happy or terrified, and until I knew for certain, my body seemed to err on the side of terror. Either he was doing this to show he wasn’t mad at me, or because he was trying to break it to me gently that he was leaving. I settled into one of the chairs, but I wasn’t sure I had much of an appetite at that moment. My stomach was churning with worry too much to be able to appreciate the homemade waffles, no matter how good they smelled.

Archie sat down opposite me, and I could only look at him. I had no idea what to say.

“Heather, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking. It was a shock when you told me last night. A huge shock. And yes, I was hurt. Yes, I considered leaving.” My heart dropped, and my lower lip wobbled as I fought back even more tears. As if expecting my reaction, he quickly held up a hand. “But... I realised very quickly that I couldn’t leave, and that I didn’t want to. I love you, Heather.”

His words made the tears disappear, and I smiled widely at him. “I love you too, Archie. And like I said last night. I promise it won’t ever happen again! I will delete Eli’s number from my phone and forget he ever existed, just to prove how sorry I am.”

Archie chuckled softly. “Now don’t be too hasty, Heather.”

I paused and tilted my head to the side as I looked at him. “What do you mean, Archie?”

He reached over and took my hand in his, holding it gently while he talked. “Last night, I started thinking about how lonely you’ve been while I was away at work. I’ve known about it for a long time, but I never let myself look at it too closely out of my own feelings of guilt, and that was wrong of me, Heather.”

“No, Archie. You don’t have to feel guilty. You’re just providing for us.”

Archie shook his head and sighed. “But I still feel like it’s my fault you’ve been feeling lonely. Before I got this job, you never felt that way. So last night, I considered quitting my job, but I’m just not sure I can do it. I love you, Heather, and I don’t want to lose you. But I also love my job. It gives me a sense of fulfilment that no other job has given me before, and I honestly think I would be unhappy if I could no longer do it. I know your work gives you that same feeling, and I’d never ask you to give that up for me.”

I nodded my head slowly as I tried to process what he was saying. “So what does that mean for us, Archie? I’m sorry I’m quite needy for your attention. I’ll try harder to keep myself busy in the future so I’m not a bother.”

“Oh, stop it, Heather,” he gently chastised. “You are not a bother at all. I love you, and I want you to be happy, too. So, I was thinking that maybe I would be okay with you spending time with your new “friend” during the week while I am away on business." He made air quotes with his fingers when saying the word friend, making me think that he was allowing Eli and me to be more than just friends. “All I would ask is that your weekends would be kept clear for me when I am at home, so we can have quality time together.”

I stared at him for what felt like forever before my senses finally returned. “Wait, are you saying you wouldn’t mind me seeing Eli?”

He smiled at me, looking more bashful than I’d ever seen him before, then he nodded.

“Seeing him as a friend? Or more?” I had to ask. Otherwise, there would just be confusion surrounding the whole situation and I didn’t want that.

Archie took a deep breath, holding my gaze as we sat opposite one another. “If you want to see him as more than a friend, then that’s okay with me.”

I inhaled sharply as shock flooded my body. “But... why?”

“Because I want you to be happy, Heather. I love you, and I trust that you love me, too. If some company during the week while I’m at work is what you need, then I think we should try that. But like I already said, my one condition would be that your weekends are kept free for me.”

I nodded quickly, not even having to consider his condition. Of course, I would want to spend my entire weekend with Archie. I just couldn’t believe that he would be okay with me dating Eli during the week. This was exactly what Eli had suggested, and now Archie was suggesting it, too.

“I... ummm... are you sure about this?” I asked.

Archie looked thoughtful for a moment before turning his attention back to me. “I am at the moment. I want you to be happy. But if it becomes too difficult for me, then we might have to rethink things a bit. I promise I will talk that through with you, though, if it happens.”

“Okay,” I said, still trying to gather my scattered thoughts. “Just the idea of dating him seems too weird to really comprehend right now. I never thought you would suggest something like this.”

He smiled and pushed his chair back from the table, making space for me as he patted his lap. Without hesitation, I rushed to him. I needed the reassurance of his closeness after all the emotional turmoil I’d been through the last few days. When he wrapped his arms tightly around me, I nuzzled into the warmth of his body.

“If you decide it’s too weird and you don’t want to do anything with him, then that’s fine. But I think it would be good for you to go out with him at least one more time, just to see if he makes you happy. If he does, you absolutely have my blessing to do whatever you want with him whenever I am travelling.”

With happy tears in my eyes, I squeezed my husband tight, feeling so grateful for his generosity. “I can’t believe you’d do this for me. That you would give me so much.”

He grinned at me, a wicked curl of his lips that caused me to melt. “Don’t worry. I’ll let you make it up to me on weekends. Blow jobs on demand will just be the start of it.”

Even though I wasn’t entirely sure if he meant it as a joke, his playfulness made me laugh. “I’ll happily do that for you, Archie.” I leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “If you want me to, I’d even be willing to beg you for the privilege.”

Those words caused a growl to rumble somewhere deep in his chest. “You know how much it turns me on when you beg for my cock, baby.”

The sudden change in the tone of the conversation had me squirming in his lap, and as I writhed against him, I could feel his cock twitching as it hardened. It pressed urgently against my cunt through our clothing, making me moan softly.

I pulled back just enough to stare into his eyes before speaking again. “Please, will you fuck me, Archie? I need your dick inside me so badly.”

Archie let out a loud groan just moments before his lips crashed against mine. He kissed me with an urgency that left me breathless, with his tongue forcing my lips apart and sweeping past them to claim my mouth. I kissed him back with a hunger that matched his, my arms tight around him as I clung to his powerful body.

His hands moved from my waist and travelled up my sides, coming to rest on my tits. I had no bra on under the t-shirt I was still wearing from yesterday, and Archie expertly teased my nipples with his fingers until they were both hard and sending tendrils of pleasure down to my needy pussy.

I rocked my hips, unable to stop myself from grinding against him in such a wanton way. My fear had melted away, and the relief had turned into a burning desire for my husband. I always craved him, but this was an entirely new level of craving.

While his hands groped my tits, I reached down between our bodies to touch his cock through his sweatpants. It pulsed against my hand, apparently as eager for attention as my body was. I pulled down the waistband and let Archie’s cock spring free. He was so fucking hard, and I moaned as I wrapped my hand around him to stroke his throbbing length. His loud moan caused my pussy to quiver.

“Slide down on my cock,” he growled. “Now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I stood up from his lap for just long enough to push down my shorts and panties before straddling his lap again. Positioning myself so that the engorged head of his cock was lined up perfectly with my dripping entrance, I lowered myself down onto him. Our moans joined together as I engulfed him in the wet heat of my cunt, and I started moving straight away, riding his cock with a desperation I’d never felt before.

Archie gripped my waist hard as he started pumping his hips, pushing up into my willing body with powerful thrusts. Pleasure swirled through my body, threatening to overwhelm me. There was nothing romantic about this joining. It was a sweaty and urgent fuck born from the desperate desire to reconnect after such a terrible night. I needed him more than I ever had done before.

I gasped as he suddenly stood, his arm around my waist keeping me impaled on his dick before he laid me down on the table, pushing aside full plates of food to make space for me. He slammed his hips hard and fast, pummelling my soaked cunt with his cock. It felt so damn good, and a fire blazed through me, filling me so quickly that I hadn’t even realised my orgasm was so close before it swept me away. My body shuddered and tensed with the overwhelming pleasure, all while my pussy clenched and quivered around his cock to quickly pull him over the edge with me.

Archie grunted through gritted teeth as his cock pulsed deep inside me, filling me with his cum, and all I could do was writhe on the table and dig my nails into the firm flesh of his ass as I tried to pull him deeper inside me.

With a loud moan, Archie collapsed down on top of me, and I held him there, whimpering as I tried to catch my breath.

Everything was going to be okay, I told myself. After all the panic and worry of the last few days, Archie still wanted me, and that was the only thing that mattered.
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Chapter Six
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It was Monday morning again, and although I was sad that Archie had to leave, I found I wasn’t as sad about it as I had been in the past. I wasn’t entirely sure what I wanted to do about Eli yet, but knowing I could reach out to him if I needed to was some comfort.

As I laid in bed, Archie emerged from the bathroom, freshly showered and looking as gorgeous as ever. It was true that we often spent our weekends in the bedroom after our days apart, but that weekend, we had both been insatiable. It was as if the crisis we’d faced and overcome had brought us closer together, and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. But even after an entire weekend of fucking each other in every way we could think of, I still squirmed when he grinned at me and pulled the towel from his waist. He was rock hard, and my mouth instantly started watering.

I pushed the blanket to the side and crawled towards the edge of the bed where he stood. Without needing any encouragement, I parted my lips and slid them down over the thick head of his cock. Archie let out a soft moan when I suckled gently on his hard length, and the sound of pleasure caused a shiver to run down my spine. I curled my tongue around the underside of his cock, using it to caress along the sensitive vein as I stroked my lips up and down, and I was rewarded with an even louder moan from my husband.

After a minute or two of letting me worship his perfect dick, Archie curled his fingers into my long hair and started rocking his hips back and forth to fuck my mouth slowly. I closed my eyes and moaned, savouring the sensations as he slid between my lips. Saliva pooled in my mouth and leaked from my lips as he started fucking my mouth faster, pushing deeper until he was hitting the back of my throat with each thrust.

The way he was using me had me squirming on my knees as a fire built at my core. Unable to resist anymore, I reached down to slide a hand into the front of my panties, rubbing my fingers in a circle over my engorged pearl.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “Finger yourself while you suck my cock. Show me how much it turns you on to have my dick fucking your pretty little mouth.”

I moaned loudly as I listened to him, the sound vibrating around his erection as it pumped in and out of my mouth, causing him to shake as the pleasure built within him. I rubbed faster at my clit, my fingers quickly growing slick with the moisture that leaked from my needy pussy.

Archie placed both hands on the back of my head as he moved his hips faster, his pace growing more erratic with each thrust. “Fuck, I’m so close, baby. I want you to cum with me.”

His final word morphed into a loud moan as his cock erupted into my mouth. I sucked hungrily, swallowing his cum just as a wave of pleasure washed over me. My body shuddered with the force of my orgasm as I kept rubbing frantically at my clit, making my pussy clench and quiver with my release.

The pleasure had barely even faded when Archie tugged on my hair to pull my mouth away from his cock; then he leaned down to kiss me deeply. His tongue plunged into my mouth, and a shiver of arousal moved over me. It always drove me crazy when he kissed me straight after I’d swallowed his cum. I loved the intimacy of it, and I kissed him back with just as much hunger as he displayed.

When he broke the kiss, his lips curled up into a big smile. “I love you, Heather,” he said, his voice still ragged and breathless.

“I love you, too,” I whimpered softly.

Archie kept one hand gripping my hair while he stroked my cheek with the other hand. “I want you to do something for me today once I’m gone, baby.”

I stared into his eyes, nodding my head as much as I could with his hand in my hair. Still wrapped up in my post-orgasmic glow, I couldn’t seem to look away from him. I was mesmerised.

He grinned down at me before kissing my forehead. “I want you to get in touch with Eli and arrange to meet up with him soon. It will be good for you to have company when I’m away.”

I let out a small sigh when Archie mentioned Eli. “Are you sure, though, love?” If I was honest, I was feeling a little nervous about how it would affect our relationship, which was something I’d mentioned over the weekend during our many discussions about Eli. Archie was certain it wouldn’t change his feelings towards me, and that he wanted me to be happy. And he didn’t seem to be at all worried that I was going to leave him for another man. If anything, he seemed very confident about how much I loved him, considering the news he’d come home to on Friday evening. I guess I must have done something right over the course of our relationship for him to feel so secure about my love.

“I’m absolutely certain, Heather. You’ve seemed so down over the last few months, and if some attention while I’m travelling is what you need to feel better, then I want that for you, baby.”

I wrapped my arms around him. “God, you are so good to me, Archie. I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve you. I promise to make it up to you at the weekend.” After flashing him a wicked grin, I kissed his lips softly.

“That means I will be twice as excited to get home on Friday night,” he said while laughing. “But when I call you tonight, I will be making sure you’ve been in touch with him to arrange a date, okay?”

“Okay, I will call him. God, you seem really eager for me to go out with him!” I couldn’t help but giggle at the absurdity of the conversation.

Archie laughed, and it was strange, but I honestly couldn’t remember ever seeing him look so happy. “You know what they say, baby. A happy wife means a happy life.” He winked at me before backing up so he could start pulling on his suit.

I laughed, too, before flopping down onto the bed, watching him get dressed. “I’m going to miss you while you're away, Archie.”

He smiled at me. “I’m going to miss you too, Heather. I always do. But I’ll call you tonight.” He was already fully dressed as he leaned down to kiss me.

When Archie left, there was no sadness, though. Only a little anxiety about getting in touch with Eli and a lot of excitement about what the future was going to bring. I was a very lucky lady to be able to have my husband I loved on weekends, while having a boyfriend during the week. Of course, I had to hope that Eli hadn’t changed his mind about wanting to spend more time with me.
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LATER THAT DAY, I WAS searching through my wardrobe trying to find the perfect outfit for the dinner date that I’d arranged with Eli. I’d called him on my lunch break and filled him in on what had happened between me and Archie over the weekend. It seemed he hadn’t changed his mind at all, and he was thrilled with the news. So thrilled that he insisted on taking me out for dinner that night.

It was my first date in a long time, and I was both nervous and excited. Although the excitement was winning out, if the dampness of my panties was any indication. Eventually, I decided on a little black dress with a vibrant pink belt to add a splash of colour. Black kitten heel sandals completed the look, along with the black lace bra and panties I was wearing underneath the dress.

I turned back and forth as I looked at myself in the mirror, and I smiled at my reflection. I guess I still scrubbed up okay when I made an effort. Just as I was putting everything I’d need in my purse; my phone started to ring. It was Archie with a video call. That was a surprise. I’d text him earlier in the day to let him know I’d be going out with Eli, so he’d know why I wasn’t answering my phone when he called me. And he’d responded to the text, so I knew he’d seen it. But he was calling earlier than normal.

I answered the call, flashing him a beaming smile. “Hi, Archie! You just caught me. I’ll be leaving in a few minutes.”

He grinned at me, his hair looking slightly dishevelled, and his tie loosened to reveal the opened top button of his shirt. Judging by the state of his attire, it had been a stressful day, but he still looked happy to see me, which made my heart flutter a little more rapidly for him.

“I’m glad I caught you. I wanted to tell you something before you went out with your new boyfriend.”

Hearing him call Eli my boyfriend felt incredibly strange, but he said it so casually that it took me a moment to realise he had even done it. Archie definitely didn’t seem at all jealous.

“I want you to enjoy yourself tonight, baby,” he continued. “Have fun, and don’t worry about me. Focus on Eli.”

“Okay,” I said slowly, feeling more than a little surprised by how he seemed to be taking everything so easily in his stride. “I mean, I’m really happy that you’re okay with this, Archie, but it’s just strange to have you encouraging me so much. It’s not what I thought was going to happen.”

“I have something to confess about that,” he said, grinning at me from my phone screen. “On Friday night, when I realised I would be okay with you dating him, I realised something else.” He paused, but I didn’t say anything. I was far too curious to find out what his confession was. “I realised that the idea of it turned me on. When I thought about you kissing him that night, it made me hard as a fucking rock. I actually jerked off in the spare room to visions of you being fucked by another man. Twice.”

“Oh,” I said, letting his words sink in. “So, it’s not just that you want me to be happy, but you actually get turned on by it?”

Archie chuckled and shrugged. “Is that okay, baby?”

I laughed and nodded. “Oh yeah. I would say that’s more than okay, love. It makes it even better for me if I know you are enjoying it, too.”

“It does mean I will be getting you to tell me all the juicy details later, so I can use it to picture you with him while I jerk off.”

A groan escaped me. I suspected it was going to feel a little awkward sharing with my husband all the intimate details of what I’d done with my lover, but I didn’t want to hide anything from him.

“So you know what that means, don’t you, Heather?”

I shook my head slowly, captured by his intense gaze as he suddenly turned serious.

“It means you are going to have to be a good little slut for me when you go out with Eli. Don’t hold back with him, baby. Make me proud and make sure you have plenty of filthy details to share with me later.” His lips curled up into a deliciously wicked grin, and a shiver of longing ran down my spine.

My husband knew exactly how to turn me into a needy little mess, and telling me to make him proud by being a good little slut was definitely high on that list. Okay, it was probably at the very top of my list.

“I will be a good slut,” I whimpered, squeezing my thighs together in an attempt to dull the ache that had appeared between them. But somehow, the movement only made it worse.

“Good girl. And one more thing. Please tell me you don’t have panties on underneath that dress.”

Archie looked at me expectantly, and I squirmed even more. The way my face flushed a deep pink colour was all the answer he needed.

“Take them off. Now.”

With a whimper, I quickly slipped my panties down my legs with one hand while holding my phone with the other. Once I’d stepped out of them, I bent down to pick them up and showed them to Archie. “Done,” I said with a whimper.

“Good. Now you know that you are truly being sent out with your husband’s blessing to do whatever you want with your boyfriend. So go make me proud.”

He grinned at me, then ended the call, leaving me feeling flustered and horny before I’d even stepped out the door for my date. It seemed tonight was going to be a very fun night indeed.
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Chapter Seven
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Eli had chosen an Italian restaurant in the centre of town, and when I got there, he was once again waiting for me. He rose from his chair to greet me, leaning in to brush his lips against my cheek. His closeness sent a warmth all the way down to my pussy, and I was glad I didn’t have to hide my arousal around him anymore. He was wearing black slacks and a pale blue shirt that made him look delicious. Although I had to admit I missed the tight jeans he had been wearing on our previous night out.

“Hi, Heather,” he said, flashing her a wide smile. “I’m so glad you could come.”

As I settled into the chair next to him, I giggled and felt a heat in my face. “I’m really glad to be here, Eli. If I’m honest, I can’t actually believe this is happening. It feels too good to be true.”

“Yeah, I feel the same way.” He reached out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind my ear, allowing his fingers to linger on my cheeks for a long moment. I whimpered softly as I tilted my head, nuzzling into his touch.

At that moment, the waitress came over to our table to take our drinks order, ruining the feeling of intimacy. We both ordered our drinks, and she disappeared again, leaving us alone once more.

Eli gazed at me intently. There was something very different in the air between us that night. Even though there had always been a crazy amount of chemistry between us, it was nothing compared to what we were feeling while sitting and staring into each other’s eyes. Now there were no secrets between us, and no barriers keeping us from one another. We wanted each other, and there was no need to hide it. As I shifted in my chair, I became painfully aware of the fact I wasn’t wearing any panties. My inner thighs were already soaked with my longing, and there was a deep ache between my thighs.

He placed his hand on my knee under the table. “Are you absolutely certain your husband is going to be okay with us being together while he’s away?

I grinned softly at Eli, remembering the call I’d had with my husband before leaving for my date. “Yeah, he is. He even called me before I left to encourage me to enjoy myself with you, and to tell me to make sure I wasn’t wearing any panties on our date.”

I giggled again at the surprise look on his face. “Oh wow. So it really sounds like he is on board with this. Wait, you’re not wearing any panties?” His look of surprise turned into a wicked grin as his hand moved higher up my leg.

His touch sent tingles all the way through my body, and I tried to hide the way it made me want to squirm in case anyone was watching us.

I leaned towards him, lowering my voice slightly. “Archie actually confessed that he gets turned on whenever he thinks about me with another man.”

“Damn,” he said, gripping my thigh a little more firmly. “That’s not a twist I was expecting, but that just makes this even better. At least we know he really won’t be upset.”

I nodded my head and felt another blush creep across my face. “He even told me to go make him proud, and to make sure I had plenty of dirty details to tell him later.”

Eli leaned back in his chair, letting out a long breath. “Holy shit. This keeps getting better and better.” A wicked grin spread across his face, and it suddenly became impossible to hide my needy squirming. “I have to admit I’m tempted to go tell them we no longer want dinner, so I can take you home and start doing things to you that you can tell your husband all about later.”

The ache at my core was suddenly overwhelming, and all I wanted was for Eli to do exactly that. I simply whimpered and nodded my head. He disappeared in the blink of an eye as he headed over to the waitress who had taken our drinks order. I watched as he paid her for the drinks we hadn’t yet received before he quickly made his way back over to the table.

He leaned towards me as we rushed out of the restaurant. “I hope you don’t mind, but I told her we had to leave because you were feeling unwell. Perhaps she will think your flushed face is due to a fever.”

I laughed and cuddled into his side, enjoying the way his natural response was to wrap an arm around my shoulders to pull me closer. “I don’t really care what you told her. As much as I think I would have enjoyed that meal, I think I’m going to enjoy what’s about to happen even more.”

Before I knew what was happening, Eli led me down a short alleyway between two buildings and pinned me against the wall with his body. His lips crashed down hard on mine, his tongue brushing against my lips to seek entry, which I eagerly gave him. I moaned loudly on his lips and wrapped my arms around him, gripping the back of his shirt as I tried to pull him even closer.

I felt his hand trailing up my thigh, moving under my dress as his fingers found my bare pussy. He slid his fingers along the length of my slit as I moaned.

“Fuck,” he said on a ragged moan. “I couldn’t wait until I got you back to my place to find out how wet you are for me. And you’re so damn wet.” As he spoke, Eli slid two fingers inside my cunt, filling me with the digits. “God, and you’re so tight, too. How the fuck did I get so lucky?”

Even if I’d known how to respond to that, it would have been impossible to speak with the way he was pumping his fingers in and out of my quivering pussy. I bit my lower lip hard, trying to stop my moans emerging, in case anybody out on the street heard me. Eli held my gaze with his deep blue eyes, and I could see the intense look of lust in them.

With each thrust of his fingers, he pushed me closer to the release I’d been needing all day. I bucked my hips, working myself frantically against the digits curling and thrusting within me. It became too much, and I could no longer hold in my sounds of pleasure. My whimpers and moans filled the air, but I no longer cared. His touch made me feel too fucking good.

Eli added a third finger into my dripping cunt, stretching me even more as he fucked me wildly with the digits. It wasn’t long before my pussy was clenching and quivering around him as I reached my climax. The pleasure washed over me in intense waves, and I cried out his name, unable to control myself as he gave me what I had been desperately needing.

His lips crashed against mine in a deep and hungry kiss, capturing my moans in his mouth. I could feel the outline of his erection through his pants as his body pressed close against mine, and once the fog of pleasure had faded, I moved my hands to unfasten his pants, needing to get to his cock, but he stopped me.

“Not here, Heather. Let’s go back to mine and then we can enjoy each other properly. I just got greedy and needed a little taste of you now.” With that, he pulled his fingers from my pussy and brought them to his mouth, licking my juices from them. He let out a moan, and I watched the movement of his tongue as if mesmerised.

“Oh god,” I moaned, breathing hard as my body still trembled from the effects of my orgasm.

Eli gripped my hand and tugged me back out onto the street, leading me towards his house. Luckily, he lived close by, and it didn’t take us long to get there. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait to feel him inside me.

As soon as we were inside his house, I found myself pinned against a wall once again. But I wasn’t complaining. Far from it. Eli lifted my skirt up around my waist while I opened the button and fly on his pants. Within seconds of getting inside his home, he was sliding his dick deep into my tight, wet sheath. I moaned loudly as he filled and stretched me. While he wasn’t quite as long as Archie, he was definitely thicker, and it took me a few moments to adjust to his size.

Once he had fully impaled me, Eli held me tight and carried me through to what I assumed was the living room and laid me gently down on the couch. As soon as we were settled, his weight pinning me into the soft cushions, he started pumping his hips, thrusting his cock hard and deep inside me.

My body rocked beneath him with each powerful thrust, and his dick curved just perfectly to hit that sweet, sensitive spot deep inside my cunt. Each time the head rubbed against that spot, my body shuddered, feeling another orgasm building quickly inside me.

Eli held himself up on his elbows, looking down at me as he continued to fuck me hard. The eye contact made everything feel so much more intense. It felt as if he was searching my soul while taking my body, and in that moment, I happily surrendered the way he claimed me.

I reached down to grab his ass, my fingernails digging into the firm globes as I tried to pull him even deeper.

“Fuck, Heather,” he moaned loudly. “You feel even better than I expected. Your pussy feels so damn good.”

I moaned and bucked beneath him, trying my best to move against his cock while being pinned into the cushions. Eli took that as his cue to start pounding even harder into my pussy, and it was enough to send me crashing over the edge once more. I shuddered violently as an intense orgasm washed over me, sending pleasure rushing through my entire body. And when my cunt tightened around Eli’s cock, he quickly followed me, crying out as he filled me with his warmth.

He collapsed down on top of me, nuzzling his face into the crook of my neck as we both panted, trying to catch our breath. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close.

“God, I’m sorry I rushed that. I really wanted to take my time, but my need to be inside you just got to be too much.”

I grinned softly. “There’s no need to be sorry. I was feeling the same way. Maybe we can take our time and explore each other properly next time instead?”

“Next time?” he asked, lifting his head to show me his wicked grin. “I hope you mean the next time I fuck you tonight, and not the next time we meet up. Because I don’t want to have to wait that long.”

I laughed. “I’m trying to decide if you’re just being greedy or impatient tonight.”

“Why not both? I’ve always been told I’m an overachiever.”

I laughed again and playfully slapped his shoulder. “Fine, you can be both. But only because I’m enjoying it so much.”

“Perfect! Let’s go upstairs so I can carry on being greedy with you.”

He got up off me and helped me to my feet, before leaning down to kiss me slow and deep, his tongue gently exploring my mouth. I melted against him. Partly because of the way his kiss made me feel, but mostly because my knees were still weak from the intense orgasm he’d given me.

I pulled back, breaking the kiss as I took hold of his hand and guided him towards the stairs. “Let’s go then.”
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Chapter Eight
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Later that night, I was just drifting off to sleep wrapped up in Eli’s arms when I heard my phone ringing. I reached out to pick it up from where I’d set it on the bedside table and looked at the screen. It was Archie.

“You should answer it,” Eli said, and I realised he was looking over my shoulder to see who was calling. “He’s probably wondering how your night went.”

I kissed Eli on the cheek before laying back and answering the call. “Hi, love,” I said, suddenly feeling a little shy. Usually, a woman laid in bed with her lover while on the phone to her husband would have a lot to feel guilty about, and I was starting to feel some of that guilt.

“Hey, baby. How was your night? Did you have fun?”

Eli was cuddled close enough to me that I guessed he could hear my husband’s voice through the phone, but I didn’t mind. I didn’t want to keep any secrets from either of the men in my life.

“It was a lot of fun, love. We had a great night. I’m... ummm... actually still in his bed with him right now.”

Archie’s moan was loud in my ear, and judging by the grin on Eli’s face, he’d heard it clearly. “Did you fuck him, baby?” My husband’s voice was breathless, and I honestly wouldn’t have been surprised if he was jerking off while talking to me.

“I did,” I whimpered. “Twice.”

“Fuck,” he groaned. “You really were a good little slut, weren’t you?”

I squirmed, and as Eli pressed closer, I could feel his cock against my thigh. He was already rock hard again, and that knowledge made me whimper quietly.

“And he’s there with you right now, baby? Is he touching you?”

“No,” I admitted. “He’s cuddling up to me, but he’s already hard again.” When I said that, Eli started grinding his hard dick against the soft skin on my thigh, and I could feel him throbbing,

“Did you at least thank Eli for fucking you well by sucking his cock, Heather?”

I whimpered as I realised I hadn’t yet sucked Eli’s cock. By the time we got to the bedroom, we were both almost feral with need, and we’d just gone straight to fucking again. But I wanted to find out how good his dick would feel in my mouth. “I didn’t. I’m sorry.”

“Then why don’t you ask him now if he’ll let you suck his cock while I listen in on the call?”

I turned my gaze to Eli, looking into his eyes, and he nodded his head quickly. He’d obviously heard what Archie had said. “He said yes, love.”

“No, I want to hear you ask him.” His voice was growing more breathless, and I had no doubt he was stroking his cock. My pussy was leaking with desire; the idea of sucking off my boyfriend while my husband listened had created an intense ache between my thighs.

“Please, can I suck your cock while Archie listens, Eli?” I whimpered.

“Fuck, yes,” he moaned. “I can’t wait to find out how good that pretty little mouth of yours feels.” His words made me squirm, and I started to pull away from him, about to move lower down the bed to his cock but he stopped me. “In fact, why don’t you ask Archie if he’d like me to record you so he can watch you suck my cock?”

Judging by the groan that came from my husband, I knew he had heard the suggestion. “Would you like that, love?” I asked.

The flutter at my core was growing more intense, unable to believe what was happening. It had to be one of the hottest experiences of my life. Sex with either of them was off the charts hot, but with both of them involved, even if Archie wasn’t there in person, it was another level of hot altogether.

“Yes, Heather. Give Eli your phone. I want to watch.”

I handed the phone over to my lover without hesitation before moving down the bed, settling between Eli’s legs as he figured out how to set up the camera so my husband could watch. When he was ready, I dragged my tongue along his hard length, delighting in the moans coming from both men.

“Good girl,” Archie groaned, and Eli agreed, making me squirm. I’d always loved it when Archie called me a good girl, but now I had two men to please, increasing my chances of being praised in such a way.

I slid my lips down over the engorged head, struggling a little to stretch around his thick length. Once the head was in my mouth, I suckled hungrily on the tip, flicking my tongue against the frenulum to make Eli moan. The fingers of his free hand curled into a fist in my long hair, holding me in place as I tasted him for the first time. Drops of precum formed at the tip before sliding down to my tongue, rewarding me with the salty taste of his essence.

Slowly, Eli used his grip on my hair to guide my lips up and down his shaft, encouraging me to take him deeper into my mouth each time.

“God, that’s it, Eli. Heather loves it when you do that with her hair.”

I moaned around Eli’s cock as I heard my husband talk to my lover, telling him what I enjoyed. It made me unbelievably wet, and I squirmed as my cunt quivered with its need for some more attention.

“Fuck, her mouth feels so good, Archie. You are one lucky man.”

“I really am. I love Heather so fucking much, but you get to use her pretty little holes whenever I’m away. I’m more than happy to share her with you so long as you don’t do anything to hurt her.”

The way they talked so casually about me while I worked to pleasure Eli’s cock was driving me wild. I sucked desperately on his hard length, taking him deeper until I was gagging on the head of his dick. His response to Archie came out with a moan. “I won’t ever hurt her. You have my word on that.”

I could tell it was getting harder for Eli to talk as his orgasm grew closer. And his assurances that he wouldn’t hurt me seemed to satisfy Archie’s concerns, so the conversation paused for a short while. The only sounds in the room were my greedy sucking and the moans of the two men.

After a few minutes of enjoying Eli’s cock, my own need for pleasure became unbearable. Everything about the situation was so damn arousing that my pussy was aching to be filled and used hard. I lifted my head, letting my lover’s cock slip from my lips, and looked directly into the camera to beg my husband.

“Please, can I slide down on his cock, Archie?” I whimpered. “I need his cock inside me so badly. I ache to be fucked. Please, can I?”

My begging coaxed load groans from both Eli and Archie, but it was my husband who answered. “Oh fuck, you are such a hot little slut for me, and now for Eli, too. Yes, baby. Slide down on his cock and ride it hard. Show us both what a good girl you’re going to be for your husband and your boyfriend.”

“Fuck, yes,” Eli growled. “Get on my cock now. I need that tight little pussy.”

I scrambled to move quickly over Eli, straddling his waist and positioning myself over his cock. Reaching down, I gently gripped the base, holding him steady as I lowered myself down onto his hard shaft. He was throbbing in my hand, and I slowly engulfed him in the wet heat of my cunt. His cock felt so fucking good that I had to take a moment just to savour the feeling of cradling his entire length within me.

But I was only given a moment because then a light slap on my ass brought me back to reality and reminded me I had a lover to take care of. I loved the feel of the sting on my ass, and it made me move hard and fast on his cock. Archie had never spanked me before, although I’d often fantasised about it, and having Eli do it only made me more desperate to be fucked.

“I think she liked that, Eli,” Archie moaned, his voice getting more and more breathless by the second as he watched me. “Spank her again.”

Eli’s spare hand landed harder on my ass the second time, and I suspected I would have a red handprint marking my flesh. “Oh god,” I cried out as I slammed down hard and fast on his cock, riding him at a frantic pace. I leaned forward to place my hands on Eli’s chest, squeezing my tits between my arms as I did so to display my breasts to my men. I shivered a little with lust as I thought of them both as my men.

The pleasure was building quickly within me. I couldn’t believe how desperate I was to have another orgasm. After the second time we’d fucked, I had thought I was satisfied. But as soon as Archie called, I was suddenly craving more. I rode Eli’s cock with wanton abandon, focusing on my rapidly approaching orgasm and on the moans coming from both men. They were both close, and I longed for them to cum with me. I held back my own pleasure for as long as I could, wanting to wait for Archie and Eli to be ready, too.

Suddenly, Archie’s grunts and moans filled the air, and I recognised the sounds he made as he came. I’d already been so close that the sounds of my husband’s orgasm were enough to send me crashing into my own release. As my pussy clenched around Eli’s cock, gripping it tight, I cried out with pleasure and delighted in the feel of him filling me with his cum. Our bodies shuddered and bucked wildly as we both surrendered to our orgasms, while listening to Archie doing the same.

Even once the pleasure had faded, I couldn’t resist rolling my hips to grind down against Eli’s pelvis, keeping his cock inside me as I enjoyed the tingling sensations between my thighs.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly. “I loved that so much.”

Eli grinned at me and handed me back my phone. I switched around the camera so I could continue the video call and see Archie on my screen. His face was flushed, and he was breathing hard. With his shirt open, I could see the cum splattered across his chest and abs, and I suddenly wished I was with him so I could lick his skin clean.

“Do you have any idea how fucking beautiful you are when you’re riding another man’s cock? I can’t wait to catch the live show in-person.”

He grinned at me, and a giggle escaped me. “You did just see a live show!” I said, and he shook his head.

“I said an in-person show. Now I’ve seen you like this, I’m going to need to witness it properly, when I am close enough to touch you myself.”

A shiver of longing moved over me as I thought about being in the same room as both Archie and Eli. When I glanced down at Eli, he grinned and winked at me, so I was pretty sure he liked the sound of that, too.

“Hmmm, I think we could arrange something like that one day,” I said.

“Good girl,” Archie replied as he smiled widely at me from my phone screen. “Just think how much fun you’d have pleasing us both.”

At that moment, Eli moaned and then laughed. “Judging by the way her tight pussy just squeezed around my cock, I’m guessing she thinks it’s going to be a lot of fun.”

I laughed, feeling a blush heat my face. Somehow, I had found two incredible men, and not only did they both want me in return, but they also seemed to be getting on well so far and were more than willing to share me. I had no idea what I had done to be so lucky, but I was incredibly grateful for my good fortune.

Climbing off Eli, letting his cock slip free from my cunt, I laid down beside him and cuddled close, keeping Archie on the call so he could be a part of the intimate moment. I wasn’t sure I could ever remember feeling so happy, and when Archie got home Friday night, I was going to make sure he knew just how crazy I was about him.
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Epilogue
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Ihad been seeing Eli for almost three months, and things were going perfectly. I would spend two or three nights a week with Eli, depending on our schedules, and then I would devote my time at the weekend to Archie. Both of the men were so laid back and trusting, that no jealousy issues had come up for us so far, and while I hoped that would continue, I was also aware it was a rather unique situation, and some negative feelings could become an issue at some point. But I was also confident that we all communicated well enough that we could solve any problems together.

Every week, Archie would spend at least one evening with me and Eli on a video call, watching us as we fucked and encouraging us to enjoy each other. Watching us would always drive him wild, but at the same time, he respected the fact that we needed time alone together too, just like I got time alone with him every weekend.

And speaking of the weekends, Archie couldn’t keep his hands off me whenever he got back from his work trips. Seeing me with Eli during the week would keep him constantly worked up, and then, when he got home, he was absolutely insatiable. Between the two men, I felt absolutely adored and craved, and I was happier than I’d been in such a long time.

Archie was due home from one of his work trips any moment, and excitement filled me until I felt like I was going to explode. I was always excited to see him, but I’d planned something special for him and couldn’t wait to see how he was going to react.

When I heard his car pull up outside, I rushed out the front door to greet him, throwing myself into his arms. He lifted me easily off my feet and kissed my lips before carrying me inside the house.

“Did you miss me?” he asked with a huge grin on his face.

“Yep! I always do,” I replied. “I always look forward to Fridays when you come home.”

As he stepped in the front door, he paused, and his grin somehow grew even wider. “Well hello, Eli! It’s great to finally meet you in person.”

My husband set me gently back on my feet before strolling over to greet our guest with a vigorous handshake and several pats on the shoulder.

“It’s great to meet you too, Archie. I hope you don’t mind me being here. I know that usually the weekends are your special time with Heather, but she really wanted to set up a surprise for you.”

Archie looked over at me and winked, before turning his attention back to Eli. “I don’t mind at all. It’s a great surprise. One that I’m sure we will all end up enjoying very much.”

I laughed and rushed over to them, wrapping one arm around each of them to pull them in closer. “I’m so happy to finally get some time with both of you in the same room.”

Archie moved his hand up under my skirt to cup my pussy through my panties. When he started to rub gently, I let out a soft whimper. “I can feel how excited you are, baby. Your panties are soaked. Which reminds me, why the fuck are you even wearing panties around us?” He pulled his hand away from my pussy and grabbed the waistband of my tiny lace panties, ripping them off my body with one rough tug.

“Oh god,” I moaned, as Archie brought his hand back to my newly bared cunt, running his fingers through my wet folds. His touch sent tremors through my body.

At the same time, Eli on my other side, cupped my tits through my dress, making my nipples harden and pucker. “Come to think of it,” he said. “Why are you wearing anything at all around us? I’m pretty sure you should always be naked around us, right, Archie?”

“Fuck, yes. Always naked. Always ready for us to touch and fuck whenever we want.” Archie reached down and slapped my ass hard, making me cry out in surprise at the sudden sting on my flesh. Since he’d seen Eli spank me on that first night together, he’d taken to spanking me often himself. In fact, between the two of them, I was often left with handprints marking my bare skin, and I loved it. “Now strip off, baby,” my husband commanded.

Without hesitation, I untangled my arms from around my two men and quickly pulled off my dress. After Archie had already so helpfully removed my panties, that was the only item of clothing left to remove. Once I was naked, my husband and my boyfriend pressed closer once more, one on each side, leaving me trembling with desire between them.

Their hands roamed over every inch of my body, caressing my breasts, pussy and ass in their large hands. My legs shook as the need for their touch created a powerful ache between my thighs. Tingles of pleasure spread out through my body, following their hands as they explored my bare flesh. My moans and whimpers grew louder, and I couldn’t stop writhing with need.

“She seems very needy, Eli,” my husband said while grinning at the other man. “Maybe you haven’t been fucking her enough while I’m travelling.”

Eli laughed. “Trust me, I fuck her at every available opportunity. I think it’s just because she’s missed you. Or maybe it’s the thought of having both of us fucking her that’s making her so needy?”

I whimpered and nodded quickly. “It feels so good to finally have you both touching me.”

“Hmmm, then let’s go upstairs where we can do so much more than just touch you.” Archie slapped my ass hard again, making me squeal loudly. “You go first, baby. We want to watch that hot little ass of yours as we follow you up the stairs.”

I laughed and shook my head. “That’s not what gentlemen are supposed to do!” But I did as I was told and made my way up the stairs. With the knowledge that they were close behind and watching my curves, I made sure to exaggerate the sway of my hips with each step until I heard them both grunting with approval.

“Sorry, baby, we never agreed to be gentlemen. But don’t worry, we’ll make it up to you in a minute,” my husband said, and my lover agreed.

My pussy quivered at the thought of being with both of them. It was something I’d fantasised about ever since I first got together with Eli, and it was something I’d talked to them about separately over the months. Those conversations usually ended with us getting worked up and fucking hard, so I knew they both wanted this just as much as I did.

I led them both into the bedroom, where Archie pushed me gently down onto the bed before they both laid down beside me, one on either side. My husband guided my hands up over my head. “Leave your hands there,” he commanded in a gentle voice. “We are going to kiss you and touch you in all the places we desire.”

Eli’s hands were already roaming my body once more, cupping and kneading my tits in a way that made me shiver with longing. Each time the palm of his hand brushed over one of my hardened nipples, an intense tingling sensation appeared between my thighs. I squirmed and nodded my head gently, letting Archie know I would remain in position.

My husband grinned at me, then lowered his head down to one of my breasts, teasing his lips over the bare skin before flicking his tongue against my nipple. At the same time, Eli brought his mouth to my other nipple to give that one some attention, too. They both licked and sucked and nibbled on the hard buds until I was writhing and moaning, squeezing my legs together as the ache between them grew overwhelming.

“Oh god. I need to cum,” I groaned. Please, somebody touch me or fuck me or something.

Both men chuckled softly, the sounds vibrating against the sensitive nipples in their mouths. Their mouths left my tits as Archie kissed his way up my neck all the way to my lips, smothering my moans with a deep kiss, as Eli’s kisses moved lower down my body. The thought that he might be about to eat my pussy had me squirming even more. A mouth on my needy cunt was exactly what I needed.

When his kisses trailed down to my inner thighs, Eli began licking at the moisture he found coating my skin there. “Fuck, she’s so wet, Archie.” His words were barely out of his mouth before he descended on my pussy, licking along the wet slit to make the tingling sensations grow even more intense.

My moans flowed against Archie’s lips as he continued to kiss me deeply, his tongue caressing mine. His hands were on my tits, gently pinching and tugging on my nipples to create even more ripples of pleasure. It was getting harder to keep my hands up over my head as they lavished me with attention. I wanted to pull Archie closer and grab Eli’s hair as he ate my pussy, but I didn’t want them to stop what they were doing if I did the one thing I’d been told not to do. It left me feeling helpless and painfully aroused.

Eli found my clit with his mouth, and he flicked his tongue against the swollen bud a few times before sealing his lips around it to suck voraciously. The stimulation from both men was too much to bear, and I shattered apart, moaning loudly as an intense orgasm washed over me. My body bucked and shuddered, and I was so lost in the pleasure that I hadn’t realised Archie had moved away and unzipped his pants. The head of his cock slipped into my mouth, surprising me for a moment before I started sucking hungrily on the swollen head.

He was thick and hard, throbbing in my mouth as I stroked my lips up and down his shaft. When I felt Eli pull his mouth away from my pussy, I whined in frustration around my husband’s cock, but after a few moments, I felt the head of his dick teasing against my dripping folds. I spread my legs wider, lifting my hips from the bed to offer him that wet hole in my desperation.

“Good girl,” Archie growled softly. “Offer Eli your needy little cunt while your mouth is busy with my cock.”

I whimpered and writhed even more as I waited for Eli to fill me, while sucking even more greedily on Archie’s cock.

Eli slowly entered me, stretching my tight pussy and making me moan. My sounds of pleasure were muffled by the cock in my mouth, and both men started moving their hips at the same time, slowly fucking my mouth and pussy. More than anything, I wanted to reach down and rub my clit, to get myself off one more time. The urge was too strong, and I couldn’t resist it, but Archie must have seen me move slightly as he wrapped one of his large hands around both of my wrists to hold them in place.

I groaned with frustration, but when I tugged against his hold on me, he only tightened his grip to make the feelings of helplessness and arousal even more consuming.

“Patience, baby. I know you need to cum again, but you are going to let us take care of you. Don’t worry, by the time we’re finished with you, you’ll be begging us to stop making you cum.” Archie flashed me a wicked grin, and I moaned around his cock.

Eli quickened his pace, slamming his cock into me hard and fast, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him in as close as possible. Archie’s cock throbbed in my mouth, letting me know he was close, and he pumped his hips faster, pushing deep enough into my mouth to make me gag softly.

When Eli brought his hand between my thighs to rub at my clit with his thumb while he continued to pound my pussy, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I clamped down around his dick, gripping it tightly with my wet pussy as another orgasm consumed me. Archie pulled out of my mouth and as I watched, he started stroking his cock. Eli’s thrusting became erratic as he lost control of himself, and I felt his warmth filling me as he unloaded inside me.

As I came down from my high, I noticed Archie still stroking his cock with his free hand, while his other hand still kept my wrists pinned to the bed. I whined softly, my lower lip sticking out in a pout.

“You didn’t cum with us. Please let me help you cum, too.” Seeing as I couldn’t move to touch him, I opened my mouth in offering to him.

“Oh no, baby. I had something else in mind. I’ve always wondered how it would feel to fuck your pussy when it was full of Eli’s cum, and now I get to find out.”

He released my wrists and climbed off the bed, moving to stand next to Eli. “Why don’t you take my place. Maybe she’d like to clean your cock for you while I fill her with another load of cum.”

His words made me groan, and they each took their places, Archie between my parted thighs and Eli on the bed beside me. I instinctively turned my head towards him, opening my mouth for his cock. It was glistening with my juices, and I craved to taste my pleasure on his flesh. He obliged me by moving closer and sliding the tip into my mouth. At the same time, he took hold of my wrists the way Archie had done. Surrendering to both men at the same time felt amazing, and I sealed my lips eagerly around his dick and started sucking. The taste of my nectar and his cum instantly filled my senses, making me even more eager to suck him completely clean.

Suddenly, Archie thrust his hips forward, impaling me with his cock, and he let out a loud moan. “Oh fuck, your cum-filled pussy feels better than I ever imagined. Maybe Eli should take another turn after me so he can experience it, too.”

I whimpered at the thought of it, but my needy little sounds were cut off by the cock in my mouth. My husband gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises, then slammed into me at a brutal pace. I knew he was already close, and he was using my warm, wet hole to finish the job and get himself off. With a few more thrusts, his body shuddered, and a loud moan emerged from him as he filled me with even more cum. He slammed into me over and over until he’d completely emptied himself inside me; then he leaned over to kiss my lips, which must have still tasted like Eli, but he didn’t seem to mind.

My boyfriend laid down on the bed beside me, wrapping me in his arms while my husband kissed me tenderly, and I felt surrounded with love.

“Hey Eli,” Archie said, turning his attention to my boyfriend for a moment. “Do you want to stay the whole weekend? I think I might need your help keeping my needy wife satisfied.”

I giggled and covered my flushed face with my hands, but I didn’t try to tell him he was wrong. Because the thought of a whole weekend with the pair of them was better than my wildest dreams.

“Sure,” Eli responded with a grin. “Perhaps between us we can keep her happy.”

I smiled wide and wrapped my arms around them both, happy that things had all worked out so perfectly.
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