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    Becoming a Hotwife 
 
      
 
      
 
    Miracles were a rare thing.  Most people went their entire lives without ever experiencing a true miracle.  However, at the age of thirty, I experienced a miracle.  Samantha Jones agreed to marry me. 
 
    Samantha was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.  If she had wanted to, she could have easily become a model or an actress.  Instead, she had pursued her greatest passion in life - helping animals.  In fact, that was how I had met her.   
 
    I had just moved to Los Angeles after transferring to a new, better paying company on the west coast.  Since I had left all my friends and family behind, I decided that I should get a dog to keep any loneliness at bay.  I went to the humane society and adopted the goofiest looking mutt there, and then promptly took my dog to the vet closest to my home.  I would always love my dog Jeff, because it was through him that Matt met Samantha. 
 
    Sam was the vet who met with me to administer Jeff’s shots and do a check up.  When I saw her, I was immediately rendered speechless.  Sam was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen, even in the baggy blue scrubs and oversized white coat she wore. 
 
    I, on the other hand, was not particularly handsome. I made up for it as best he could with my sense of humor and my personality, and even with my moderate amount of success at his job. But Samantha deserved more than just that. She was gorgeous, smart, driven, and she also had a great sense of humor. She was perfect, and she deserved the perfect man. 
 
    So, it was quite a shock when, on my second visit to her office, she asked me if I would like to go out sometime. In a state of shock, I happily agreed, and everything from that point on in our relationship went perfectly. 
 
    However, that one idea never got out of my mind. Sam was far too beautiful to spend her life just with me. One day, I would have to face that fact. The only thing that surprised me was how much the idea excited me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    “Happy anniversary, Samantha,” I said to my wife. We clinked our champagne glasses together, and both of us took a sip. 
 
    “I can’t believe it’s already been three years!” Sam said after putting her glass down.  “What happened to all that time?  It feels like it couldn’t have been more than a few months since we got married.” 
 
    “Well, perhaps it’s because you look in the mirror and see the same beautiful bride every day,” I said.  It didn’t hurt to butter her up a bit on our anniversary. 
 
    Sam rolled her eyes, but I got a smile out of her.  She took another long sip of her champagne and looked out the window.   
 
    We were staying at a lodge in the beautiful Colorado mountains for the occasion.  Sam was an outdoorsy type of girl, so a surprise trip to a ski resort was perfect for her.  We had spent the day on the mountain skiing.  Or at least Sam had skied.  I mostly spent the time falling on my butt in the cold snow.  However, Samantha had had a blast, so that was all that mattered to me.  Now we were doing something more my style.  The lobby of the lodge had the coziest nook with an enormous stone fireplace and a picture window that overlooked the snow-covered mountain.  Sam and I had snagged a spot and some champagne, and we were watching the moonlight dance across the mountain range.  At least, I was watching that. 
 
    “Geez,” Sam said into her glass. 
 
    I looked down at her and noticed her eyes were inside the lodge. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    She looked out the window, but her eyes didn’t see anything out there.  She was too focused on something else. 
 
    “You see those guys over there sitting by the fireplace?” she asked in a mumble. 
 
    I looked immediately to who she was talking about, but she grabbed my hand. 
 
    “No,” she whispered.  “Don’t just look!” 
 
    I suddenly had to pretend I wasn’t look at the guys she had just told me to look at.  I focused my gaze back out the window. 
 
    “What about them?” I asked with a bewildered chuckled. We were staying at a pretty well-known ski resort, so my mind immediately thought they might be some famous snowboarders – not that I would have known who they were if that were the case. 
 
    “They’re just staring at me,” she said, clicking her tongue in disapproval. 
 
    My heart began to pound a bit faster.  Trying to look as inconspicuous as possible, I swept my head around the lounge.  As I looked over the far corner of the room next to the big fireplace, I saw the unmistakable gaze of hungry eyes.  There was a group of three men whispering among themselves, all three of their eyes stuck on the beautiful woman beside me.  They were staring at my wife. 
 
    “They really are,” I said.  I couldn’t keep the shock out of my tone. 
 
    Sam kept her eyes outside the window.  She shook her head, but there was a smile that was twitching at her lips.  No matter how much she was fighting it, it was still there.  I stared at her for a few seconds, surprised at her reaction.  She noticed my curious gaze. 
 
    “What?” she asked, trying to look innocent. 
 
    “You…you like it, don’t you?” I asked.  Now I was the one smiling. 
 
    “What?” she asked.   
 
    She was pretending to be offended at the idea.  I wasn’t sure why.  Even I could see how flattering it must have been for her to have a group of young guys fawning over her. 
 
    “Admit it,” I said, still teasing.  “You like all those boys staring at you.” 
 
    Sam looked embarrassed, like she had been caught doing something dirty. 
 
    “You know, I’m beginning to think you’re the one who likes it,” she said. 
 
    I chuckled.  She was trying to deflect this back on me?  It must have struck a nerve.  I glanced back at the guys out of the corner of my eyes. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess I kind of do,” I admitted after a moment’s thought. 
 
    Sam gave me a surprised look.  Then, a mischievous smile came to her face. 
 
    “Oh, Matt,” she said.  “You’re like a caveman.” 
 
    I laughed at the silly insult.  Something inside of me was heating up - and it wasn’t because of the cozy fireplace.  My eyes kept traveling back to the other side of the room just to catch another glimpse of those men.  They were staring at my wife.  It should have made me jealous or angry.  I should have wanted to march out of the room and go back to our private suite.  However, I felt good gloating.  It made me feel like more of a man to have something so desired in my possession.  Of course, I kept that train of thought to myself.  If Samantha knew the kinds of thoughts I was having, she would have surely gotten angry.  She was right about the caveman aspect.  Something was calling out to my deep, instinctual desires - feelings that I often had to ignore or outright suppress. 
 
    I took another sip of champagne, finishing off my glass.  It was clear that the topic of conversation had passed, but I still wanted to talk about it.  My mind was busy coming up with ways to tactfully bring it up without being too weird for my wife.  I was so deep in thought that I didn’t notice Sam staring at me. 
 
    “What’s that look, Matt?” she asked with a giggle.  “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” 
 
    My first instinct was to deny it.  My whole body had a warm, bubbly feeling just thinking about it, though.  Samantha was giving me a chance to continue the discussion. 
 
    “I really am,” I said with a smile.  “I’m glad others can appreciate what a beautiful wife I have.” 
 
    Sam’s smile made the situation even better.  She was trying hard not to enjoy this as well, but I knew the same biological urges were happening inside of her. 
 
    “Would you like another drink?” Sam asked. 
 
    I looked down at my glass and then across the bar. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, disappointed that the topic was already gone.  “What do you want?  I’ll go get it.” 
 
    “I’ll go,” she said, standing up.  She adjusted her dress, which had ridden up after sitting down.  It was no wonder.  The thing hugged her curves like it was painted onto her body. 
 
    I watched her closely as she walked across the room.  The three guys had stopped looking at her after awhile, but as soon as she was strutting across the room, their attention had been piqued again.  They stared at her with no shame as she got closer.  Then, she was right next to them.  I gawked as she turned her head to them and smiled while she walked by.  It lasted for only a second before she continued on, but the moment was enough to elicit huge grins from the men.  They arched their necks after she had passed to get a good look at her ass.   
 
    I smirked and looked back out the window.  That warm feeling inside of me exploded, and I was beginning to feel hot and excited by the whole situation.  I crossed my legs in front of me and pulled my shirt down.  I was actually starting to get a little bit too excited, I was realizing. 
 
    I kept that side of the room in my peripheral vision the entire time, waiting for my wife to make her way back.  When I saw her in that tight red dress strutting back, I turned and smiled at her.  She was carrying a glass of wine and a bottle of my favorite beer, and the confident way she moved along the room made her even more beautiful.  I truly was a lucky man, and everyone in the room knew it - especially that group of horny guys. 
 
    She sat down next to me again and laid a kiss on my cheek as she handed over my beer. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said with an appreciative grin. 
 
    I couldn’t stop a steady stream of chuckles from coming out.  Sam looked at me with her big, blue eyes, and a grin came to her face as well.  I was glad that we were both enjoying this.  It made everything even more thrilling. 
 
    “What would you do if I went to go talk to them?” Sam asked. 
 
    I nearly choked on my beer.  Sam looked away quickly, clearly embarrassed by the words she had let out.  However, they were already out there. 
 
    I thought about it for a few moments.  My heart was actually racing just imagining her going over there to those guys and leaving me all alone.  Why was this so exciting to me?  It was like I was discovering a part of myself that I never knew.  That was something that hardly ever happened at my age. 
 
    “Go for it,” I said after a long drink of my beer.   
 
    Sam looked at me in surprise.  She couldn’t believe I was actually agreeing. 
 
    “Seriously,” I said with a smile.  “You look gorgeous tonight.  You should flaunt it.” 
 
    Sam gave me a devious look.  It seemed that all she wanted was some permission before she let her kinky side come out and play. I leaned back in my chair, ready for whatever was about to happen. 
 
    My wife tilted her head back and she took a long drink of her wine. She finished it and handed over the glass to me. With that last bit of courage, she got up from her seat, gave me one final wink, and then strutted across the room over to her admirers. I watched in awe. 
 
    Sam began chatting with the men. I watched her body language – the flirtatious way she tugged at one strand of her long hair, the way her legs crossed and uncrossed as she shifted her weight back and forth.  I could see the men’s gazes.  They weren’t interested in any intellectual conversations with Sam.  Their eyes traveled down her body, getting a good view of her perky tits, her wide, sexy hips, and her long legs.  They wanted her.  Why wasn’t I jealous of that?  Why was that fact turning me on so much? 
 
    After a few moments, one of the guys moved over at the low stone seating beside the fireplace.  He had made room between him and his two friends for Sam to sit down.  Sam seemed to hesitate for a moment, and I wasn’t sure whether or not she would actually sit with the men.  However, after they insisted, Sam sat down. 
 
    I wasn’t sure exactly where to look.  I wanted to stare at them and watch every moment like a voyeur.  However, there was still some amount of shame that was hanging over me.  I pretended to watch the big fireplace across the room, though I could see everything that was happening out of the corner of my eye. 
 
    The three men bunched in around Sam.  All three seemed to be vying for more attention from her.  They were competing against one another in order to get a smile or a giggle from my beautiful wife.  I smirked, watching them work so hard.  They were all so desperate for what I got every day of my life.  My breath hitched in my throat as I saw one of the men put his hand on my wife’s thigh.  It wasn’t too high up just yet, but it was definitely a hint at something sexual.  My dick was getting embarrassingly hard inside my pants by now.  It made no sense, but I was loving every second of it.  I watched as Sam looked down at the man’s hand and then looked across the room at me.  Once again, she seemed to be asking permission.  I wasn’t even thinking clearly anymore.  I gave my wife a nod.  I wanted to see how far she would go. 
 
    Sam watched me for a few more moments before turning her attention back to the men around her.  She let out an exaggerate laugh as one finished an anecdote.  She was playing these guys like she was a classically trained pianist.  I had no idea how much power she could hold over men with just her smile. 
 
    I took a moment to examine the guys she was flirting with.  They looked to be college age, all much younger and more attractive than me.  The man to her right, the one who had made room for her, was a brunette with a mess of fairly long hair that was pulled into a bun.  He looked like he was a laid back, extreme sports type guy.  On her left was a tall, muscular black man who seemed to be the life of the party.  He was talking with animated gestures, doing his best to earn my wife’s laughter.  The last guy on the end was shorter and more filled out.  He looked like he hit the gym a few times a week.  Even though his thick winter clothing, I could see his impressive muscle definition. 
 
    I’m sure to their young minds, they couldn’t see why a woman as beautiful as Sam was with a pudgy, thin-haired old guy like me.  They probably thought I was loaded.  It was usually the only way a girl like her would get with a guy like me.  They probably saw her as a lonely wife who needed a good fuck, because her husband sure as hell wasn’t ever man enough to give her one. 
 
    My heart pounded.  Where had these thoughts come from?  I was beginning to wonder if I needed to meet with a therapist.  In the beginning, I had been worried about other people’s perceptions of me and Sam, but that had gone away almost completely.  Something about this strange situation was bringing that all back to me. 
 
    I watched from afar for who knows how long.  The boys around Sam were bold enough to lay light touches on her body - her arms, her legs, her hair - but that was as far as they took it.  My mind was racing as the thoughts flooded my head of what I really wanted.  I felt a mix of arousal and guilt as I considered what I wanted to see my wife do.  I wanted more to happen. 
 
    One of the men stood up, and my heart pounded.  I couldn’t look away.  I watched him signal towards the stairs.  The other two men stood up, but my wife remained seated.  Were they asking her to go to their room with them?  Would she?   
 
    Sam waved to the men watching them as they walked towards the stairs.  Disappointment settled into my chest.  It didn’t make sense, but I was unhappy that my wife hadn’t gone with those men.  I watched as she fanned herself with her hand for a moment before getting up and walking over towards me.  When she reached me, she grabbed my hand and tugged on it. 
 
    “Let’s go to our room,” she said. 
 
    Her tone was begging.  Her voice was husky with arousal.  The feeling of disappointment lessened as I stood up and followed her to our room without a word.  Once we were inside and the door was closed behind her, though, I couldn’t hold myself back any longer.  I grabbed my wife’s hands and spun her around, then pinned her to the nearest wall.  She looked up at me with wide eyes and parted lips. 
 
    “How was it?” I asked.  My own voice was deeper.  “What did you talk about?” 
 
    I wedged my knee between her open legs.  However, she wasn’t fighting to get away anytime soon.  She licked her lips and looked down to remember the details.  I forced her gaze back up with my fingers under her jaw. 
 
    “God, I could practically smell their horniness,” she said.   
 
    She was trying not to smile too much, but I could tell that she was proud.  And she should have been. 
 
    “Did they ask you to go to their room?” I asked.  I didn’t want any of the other bullshit details, so I cut straight to the point. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said with a smirk.  “They asked if I wanted to get some drinks with them in the pent house.” 
 
    “What did you say?” I asked. 
 
    I trailed one hand over her shoulder and down her breast, sliding it all the way to the hem of her dress.  I delved my hand under the skirt of it. 
 
    “I just said…I’d think about it.  They gave me their room number, and then they left.”   
 
    Sam was panting.  I shoved my hand between her legs, feeling the thin cotton fabric that separated my fingers from her sweet pussy.  Her panties were soaking wet with excitement.  Damn.  I slid my fingers inside the fabric to brush against the soft folds of her pussy.   
 
    “Well, are you going to go, then?  Or not?” I asked. 
 
    “Matt,” she said in a breathy gasp of air.  “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Now’s your chance,” I said in her ear.  “You can go get fucked by three young men, and I promise not to get mad.” 
 
    She looked at me with a perplexed look.  I didn’t blame her.  It sounded like a trap that would be set up by a jealous, insecure husband.  However, I was neither of those things.  I was just a man with the most beautiful wife in the world, and I didn’t have a problem with sharing for one special night. 
 
    “I’m serious.  Go, if you really want to.  I just want to hear all the details when you get back.” 
 
    I swirled a fingertip teasingly around the entrance of her pussy, trying to push her to do it. 
 
    “Fine,” she moaned.  “I’ll go.” 
 
    I slipped my hand out of her panties and took a step back.  I was no longer pressing her against the wall, but I was still so close to her that I could feel her panting against my neck.  She kissed my jaw and slipped away from between me and the wall.  I watched with a grin as she readjusted her dress.  She hesitated at the door, biting her bottom lip in a way that made me want to kiss her again.   
 
    “Come with me,” she said. 
 
    My jaw dropped open.  She was looking at me with the sexiest smile I had ever seen on her.   
 
    “Go with you?” I asked. 
 
    “I want you to watch me being fucked by those guys.” 
 
    The request nearly made my heart stop.  She wanted me to watch? I wasn’t sure if that made this entire thing better or worse.  My mind was a mix of confused emotions.  However, my body seemed to have made a clear choice.  Blood was pumping through my veins.  I hadn’t felt a rush like this in my entire life.  I had to do it. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. 
 
    Sam’s face lit up.  She reached forward and grabbed my hand, pulling me out the door.  We couldn’t keep our hands off each other as we made our way up to the pent house on the third floor.  When we got to the door, I pushed Sam up against it and grabbed her by the jaw.  I gave her one last steamy kiss before I gave her up for the night.   
 
    “Are you ready?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded.  I could see the nervous energy on her face.  I could also see the arousal.  I gave the door a firm knock before we got scared and turned back.  Sam looked up at me with surprise before turning towards the door. 
 
    The brown haired man opened the door, his hair let down from the messy bun he’d had it in.  His face flashed with excitement as he saw my wife, and then regret as his gaze hit me.  I tried to come off as friendly as I could.  I knew what it must have looked like.  I didn’t want him to think I was some deranged husband looking for revenge against the guys who had flirted with my wife. 
 
    “What’s up?” he asked.  His eyes flicked back to Sam. 
 
    “Is that offer still available?” Samantha asked.  She put her hand on her hip as she spoke. 
 
    The man looked from my wife to me, and then back to her.  He seemed hesitant to give an answer. 
 
    “This is my husband, Matt,” Sam said.  “He’s just here to hang out.  And maybe just watch.” 
 
    The guy’s look of confusion slipped away.  It didn’t take much for him to get the message, and Samantha’s flirtiness really helped. 
 
    “Alright, I got you,” he said.  “Hey, Matt.  I’m Dylan.” 
 
    Dylan stepped back and opened the door for us.  Samantha grabbed my hand again and pulled me into the room.  I was beginning to suspect that these guys were somehow loaded.  The penthouse was huge and open, and it looked far better than our own room, which was expensive in its own right.  We stepped into a sitting room with couches and expansive windows that looked over the mountains.  The two other men were sitting on the couch with a couple of beers. 
 
    “What’s going on?” the muscular guy asked.  He was looking me over with a look of distain. 
 
    “This is Matt.  He’s Sam’s husband,” Dylan said with a smirk.  “Matt, this is Richard and Glenn.” 
 
    He pointed to the black man and the stocky guy.  They both gave weak greetings, and I could see that they still weren’t sure why I was barging in on them when all they wanted was my wife. 
 
    “My husband just wants to watch,” Sam said, trying to smooth things over and reset the mood.  “He’s harmless.” 
 
    “Watch?” Richard repeated.  A smile was coming onto his face as he figured out what was happening.  “Watch what?” 
 
    There was a silent tension in the air.  Sam took a step forward, looking so confident and sensual that I couldn’t believe she was actually my wife. 
 
    “Watch you three have your way with me tonight,” she said with a giggle, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. 
 
    All three of the young guys lit up with happiness.  Then the confusion hit them after the promise of sex passed and the idea of me being around became clear. 
 
    “He wants to watch that?” Richard asked.  His eyebrows furrowed together as he looked over me. 
 
    It was strange to be talked about right in front of my face in this way.  However, I just laid low and waited for the fun to start.  My wife could handle things. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s into it.  Is that a problem?” Sam asked. 
 
    She was twisting her wedding ring around her finger.  It was something she always did when she was nervous or excited.  I figured it was more of the latter than the former. 
 
    The three men looked between one another before Dylan answered. 
 
    “No,” he said with a cool smile.  “Not a problem at all.” 
 
    He stepped closer to Samantha, and I could tell that he was going to be the leader for the rest of the night.  All three guys seemed to be alpha males in their own right, but he was the leader.  Dylan held his hand out to Sam, keeping his blue eyes on her, ignoring the whole rest of the world. I couldn’t help but feel a tinge of jealousy.  This man was the personification of charm and confidence.  He was the man every other man wanted to be.  And soon, he would be fucking my wife. 
 
    Sam had been caught up looking back at Dylan for a few long moments.  She seemed to still be stuck in an overthinking mode.  However, she finally lifted up her hand and placed it in his much bigger one.  The smile on his face was cool and handsome. 
 
    “How about we take this to the bedroom, then?” he suggested.  “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    My wife accepted his request.   
 
    “How about you guys take her to my room.  I just got a fire started in there.” 
 
    The two other men stood up in unison.  They weren’t about to miss out on this amazing opportunity to fuck a beautiful woman like my wife.  While Richard and Glenn escorted us to one of the bedrooms, Dylan strutted into the kitchen.  Before I went through the door, I glanced at him.  He was confidently mixing a few drinks, using generous amounts of liquor.   
 
    Inside the bedroom, I found my way to a comfy chair next to the bed.  The fireplace was warm and crackling, filling the room with a deep, wintery scent.  The curtains were wide open, facing towards a different part of the mountains where tall evergreens were dusted with snow.  It was a beautiful frame for the scene that was about to play out in our room. 
 
    “Have you guys done this before?” Glenn asked Sam as he sat on the edge of the king-sized bed. 
 
    Sam stood in front of him, still squirming her body just slightly from nerves. 
 
    “No,” Sam answered.  “Never.”   
 
    She glanced at me, and I could see guilt and embarrassment on her face.  I gave her a grin, trying to convey that this was all okay. 
 
    Dylan came into the room with a tray of drinks.  He handed them all out to his friends and to Sam, and then he even gave one to me.  I watched Sam take a few gulps of the drink, savoring the alcohol and its power to make her a little more courageous.  The four chatted a bit more, getting to know each other while they finished their drinks. 
 
    “Have you guys ever…done anything like this?” Sam asked with a giggle.  She was being so flirtatious, which was unusual for her. 
 
    The three boys shared a look and some laughter.  “We’ve done some things like this,” Dylan admitted with a smirk.  “Never with just one girl, though.  Especially with a married on.  That’s definitely new.” 
 
    “I’m glad to be your first, then,” Samantha said.   
 
    She sat on the bed between Glenn and Dylan and leaned back, showing off her beautiful body.  I could see three sets of eyes shamelessly staring at her.  They were like a pack of hungry wolves, just waiting for their moment to finally attack.   
 
    Richard set down his glass on a dresser and rubbed his hands together.  “So I’m guessing you’re here because your husband doesn’t satisfy you,” he said.  “I think me and my boys can show you a pretty good time.” 
 
    He looked to them, and they all nodded in agreement.  The rest of the glasses were discarded.  There was a tension in the air.  There was still ice between them that needed breaking, and I wasn’t sure who would make the first move first. 
 
    “Are you nervous?” Dylan asked. 
 
    He took a step forward, and I noticed him beginning to wedge between my wife’s legs.  Samantha straightened up her shoulders.   
 
    “No, I’m not nervous,” she said.  I’m sure everyone knew it was a lie, but all were too polite to say anything. 
 
    “Good,” Dylan said, taking her chin between his thumb and forefinger.  “You can just lay back and relax.  We’ll remind you what you’re missing out on.” 
 
    Sam gave him a single nod.  She trusted his words.  Dylan leaned down and capture her lips in a kiss.  A flare of jealousy burst into my heart.  Dylan kissed my wife like he owned her, like it was something he did every day.  He was so dominant in the kiss, and Samantha only tilted her head back and submitted.  I had never seen her like that. 
 
    Apparently that was the ice breaker.  The two others sitting on either side of Samantha decided that she was no longer off limits.  I watched as their opportunistic hands crawled over my wife’s body.  Richard’s hand went to her milky thigh, most of which was exposed by her short dress.  Glenn, however, was even bolder.  He slid his hand up her belly to skim his fingers over her cleavage and to grab at one of her breasts. 
 
    Dylan pulled away from the kiss and looked deep into Samantha’s eyes.  Dylan had the kind of gaze that one might find on the cover of a romance novel.  They were the definition of bedroom eyes - all dark and hooded and focused only on Sam, as if trying to read her body to determine how to make her feel ecstasy.   
 
    “I think we’re all wearing too much clothes,” Dylan said with a chuckle. 
 
    “No kidding,” Richard added.  “I know we’re in the Colorado mountains, but it’s starting to get hot in here.” 
 
    Richard yanked his shirt off easily over his head, revealing his hard body.  He was tall and muscular, a perfect picture of masculinity, and Samantha couldn’t keep her eyes off him.  At least, until Glenn and Dylan joined in.  The other two were similarly well-built, though Glenn was a bit thicker and bulkier, while Dylan was more lean and compact.  All three of them, though, could have easily been underwear models, and I was beginning to suspect that they must have been professional athletes to have the time to keep in such great shape. 
 
    Richard was the first to take off his pants, but the other two soon followed.  Samantha seemed to be in heaven surrounded by three mostly naked men. 
 
    “I guess it’s my turn now?” she said with a flirty giggle.  All eyes were on her as she stood from the bed.  She looked over her shoulder at Dylan.  “Mind giving me a hand?” she asked, pointing to the back of her dress. 
 
    Dylan grabbed hold of the zipper that was keeping her inside the tight little dress.  He pulled down slowly, savoring the sound of her dress opening up.  The zipper ended at her hips, and while I expected to see her exposed skin, instead I saw tight, white lacy fabric.  As she slipped her dress off her body down her long legs, she revealed a new set of lingerie that hugged her body.  It was a white bustier that cupper her tits nicely and came in and out over the dramatic curves of her hips.  All three of her new lovers paused momentarily to look over her body.  They hadn’t expected anything so sexy, and I honestly hadn’t either.  Samantha tended to be pretty basic and low maintenance, and I hadn’t seen her in lingerie since our wedding night.  This must have been something she had bought especially for tonight, to celebrate our anniversary.  Now, she would be sharing that sexy little secret with three more men. 
 
    “Damn,” Glenn finally said.   
 
    The two other men chuckled in response.  They couldn’t even find their words.  I sat back smugly.  I knew how beautiful my wife was.  It was nice for her to be appreciated for what she was.  The initial wave of jealous was beginning to fade, or perhaps I was getting used to the feeling.  The blood pumping through my veins was beginning to flood between my legs again.   
 
    Samantha reached behind her back to pull at the ties to her corset.  Richard pulled her closer and helped her with it, using his large hands to pull it open enough so that she could slip it off as quickly as possible.  Then he stepped back to take a good look at her body, along with the three others.  Sam had beautiful, round tits and curvy hips.  She had a perfect body, and I could see that these men appreciated it.   
 
    Dylan lifted Sam off the ground and tossed her onto the bed playfully.  He reached up her long legs and grasped onto her white lace panties, pulling them off her hips with one smooth motion.  Finally, Samantha was totally naked and ready for the taking.   
 
    “Damn,” Richard said.  I could see the predatory excitement on his face. 
 
    “Let’s take care of her,” Dylan said with a smirk.  He was eyeing the smooth mound between her legs.  I already knew what he was going to go for. 
 
    Dylan put his hands on Samantha’s thighs, and she opened them without any hesitation.  He got on his belly and began to kiss the smooth, sensitive skin of her inner thigh.  He was teasing her, and she was loving it.   
 
    Glenn and Richard joined their friend on the bed soon after.  Richard didn’t waste the opportunity to rid himself of his underwear, revealing his massive dick.  My attention was diverted from Dylan to him as he got on his knees next to my wife’s head and brushed his fingers over her hair.  She turned to him, getting a face-full of his large, black cock.  As I watched her stroke it in fascination, I wondered if this was her first experience.  Richard stroked her bottom lip with his thumb, hinting at what he really wanted.  Sam opened her mouth and part of Richard’s cock slipped between her lips. 
 
    Glenn got on the other side of her.  He slipped his boxers down over his thick, hard dick and grabbed Samantha’s hand to guide it to his shaft.  Then, he leaned down and began sucking at her hardened nipples.  With all the bodies on the bed, I had to lean to the side of my chair to get a good view of everything that was happening.  My wife’s body was so occupied.  Every single erogenous zone was covered with a mouth or a hand.  I couldn’t imagine the jolts of pleasure she was already beginning to feel. 
 
    Dylan pressed his face into her pussy.  He had his eyes closed in concentration as he licked away at every sweet, secret little spot.  Her legs were tensed up and shaking as he ate her out.  Her moans were being muffled, though, but Richard’s cock pumping into her mouth.  I glanced at him, momentarily worried for Sam.  I was always sure to be a good lover and to make sure Sam was in control whenever she gave me a blow job.  I had never fucked her in the mouth like Richard was doing.  However, even from my place, I could see that she was loving every second of it.  Her eyes were bright with arousal as she moved her head back and forth to meet Richard’s movements.  I could clearly tell that she was loving being used like this. 
 
    Samantha’s hips bucked up in pleasure.  I leaned forward and caught a glimpse of Dylan twisting two fingers inside of Samantha’s soaking pussy.  While his tongue rolled over her clit, he was finger fucking her at a steady rhythm.  All of his actions were measured and confident, like Sam’s body was an instrument that he intimately knew how to play.  It had only been a couple of minutes, but I was shocked to see the climax coming. 
 
    Samantha’s moans were getting louder, though they were still being suppressed by the dick in her mouth.  Her body was writhing, and her hips were bucking wildly.  Then, she tensed up.  Her thighs grabbed hold of Dylan’s head, and she let out a deep, guttural moan as she came.   
 
    My own breath hitched inside my throat.  Sam usually struggled to orgasm, and if it did happen, it was usually from nearly an hour of concentrated effort from me.  I had no idea that she could come after just minutes of stimulation.  The situation and the attention from three different guys must have gotten her going far more than usual.  My thoughts grew darker, though.  I began to wonder if it was my own failings as a husband that led to her usual sexual dissatisfaction.  Was it me?  Did she not find me attractive sexually?  It was hard not to dwell on those thoughts, but I remembered that I was allowing her to fulfill a fantasy right in front of me.  In a way, tonight I was the best lover in the world just by sitting back and watching.  At least, I managed to convince myself as much. 
 
    The three men finally let up on Samantha after the waves of pleasure rocked her body.  Richard pulled his dick out of her mouth to let her catch her breath, and Dylan slowly stopped the steady rhythm of his tongue and fingers.  Samantha let out a breathy moan as she came down like a feather from her high.  I felt a warmth in my heart from seeing this reaction.  She was truly enjoying herself.  It was hard to feel bad when I could see that fact so plainly in front of me. 
 
    “Damn, girl,” Glenn said.  “You got a lot of pent up tension, don’t you?” 
 
    Dylan gave her a teasing smile.  “I wonder how many more times we can make her come?” 
 
    “I’ll volunteer for the next one,” Glenn said with a grin. 
 
    The three men changed positions.  Dylan moved out of the way and sat up on the bed for a rest.  Glenn got on his knees between my wife’s open thighs.  Richard stayed where he was, apparently happy with his place in all of this. 
 
    “Damn,” Glenn said as he rubbed circles into Samantha’s thighs.  “This is probably gonna be hard for you husband to watch.” 
 
    As he spoke those words, he rubbed his thumb over her clit, making her body jolt in surprised pleasure.  I pondered his words for a moment, wondering exactly what he could mean.  Then he gave me a look - one that was alpha and domineering.  He was taunting me.  He was going to fuck my wife so well that it would hurt me.  Jealousy flickered inside me again, but I admired his brash cockiness. 
 
    Glenn’s hand brushed up Samantha’s body until they cupped big handfuls of her breasts.  He brushed his thumbs over her nipples, teasing them.  I could see him brushing the tip of his cock against the entrance of my wife’s pussy, though never plunging inside.  Samantha took a deep, shaky breath and moaned out her next words. 
 
    “Please,” she said.  “Please fuck me!” 
 
    I was astounded.  My beautiful wife had turned from a strong, independent woman into a horny, begging slut in just a matter of a few minutes with these men.  I had never heard those words come from her lips before - not when she was in bed with me.  Sam had become a different person.  I wondered how long this side of her had been lurking deep in her mind.  Although the jealousy hurt, I was glad to see this part of her come out. 
 
    Glenn grinned down at her.  “Damn.  Begging for my cock, you little whore?” he asked.  “You want my cock?” 
 
    It was hard to listen to my wife being degraded like this.  However, she was panting just from the mental stimulation of it.  She liked the humiliation just as much as I did. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she said.  My eyebrows jumped up.  “Please give me your cock.” 
 
    Samantha’s voice was strained.  She was looking straight into Glenn’s eyes, but to me it felt like she was in a far-off fantasy world where I didn’t even exist.  I was so turned on seeing her become so cock-hungry that I couldn’t ignore my arousal any longer.  I began stroking my dick through my pants, hoping to relieve some of the aching pleasure before I exploded. 
 
    Glenn brought his hands back down Sam’s body and grabbed onto her hips.  He lined his cock up with her pussy and gave one quick, hard thrust until he was buried inside.  Samantha let out a cry of relieved pleasure.  It was a sound I had never heard from her. 
 
    Sam’s legs wrapped around Glenn’s fit torso as he began pounding into her pussy.  He didn’t waste any time with warming her up or letting her pussy adjust to his thick cock. 
 
    “Damn,” he hissed, bending over Sam and pushing her legs forward.  “This is seriously the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked.”  He sent me an accusing look. 
 
    Glenn finally stopped talking when he began sucking on Samantha’s tits.  His powerful hips pounded a steady rhythm into Sam’s pussy.  Samantha’s lusty moans were muffled once again by Richard’s dick pushing past her open lips.  Not wanting to be left out, Dylan took the time to worship whatever parts of Samantha’s body that he could get close to.   
 
    Once again, Samantha was plunged into a sea of pleasure that overwhelmed her body.  She was being filled and used at both ends, and she was loving it.  Glenn stood up again to concentrate on fucking Samantha hard and fast.  He had to hold onto her hips, his fingertips creating deep dips in her soft flesh, to keep her in place as he pounded into her tight pussy.  He let out a deep, masculine growl as he slammed his cock deep inside her one final time.  He let out a deep breath of air that he had been holding.  His mouth hung open and his hips jerked back and forth just slightly.  I stared in shock.  Glenn had just come inside my wife.   
 
    I looked to Samantha’s face.  She had let Richard’s cock slip out of her mouth as she called out in pleasure.  I could see the small trace of shock on her face, but it was covered up by the intense arousal.  I knew it must have been the first time a man had come inside of her.  She was always overly cautious about it, and she had never once let me finish inside of her pussy.  And yet now as a man established dominance over her and came in her like a wild beast, she seemed to enjoy it.  I shifted in the chair, trying to get some relief.  I loved it, too, I realized. 
 
    Glenn pulled out of my wife after his cock has softened.  He flopped back into a chair on the opposite side of the bed as me.  He was out.  My wife’s pussy had sapped all his energy, and now he was laying his head back and trying to catch his breath after such an amazing experience.   
 
    Richard and Dylan looked to one another.  Both of them were sporting large erections, and neither wanted to pass up the opportunity for their chance at my wife. 
 
    “You go,” Dylan said with a relaxed smile. 
 
    Richard flashed a bright white smile and got off the bed to walk around to Samantha’s open legs.  She was laying, still spread wide open, with a look of content spread across her face.  The sight made me grin.  My wife looked to be drunk on cock, and she was eager to get more.   
 
    “Let’s see that ass, baby,” Richard said to her. 
 
    He reached down and flipped her body over with no effort at all.  He lifted up her hips, and she got on her hands and knees for him.  He rubbed his hands appreciatively over her big, round ass.  Then, he leaned forward and pressed his face into it.  I froze as I watched Richard licking my wife’s ass.  The cry of surprised pleasure that she let out was a sound I would never forget.  I never would have dreamed doing something like that to my wife, but it was obvious that she liked it.  Richard buried his face into Samantha’s ass and ate it like a starving man, all while Sam cried out sharply. 
 
    Richard jerked his head up suddenly like he just couldn’t take the wait anymore.  He had to fuck my wife.  He spread her legs open a little more and pressed the tip of his black cock against her milky pink pussy.  His cock was even bigger and thicker than Glenn’s, and I honestly wasn’t sure if it was even going to fit inside my wife’s pussy.  It took a bit of work, but he was finally able to push the head into her tight little hole.  He grabbed two handfuls of her thick ass and began to rock his hips in and out. 
 
    Dylan saw the opportunity to make use of my wife’s free mouth.  He crawled above her on the bed after getting rid of his final piece of clothing.  He sat in front of her, offering up his dick for her to suck on.  She leaned down and gladly accepted it.  She bobbed her head down on Dylan’s cock in time with Richard’s slow, rhythmic thrusts.  Samantha must have loved being filled at both ends and the same time.  I looked back to her ass, contemplating whether she’d like to be used in all her holes.  Apparently, Richard had the same train of thought that I did. 
 
    Richard began to tease at her asshole with his fingertip.  He had manly hands - his fingers were long and thick, and so it would take some coaxing first before he could slip inside of her.  However, after a bit of careful probing, Richard was pressing the tip of his index finger into my wife’s ass.  I stared as her hips began moving backwards towards him, trying to be impaled even deeper.  I was learning so much about my wife tonight. 
 
    Richard seemed pleased with having a finger resting inside of Sam’s ass while his dick worked at her pussy.  Every once in awhile, he would thrust his finger in and out of her in a slow, teasing motion, just to build up her pleasure.  He had started to pick up his pace as he fucked her, though.  His thick cock had stretched out her pussy enough to where he could fuck her faster and harder.   
 
    Once again, my wife’s pussy proved to be too tight and sweet for these men to last too long.  Richard’s thrusts had become more wild and desperate as he chased after his pleasure.  Finally, he pulled his finger out of her ass and his massive cock out of her pussy, gave his dick a few more strokes, and then came all over her ass, marking her with a huge load of cum.  She was absolutely covered by the time he was done, and I could see her legs and arms were shaking from the pleasure. 
 
    Richard was spent now.  He got back up on the bed to lay back and rest against the headboard, and only Dylan was left.  Samantha was still diligently sucking his dick, but he pulled her away.  I saw Sam give him an exhausted smile.  Dylan helped flip her around onto her back again. 
 
    “Samantha?” he asked.  His voice was sweet, like a character from a romance movie.  “Do you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sam said in a feminine moan.  Her body twisted just slightly, like just the thought of him fucking her was making her writhe. 
 
    Dylan smiled and crawled over my wife to get between her legs.  He was by far the most romantic of the bunch.  He laid soft kisses all over her body - her lips, cheek, collar bone, breasts, and belly.   He held himself over her to look in her eyes while he slipped his cock into her pussy.  Then, he began to gently rock into her hips. 
 
    Samantha was mesmerized by all this.  Her hands roamed all over his chiseled, muscular chest and arms.  Then, she reached up her arms around his neck and untied his bun.  His long, thick brown hair fell like a curtain framing his face.  Somehow, this felt like the biggest source of shame to me.  Even after being used by two big cocks, Dylan fucking my wife hurt the most.  Still, I watched. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Samantha was crying out with increased intensity.  She was reaching another orgasm, and I honestly wasn’t sure how many she had already reached after the first one.  This one, however, was big and clear, and it was coming fast.  And Dylan seemed to be an expert in coaxing it out. 
 
    He listened closely to her moans, changing his angle and his pace until he hit just the right spot.  His thumb played with her sensitive clit.  He seemed to be totally in tune with my wife’s body, and he appeared to be a better expert on the matter than me, even though he had just met her. 
 
    Samantha’s hips rocked up to meet Dylan’s thrusts.  Her body moved with him in perfect unison, like it was a dance they had practiced a thousand times before.  Her back was arching, her body twisting and writhing with overwhelming sensations of pleasure.  Sam came again, loud and wild like I had never seen her before. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” Dylan was chanting under his breath.  “Come for me, Samantha.” 
 
    Dylan quickened his pace, skyrocketing her pleasure as his cock pounded deeper and deeper inside of her.  After just a few moments of smooth, arching thrusts, Dylan let out a groan and buried his dick deep inside Samantha’s pussy.  He spilled his cum inside of her. 
 
    Dylan gave Samantha one more sweet, soft kiss on the lips before pulling away from her.  He sat on the bed beside her.  The three men looked at one another, letting out a chuckle after the interesting shared experience.  I could tell that things might get awkward soon, so I decided to make my exit as quickly as possible.  I cleared my throat and stood from my chair. 
 
    “I’ll take her back to our room,” I said.  “I’m sure she’ll need some rest.” 
 
    Glenn stood to help gather her clothes.  Richard got up and went to the closet where a few white bathrobes were hanging.  He handed it over to Dylan, who helped get it onto Samantha’s tired body. 
 
    “Sorry for the mess, Dyl,” Richard said with a chuckle.   
 
    Dylan shrugged it off.  “It was worth it,” he said, admiring my wife’s body one last time. 
 
    Samantha managed to get to her feet, but I could see her legs were shaking.  I scooped her up into my arms while managed to hold onto her clothes and shoes.  We said our goodbyes to Samantha’s lovers and made the journey through the quiet lodge back to our room without anyone noticing us.  It was late after the night we had spent with the athletes. 
 
    I helped Samantha take a quick shower to clean up, and then I got her into bed.  She was hazy and giggly the whole time.  The grin on her face was contagious.  I couldn’t have been happier.  I had helped my wife experience ecstasy, after all. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Samantha drifted off.  She was too exhausted to worry about anything else.  I had a thousand questions I wanted to ask her, but they could wait until another time.  All that was important was that she was happy and comfortable.  I got into bed next to her, holding her in my arms and stroking her beautiful hair. 
 
      
 
    I fell asleep that night, still hard and aching, and yet somehow deeply satisfied. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Hotwife to the Billionaire 
 
      
 
      
 
    Liz put away her mop and bucket and brushed off her hands. She looked around her house, checking over it one more time. She smiled with pride as she declared it as clean as the day they moved in. There was no better feeling for her than a clean house, and this house was now especially clean. 
 
    Her work for the day wasn't over, though. As she consulted the list that she had crafted, a list of chores that had been planned down to the minute, she found that her next scheduled starting time was coming up in just three minutes. At 5:47pm, she would have to continue on dinner. Her aim this time would be to work on the salad that would be accompanying the braised beef that was currently cooking in the oven next to the potatoes. It wasn't every day that she was making dinner for a billionaire, and so she had chosen the most impressive menu that she was able to handle and got started on it earlier that afternoon. She was proud to see all of it coming together now as she cleaned and chopped some fresh vegetables and created a vinaigrette to go along with the salad. Her husband would be arriving in about twenty minutes, and her guests just twenty minutes after that, so she kept her head down as the salad came together. All that was left now was for her to slip into the bedroom and put on her new outfit. 
 
    Liz did a spin in the middle of her large bedroom. Ever since her husband had gotten a huge promotion at his company, they had been living the good life. No more cramped apartments in the city. Now they had room for them, for the future nursery, and even a guest bedroom. They had a yard and kind neighbors, and Liz had been able to quit her job to plan the next stage of her life. Her heart sunk slightly as the pressure of that thought came to her, but she pushed it away before it overwhelmed her again. She wasn't about to have a nervous breakdown just before the most important night of her husband's life. 
 
    Caleb had been promoted a few months earlier, but his biggest test was going to be tonight. A real-life billionaire had taken interest in his company and was looking to invest. Caleb had insisted that he was a real hotshot, the kind of guy who appeared in the news regularly, but Liz admitted that she had never heard of Jared Hughes. She didn't really care about guys who designed silly, time-wasting websites and got filthy rich off of them, but she was still happy to host this man if it meant helping her husband at his job. She was already prepared for bland conversation over dinner and a night of listening to this Jared Hughes talk about himself and how amazing he was. She couldn't imagine a billionaire being able to relate to someone like her, but she was equipped with a dozen questions and unending patience for whatever the night held. Of course, it wasn't enough that Jared was coming. He had invited two of his colleagues along as well. 
 
    Just as she got her dress on - one that was tasteful and appropriate for a business dinner, but still a little bit sexy in its sleeveless style and tight fit around her waist - the door opened and Caleb hurried in. He went straight for the shower, kissing Liz along the way and thanking her for all the work she had put in. It was a bit like kissing a passing tornado, but she smiled nonetheless. This would be a huge day for both of them, and so she could forgive him for his fretting. 
 
    Liz got back to the kitchen and put an apron on carefully. She examined her schedule. All that was left was to plate the food, and that would come at the very last minute. She knew that Jared would likely be late. She imagined he had had a full day of doing whatever billionaires did, and a man of such importance would always be fashionably late. He probably wouldn't even apologize for it, she imagined. He would act like they were lucky that he was there at all. Although those dark thoughts amused her, she worked on pushing them away. Tonight, she was going to be the kind, warm stay-at home-wife that she was meant to be, as much as she felt like she was failing on that part. 
 
    "It smells amazing in here," Caleb said. He hurried over to her and pressed his body against her back. He kissed at her neck, making her wriggle and giggle. "I think our guests are going to think we brought home food from some fancy restaurant." 
 
    Liz smiled at her husband's words. She turned around in his arms and kissed him. "He's a billionaire, Caleb. He'll probably think it's commoner filth." She grinned. 
 
    Caleb laughed. "Oh, come on. He's not like that. I think you're really going to like him. From what he was like on the phone, he seemed really nice." 
 
    Liz wrinkled her nose at him and smiled. "We'll see," she said. "I'll hold off on my judgement until I meet him." 
 
    "This is going to be great," Caleb said, kissing Liz again. "You know, he told me he hasn't had a home-cooked meal in months? He's been so busy working on the latest update of Bizz that all he gets now is takeout delivered to his office. He's really looking forward to coming over." 
 
    Liz smiled. Her husband spoke like he was talking about an old friend, not a super wealthy investor in his business. "Did you two talk?" 
 
    Caleb smiled and nodded. "I called him up this afternoon to make sure he could still come. I gave him the directions, too. He said he'll be here right at 6:30." 
 
    "Okay," Liz said with a nod. "I'll be impressed if that's true." 
 
    And, much to her surprise, at exactly 6:30, the chime of the doorbell rang throughout the house, sending a jolt through Liz's nerves. He was here. The moment felt surreal as she removed her apron and hung it on its hook. She hurried to the living room where her husband was waiting for. She gave him a quick kiss. 
 
    "Good luck, Caleb. I know you'll be great." 
 
    Caleb gave a shy grin and a nod before he opened the door. There, Jared Hughes stood in the doorway, and he took Liz's breath away. Caleb certainly hadn't mentioned how handsome and young he was, and it had knocked her completely off course. Her mind was blank as Caleb and Jared spoke, and then both of their eyes were directly on her. She smiled and looked at her husband in confusion. She just barely caught herself before making a huge, embarrassing mistake. She was sure that Jared must have noticed, though. 
 
    "It's wonderful to meet you," she said. "I'm Liz." 
 
    Jared shook her hand and looked her directly in the eyes. "Thank you so much for allowing me into your home, Liz." The way her name rolled off his tongue sent a shiver down her spine that she wasn't completely able to keep back. 
 
    Liz knew her face was burning red and that her mind was a complete mess. She wanted to leave, but there were two more men behind him. They were handsome in their own right, but nowhere at the level of Jared. 
 
    "Let me introduce you to my friends and business partners. This is Julio and this is Andrew." 
 
    The two shook the couple’s hands and thanked them graciously for allowing them into their home as well. Liz was almost completely in shock at how nice they were for men who must have all been obnoxiously rich. She had to get out of there before she embarrassed herself, she decided. 
 
    "Caleb, why don't you show them to the living room? I'll go check up on dinner." 
 
    She hurried to the kitchen before he could say anything else. She wasn't sure she could handle any more conversation with those handsome men watching her. Just having their eyes on her made her heart beat fast in her chest. She hadn't felt this flustered since being in high school and having to give a presentation in front of the class.  
 
    As soon as she was in the kitchen, she giggled to herself. She was acting so much like a school girl that she couldn't believe it. She was a college educated woman trying to become a mother. She couldn't go all giggly for a few handsome men. And yet, she had. How was she going to get through the rest of the night? 
 
    Liz was able to pull herself together somewhat, though that bubbly feeling in her chest still remained. It had been so long since she had felt an excitement like this. Was it a crush? She was too old - and too married! - for something like that. Wasn't she? She didn't have long to ponder the idea before she had to return to the men in the living room. She didn't want to ruin anything with her nerves. Tonight was the ultimate test of her skills as a housewife, and she wasn't about to fail in front of the most important clients her husband had ever had.  
 
    When she returned to the living room, she found the four men sitting on the two perpendicular couches enthralled in an animated chat about some company that she had never heard of. The conversation wrapped up quickly as soon as she entered though, as Jared looked up at her with his warm eyes, giving her all the attention in the world. The way he looked at her momentarily stunned her, and she found herself looking back at him. His eyes seemed to pierce right through her outer shell, recognizing everything about her character and her inner thoughts and feelings as though she were one of the programs he had coded himself. She wasn't used to that kind of look, and it sent a strange wave of excitement through her that she couldn't explain. She sat there paused for long enough to be noticeable before she was finally able to come up with the right words that had been on her lips just moments earlier. 
 
    "Dinner's ready now if you'd like to take this into the dining room." Each word took an incredible amount of effort to get out, though she hoped that the boys didn't notice this too much. She was already burning with embarrassment from the inside. She gave a quick smile and hurried back to the kitchen to get all the plates set up just as the men were complimenting her on her kindness and the wonderful smells that were filling the home now. She did her best to respond kindly to them, though her mind wasn't in it at all, and she wasn't even sure what she was saying. She just hoped that the typical words of thanks managed to come out of her mouth. 
 
    The group sat down to dinner and she laid out plates for all of them. Liz watched her husband as he continued with the earlier conversation, speaking with Jared like he hadn't skipped a single beat. He was so excited and enthralled when he spoke to the man that Liz's heart was full of warmth just from watching. This was already going so well for him. She was going to have to do her best now. She couldn't be too enraptured by this handsome man's looks. 
 
    Liz did her best to push all those thoughts out of her mind and be a good hostess. She answered all the questions that Jared had for her, even though every time his eyes went to her, she felt a rush of heat to her body. She was fairly certain that no one noticed her suddenly giggly personality - even her husband seemed too focused on impressing his clients to notice the sudden changes happening within his wife. They got through dinner with polite conversation and no incidents that were too embarrassing, and Liz counted herself lucky. She was ready to get the kitchen cleaned up while the others went to discuss business, but Jared's gaze stopped her. 
 
    "So, Liz," he said, leaning back in his chair, satisfied with the dinner she had made. Liz's eyes widened as she looked at him, fearful of this sudden attention. "What is it that you do?" 
 
    Liz glanced at her husband, feeling a flush on her cheeks. She had been hoping that this question wouldn't come up, but it somehow always did. Everyone was always curious about what she was doing with her life. As a woman who had worked hard for her career for over five years, she still wasn't sure how she felt about her current situation. Something about it was embarrassing, and that was when she was just admitting it to any normal person. Jared was ridiculously successful and seemingly single. She wasn't sure he would understand, but she had no choice but to answer. 
 
    "I quit my job about a month ago, actually," she said. "I was working as an editor for Gala Market. The fashion magazine." Jared nodded in understanding. He continued to watch her with that look that pierced right into her soul. It was as if he knew she had more to say and didn't want to interrupt her, so he waited patiently. Liz continued. "We're trying for a child now, though. My dream is to become a mother." 
 
    Without even realizing it, a silly smile had come to Liz's face as she spoke. Something about the way Jared watched her made it clear that he wasn't going to judge her. In fact, there was a sparkle in his eye as he spoke. 
 
    "That's a very beautiful dream to have," he said with a smile. "I can already tell that you're going to be a wonderful mom. You have such a warmth to you, Liz. I think you've made a great choice." 
 
    The smile that came to her face at his comments was enough to almost hurt her cheeks. She ducked her head down and stood up so that she could begin to collect plates. She needed something to distract her or she was definitely going to start crying. Her cheeks were definitely giving her away - she had never felt them get so warm, and she was sure that they must have been so red that they rivaled the tomatoes in the salad.  
 
    "Thank you, Jared," she said, though she was surprised by the husky sound of her own voice. This man was doing strange things to her body, and she wasn't sure how much more she was going to be able to take. He gave her a charming smile that undid her even more and then he slipped right back into the conversation with his business partners. 
 
    The men all stood as Liz made herself busy, and she felt a sense of relief as her husband suggested to the others that they return to the living room. Perhaps she would get the chance to relax a little more and calm down the nerves that were currently on fire. 
 
    "Liz? Is everything okay?" 
 
    She nearly jumped at the sound of her husband's voice. She spun around and pressed her hand to her chest as she leveled him with a guilty look. She knew immediately that she had been caught by her husband just based on the suspicious glance that he was giving her. 
 
    "Liz," he began, moving closer and giving her a sly smile. "I guess it's true what they say." 
 
    "What do they say?" she asked, hoping she would be able to squeeze out of his questioning by changing the subject. 
 
    "A coworker warned me that no lady can resist his charm. He even told me that I shouldn't bring Jared over here or he might actually steal my girl." Caleb chuckled to himself while Liz stared in confusion. How could he be so casual about saying this? 
 
    "It's not like that," she said, though it was difficult to be convincing when her cheeks were as flushed as they were. "He's cute. Handsome, even. But he's certainly not going to steal me away from you." 
 
    "I know that," Caleb said with a shrug. "But there's something definitely there. I've never seen you have energy like that with anyone else. Hell, it's even turning me on." 
 
    Liz's jaw dropped. If she had been red before, she must have looked cartoonishly like a tomato now. She almost felt like she might pass out from her husband's words. 
 
    "Turned on?" she repeated before giving him a quick hit on the arm. "Is that a joke?" 
 
    "No," Caleb said, leaning in closer to her to steal a quick kiss. It temporarily stunned her. The look in his eyes was strange, and she could tell that he truly wasn't joking. "I think you two should keep flirting. See where it leads. You know, I've actually heard rumors that he's a very good lover." 
 
    "Caleb!" Liz said a little too loud. She glanced towards the entrance to the living room. "Get back in there! They must be wondering where you went off to." 
 
    "I'll go," Caleb said, raising his hands in faux surrender. "But I think he feels the same thing that you do." 
 
    Liz watched her husband flash a mischievous smile before returning to the living room to be with his guests. She was momentarily shocked into silence and unsure of what to do. Her mind reeled as she gained control of her thoughts once again. Had that really just happened? Could her husband really have said those things to her?  Still embarrassingly dazed, she wandered into the living room. 
 
    The only place open for Liz to sit was right next to Jared. She hesitated momentarily, giving her husband a look and wondering if he had planned this. However, when Jared looked up at her with a warm, welcoming smile, she had no choice but to sit next to him on the couch. Immediately as the conversation lulled, he turned his attention to her, which made her heart flutter like it had never done before. This time, instead of trying to fight it, she gave in to the warm feelings. If this was what her husband thought he wanted, this was what he was going to get. 
 
    Liz wasn't even aware of the things they were talking about. Some part of her brain was taking care of the conversation while the back of her mind focused on how sexy Jared was. The way his warm eyes pierced into her soul, undressing her down to her very spirit with every look. The way his smile quirked and changed in response to her unclever words. She noticed the smooth warmth of his skin that she wanted desperately to stroke. There were several instances when she had to keep her hand pinned down to stop it from automatically moving up to touch him. Then, as soon as he rolled up his sleeves to reveal his masculine forearms, she knew there wasn't going to be much more hope. Her body was bursting with heat and desperate to be touched. She was certain that he'd notice how hot she was if only he just reached out a hand and touched her. Oh, how badly she wanted him to just touch her... 
 
    "Liz?" Jared asked in a quiet tone. His eyes looked over her with concern. With a sudden rush of heat to her cheeks, she realized that her hand had already reached out, and it was currently resting on his forearm. She had no idea how long it had been there as she had gotten lost in Jared's words. 
 
    She considered for a moment pulling her hand away, but Caleb's face struck her vision from the corner of her eye. He was staring intently, waiting for anything to happen. He was just as excited and nervous as she was. Liz refocused on Jared. Now was the moment of truth, and she was going to have to decide which path she was going to take. 
 
    In a split second, Liz stroked her hand further up Jared's arm to his bicep. His eyes glanced from her hand's resting place back up to her eyes. She was certain that all of her nerves and hesitation were on display now, but she wasn't going to back down. Recognition spread through the warm expanse of Jared's eyes. Perhaps this had really happened to him before, Liz thought. Of course, she didn't care. For now, he was in her house, and he was all hers. There was a tension in the silent room as Liz made the boldest move of her entire life. She leaned forward, close enough to Jared to feel his breath on her cheek, and then she waited for him to close the small remaining distance. 
 
    There was the slightest hesitation before Jared's examining eyes closed and he moved forward enough to press his lips against hers. Liz melted into him immediately, forgetting about any tension happening in the room. Everything else in the world vanished for a sweet moment as their lips moved together in the first timid dance step. They found the rhythm without any problem, and Jared took over to dominate the kiss. His lips moved against hers, helping her mouth to part open so that his tongue could dip inside. Their tongues danced together, tasting and touching in increasing desperation. Liz almost let herself jump completely into the empty void of lust, but one last moment of realization hit her, forcing her to pull away from the most intensely pleasurable experience of her life.  
 
    Liz gasped for air and looked up with half-lidded eyes at her husband. Of course, there wasn't just Caleb looking at her now. Three shocked expressions met her as she looked around the room, with Caleb being the most shocked and Andrew and Julio looking a little less so - almost as if they had seen this before. 
 
    Liz was saved from an embarrassing and awkward silence by Jared's sharp intake of breath as he considered his words. He looked over at Caleb. "I'm sorry. I'm not sure if we're going to get anywhere with any of those discussions. I've been thoroughly distracted by your beautiful wife." He chuckled and shook his head. 
 
    "I understand," Caleb said in a surprisingly deep voice. "She's very distracting. How should we deal with this, then?" 
 
    Liz looked at her husband and a grin spread across her face. She wasn't sure how she had gotten so lucky, but she was going to make sure he knew just how happy she was as soon as she got the chance. But for now, all her focus was on Jared, the handsome billionaire guest in her house. 
 
    "I think all we can do is take this to the bedroom. If that's okay with you boys, of course." 
 
    Julio and Andrew both chuckled and muttered their agreements. It was as though they were used to this kind of behavior from Jared, and they were only going along with the ride. Liz, on the other hand, was fully excited for whatever was to come with this new experience. She had Jared for this one night, and she as going to make the most of it. She had never expected to have her husband's permission for anything like this, so she was ready to make full use of it. 
 
    Caleb was the first to stand, and he gave a grin to the entire room. Liz had never seen him quite so ready for anything in his life - not even when he was preparing for this meeting. The other men quickly stood up, and Jared turned back to her, offering a hand to help her up. She was glad for it, too - her legs felt like they might collapse out from under her if she walked under her own power. How had she gotten like this so easily? One kiss and she was completely out of sorts. She wasn't sure what the rest of the night was going to do to her. 
 
    The bedroom was dark when they arrived, and Caleb kept it that way by only turning on a lamp in the corner where Liz did most of her reading on a cozy chair. She looked around, suddenly glad that she had been obsessive enough to even clean the bedroom. She never would have thought that she would be having her dinner guests in here, but her mind had been unable to rest from the nerves. Now, she was glad for it. The bed in the center of the room was freshly made, and everything was in its proper place. Most of the time they didn't live in quite so pristine organization. 
 
    Liz wasn't sure why she was so focused on such miniscule details when the men around her clearly were not. None of them were looking at the perfectly made bed or the organized bookshelves. All four sets of male eyes were on her now. It was a fact that got her heart beating loud enough that she was certain they could hear it. She put her hand over her chest hoping to calm the sound, but all it did was draw their attention down to her breasts that moved up and down with her quickening breath. 
 
    Jared was the first to act, something that surprised none of them. He stepped forward without wasting a word and took her by the hand. He pulled her towards the bed and stood in front of her to look her over. His eyes examined her dress, not caring about the cute print that she had picked especially for the occasion. He was using his engineer's mind to figure out the best way of getting it off of her. Something about that made her shiver. 
 
    Jared turned her around so that she faced the bed. Her breath hitched at the fact that she wasn't going to be able to see what he was doing. She flinched as his fingers brushed past her neck. They were gathering up her curls, pushing them off to the side so that he could examine her back. He found the zipper to her dress with ease, and she felt the slow tug as he began to pull down on it. He took his sweet time as he occupied himself with pressing his lips to her exposed neck, causing an uncontrollable moan to fall from her parted lips. Her eyes fell closed as goosebumps sprang up all over her body. This was a new man touching her like this, and it felt amazing. 
 
    When Liz opened her eyes again, her heart leapt. Caleb was in her sights now, standing across the room and unbuttoning the top few buttons of his shirt. He was slowly making his way towards her reading chair so that he could sit back and watch. A blush came across her face as she realized what was happening. How was she going to be able to do this with her husband watching like that? He seemed to be enjoying it, but she was still waiting for him to stop it all and change his mind. She wasn't sure at what point that would happen, but she was already preparing herself. She couldn't really be spending the night with three attractive men who weren't her husband....could she? 
 
    Liz didn't have much time to think it through before she was being spun around again. She gasped as she looked into Jared's eyes. The warmth that had been there before was now ignited and burning hot. She could see the raw passion that filled his life there, and now it was focused on her. She took the small moment to brace herself, as she feared that she wouldn't have any more moments of calm after this. 
 
    Jared pulled off her dress starting at the sleeves and pulling down. The fabric pooled around her feet, discarded and forgotten completely. He lifted her up by her waist and then tossed her easily onto the bed like she was nothing. However, he didn't follow after her. Liz looked up at him, waiting expectantly for him to crawl over her and ravage her, but instead, he stepped to the side and sat on the bed. He leaned confidently on one arm, watching her intently. He was teasing her. 
 
    "How about you two show her what a good time really is," he said to his two friends.  
 
    Andrew and Julio shared a look between one another. Liz wondered how often this had happened to the two of them. They didn't seem to be skipping a single beat, as if making love to a potential client's wife was a normal part of their everyday experiences. The look they shared seemed to silently decide which of them was going to go first - or perhaps the hierarchy was already set prior to this day. Either way, Andrew took a confident step forward as his fingers went to the buttons of his shirt. His knee pushed down the mattress to the side of Liz's thigh, and with just one more movement, he was on top of her, straddling her legs and keeping her down, pressed against the bed and unable to get out of this. Not that she wanted to get out. 
 
    Liz took in a few deep breaths while she could. Andrew wasn't shy about letting his hands move all over her body right from the start. There were no barriers between them, it seemed, as he pushed her bra up and out of the way without any thought just to have quick access to her breasts. She gasped at the rough way in which he took them into his hands. Caleb had always been soft and gentle with her body, and she had never thought to have it treated any differently. However, she found herself moaning at the feeling of two masculine hands squeezing at her soft flesh. He took her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and teased them roughly in a way she had never felt before, and she suddenly became glad that he was keeping her pinned down with his body weight - otherwise, she would be squirming and writhing all over the place. 
 
    "You're sensitive, aren't you?" Andrew asked as he gave her nipples a light twist that pulled out another moan from her throat. She nodded, unable to form any words in the moment.  
 
    Andrew wasn't done giving her breasts attention. He leaned forward and took one attentive nipple between his lips to suck hard on the pink nub. He continued to tease her other nipple with his fingers. Liz's heart was pounding inside her chest. She was shocked at how quickly she had gotten riled up, and she felt like she would finish soon just from Andrew playing with her breasts. She had no idea how she was supposed to last the whole night with all of these men taking their turns with her, but her stomach fluttered from excitement as she thought about that possibility. Tonight, she was truly testing the limits of her sexual prowess, and she was ready to see how far she could go, and how far these men could take her. 
 
    Just as Liz was getting lost in the feeling of a new man pleasuring her, another one joined the fray. Julio got onto the bed beside her, and she was able to focus enough to see him pushing gently on Andrew's shoulder. She vaguely heard him exchange a quick tease with his friend, something about monopolizing her body, but everything in the world outside of her mind was a little bit too fuzzy to hear clearly. Either way, Andrew gave his friend a frown and a shrug and moved off from straddling Liz's body. This, of course, also stopped him from giving all that pleasure to her nipples, which she didn't find very pleasant at all. Luckily, the two of them were only just starting with her. 
 
    Julio took the new access to her body and put it to good use immediately. He pushed her legs open like she had no power at all to stop it, and she had to get over any shyness she may have felt immediately. He pulled her lace panties off - a surprise that had been meant for her husband after he got through with this meeting - and tossed them off to the side like they were only a minor inconvenience to his progress. She wasn't even sure if he saw the dark fabric that contrasted nicely against her milky skin. His focus was solely on what was underneath those panties. She grasped onto the sheets around her with all the power she could muster in her hands as Julio got onto his belly between her legs and pressed his face against her warm pussy. 
 
    Liz moaned immediately despite having braced herself for the contact. Julio was almost methodical in the way he touched her, licking her softness slowly, aiming for the spots just on the edge of ecstasy. She called out into the room and her voice bounced back against the walls. Just as the assault on her pussy began, Andrew returned to his place at her breasts to pour even more attention onto them. Now with two men touching her body, Liz knew that there wasn't a chance of her lasting for much longer. Both of these men seemed to know exactly what they were doing, and they adjusted every movement based on how loud she was moaning and calling out for more. She had never felt such attentiveness in bed before, and she was loving every minute of it. 
 
    Liz tilted her head back, desperate to make eye contact with Caleb. She wanted to see him, to have that one anchor in reality as her body seemed to be floating off to another plane of pleasure. From his position in her chair nearby, he gave her a grin. His eyes were shining like she had never seen before. He was enjoying this almost as much as she was. She kept that eye contact locked, even as he moved forward. Her lips formed words that her voice couldn't produce, and finally, that heat inside of her built up enough to explode with a bang. She came, leaning forward once again to look down at the benefactors of this orgasm. Her eyes connected with Julio's for a brief moment, which only made her pleasure shoot up. The sight of this stranger in her most intimate of places was the most exciting thing she had ever seen in her life. Her eyes fell closed then as the ripples of pleasure exploded from her core throughout the rest of her body. 
 
    The bed shifted around her and voices murmured in her ears - not that she paid much attention to those kinds of noises. She was lost in the pleasure of her own body, and she was going to ride it out for as long as she could. She enjoyed the feeling of each wave of excitement rolling through her limbs. However, as she opened her eyes, a new jolt of excitement rushed through her heart. 
 
    Julio was above her now, and somehow in the time she had been bathing in pleasure, he had gotten completely undressed. She let her eyes travel down from his dark eyes, his stubble-adorned chin, down to his impressive chest and abs. This guy was tightly muscled and strong by the looks of it. He was like a model, and Liz almost couldn't believe that he was a guy who regularly worked at a computer for sixteen hours a day. She wasn't sure how he managed to be a successful app developer and also an insanely fit individual, but she was glad that she was reaping the rewards for herself. As she took her eyes off him and looked around, she noticed that the other two had taken their shirts off as well, and they all seemed to have the same gym routine. Her heart pounded as she hoped that her own soft curviness was good enough for them. She hadn't hit the gym in quite some time, though from the way that they worshiped her, they didn't seem to mind. 
 
    Liz tried to make herself calm down. She let her eyes wander down Julio's body to see what he was working with. His cock stood large and proud, pointing to its target. Liz's stomach twisted at the thought of being that target. Julio was noticeably bigger than her husband, and so much bigger than anything she had ever taken before. She wasn't sure how this was going to work out, and a nervous twinge inside of her feared that she wouldn't be able to take him at all and that she would ruin the entire night. She laid back and waited for him to make a move, as she didn't want to disturb any of the stillness. 
 
    "Are you nervous?" Julio asked. His sharp features softened as he leaned forward to lay soft kisses on her lips. The feeling of those lips on hers only made her nerves even more fluttery inside of her. 
 
    "A little," she admitted. "You're...well endowed." 
 
    Julio and his two friends chuckled. She looked to the side to see Jared's amusement, and it made her feel a little better. 
 
    Julio's fingers went down over the edge of her belly and pelvis, tickling past her folds until he found her entrance. He pushed a probing finger inside, making her gasp and grab onto the blankets around her once again.  
 
    "You're so hot and wet," he said in a deep, rumbling tone. He gave a few thrusts of his finger, twisting it around inside of her and feeling all of her walls. Liz had never been touched in this way before, so possessively and demandingly, and so she added another thing to the list of things she loved. "You'll have no problem at all," he said.   
 
    Liz couldn’t believe it, but she was trusting him completely.  She opened up her legs for him, beckoning him to come and finish the job.  He had already gotten her to a blissful state, and she wanted him to extend that feeling for as long as he could. 
 
    Julio pressed his cock into her slowly, and she sucked in a deep breath of air.  It was a tight fit to be sure, but they came together perfectly.  She didn’t have much time to think about how well they fit before Julio began to move his hips.  He rocked into her with intensity, forcing moans out of her with each thrust.  The bed rocked under the movement of his powerful body, and all Liz could do was hold on as best as she could. 
 
    Her body that has only just started to come down from her previous climax was shot back up into that cloudy zone of pleasure.  Her pussy sparked with sweet pleasure each time Julio rocked back into her.  She was lost in the haze as Julio’s pace picked up even faster until he shuddered and came deep inside of her, emptying out his entire load into her before he slowly pulled away.  Liz laid there dazed for what felt like several minutes before she could come back down to earth.  She had actually had sex with another man, and it had been amazing.  Emotions swirled inside of her. 
 
    Liz rolled over onto her belly, now eager to see her husband's face for whatever reason. She wasn't sure what she was expecting to see, but she found herself surprised at the mix of emotions that was present there. Caleb's lips hung open in surprise. His knuckles were going white from the effort he was putting into grabbing his knees. But his eyes burned in a way she had never seen before. She was certain that her eyes were reflecting back the exact same fire. She sent him a wild grin just as she felt the mattress moving around her body once again. 
 
    Liz didn't get a chance to peek behind her before her hips were being pulled up into the air. She gasped at this fresh new feeling of being exposed. She was certain that all three strangers in her bed could now perfectly see her most private parts - places that only her husband had ever seen before. And as unknown hands groped at the round curves of her ass, she somehow felt the sexiest that she had ever been in her life. 
 
    "Ready for more?" Andrew's rough voice said from behind her. 
 
    A sharp smack on her butt elicited an immediate response. "Yes!" 
 
    Liz bit her lip and braced herself with her forearms against the mattress as a hand planted itself firmly on her hip to keep her steady. The tip of Andrews's cock pressed against her entrance, making her groan. Her eyes fell closed as his lengthy cock pressed into her. Once again, she was full and satisfied, ready for more movement to happen. 
 
    Andrew happily gave her what she was hoping for. He didn't waste any time getting started. His pace was quick from the start, and soon the room was filled with the sounds of their bodies clapping together. Liz lifted her head weakly, looking up once again to make eye contact with her husband. He was leaning forward in his seat, staring at her intensely. She looked back for as long as she could before the sensations were all too much and her lids fell closed. 
 
    Andrew was somehow more intense than Julio had been, and Liz had never experienced lovemaking at this kind of pace. She could barely hold her body up with the way he was slamming into her hips, even with him holding onto her. She knew that to her husband she must have looked wild and completely changed. She briefly wondered if that was a good thing, but then she didn't have any more brain power left to consider much of anything anymore. She wanted only to focus on the sweet burn happening inside her body's core. 
 
    Andrew's pace picked up even more, bringing Liz back to reality as her body shook out of control. She bit her lip and held on as much as she could until finally with a shuddering groan, Andrew came inside of her, happily giving her all of his hot cum. She moaned as she enjoyed the taboo feeling for the second time that night. Caleb must have been so jealous, and he must have loved it. 
 
    Unable to keep herself held up for any longer, Liz rolled onto her back and splayed out, comfortably enjoying the bliss her body was feeling now. She was certain that she'd never feel quite so content again in her life. But then, a new face entered her blurry field of view. 
 
    "I've never seen a woman so free and happy in my life," Jared said. The smile on his face was warm and welcoming. 
 
    Liz could only give him a silly grin for a long time. She was stunned by how handsome he was. Even up close, he seemed to have no imperfections at all. She couldn't believe a guy like Jared was actually in her bed. 
 
    "I have a feeling that I'm about to be even happier," she said in her flirtiest tone. 
 
    Jared returned her grin. "That sounds almost like a challenge," he said. From the look on his face, it was one he was gladly going to accept. 
 
    Liz laid back and watched with anticipation tightening every muscle in her body as Jared crawled over her. He looked down at her body possessively. Liz had never felt so confident in her life. If she ever felt bad about her body, all she would have to do was remember that image of Jared's burning eyes.  
 
    Jared dipped down with perfect control of his body to press his face into Liz's neck and place a hundred kisses against her soft sensitive skin there. She tilted her head to give him complete control of her body. She was ready to be totally vulnerable to him if it meant she would feel the kind of pleasure she was hoping for. 
 
    Jared moved down her body, focusing then on her breasts. He handled them gently, taking great care in the way he squeezed them, licked them, sucked on them. His pace was painfully slow compared to the way his friends had done it, and the frustration was building up inside her with every sweet caress and gentle lick. 
 
    "Please! Jared!" The words were strained, barely able to be choked out from her throat. Of course, her weak begging only seemed to embolden him. He knew he had her under his perfect control, and there was nothing she could do to stop this sweet game. Liz would have to just lie back and enjoy the unbearable pleasure that was currently flowing through her body. 
 
    It was almost an out-of-body experience once Jared finally let up. He had led her to that edge of pleasure several times throughout his attacks on her most pleasurable spots, but he had never let her fall off the cliff completely. From the way he looked at her now, though, she knew she might finally get that delicious fall. 
 
    Jared held himself above her and looked down at her again. Liz stared up at him, watching his gaze comb over every curve and dip of her body, looking at it like she was a treasure that he had won and was going to keep all to himself forever. Her heart pounded with anticipation, and still, he did nothing. 
 
    "Jared, please," she whispered finally. It brought his eyes back up to meet her own finally, and this time, he seemed to understand what needed to be done. He was done with the teasing and the endless pleasure. It was time now to chase that pleasure that she was after. 
 
    Jared laid an apologetic kiss down on Liz's lips and angled their hips together in the right way. They fit together like two perfect pieces, like it was the most natural thing for them to be like this together. Liz felt a moment of anguish at the thought of this being their only time together, but she pushed it from her mind. She was going to stay in the moment and enjoy this as much as she could. This was no time for sadness. She had one of the most attractive men she'd ever seen right in front of her, and he was about to give her the best night of her life. A grin spread across her face. 
 
    Liz focused only on Jared. There were hands on her, stroking her arms and shoulders and chest, but they were outside of her little world that she had created that fit only two people. Jared kept his eyes only on hers as well, and she knew that they had both entered this unique place. She held onto his arms with the tightest grip she could muster in this relaxed and weakened state, and then she prepared for his body to meld with hers. 
 
    Jared entered her slowly and with deliberation. Liz couldn't help the noises that escaped past her lips. This wasn't the first cock she had taken that night, and yet it electrified her in a way that made it feel like it was the first one she had ever experienced in her life. She was hyper aware of every single spark of pleasure that was created between their two bodies, and that made it all the more intense. 
 
    "That's the most gorgeous look I've ever seen on a woman," Jared rumbled as he leaned down to capture her lips in another fierce kiss. She didn't know what look he meant, and she didn't care. She melted into his lips and allowed her body to be taken by him.  
 
    Jared began thrusting against her, their bodies moving together to create sweet, warm friction. Liz moaned loud enough to surprise herself. It was almost enough to bring her out of that blissful state that she had found herself in, but then Jared rocked his hips into her once more and pulled her right back in. She felt the muscles of his arms flexing as his body weight shifted over her again and again. Still, no matter how much he moved, his eyes never left hers and hers never left his. She could get lost forever in those eyes if she wasn't careful, she thought.  
 
    Every brush against her body was electric, sparking even more pleasure to build up inside of her. It was different this time. She wasn't sure how she was going to take this build up. It felt bigger than she could handle. But there was no stopping it as Jared continued to fuck her with sweet, slow control. 
 
    Jared seemed to be aware of everything he was currently doing to her. He watched her with pleasure, looking down into her own unfocused eyes and watching for any changes. Suddenly, there was recognition in his own gaze. He gave her a smirk and leaned down, breaking eye contact for the first time since they had started. 
 
    "Come for me, love." 
 
    Liz was in shock as the wave of pleasure crashed against her. She almost didn't want to give in to the cocky billionaire, but her body reacted to the command. She came hard, crying out into the room and clutching onto Jared as if he was her only anchor left in the real world. Deep inside her, she felt him come as well, giving her one final dose of cum to fill her pussy.  She didn't think she'd still be able to feel anything so powerful after spending an entire evening drowning in pleasure, but somehow this ultimate climax was even stronger than the prior ones. It radiated from deep within her and filled the entirety of her body and mind. 
 
    Liz was spent. She had never come so many times in one night in her life, and she wasn't sure she'd be able to get out of bed the next morning. As she made her way back down to earth from the orgasm that had blasted her so far away, she enjoyed the feeling of so many hands on her, stroking her body and cooling her down. 
 
    Liz couldn't keep her eyes off Jared as he held himself above her. Those eyes were looking back at her, never leaving from her face. As her breathing evened out and she relaxed completely, the smile never left her face. She was sure that her cheeks - along with so many other parts of her body - were going to be aching from so much use. 
 
    "You're a lucky man, Caleb. Thank you both for a stunning evening. I don't think it's one that any of us will forget for years to come.” 
 
    Liz smiled as she listened to the men discuss everything.  Her eyes were too heavy to open up again, and there was no way she was going to contribute anything to this conversation, so she stayed still and happy on the bed.  She was vaguely aware of the three strangers leaving, and she was sure she had even drifted off slightly after that.  She was stirred awake again, however, when the bed shifted around her.  
 
    Liz was pulled into the warm and familiar arms of her husband.  She was a mess after the events of the night, but he didn’t mind at all.  He held her against her body as she rested.  In that moment, she felt so content and secure.  She knew that no matter what happened, everything would fall into place.  The future wasn’t anything to worry about – not as long as she was sharing it with Caleb. 
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    Michael's breath caught in his throat once again as he looked over the photos he had taken with Meg.  His mind was once again in awe of how lucky he was. 
 
    Meg was in the shower now, cleaning up after an insanely hot photo shoot that ended with the camera tossed aside so that Michael could ravage her beautiful body.  Now that he had time to look through the pictures he had taken, he was growing uncomfortably hot all over again.  Meg was a gorgeous creature.  She was a unicorn among women - with her long, flowing white-gold locks, big blue eyes, and innocent, angelic face combined with her powerful yet feminine frame, he couldn't even believe that she was real at times.  Those breasts that she usually kept hidden behind modest clothing were big and round, her waist came in like an hourglass, and her hips and ass were round curves of perfection that he couldn't keep his eyes off.  She was perfection with a beautiful smile and a kind heart, and Michael had no idea how he had been lucky enough to even get her attention. 
 
    Michael wasn't tall, and he wasn't muscular.  He wasn't particularly handsome - most women referred to him as cute or sweet.  He tended to be pretty shy and introverted, and he would never be the type of guy to walk up to a girl at a party and introduce himself with a witty pick-up line.  And so, every time he found himself thinking about the subject, he once again sent a silent thank-you to his college chemistry class and Professor Choi who had assigned the two together as lab partners.  Both of them had been completely out of their element in a chemistry lab, and so they had leaned on one another heavily during that semester to get through the required course.  Long nights studying in coffee shops became routine, as did the celebration ice cream dates after passing Dr. Choi's infamously difficult exams, and then library study sessions for other classes started to happen.  When summer came around and they both passed the final exam, the dates and the texts and the meetups didn't stop.  Michael's gentle spirit and goofy humor had made the beautiful Meg fall in love with him, and so they started dating in earnest.  Michael still hadn't grown used to the look of envy from other men when he walked around town with Meg on his arm. 
 
    Michael knew he wasn't worthy of such a goddess.  She deserved far more that what he had to offer, even if it was only for a fleeting night.  And so, since the very beginning, he had been open about these thoughts.  At first, they had made Meg uncomfortable.  He would mention when a man was looking at her from across the room, and she would shrink with embarrassment.  He would notice her eyes lingering for a moment too long on attractive men, and he would bring it up - causing her to apologize for no reason.  Eventually, she became comfortable with Michael's unique kink.  They had both found resources online full of men who were exactly like Michael, and he had reached out to them - and the more alpha men who lurked around ready to help them realize their fantasy to the full extent.  Meg was Michael's hotwife, and instead of raging jealousy when other men looked at her sexually, he felt only arousal and pride. 
 
    Now, as he found himself on one of those sites devoted to hotwives, he was going to do what had once been unthinkable.  After dozens of talks with Meg about the idea, she had finally come around to his way of thinking.  He had showed her the forums and websites he scoured almost daily, showed her the other men who posted pictures of their wives' bodies, showed her the comments from the hungry wolves begging for a piece of those women.  Meg had been too stuck in the traditional mindset at first to find any of it hot.  She felt like it was cheating, and she always wanted to be faithful to Michael.  She could never let another man touch her, she had said.  However, Michael explained his feelings over and over, assuring her that something physical like sex wasn't cheating to him, that as long as they were in love on a mental and emotional level, whatever else happened didn't matter.  In fact, seeing her being pleasured in a physical way that he couldn't ever hope to achieve for her would only make Michael love her more. 
 
    And so, after she had come around, she had agreed to a sexy photo shoot with the aim of putting up some of those photos online.  She had started in lingerie - black lace against her milky skin - but that had come off eventually until she was completely nude.  Her only request was that her face didn't get put up online, but that was no problem with a little bit of editing magic and the right angles with the camera.  Now, with the final product on his computer, Michael was getting ready to upload his photo and his success story - finally his wife was treating him to his fantasy. 
 
    Michael finished with uploading his pictures and typing out his text.  He read over it once more to make sure he got every detail perfect.  Then, he posted it.  As soon as that was over, he closed his laptop and put it on his bedside table.  If he didn't get rid of it now, he wasn't going to be able to sleep for the rest of the night.  He would be waiting for the next response and the next message all through the rest of the night.  It would be best to quit before it even started.  And so, he settled down in his bed, waited for his beautiful wife to return to him, gave her a kiss on top of her beautiful head, and then they settled in for a good night's sleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    "Honey?"  Michael's voice was shaky.   
 
    Meg strolled into the room with her casual grace.  She was still in her pajamas, but after finishing breakfast, she was now searching for the right outfit to wear to work.  "What is it, my love?" 
 
    Michael cleared his throat.  Although she had given him permission to upload the photos, he knew she was still slightly uncomfortable with the idea of strange men looking at her body.  He wasn't sure exactly how she was going to react to his news, and so he considered his words carefully. 
 
    "You know I put those pictures up last night," he said.  Meg gave a bashful nod of the head. 
 
    "Did someone... comment something?" she asked.  She looked embarrassed at the thought. 
 
    Michael looked at the post.  He had never seen the forum so riled up before.  "You could say that," he answered.  "Actually quite a few people did." 
 
    "Oh no," Meg said.  She giggled before walking over to the desk he was sat at.  She leaned over to get a look at the screen.  "What are they saying?" 
 
    "Honestly," Michael said, "A lot of people think this is fake.  They just can't imagine a guy who has a woman like would who would ever wanna share." 
 
    "But we held up that paper with the date and your username.  What more do they need for proof?"  Meg seemed annoyed, which Michael found adorable. 
 
    "I'd take that as a compliment if I were you," he said.  "You're too gorgeous for them to believe." 
 
    Meg gave him a smile and shook her head.  "Well, fine.  I don't care what they think anyway." 
 
    "That's just a few of the comments," he said.  "The vast majority are more like..."  He scrolled down the page to one of the more colorful comments.  Meg leaned closer to read it. 
 
    "'Perfection.  I bet you couldn't even imagine what a man like me would do to a woman like that.  I could spend a night with her and make her forget your very existence.  I could make her scream out my name while you watched.  How would you like to see your wife's pretty little mouth wrapped around my big, black dick?'  Well, that one got straight to the point, didn't he?"  Meg looked at Michael with wide, incredulous eyes as soon as she was done reading it aloud. 
 
    "That's just a bull," he said.  "There are tons of them lurking on the page all trying to outdo each other.  I've never seen a post on this site get as much traction as yours.  You're really popular."  He reached his hand back to rub her round ass as she took hold of the mouse to scroll further down.  "And those are just the public posts.  You should see the private messages I got." 
 
    "Let's see them," Meg said with flashing eyes. 
 
    Michael took a few extra moments to make his brain work enough to click on his inbox.  He had never expected for Meg to be so interested, but the fact that it was happening now was getting him hot. 
 
    "There have already been more sent to me since I last checked," he said.  His voice had grown gruff with arousal as he read the subject lines of the three latest messages.  "I can barely keep up with them all." 
 
    "Seriously?" Meg said.  She sat herself in Michael's lap and took the mouse from him so that she could see the evidence for herself.  Michael kissed at her bare shoulder as she scrolled down and clicked on a few messages that interested her.  "There are pictures," she said, shock coloring her tone.  "Are these real?" 
 
    Michael chuckled.  "I'm sure some of them are fake.  But most are real.  You know how guys like that are." 
 
    "I guess I don't," Meg said.  "These ones sure aren't shy about sending dick pics to strangers on the internet.  I guess I'm not one to talk, though.  That's my naked body that they're responding to." 
 
    Michael wrapped possessive arms around Meg to keep her in place before she could get up.  "What do you think?" he asked, cupping her breast through her shirt and giving it a gentle squeeze.  "How does it feel knowing all these men want you?" 
 
    Meg gasped and leaned back against Michael's chest.  She opened her legs willingly as his hand went between her thighs to stroke at the heat there.   
 
    "I mean - I guess -  It's kind of hot," she said shyly.  "Great for the self-esteem." 
 
    "Mine too," Michael said.  "You belong to me."  Meg moaned lightly from his assault on her body. 
 
    "Forever and always," she said with a smile in her voice. 
 
    "Do you want to fuck these men?" Michael asked.  The words had come out all on their own, though he hadn't meant for the question to be brought up so soon.  He had gotten too caught up in the fantasy and was too pleased with how Meg was reacting. 
 
    Now, however, her body had stiffened against him.  He relaxed and let go of her, but she stayed put in his lap and looked back at him with questioning eyes. 
 
    "Some of them were pretty attractive, weren't they?" he said as a way of explaining himself.  "Haven't you ever wondered what it would be like to be with a guy like that?" 
 
    "Michael, you're everything that I need," Meg insisted.  "I'm happy with our sex life." 
 
    "But I'm the only man you've ever had," he continued.  "Don't you ever wonder what it would be like to fuck a guy with a six pack?  Someone who could lift you up and fuck you against the wall?  Someone with a dick way bigger than mine?"   
 
    He gestured to the hard body and big dick of the man currently on the computer screen.  Meg looked back at it, and her eyes lingered for a few moments.  Then, she looked back at Michael. 
 
    "Are you serious?" she asked. 
 
    He nodded and grinned.  "You know what I'm into.  I've been honest about it all.  So I want you to be honest with me, knowing that I would never be mad.  Haven't you ever thought about what it would be like to be with another man?" 
 
    Meg was quiet for some time before she finally spoke with shaky words.  "I mean, I've fantasized before.  Everyone does." 
 
    Michael nodded and lifted up her shirt to expose her breasts.  He took a nipple in his mouth.  "What do you fantasize about, babe?" 
 
    "Michael!" she said in a high pitched moan.  He knew what would get her hot and willing to talk. 
 
    "What do you imagine?" 
 
    "I imagine.... what it would be like to have a big dick inside of me," she said.  Each word shook with arousal.  "I'm happy with you, and I think you're the perfect size!  But I still wonder what it would feel like." 
 
    "Do you want a big dick inside of you?" Michael asked.  He didn't let up on sucking on her nipples, and it was sending her into a frenzy. 
 
    "Yes!" she said in a shuddering moan.  Her head tilted back, and her hair hung behind her in a soft golden waterfall.  Michael buried his fingers in it and brought her head back up so that he could kiss her. 
 
    "Then let's make it happen," he said after they were breathless.  He looked into her eyes and smiled.  She was still hesitant, but slowly, Meg nodded.  Michael's grin grew.  He had finally done it. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A week had passed, and Michael found himself growing more restless.  
 
    He had given over control of his account to Meg so that she could chat with some of the guys and decide if they were worthy or not of her body.  Meg was a smart woman with a good sense of judgement, and so she was very thorough with each man who had come forward to chat.  She wasn't ever afraid to block one of them for an inappropriate or creepy comment, or if the vibe wasn't right.  After some nightly chatting over the course of a week, she finally came to Michael. 
 
    "Any men you were interested in?" he asked, trying not to sound too excited. 
 
    Meg sat down next to him on the couch and put the laptop on her lap.  "There's a few, actually," she said with a meek grin.  "Who would have guessed there were this many bulls in the Los Angeles area?" 
 
    Michael wrapped an arm around her and grinned.  She had no idea how hot it was to him to hear her speak the lingo that had been foreign to her not long ago. 
 
    "Let's see the candidates, then." 
 
    Meg hesitated, grasping onto the laptop before Michael could turn it towards him.  She looked at him with beautiful, concern-filled eyes.  "Are you sure you can handle this?  If I show you real men that I've been chatting with, it won't be just a fantasy anymore." 
 
    Michael kissed her forehead.  He was lucky to have such a warm and loving wife.  "I'm ready.  You know I want this." 
 
    Meg gave a slow nod before she handed the computer over to him.  She leaned against him and pointed.  "That's Dick," she said, pointing to a photo of a naked man.  "His name is Dick, I mean.  I can see how that might be confusing."   
 
    Michael chuckled at Meg's blush and kissed her cheek before looking closer at the photo.  It was a black man who had cut off his selfie at the head, showing only his chiseled torso and enormous dick.  So this was what Meg was secretly into.  Michael was amazed at how turned on he was at that thought, even though Meg was looking at him with even more concern. 
 
    "He's just really nice and funny.  He does political cartoons for his local paper, so he's kind of an artist, and he's kind of witty.  He said that no one would suspect him of ever having this fetish." 
 
    Michael listened to her description, and he couldn't help but laugh.  Meg stared at him as her mouth fell open. 
 
    "Sorry, he said.  It's just... you're describing him like you're looking for a friend.  Not like he's going to be pounding into you at some point." 
 
    Meg gasped.  "Michael, please," she said and laughed.  After a moment's pause, she continued, "You saw the picture of him.  Wit isn't the only thing he's got." 
 
    Michael planted a kiss on her cheek.  "You're right.  Sorry.  Aside from Dick's wit, who else is there?" 
 
    Meg clicked on the next tab.  "Ryan," she said and then giggled.  "He's just really sweet.  He was concerned for you most of all." 
 
    "Okay," Michael said with a tight smile, trying not to laugh again.  "Another one chosen for his personality?" 
 
    Meg scrolled down to his photo.  A bright smile greeted Michael first, then a tight and lean body.  Finally she went low enough to show off the man's disproportionally huge cock. 
 
    "Wow," Michael said, more impressed than anything.  Meg certainly had a type, and he had no idea until now.   
 
    "And then there's one more," Meg said, seemingly flustered by the sight of another big cock.  She clicked on the final tab.  "This is Dylan." 
 
    Dylan was what all men aimed to be.  His hair was perfectly styled, his face sharp and handsome with stubble on his sculpted jaw.  She went down to a picture of his body, and it was muscular - though not overly so.  Of course, like the other two, his dick was huge. 
 
    "Okay.  So these three are the top contenders?" Michael said, letting out a breath that he had held in for a few moments too long.  Seeing their photos still hadn't made it quite real, but it was getting closer. 
 
    Meg nodded beside him.  "They all live within an hour of us.  I checked them out thoroughly and they seem to be normal.  They all have other social media that they gave to me, and they all chatted with me with no problem.  But now I guess the thing is....how do I choose?  Which one would be best?" 
 
    She clicked back and forth between the three men, looking very serious about this decision.  Michael watched her, mesmerized by how her mind worked. 
 
    "What if you didn't have to choose?" he suggested. 
 
    Meg looked at him with wide eyes.  She opened her mouth to respond but didn't seem able to find the words.  She was still holding herself back, still not confident that she was completely worth it. 
 
    "How about this idea?" Michael said, sitting up more and turning towards his wife on the couch so he could fully see her response.  "We find a nice hotel somewhere downtown, and we invite all three of these men over there.  Maybe on a Friday evening?  Let's shoot for next week, even." 
 
    "All three of them at once?" Meg asked, letting out a nervous giggle in response.  "I mean...is that even possible?" 
 
    Michael laughed.  "You'll have to check with your boys.  Let me know what they say.  You'd like that, wouldn't you?  A night of three men worshipping your body?" 
 
    Meg hesitated to answer.  Her face turned a lovely shade of pink.  Slowly, she nodded. 
 
    Michael gave her a slow kiss on the lips.  "We'll figure out all the details then.  Let's make this happen." 
 
    Much to his surprise, Meg smiled at him and gave a nod.  "I'll contact them, then."  She left quickly with her laptop, and Michael watched her with a smile.  He had never seen his wife quite like this, and he was amazed at how quickly she had taken to this idea.  He truly was a lucky man - and a few bulls were about to find out just how lucky he was. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michael looked around the hotel room and smiled.  He couldn't believe that he was here, and that this would be the setting for his ultimate fantasy. 
 
    When the several-weeks-long process had finally come to this, Michael had decided it was best to splurge on his dream.  It wasn't every day that he got to see his gorgeous wife ravaged by several bulls, so he wanted to make sure everything was perfect.  A few hundred dollars towards a hotel room was nothing when it came to one of the most important days of his life. 
 
    He had also given Meg a special gift of several hundred dollars.  He wanted her to feel beautiful today when she welcomed in men she had never seen before.  He wanted them to be speechless at the beauty of the woman they were allowed to enjoy for one night.  Nothing could get her that kind of confidence quite like a new outfit, some sexy lingerie, getting her nails done, and going to the salon for a new cut and styling.  She had told Michael all about it with excitement, and he had smiled and listened to the vision she had put together.  However, he had insisted that the final result remain a surprise, so he could experience the same shock the bulls would feel. 
 
    "Are you ready for me, Michael?" Meg called from the bathroom.    
 
    Michael stood in the bedroom and smoothed down his own clothing.  He knew his wife would be spectacular, but he didn't want to look too slovenly in comparison.  "Come on out, babe." 
 
    The door to the bathroom opened slowly, and Meg's head peeked out first.  She gave him a grin before stepping out into the bedroom.  Michael was immediately struck speechless. 
 
    Meg's normally straight, long hair was done in soft curls now that framed her face and made her look even more angelic.  Her nails sparkled red at her hips.  And while Meg almost always wore conservative clothing that showed off very little skin, tonight she wore a dress with a plunging neckline that showed off her prominent cleavage.  There was a high slit at the leg as well, giving a peek at her long, gorgeous leg. 
 
    "Wow," Michael said when no words would form on his lips.   
 
    "Do I look okay?  It's not too much?" 
 
    "No," Michael said quickly.  "It's not too much.  It's very sexy." 
 
    "It's kind of fun," Meg said, walking towards the full-length mirror on the wall near the bathroom.  "It's like I'm dressing up as someone else." 
 
    Michael smiled.  "This doesn't feel like you?" 
 
    Meg looked at herself in the mirror for a few moments of self reflection.  She turned towards Michael.  "You know, maybe it does.  Like it's a part of me that I never really explored.  The part that society tells you to ignore.  It's kind of exciting." 
 
    Michael grinned.  "I know exactly what you mean," he said.  Of course, he had long since stopped caring about how society would view a man like him, one that was so eager to let his wife stray from his side for a night of sexual pleasure.  Few would ever understand the way his mind worked, and he didn't care.  He was just happy that his beautiful wife accepted him and had even come to indulge him. 
 
    "When will your boys be here, then?" he asked.  He had let her set up all the communication with the bulls they were inviting over. 
 
    Meg giggled and said, "They should be here any time now.  They're actually all meeting up nearby to come up with a game plan for themselves, I think.  They've never done anything quite like this.  They wanted to talk it through in person." 
 
    "Really?" Michael said, surprised at the thought.  "Didn't they already talk it through in your group chat?" 
 
    "Yeah, we got all the major details out of the way.  What was allowed, what wasn't.  But I guess they want to talk together as men to decide what to do to me and how."  Meg sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at Michael with a grin.  "Can you believe that?" 
 
    Michael chuckled and brushed his knuckles against the side of his wife's face, admiring her up close for one last time tonight.  "You're beautiful," he said.  "These are some lucky men." 
 
    Meg took his hand and kissed it.  "I'm a lucky woman," she said.  "Probably the luckiest in the world to get a husband like you." 
 
    Michael placed a careful kiss against her painted red lips and then went to getting his place set up in all of this.  He wanted to be close to the bed so that he could see his wife as she was being pleasured.  He didn't want to be too close as to make it uncomfortable, of course.  He wanted to blend in the with the dark corners of the room so that the bulls didn't focus too much on him.  Of course, with how gorgeous his wife looked tonight, there was little danger in that.  He rearranged the room, pushing aside a bedside table temporarily so he could put a big, comfortable chair in the dimmest corner.  He sat there and got an idea of what his view would be like.  Then, he went to adjust the lighting. 
 
    While Michael got himself set up, Meg was on her phone, eagerly sending messages to the group chat in hopes of getting the message that her boys would be on the way.  She chewed on her bottom lip and waited for the message for one of them to come through. 
 
    We're on our way. 
 
    Meg's heart leapt in her chest.  "They're coming," she said.  She got up from the bed and smoothed out her dress, though she wasn't sure why.  She sent them the room number once again and one final message.   
 
    Hurry.  I'm ready. 
 
    Michael nodded and smiled at her.  He twisted a corkscrew into the bottle of wine he had brought for himself to enjoy along with the show, and then he took it and his wine glass to his seat.  This was where he hoped to be for the rest of the night.  He wanted to interact with the bulls as little as possible.  This wasn't about humiliation for him.  This was about showing off, about seeing others enjoy his perfect, beautiful wife for one spectacular night only to have her disappear forever from their lives and go back to him. 
 
    Michael watched as Meg paced back and forth in the motel room.  Her bare feet made soft sounds against the hardwood floors, and her legs were long and lean and strong as she moved.  Her head swiveled back to the door every time she heard a noise.  Michael was glad to see her take charge of this so easily, as she tended to be shy and unconfident in herself.  She had so much to offer to the world, and he hoped that she saw that after tonight. 
 
    A gentle knock on the door echoed through the room, and Meg turned to Michael with wide, nervous eyes.  He gave her the nod to go answer it, and she disappeared from his sight.  He took a long drink of his wine and listened to the rumble of conversation in the other room.  There were some laughs, mostly nervous in nature, and the four chatted for several minutes as Meg most likely got them all up to speed.  Michael shifted in his chair, trying to make himself more comfortable.  The wine did its job in soothing the butterflies that tickled his stomach. 
 
    Meg returned to the room with three men walking after her.  Michael watched from his corner, hoping his eyes weren't so wide that they noticed.  Meg was petite, and Michael wasn't tall by any means.  So the three men who followed after her looked like they could be on a professional basketball team compared to the couple.  It was something that their photos just couldn't get across, but seeing it in person was something of a shock to Michael.  These truly were alpha males.  Meg had chosen well. 
 
    "That's my husband over there," Meg said.  She brought her hands together in front of her and wrung her fingers.  Her voice was wavering, but Michael knew the tone well.  It was the shake that came when she was excited for something.  She got like this from time to time, when waiting in line for her favorite movie series or before getting ready for a special date.  She was full of nervous energy for what was to come, but she wasn't dreading it at all.  She could barely contain her excitement.  "But don't worry about him.  He's just here to watch.  Um... we've never done this before, obviously.  I mean, I already told you that, didn't I?  But now that you're here, it's so real.  I just don't know how to start." 
 
    She looked back at Michael as though she were searching for the answer, but he had nothing to give to her.  It would be up to these bulls to lead the way.  He just hoped Meg had chosen right. 
 
    "Relax," Ryan said.  The sweet one, Michael noted in his mind.  "We'll take care of this.  We talked through the plan, and we want to make this special for you.  So don't even worry about playing hostess." 
 
    Meg's shoulders seemed to melt as she relaxed.  Michael could see her whole body grow less tense.  He leaned back into his seat as well, happy to see that these men had their minds in the right place.  He didn't want his wife with someone greedy and self-serving in the bedroom.  He wanted her to be treated as the goddess that she was, to be recognized for her beauty, to let her sexuality flourish in a way it never had before.  He was beginning to grow confident that these men would help her with that goal. 
 
    Ryan was silently put in charge - or perhaps they had agreed on him being the one to take control of the night.  He stepped forward and pulled down the shoulders of Meg's dress, letting the light, silky fabric slide down the curves of her body.  Michael gasped as already, she was down to just her lingerie in front of the three hungry men. 
 
    Dick and Dylan went to sit on either side of Meg on the bed, not wanting their towering statures to be intimidating as the events of the night began.  Meg stood surprisingly strong as Ryan stepped forward to stroke her arms, his masculine form threatening to engulf her.  She had been so nervous up to this point.  She had spent hours worrying how it would go and how she would be able to face three men after only ever sleeping with one.  But now that the day had come, she was rock solid and completely in the moment.  Her hands shook from nerves, but it was excitement instead of the anxiety she had feared would overtake her.  She was ready to be taken by pleasure instead. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ryan took a few moments to appreciate her body to the fullest potential he could when it was still covered by a good amount of clothing.  Meg could tell that he wanted to rip it off of her body and be done with it, but luckily, he had some restraint.  She still wasn't used to the idea of having her body on display like this.  She knew that these boys had seen her fully naked in pictures, but up close and personal was something far different.  She was amazed at how well she had held up this far to the idea of being scrutinized. 
 
    "Are you okay?" Ryan asked.  "You're nervous." 
 
    "A little shy," she said after a moment's thought.  It wasn't the nerves.  It was that lack of confidence that Michael could never understand.  Michael was sweet, but he saw her with eyes like no other person had.  To him, she was a perfect goddess.  To herself, she was a mess of flaws that she knew she focused on too closely.  Once again, she reminded herself why she was doing this.  It was time to grow up and grow to love herself. 
 
    "You have no reason to be," Ryan said. 
 
    "Yeah, you're gorgeous," Dylan said.  "We're still wondering how we got this lucky." 
 
    Meg giggled at their words.  "Fine.  Then I'm ready for whatever.  I'm yours for the night." 
 
    Meg already felt like she knew these men somewhat.  They had only been talking over messages for two weeks, but planning out something like this really brought people together.  They had been so open and understanding about what she was comfortable with and what she wanted out of this that she felt no problem in surrendering her body to them. 
 
    Ryan laid a kiss on her head before he unlaced the corset of her bustier.  Meg had spent hours picking out just the right one, and of course it was getting tossed away within five minutes of starting.  She held the fabric against the front of her body as the lacing came loose.  She held it there until she was comfortable enough to let it fall to the floor.  Only her panties were left after that, and she couldn't help but feel a little underdressed surrounded by three fully dressed men. 
 
    Meg sat back on the bed and scooted herself to the middle so she could lay down.  "I think it's your turn, boys," she said, trying to resist the urge to cover her exposed breasts.  If she was going to be naked, though, she wanted the others to lose their clothes as well. 
 
    "That seems fair," Dick said, having a chuckle from beside her.  He had gotten comfortable leaning on his side on the bed, but he was able to get himself back up to lift up his shirt over his head. 
 
    Meg watched the flurry of clothes around her being tossed aside, shirts first, then pants, then anything else left until all three men were wearing only their underwear.  She looked at three different bodies, all appealing in their own way.  Pictures online didn't do them justice, she decided.  These men were far too attractive to be spending a night worshiping her, she thought, but she wasn't about to complain.  She just chewed on her bottom lip and let her eyes wander over the muscles and tan skin that took up her whole field of vision. 
 
    "I think she likes what she sees," Dylan said in his laid-back accent.  He stretched out on the bed beside her, laying on his side so he had a hand free to touch her body.  His palm pressed against her lower stomach before traveling upwards, leaving a trail of goosebumps behind in its wake.  Meg wasn't sure she'd ever grow used to the feel of another man's hands on her.  She couldn't help but feel exactly like a virgin again, only this time she was surrounded by three hungry alpha men.  The thought sent shivers down her spine. 
 
    "I like what I see, too," Dick said, occupying the space on the other side of Meg so that she was surrounded.  His hand went to her inner thigh, making her shake from the contact.   
 
    She looked at him, watching as his head moved lower and lower, anticipating when his lips would make contact.  Finally, after what seemed like far too long, they landed on her rib cage and left feather-soft kisses there, making a loose trail around the curve of her body to the side of her breast.  Just when she was growing mesmerized by that sight, Dylan's hand cupping her other breast drew her attention.  She gasped as his rough palms brushed over her nipple, making it stand up straight and hard and begging for attention.  Dylan had no problem with giving the pink nub the attention it was craving.  He swirled around it with just his fingertip, using the lightest of touches to drive Meg crazy. 
 
    Once again, her attention was pulled elsewhere as Dick's trail of kisses ended up at his final destination.  His lips clamped around her nipple, licking and sucking on it languidly.  She gasped as Dylan did the same, not wanting to be left behind and lose any attention from Meg.  It was already beginning to be too much, but then Ryan got involved as well. 
 
    While Meg was growing overwhelmed with her sensitive nipples being attacked by a pair of mouths, Ryan took advantage of her weakness and opened up her legs.  Losing the ability to think, she opened them eagerly, forgetting any hang-ups she once had about her body as the pleasure took over.  She was released from that tension of not being good enough, and she was able to give in to only the sensations that these men were able to make her feel.  She had no idea how freeing that would be, but she felt amazing about it. 
 
    Ryan's strong hands grabbed at the sides of her panties and pulled them down.  They slid over her legs easily and were soon discarded, leaving Meg completely naked with these men who were little more than strangers.  The thought of it was wild to Meg, who up until this point had lived within the lines.  When she saw three gazes on her, all of them turned on and hungry for her body, though, she felt she had made the right decision.  She had never thought she'd be able to feel this sexy before in all her life. 
 
    As soon as he panties were out of the picture, Ryan was in between her legs, pressing his face against a part of Meg's body she had always thought only Michael would see like this.  Ryan began lapping at her pussy without any hesitation, and she was left calling out into the hotel room.  She was glad that it was as big and open as it was, otherwise she might feel bad for disturbing the neighbors.  As it was now, however, she was able to cry out as loud as she normally did at home.  Ryan's skill was evident from the start.  He knew exactly where to use the tip of his tongue for more control to tease just the right area and when to use the flat part to brush strokes of pleasure over a wider area.  It wasn't necessarily that he was a man of experience - there were probably thousands of men experienced at oral sex - it was that he was a good learner, observant of every little gasp and mewl that came from Meg's throat.  He was able to adapt as he needed to make sure she was always feeling more and more pleasure. 
 
    Meg, of course, had fantasized about what it would be like to have multiple mouths on her all at once.  However, the reality of it was far more dizzying that she could have imagined.  She couldn't figure out where exactly to focus, with both of her nipples being sucked and her pussy being lapped at.  It was a lot of pleasure competing for attention.  Eventually, she let her head drift off to the side until she made eye contact for the first time with Michael since all of this had started. 
 
    Meg gasped at the look in his eyes.  Never before had she seen him look like this, with his eyes so glazed over and his jaw so set in place.  He looked like a different man to the one she had married, and if she were being honest, she liked it.  A thick, purposeful finger entered her pussy, and Meg gasped.  A few strokes in just the right places from Ryan's skillful digit, combined with all the other points of attack on her body, were enough to send her over the edge barreling towards a burst of light.  She came hard, crying out and grabbing onto whatever she could of the men around her - Dick's shoulder and Dylan's long hair.  Luckily, they both laughed at her being grabby. 
 
    As waves of pleasure radiated through her body, the three men covered her body with soft kisses and touches, making her feel like she was riding some kind of ethereal cloud where everything was pleasure.  She floated back gently to the hotel bedroom that she recognized blithely, only to see the familiar shape of Ryan's long, proud dick standing at attention. 
 
    Ryan had stood up at the end of the bed to take off his black boxer briefs, and the look in his eyes showed his intentions even more clearly than his hard dick.  He looked at her with such stormy desire that she actually gasped aloud.  He crawled back into the bed and didn't stop until he was over her completely, engulfing her with his body.  The two men beside her who had been busy tending to her body moved aside just in time. 
 
    Meg looked up at Ryan with wide eyes, amazed at how he could dominate the moment with no problem at all.  He leaned down to kiss her, then attacked her neck with kisses and long licks from his strong tongue.  With that kind of attention, she hardly noticed the way her legs were opening.  Ryan pulled up and looked down at her. 
 
    "Are you ready for me to fuck you in front of your husband?" he said in a low rumble. 
 
    Meg gasped at his crude and direct language.  She had almost forgotten how dirty the situation was that she had gotten herself into.  She looked over at Michael once again, and he had that same focused shine to his gaze.  Ryan took hold of the side of her face and brought her focus back to him.  As he pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance, she nodded.  She needed it. 
 
    Ryan gave her the sweet sensation that she needed.  His cock pressed into her, filling her absolutely full as it inched further inside of her.  She gasped at the feeling.  Never before had she even imagined it was possible to be so full.  She wiggled her hips back and forth just enough on his cock to feel the fullness before she laid back and succumbed to the feeling. 
 
    Ryan, despite being so dominant and aggressive, was kind enough to take it slow.  He must have sensed that she was not used to such a thick cock in any way, so he gave her plenty of time to adjust and get used to the feeling.  He used his mouth to trace trails around her body while he moved his hips only in the slightest.  She eventually had to move her own hips, twisting them around any way she could to get more of that feeling.  He understood the message clearly and lifted himself up to look down at her. 
 
    "I'm gonna start, okay?" he said in his husky voice drenched in arousal.  
 
    Meg didn't even trust her own voice to respond.  She simply nodded and stared up at him.  His body was even more perfect than the pictures had been able to portray, and she couldn't believe this was happening to someone like her.  As resistant as she had been to the idea, she was one hundred percent certain that she was enjoying this even more than her husband was. 
 
    "Does that feel good?" Dick asked, his deep voice a whisper in her ear as he went to nibble on her earlobe.  He kissed at the hinge of her jaw before moving down to kiss at the soft, sensitive skin of her neck.  His scent wasn't one that was strong and spicy as most men's cologne tended to be.  It was something softer and cleaner that was enveloping him, and Meg couldn't get enough of it. 
 
    "Yes," she said, arching her body, desperate for something to do.  The flames of pleasure were building up inside of her once again, like her body had turned into a furnace and these men knew just how to overwhelm it so that the entire thing burst into flames. 
 
    "God, she's tight," Ryan said with a slightly embarrassed chuckle.  The two men around him joined in on his laughter, and Dylan gave him a good smack on the back. 
 
    "Hang in there, man." 
 
    "You don't have to give us any excuses," Dick said.  "We can see how good she is."  At that compliment, he took a handful of her breast and gave it a squeeze. 
 
    Ryan's thrusts slowed for a few moments of intense concentration.  He looked her body over and then locked with her eyes, and it became clear that he couldn't take it any longer.  His hips sprang into action once again, this time pumping faster than ever into her.  She had just gotten used to his size, and now she was being pounded like she'd never experienced before.  She grabbed onto the sheets, desperate for anything to hold onto as Ryan thrust harder and harder until he let out a deep groan. 
 
    Just like she had asked, Ryan came inside of her.  He pulled back and watched as his cock twitched inside of her, unloading every drop of cum that he had been saving for her.  She stroked his chest with desperate hands while she was being pumped full of another man's seed.  She looked over at Michael, wondering what he must have thought of her in that moment.  The version of her from even an hour ago would have felt so dirty and terrible, but now, she felt as though something had been awakened inside of her.  She wasn't normally like this, but for tonight, it was okay.  She could be a cum-hungry slut.  The thought of that was the most freeing moment of her sexual life. 
 
    "Damn," Ryan said, shaking his head like he had just awoken from a spell.  "I wanted to make you cum twice." 
 
    Meg giggled at his lofty goal.  She had never even orgasmed more than once in a single day.  The thought of it intrigued her, though. 
 
    "Don't worry, man," Dick said, sitting up and waiting for Ryan to move aside.  "I'll help her out with that now." 
 
    "Be my guest," Ryan said.  He moved down to the end of the bed to stroke his fingers through his tousled hair and take in deep breaths of air. 
 
    Dick slid over to the middle of the bed and scooped Meg up on his way.  She found herself twisting around until she was laying on her stomach against his hard chest.  She looked down in surprise as her pleasure-soaked mind tried to catch up.  She sat up, straddling his hips until she felt something hard pressing against her ass.  She looked back in surprise and wondered when he had had time to slip off his own underwear in all of this.  She admired his preparedness, though.  She looked back down at him with a shy smile. 
 
    It was one thing to be laying on the bed with three men looking at her.  However, upright again, she somehow felt more vulnerable.  They could see her round ass and her enormous breasts that she had never fully been able to embrace after years spent at school being called names.  However, they looked at her with such intense lust that she knew they wouldn't be making any jokes at her expense.  In fact, they seemed almost mesmerized by her body.  She held herself up a little straighter and grabbed hold of Dick's hands, guiding them up to her body. 
 
    Dick didn't need much more direction than that.  His hands were huge - big enough to envelope Meg's fists completely if he wanted.  They were able to touch such a large area of her skin, and she hissed with approval as they traveled over her belly, up her sides, and over the peaks of her breasts.  Of course, despite being so huge, Dick's hands were no match for her even larger breasts.  He took two handfuls of each breast in his hands, and there was still more to spare.  He kneaded and massaged them, rubbed circles with his thumbs around her nipples, and worshiped them just like how she wanted.  Her breasts were almost as sensitive as her pussy, and so she loved the attention there. 
 
    Dick's hands traveled back down her body, settling next on her wide hips.  He helped to lift her up, and with a little coordination from the both of them, she pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance.  She chewed on her bottom lip, once again wondering if this was going to work out with such a huge cock.  He held onto her waist as she lowed herself onto his cock, however, and inch by inch she was able to take him inside of her. 
 
    By the time she had gotten her hips down to his again, she was already panting and moaning, losing the strength to remain upright.  Just the feeling of being filled with such a huge dick was enough to drive her crazy and almost make her cum again.  She leaned forward and braced herself against his muscular chest.  She opened her eyes and looked up, only to realize for the first time that she had a perfect view of her husband.  Her lips fell open as she panted for air, and she looked at him with lusty eyes.  Michael set his bottle of wine on the table beside him, and then she watched as his hands went to his zipper.  Only she noticed this, of course, but it made her all the more aroused. 
 
    Dick, showing off the patience of a saint that Meg clearly didn't have, waited for her to take control.  While she got used to the feeling of his cock touching every corner of her pussy, Dick continued to stroke at her belly and breasts.  Meg readjusted her legs under her and began to move up and down, slow at first so that the intensity didn't overwhelm her.  She kept her eyes locked with Michael as she used Dick's cock. 
 
    Dick's hands went to her ass and grabbed two big handfuls.  It helped her to get her hips moving faster, and soon, she was riding him hard enough for her breasts to be bouncing.  She grinded against his hard, thick cock, amazed at how rigid it was, and soon, she was riding him with abandon.   
 
    His hands on her ass moved inwards even more, and a finger brushed against Meg's asshole.  Her eyes flew open at the shock of the touch, and she looked down at Dick once more.  He continued to touch her there with just one fingertip as she bounced on his dick, and it was making her move with erratic, shaky movements.  Michael never touched her there, and she had never ventured there touching her body alone.  She had had no idea how pleasurable she would find it, but Dick could see it written across her face judging by his knowing grin.  The more she moved her body up and down, the more he pressed in, and she even found herself angling her body back just to get more of his finger.  Finally, the tip of it penetrated her with every downward movement, sending the pleasure skyrocketing through her.  After just a few short moments of being penetrated in both entrances, she found her body shuddering, just on the verge of orgasm once more.  She moved as fast as she could, wild and unsure of anything else other than the sensations down below. 
 
    Finally, she came with Dick's cock and fingertip inside of her.  She collapsed against his chest, unable to move anymore as the fiery pleasure flowed through her body.  Dick held on tight to her to keep her in place, and his hips continued to thrust into her, this time as fast as he could go.  She called out into the room as the pleasure didn't stop.  Finally, his hips jerked, and he buried his dick deep inside of her to spray the inside of her pussy with his hot cum.  Meg gasped as once again she was left empty when Dick pulled out of her. 
 
    Meg's body was already on the verge of exhaustion.  She laid against Dick's chest, her limbs all sprawled out around her, and together they breathed in deep for air.  She was acutely aware that there was still a man there that she had yet to pay her full attention to, and that she should have been ready for his turn to come next, but she wasn't sure how her body was ever going to be fired up again after turning so close to jelly.   
 
    Just as Meg's breath was evening out once again, Dick wrapped his strong arms around her and turned with her so her body rolled off of him and back onto the bed.  Meg opened her eyes again to look around.  Ryan was watching from the edge of the bed, looking pleased with how exhausted she was.  Dylan was right next to her, looking at her with a normal smile, not at all looking pushy or ravenous, but just as laid back as he had always seemed.  She was relaxed by this, not feeling any pressure to perform. 
 
    "Wow," Dylan said.  "These boys really did a number on you." 
 
    Meg giggled.  Despite her exhaustion, she couldn't have felt any more elated in that moment.  Dick moved aside, and Dylan laid on his side beside her. 
 
    "Damn, you look beautiful like this," he said.  "I feel like I've seen a literal goddess." 
 
    Meg laughed at his exaggerated compliment, but looking at him, she could see that he was being more truthful than not.  She blushed at the feeling. 
 
    Dylan began a soft attack on Meg's tired body, starting at her shoulder and moving across and downward.  His kisses were soft pleas to her body, tiny bits of just the slightest heat that aimed to restoke the flames of her desire.  At first, Meg thought it was hopeless.  She had felt so spent, and she was certain that her body was never going to be able to handle another man, no matter how guilty she felt. 
 
    However, by the time that Dylan had kissed across her breasts, down her belly, and began showering attention on her inner thighs, the soft strokes and touches had begun to add up.  She had never been so thoroughly explored.  Dylan's lips had managed to find all sorts of places that not even her husband's touches have ever ventured.  Meg's hands went down to stroke over Dylan's shoulders, and he moved up just enough to press a firm kiss against her clit. 
 
    Dylan's tongue moved against her clit next, flicking it with just the lightest touch he could manage.  Meg opened her legs more and gasped at the unexpected contact.  She looked down at him, and the moment her gaze collided with his mischievous grin, she knew she was in trouble.  The night wasn't quite over yet. 
 
    "Do you want more?" he asked, moving his tongue up and down over her clit in wondrously slow strokes. 
 
    "Yes," Meg said in a strained moan.  She wasn't sure how he had done it, but that desire was back again, swirling like a storm in her core.  She needed to be filled again, or she felt she might go crazy. 
 
    Dylan quickly understood the desperation in her tone, and so he sat up on all fours and moved quickly to bring their bodies together.  Meg was still too weak and lethargic to do much of anything, and so she laid splayed out while Dylan lifted her enough for their hips to join.  He pressed his cock into her entrance and slid it in with slow care. 
 
    Meg mewled at the feeling.  Dylan moved slow, pulling his cock back out to the tip and then delving all the way back in, taking several seconds for each stroke.  It was like the kisses all over again - tiny bursts of warmth instead of hot flashes of burning passion, and yet somehow they overtook Meg's senses and made the wildfire dance around in her body.  Dylan knew what he was doing to a woman's body, and Meg was glad to be the recipient of it. 
 
    As soon as that slow pace began to increase, Dylan's hands roamed over her body, enjoying the smooth expanse of her belly and grabbing handfuls of her tits.  She bit her bottom lip and looked at him, keeping her eyes locked with his as their bodies moved in perfect sync.  Meg's hips had begun moving all on their own as she grew desperate for more friction.  Dylan understood what that signal meant.  His hips began to move faster, as did his hands. 
 
    Another set of hands joined with Dylan's, and from the corner of her eye, Meg could see that they belonged to Dick.  Not wanting to be left out, Ryan joined in soon as well, and all three men took turns grabbing at her and petting her.  One brave hand ventured down between her legs to rub gentle circles around her clit.  Meg let out a desperate cry that she hadn't realized she was holding in as she felt that pressure inside of her.  Once again, she was about to explode, and the three bulls knew it. 
 
    Dylan's hips were moving at his top speed, and all the hands on her added up to too much sensation for her body to handle.  Meg came hard, her body arching and writhing as those rings of energy pulsated through her body.  Her vision went white over the view of three men staring down at her, doing whatever they could to make her feel this impossible pleasure.  She let out a cry so strangled and wild that she didn't believe it could even come from her.  Just as she began to come down, Dylan's hips jerked and he came inside of her, filling her for the final time that night. 
 
    Meg laid back, feeling sore and used and more satisfied than she had ever felt in her life.  She had never believed her body capable of something like this, and yet, she had done it.  She had orgasmed three times, and she had fucked three different men.  She felt amazing after all of it, like she just wanted to curl up in a warm, happy ball and sleep for the next 24 hours. 
 
    Luckily, the bulls seemed to understand what she needed and didn't push her for anything else.  They all got their clothes back on and said their quiet goodbyes.  There were promises of future messages and future meetings, but then they were gone, and Michael had his wife back all to himself. 
 
    "You were amazing," Michael whispered to her.  He stroked through her hair and she gave him a sleepy smile.  "I'm going to go run a bath and get you cleaned up.  Then, we can sleep as long as you want. 
 
    Meg nodded, excited for the idea.  As much as she wanted to just sleep now, she had to admit she did feel a little sticky after all that.  Just as Michael stood up to make good on his promise, she grabbed at his wrist.  He looked back with a curious furrow to his brows. 
 
    "I love you," Meg said in a warm tone, giving him the brightest smile she could manage. 
 
    Michael almost melted in front of her.  He gave her his usual shy smile and a kiss on the lips.  Then, he got started on pampering her even more, because she deserved it. 
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    After having a bit too much to drink, Katie confesses her darkest secret to her husband Paul - Katie has always fantasized about having sex with his three best friends!

Instead of getting mad, Paul gets creative. He plans a special night out for their first anniversary, and he invites his three college buddies to their hotel room - including Noah, the sexy musician that Katie has always had a crush on. With everything planned out for her, all Katie has to do is give in to her sexual desires. But can she really have sex with her husbands best friends right in front of him? 
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    For all her life, Kaitlyn has lived a sheltered, safe life. And now, on the night of her 30th birthday, she is looking back with horror at how utterly boring her life has been.

Never one to stay down for long, Kaitlyn has decided that it's never to late to change - and so she is going to try something new with her life. With her husband Dan's help, she decides on going to a nearby music festival. She never expected, of course, to see naked women dancing in the open, or the couples and groups making love around the edges of the venue. After a life of being a good girl, Kaitlyn is caught up in this atmosphere, and after meeting a group of nice young men far more experienced than her, she's ready to really take a risk - opening her legs up in public for several strangers, right in front of her husband. What will happen when this good girl turns into a festival slut? 
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