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Author’s Note
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Welcome to the Hotwife Key Party series: a multi-author series from the ACHE group (Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica). It is the first official ACHE collaboration, and I was so excited to get an opportunity to take part!

Each author brought one of their favourite couples along to the party, and I brought Camille and Julian – the couple from my Hotwife-To-Be series. This book begins a year after that series ended, and if you’d like to catch up with their earlier shenanigans, you can find their stories here.

Enjoy the party! I know all the other attendees did...
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Chapter One
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Camille:

“I can’t believe we’ve been married for an entire year now,” Julian said as we climbed out of the car. He’d just taken me out for dinner at the same restaurant where he’d proposed to me, and I was more than ready to get him inside and show him how much I loved being his wife.

“I know,” I replied. “But it’s been one of the happiest years of my life.”

He walked around to my side of the car and pinned me back against it, as he stared down at me with a wolfish grin. “Don’t worry. I will make sure every year is just as good, Camille. Starting with my plans for tonight.”

Surprise shot through me, and I looked up at him with wide eyes. “What plans? I thought we were just going out for dinner.”

Julian’s blue eyes sparkled, but he stayed quiet as he grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the house. No matter how much I pleaded with him to tell me what surprise he had arranged, he wouldn’t answer.

When he guided me into the living room, I stopped short and gasped. Then a rush of heat flooded my body as I realised exactly what my husband had planned for the evening.

Sprawled across the two large couches were Lachlan, Gareth, Michael, and Warren. All four of the men worked with Julian, and Gareth was their boss, and they were all people who Julian had shared me with during our relationship. Although the last time I was intimate with all four men at the same time was exactly a year ago, when Julian had wanted to celebrate our wedding night by watching me being used by all four of his friends.

“Hi,” I said, suddenly feeling nervous despite the arousal currently coursing through my veins.

They turned to look at me with big grins on their faces. “Happy anniversary!” they all shouted at the same time, and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“Thank you!” I replied. “Is this some kind of party?”

Gareth’s grin widened. “I think you know exactly what kind of party Julian has arranged for you, don’t you?” He winked at me, and I felt a flutter of excitement between my thighs.

Julian wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me over to where everyone was sitting. Michael reached out quickly to grab my hand and pull me into his lap. I landed there with a thud, causing Michael to grunt for a moment before he started laughing.

“You don’t mind if we all want to celebrate your anniversary with you, do you, Camille?” he asked, his voice coming out as a low growl as he placed a hand on my knee and slid it up my thigh.

I let out a soft moan, my thighs instinctively melting apart to welcome his touch. After a quick glance towards Julian and seeing his nod of encouragement, I turned my attention back to Michael and flashed him a playful smile.

“I suppose I would be okay with that. Did you bring us any gifts?”

Michael laughed. “No, we only brought gifts for you, Camille. Not for Julian. What do you think of this one?”

He grabbed my hand and guided it towards his crotch until my palm was pressed firmly against his cock through his pants. I whimpered and wrapped my fingers gently around his shaft, feeling his flesh pulse in response to my touch.

“I think this feels like a perfect gift,” I answered, my face flushing as I grew breathless with arousal.

Lachlan, who was sitting on the couch beside Michael, moved closer and reached up to tangle his hand in my long, dark brown locks. As he pulled my mouth to his, I let out a long moan while surrendering to his deep kiss. At the same time, I massaged Michael’s cock through his pants, feeling him grow bigger and harder. My pussy flooded with heat in response to all the unexpected attention.

I heard footsteps behind me just moments before a pair of hands settled lightly on my shoulders; but when I tried to turn to see who it was, Lachlan tightened his grip on my hair to keep my lips against his. When the hands on my shoulders slipped down my front to cup my breasts, I moaned into Lachlan’s mouth.

“Enjoy your surprise, babe,” Julian said, and it sounded as if his voice was coming from the other side of the room. “I’ve missed watching you get all this attention from my friends, so I know I’m going to enjoy this a lot.”

Lachlan released his hold on my hair and broke the kiss, leaving me free to look behind to see who was currently teasing my nipples into stiff little peaks. Warren was standing there, grinning down at me before pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. I leaned back against him, and when Michael’s hand moved even higher up my thigh, I couldn’t help but gasp as his fingertips brushed against the gusset of my panties.

“Oh, I definitely think I’m going to enjoy this,” I said to Julian, my words rushing out on a moan.

The sound caused all our guests to chuckle softly, which only served to make me feel more excited than ever. I looked over and saw that Lachlan was already unbuttoning his shirt, revealing the muscular torso beneath. His chest heaved with each slow breath he took, making his pecs flex beautifully.

My eyes wandered further downwards, taking in the bulge of his hard-on poking against his jeans. Lachlan was Julian’s best friend, and they had known one another even before they started working together. He was one of the very first people Julian had ever shared me with, and I would be lying if I said there wasn’t a special bond between us.

I leaned forward slightly, still enjoying Warren’s and Michael’s touches while I ran my hand over Lachlan’s exposed chest. I traced circles along his pectoral muscles before sliding my palm across his flat stomach.

As I worked my way lower, I felt his hips shift, giving me access to the zipper of his fly. I pushed it open slowly, letting my fingers slip inside his boxers and wrap themselves around his thick shaft. It twitched and jumped in reaction to my touch, eliciting a low groan from Lachlan’s throat.

The sound of another zipper opening brought my attention back to Michael, and when his cock was free, I gently wrapped my hand around his shaft, too. I stroked them both slowly, enjoying the feel of their hard rods pulsing rhythmically in my hands.

Warren stepped back from his position at my back and moved to stand beside me. When he unfastened his pants to pull out his cock, I let out a soft moan. It was at the perfect height for me to lean over and take his hard meat into my mouth. But before I did so, I glanced over quickly at the two remaining men in the room, Gareth and Julian, wanting to make sure they were at least enjoying the show if they weren’t planning to join in yet. Both men were stroking their cocks while they watched me.

“Go ahead and suck his dick, baby,” Gareth commanded in a confident tone that made me eager to obey.

I held his gaze for as long as I could as I leaned towards, enjoying the dark and hungry look in Gareth’s eyes. But when I slid my lips down over Warren’s cock, his body blocked my view of everything else, and I focused on sucking and stroking my lips up and down his shaft in a way that soon had him moaning.

“That’s a good girl,” Julian growled. “Show my friends how much you love their attention.”

Warren tangled his fingers in my hair and began to slowly pump his hips, gently fucking my mouth and pushing deeper with each thrust until I was gagging on the head. That didn’t slow him down, though. Instead, he eased himself further down my throat with each forward motion of his hips, until I was taking every single inch of his thick cock.

At the same time, I was still stroking Michael and Lachlan’s cocks, and my hands were quickly growing slick with their precum. All three men were moaning, and the sounds of their pleasure were driving me wild. There was a fire burning between my thighs that was making it impossible not to squirm in Michael’s lap.

“Look at her,” Julian said, presumably to Gareth. “Doesn’t she make the perfect little fucktoy?”

Gareth mumbled something in agreement, although I couldn’t make out his exact words. The praise sent a wave of heat flooding through my veins, and I suddenly grew even more eager to please the three men around me.

Except then Warren stepped back, pulling his cock from between my lips to leave me whimpering quite pathetically. But he grabbed my hand and pulled me up to my feet. “Come on, Camille,” he said in a deep raspy voice that sent a shiver down my spine. “You are wearing far too many clothes right now, and I think we need to fix that.”

I whimpered and nodded my head as Warren leaned down to grab the hem of my dress and pull it off over my head. As soon as it was off, Michael was unfastening the clasp on my bra while Lachlan was pulling down my panties. Within seconds, I was completely naked, with three sets of hands roaming over my body, caressing my breasts and thighs, with one hand slipping between my legs to cup my mound.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, writhing as I tried to press myself against each of their hands. My body ached for their attention, and I couldn’t seem to get enough.

The hand between my thighs brushed against my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure coursing through my entire body; but then it was gone again.

“On your knees now, beautiful,” Michael said, his lips close to my ear. “We all want a chance to use that pretty little mouth of yours.”

Both excitement and disappointment moved through me. If I was on my knees, and they were standing over me, there was no way they would be able to give my pussy the attention it craved. But then, I also loved sucking and worshipping their cocks so much that there was no way I’d give up an opportunity like this.

So I slowly lowered down onto my knees in front of them, staring intently into their eyes one by one as I took hold of Lachlan’s and Warren’s cocks as they stood either side of me. Michael was standing directly in front of me, and I held his gaze as I leaned forward to slide my lips down over his rigid pole.

It was thick and throbbing, forcing me to stretch my lips wide around him. Michael groaned loudly, his big hand cupping the back of my head, holding me firmly as he began to thrust his hips. The taste of his pre-cum mixed with his natural musk was almost overpowering, filling my mouth and tickling my nose.

My tongue swirled around his shaft, tasting his essence before sliding along the underside of his length to tease his balls while I held the full length of him in my throat. Michael’s breathing grew heavier, and he pushed harder and faster into my mouth, burying himself completely inside of me with every thrust. I sucked hard on him, swirling my tongue over his sensitive skin and drawing out loud moans of pleasure.

Then he suddenly pulled out, leaving me gasping for air while he used his hand on my head to direct me towards Lachlan, who was still waiting patiently to use my mouth after the other two had both had a turn. I opened my mouth eagerly and took his hard cock between my lips, sucking hungrily while he thrust hard and deep.

Suddenly, I felt a hard body pressed up against my back as someone crouched behind me. Then two large hands moved around to my front, one cupping a breast while the other slid down between my thighs to tease my folds apart. Two fingers sank deep inside my aching core, making me moan loudly around Lachlan’s cock.

“I had a feeling your poor little cunt was feeling neglected and wanted some attention,” Gareth growled softly into my ear from his position behind me. “And I wasn’t wrong, was I?”

I did my best to shake my head while still continuing to suck Lachlan’s rock hard dick. No, Gareth wasn’t at all wrong. To show him just how right he’d been, I began moving my hips to work myself against his thick digits, fucking myself on them as hard and fast as I could in my kneeling position.

“Mmmm,” Gareth moaned. “I think she might be ready to be fucked, gentlemen.”

I let out another loud moan around Lachlan’s cock before sliding my lips off him, panting hard. “Oh god, I am so ready,” I whimpered, leaning back against Gareth’s solid chest while he pumped his fingers rapidly in and out of my slick channel.

It felt so damn good that I was close to cumming already, and I could feel my inner walls tightening around the thick digits as my body prepared for its release.

But then his fingers were gone again, and I let out a frustrated groan.

Gareth chuckled. “Don’t worry, baby. You’ll get to cum soon. But not until one of us has got our dick buried deep inside your tight, hot little cunt.”
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Chapter Two
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Julian:

The moan that emerged from Camille as Gareth told her she’d have to wait until she had a cock inside her before she could cum was enough to make my dick throb painfully in my grasp. It always turned me on so fucking much whenever I watched my wife with my friends, and it seemed to be that the more men who were using her, the hotter I found it.

Gareth wrapped an arm around Camille and helped lower her to her back on the floor, where she laid panting hard, with her legs spread wide. I could see the wetness of her excitement glistening on the smooth, hairless skin between her thighs, and I knew she was definitely ready to take each and every one of my friends.

All eyes were on her while my friends quickly took off their clothes, leaving everything discarded on the floor in messy piles.

“Who’s going first?” I asked, eager for the proper show to get started.

“I will,” Michael answered quickly, grinning widely over at me. Then he looked down at Camille. “Is that okay with you, beautiful?”

Camille nodded her head vigorously enough to make her perky tits bounce, even as her hardened nipple pointed up towards the ceiling. She looked so fucking mouth-watering that for a moment I wanted to go over and push my friends out of the way so I could bury myself deep in the wet heat of her pussy. But I took a deep breath and settled myself. I would get my turn later.

“Please fuck me, Michael,” Camille groaned as she slipped a hand down between her thighs to rub at her needy little cunt.

As I watched, Michael got down onto his knees between her thighs while gripping the base of his cock in his hand. Without wasting any time, he lined up the head of his cock and thrust his hips forward, filling her with one movement. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her face as her mouth parted on a loud moan and her eyelids fluttered closed.

Camille wrapped her arms and legs around him, pulling his naked body closer against her while he slammed his dick inside her over and over again. Their sounds of pleasure filled the room while everyone watched them. My cock was throbbing hard as I stroked it, and I was vaguely aware that my other friends were all jerking off to the sight of my wife getting railed hard in the middle of the room.

“God, you feel so fucking good, Camille,” Michael grunted as he pumped his hips even faster, slamming his cock deep with each hard thrust.

Every time he plunged into her tight cunt, Camille moaned loudly, which only made the rest of us jerk harder. The sound of flesh slapping together echoed through the house like thunder, and the air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex. As we continued to watch, our hands kept moving rapidly, and I knew if I didn’t get control of myself soon, I’d end up shooting my load before I even got close to Camille.

“I want a bit of attention too, baby,” Gareth said, as he got on his knees by her head. “I haven’t had my dick sucked yet, like the others have. Perhaps you could help me with that?”

He flashed a wicked grin at Camille, who obediently opened her mouth and tilted her head back at the perfect angle so Michael could slide his cock into that eager hole. I couldn’t help but moan while I watched. Her body rocked back and forth on the floor between the two men, her tits bouncing with the force of their movements.

“Good girl, Camille,” I groaned. “Be a good little slut for my friends.”

My words coaxed another moan from my wife, but the sound came out muffled as she sucked greedily on Gareth’s rod. He leaned forward slightly, reaching over her to fondle her breasts, pinching a hard nipple between his thumb and forefinger to make her cry out around his hard meat. His balls slapped against her face as he fucked her throat, making her gag occasionally.

With a groan, I reluctantly let go of my cock. I was getting far too close, and I wanted to wait before giving into the temptation to cum.

But it didn’t seem like Camille was fighting that same temptation. I could see her muscles tightening as she approached her climax, and then her muffled screams filled the air while her body shuddered with pleasure. Michael groaned, and his face scrunched up as he tried to keep control of himself while Camille’s tight cunt squeezed around his cock.

As soon as her orgasm had faded, Michael pulled out of Camille and Warren quickly took his place between her spread thighs.

“Now it’s my turn, Camille,” he grunted as he got into position. He teased the head of his cock along her dripping slit and let out a moan. “Fuck, you are so damn wet.”

I leaned forward in my seat, placing my elbows on my knees as I watched intently. When Warren thrust into her willing body, Camille’s back arched up off the floor and I was almost certain that if I could understand her muffled words that I would have heard her calling out to a deity.

Gareth pulled out of her mouth, letting Camille catch her breath, but within seconds, Warren’s mouth was on hers as he devoured her lips with a deep kiss. He pumped his hips rapidly, and I could already see my wife’s body tremble with another impending orgasm.

Her cries filled the room, echoing off the walls until they blended together with the moans and grunts of the men jerking off all around her. And when her second climax hit her, her whole body went rigid, and her toes curled as she cried out. Then, just as suddenly as it started, she collapsed limp onto the floor beneath my friend, gasping for breath.

Warren pulled out of her, and Camille gasped. “But you didn’t cum,” she protested. “And neither did Michael. I want to make you both cum.”

Michael grinned down at her, his hard and wet cock in his hand. “Don’t worry, baby, you are going to make us all cum soon. But first, we all want to take a turn fucking you until you cum. All you have to do is lay back and enjoy it.”

Before Michael had even finished speaking, Lachlan was already on his knees between her thighs and sliding deep inside her.

My heart was pounding hard in my chest, and my palms were slick with sweat as adrenaline coursed through my veins. There was something so fucking intoxicating about watching my usually shy and quiet wife take one cock after another. When my friends were around, it was as though she was possessed by some kind of demon. A cock-obsessed demon.

“Harder!” she cried out, as my best friend pounded deep into her cunt over and over again.

Camille’s legs were hooked around his waist, and her toes were curling once more. My wife was insatiable, and luckily for all of us, she could cum over and over again with little difficulty.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, the final word cracking as another orgasm rolled over her. She wrapped her arms tightly around Lachlan’s neck as he continued to fuck her through the pleasure, using his free arm to pinch her nipples roughly.

When she was finished, he pulled out of her, both of them breathing hard. Gareth moved towards her, and I thought he was going to settle between her thighs, but instead, he gently gripped her arm and helped her get up onto her knees. She was trembling and panting, but she opened her mouth, ready to continue pleasuring my friends.

Fuck, I didn’t think I’d ever been so proud of her.

All four of my friends stood around her, positioning themselves so I could still see my wife on her knees. It seemed they had no intention of using her mouth again, and they stroked their dicks rapidly as they stood over her.

I leaned back in my chair, grinning as I watched and took hold of my own hard rod once again. It looked like they were about to decorate her face with their cum, and I couldn’t wait to see it.

“Oh god,” Camille moaned. “Please. I want your cum. I need all of it.”

My wife really could be the most delicious little slut whenever she became overwhelmed with excitement. Her voice was low and husky, and every time she spoke, her eyes fluttered open briefly before closing again, leaving me to imagine what else was going on behind those lids.

The first shot of cum sprayed across her face, and I didn’t even bother to look to see who it had come from. I only stared at Camille’s beautiful face as it was painted with thick white streaks, each strand running down her cheeks and chin.

The next load quickly followed, splashing against her forehead and nose. By then, she had fallen silent except for her soft whimpers. The third man erupted quickly, spraying his hot seed right on top of the others, covering her entire face.

By the fourth spurt, there was hardly any space left on her face. Instead, the creamy mess ran down her cheeks and dripped onto her collarbone and breasts. Even her hair was covered in sticky strands.

She didn’t seem bothered by the cum smeared all over her, however, and she squirmed on her knees as she gratefully accepted every drop she received.

When my four friends were finished, Camille licked her lips and gathered as much of the creamy substance as she could on her tongue before swallowing it down. At the same time, Lachlan picked up his discarded shirt and used it to clean around her eyes so she could open them again.

As soon as she opened her eyes, they fixed on me, and a shy smile spread across her lips.

“Come over here, babe,” I told her. “I’ve got one more load for you.”

Without hesitation, Camille got onto her hands and knees to crawl across the floor to me. All the other men collapsed back onto the couches to watch.

Camille had barely reached me before she was sliding her lips down onto my cock, suddenly surrounding my hard shaft with the wetness of her mouth. I groaned loudly when she took me deeper into her throat, sending shivers throughout my body.

Her head bobbed as she sucked me off, keeping her eyes lifted to mine. Her long lashes swept over her cheeks, giving her a sexy, sultry appearance that made my dick twitch in her warm mouth.

I gripped her long, dark hair in my fist and began pumping harder into her eager mouth. As she slurped eagerly on my throbbing erection, I felt myself building toward an impending climax far too quickly.

Just as I was about to warn her, my balls tightened and I exploded inside her mouth, shooting ropes of semen straight down her throat. I gasped sharply, unable to control the intensity of the pleasure coursing through my veins.

Once my orgasm subsided, I slid out of her mouth and pulled her into my lap.

“I’ll go get a wet cloth,” Gareth said as he got up from the couch and walked out of the room.

I grinned at Camille. “Have I ever told you how beautiful you are when you’re covered in my friend’s cum?”

She giggled and shook her head, causing several drops of semen to splatter down onto her breasts. “No, I don’t think you have, my love,” she answered sweetly.

“Hmmm, maybe I’ll have to make sure it happens more often, just so I’ll have more opportunities to tell you that.”

“Well, we’re happy to help out with that whenever you want,” Lachlan said quickly, a playful grin on his lips. “Right, guys?”

Warren and Michael agreed, and we all laughed.

Gareth appeared again with a wet cloth, and while I held Camille in my lap, he tenderly cleaned away the cum that was coating her face. It was almost a disappointment to see it gone, but I doubted it was comfortable for Camille to be covered in it for long.

When Gareth sat back down on the couch beside me, he turned to look at Camille and me with a grin on his face. “Actually, we do all have a very special anniversary gift to give you,” he said, before reaching down and picking up his pants up from the floor and digging an envelope out of his pocket.

I wanted to protest that they didn’t need to get us any gifts, but curiosity got the better of me as he handed us the envelope. I took it from him and began opening it.

“Thank you,” Camille said, her sweet voice sounding sincere. “But we really didn’t need anything else. Just time with you guys is more than enough.”

“This is special, though,” Lachlan replied. “A once in a lifetime opportunity really, and we think you’ll both enjoy it very much.”

While I listened to them, I pulled out the contents of the envelope. It looked like a wedding invitation, with words engraved on the gold card. I held it out so Camille and I could read it together.

You are cordially invited to our annual summer hotwife party

RSVP

W & J

Camille let out a small gasp. “A hotwife party?” she asked, her voice full of curiosity. “That sounds exciting and scary all at the same time!”

I chuckled. It was typical of Camille to find something scary that most other people might think was fun. Although I imagined it was more because she was so shy around people she didn’t know well.

I turned the gold card over to look at the back, hoping to find more information, but there was simply a web address.

“Where is the party held?” I asked. “There isn’t even an address on it?”

Warren’s grin grew wider. “It’s in America. In Malibu, I believe. But the web address on the back will give you all the details. And I think there is a questionnaire to fill in about your likes and dislikes. It’s important you do that.”

I was about to protest that flights to America would be expensive, but Gareth held up his hands to stop me. “Don’t worry about the cost of it, Julian. It’s an all expenses paid trip, so it won’t cost either of you a thing.”

“Wait,” Camille interrupted. “If we have to fill in a questionnaire about the kinds of things we like, does that mean it’s some kind of sex party?” The words came out on a whisper, but her cheeks looked flushed with excitement.

“I think so,” Michael answered. “But it’s only for people who are part of the hotwife lifestyle, which was why I thought of you two when I first saw something about this party online.”

“Oh,” was Camille’s only reply.

“Who are W and J?” I asked.

“Nobody knows much about them, to be honest,” Gareth replied. “Apparently they are well-known actors, so they keep their identity secret at these parties. But I’ve heard they used to belong to a secret sex society, and now they like to hold their own private parties, like this one.”

I grinned widely as I thought it over. An exclusive sex party that was being held by celebrities? Fuck, yes. I was on board. And even though the idea would make Camille nervous, I knew her well enough to understand there was a part of her that was intrigued and excited by the idea.

“This is amazing!” I said. “Thank you so much, guys. I never expected a gift like this!”

“Yes,” Camille agreed, her voice breathless enough to make me think my suspicions about her had been correct. “It does sound amazing. And I’ve never been to the States before, so I can’t wait!”

“But we’ll want to hear all about it when you get back,” Gavin said while flashing my wife a teasing grin. “If you get fucked by a bunch of American dudes, we want to hear about our competition.”

Camille giggled, and an adorable blush spread across her face. “There could never be any competition for you guys. You know how much we love you all. Besides, I probably won’t even join in.”

I smiled inwardly to myself, knowing that she would have the time of her life with a bunch of American guys if I had my way.
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Chapter Three
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Camille:

Two weeks later, I looked around the plane as I sat down, letting out a long breath. Flights had always made me a little nervous, but I was usually fine once we had taken off. The flight attendants gave their usual talk about emergency exits and oxygen masks, while I tried to pay attention.

But the truth was that I was too worked up about the upcoming party to focus properly. I couldn’t decide if I felt nervous or excited about the whole thing. It wasn’t so much the thought of having sex with a stranger that worried me. After all, when Julian had first shared me, it had been at a glory hole, and I’d had no idea who was behind the partition. As it turned out, I’d later found out it was Warren and Michael, but it had still been exhilarating to do something like that when I’d been in the dark about whose cock I was pleasuring.

No, my concern was whether or not other people would be watching me with the stranger. I wasn’t much of an exhibitionist, and I wasn’t sure if it was going to be some kind of huge orgy or if the sex would happen somewhere a little more private. Hopefully, it would be the latter. Although, on second thoughts, I wouldn’t be against watching some other people having fun. That idea sent a little rush of heat down to my centre.

Luckily, the takeoff was smooth, and my thoughts had kept me preoccupied, anyway.

Julian gave my hand a squeeze and leaned across the armrest to whisper in my ear. “A penny for your thoughts, Camille.”

I felt my face grow hot, as at that moment, I’d been imagining myself laid on a luxurious bed while being spoiled with orgasms by some hung guy with a sexy American accent. Julian laughed and shook his head.

“That good, huh? Now I definitely want to hear about your thoughts. I might even be willing to pay more than just a penny for them, too.”

He flashed me a wicked grin that soon had me squirming in my seat.

“I was just wondering what the party was going to be like. You know, if things would be happening in public or not.” It wasn’t exactly a lie. I had been thinking about that a while ago.

Julian chuckled and gave me a look that told me he didn’t believe it for a second, but luckily, he didn’t call me out on it. “I’m sure nobody will try to make you do anything that you don’t want, babe. If anything makes you feel uncomfortable, just tell me and I’ll step in and put a stop to it, okay?”

I smiled, feeling a warmth radiating in my chest for my husband. No matter what kinky things we were doing, I knew I could always count on him to look out for me. That was the biggest reason I’d felt so safe to explore my desires when we first started talking about him sharing me with other men.

“Okay,” I replied, giving his hand a firm squeeze. “Thank you.”

Julian opened his mouth to say something, but we were interrupted by one of the flight attendants with a trolley of drinks and snacks.

“Can I get you two anything?” she asked with a wide smile.

“Sure,” Julian replied. “Can we get a couple of bottles of water, please?”

“Of course!” she answered, as she handed us two bottles of water and a couple of glasses. “Please do let me know if you need anything else.”

I took my drink from Julian and waited a moment for the woman to move along to the people sitting in front of us before I began speaking again.

“So what kind of things were you asked on the questionnaire you had to fill in for this?” I asked.

Julian had insisted on taking care of all the arrangements for me, including answering all the questions about our likes and dislikes. I knew he did that because he loved to surprise me, but the curiosity had been driving me crazy for the last couple of weeks.

He leaned towards me again, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “I told them you are an insatiable little slut who can’t ever seem to get enough cock. Does that sound right to you, my love?”

I giggled and felt my face burn up once more. “You didn’t really, did you?” I asked, unsure how I’d feel if he had actually put that.

He pulled back and winked at me. “Stop worrying, babe. I promise that you will have an amazing time. And I will be with you the whole time to make sure everything goes according to plan. So just relax and know that the next few days are going to be mind-blowing.”

I let out a sigh and tried to hold back a grin. “Fine,” I mumbled. “But if I don’t have a crazy amount of orgasms while we are there, I will be holding you personally responsible.”

He laughed before taking a glance around at everyone in their seats nearby. “Why bother waiting until we get there? We could always start now.”

“Are you crazy?” I asked, trying to keep my screeching as quiet as possible so nobody else would hear me.

“Oh no. I don’t think there’s anything crazy about wanting to make you cum. And it will help you relax a little, right?”

I laughed softly. “How is worrying that other people will see or hear us supposed to be relaxing?”

“No, Camille. You’ve got it all wrong. That’s supposed to be the exciting part. Then when I’ve made you cum hard, you’ll be relaxed and sleepy. See, I’m not crazy at all.”

Julian grinned at me as he leaned forward slightly in his chair and pulled off the light jacket he’d been wearing, then he draped it over my lap. He turned to look at me, and given that I was sitting beside the window, his broad physique gave us a little privacy. And luckily, the seat beside him was empty. Of course, that wouldn’t stop anybody from hearing us, though.

He slipped his hand under the jacket on my lap, grasping my skirt and pulling it upwards until his fingertips were brushing against my bare thighs. I bit my lip, trying to stop the little whimper that wanted to escape.

“Open up for me, babe,” he whispered. “I want to feel how wet you are at the thought of being made to cum on a plane with several other people close by.”

I bit my lower lip even harder as I worked to stop any needy little noises coming out of me, but I obeyed Julian without hesitation. It was just instinct to do as he said, especially when his words were sending a fire of longing coursing through my veins.

So I spread my legs slightly, checking briefly that Julian’s jacket was still keeping me modest to anybody who might glance in our direction.

“Good girl,” he breathed, his fingers tracing higher up my thigh until they were brushing against my wet panties. A soft grunt escaped him when he felt how damp the fabric was that covered my mound.

“Just like that, babe,” he encouraged me, leaning down closer to whisper into my ear. His warm breath sent shivers racing across my skin, making me tremble inside as he spoke. “Give yourself to me and let me make you feel good.”

His fingers pressed firmly against my clit for a few seconds, sending a swift jolt of pleasure through my body. My breathing quickened, and my eyes fluttered closed as I struggled to stay silent. But despite my best efforts, a small moan slipped free, and I heard Julian chuckle softly.

“Shhh. Just focus on how good it feels when I touch your pussy, Camille.”

My cheeks burned red as I wondered if anybody might have heard me, but I kept myself open and allowed Julian to continue touching me. The way he was teasing me almost seemed cruel—knowing full well that I couldn’t possibly resist letting him take control of my body like this.

After a few more moments, Julian pulled his fingers away from the swollen and sensitive bud, and instead tugged my panties to the side. He pushed two of his fingers deep inside me, and I had to hold back a gasp as I felt the sudden intrusion.

“That’s it, baby,” he whispered huskily. “Let go. Let me make you feel good.”

It took every ounce of willpower I possessed to remain quiet, but I managed it somehow. Instead, I focused on what Julian was doing between my legs. As he slowly moved his fingers in and out of my slick pussy, I squirmed in my seat, eager to feel his thick fingers stretching my insides.

I gritted my teeth together as he pushed the fingers deeper inside me, thrusting them both in and out of my cunt with increasing speed. My hands gripped the armrests tightly while I fought to maintain my silence. I didn’t want anyone to know what Julian was doing to me, yet I desperately craved his touch.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he groaned quietly. “And I know you’re going to cum for me soon, aren’t you, Camille?”

“Yes...” I gasped as quietly as I could. “Please!”

I glanced around again, but most people around us were either asleep or watching a movie, too engrossed to pay us any attention. So I relaxed back in my chair, closing my eyes as I focused on the heat that was building between my thighs with each thrust of his thick digits.

A low growl rumbled from Julian’s throat as he watched me writhe beside him. I tried to keep the movements small in my reluctance to draw attention to us, but it was impossible to keep completely still. I was getting so close to the edge already, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I would be lost to another intense wave of bliss.

“Cum for me, babe,” he urged me, his voice rough as he continued thrusting those fingers deeper and faster within my tight channel. “Show me how much you love having my fingers buried deep inside your sweet pussy.”

The dirty talk was exactly what I needed right then, and it sent me over the edge. My hips bucked forward as I came hard, clamping my lips tightly shut as I did so in my attempt to remain silent. I squeezed my thighs shut around his hand, desperate to prevent him from taking away the incredible sensations shooting through my body.

When the pleasure faded, my body went limp, and I had to work hard to control my breathing so nobody close by would be able to hear me panting hard.

“Oh god,” I whimpered. “That was amazing.”

Julian grinned at me as he slipped his fingers out of my pussy, wiping them against my inner thigh to leave a trail of my own wetness.

“Good. And you certainly look a lot more relaxed now.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. My eyelids kept trying to close and my limbs were growing heavy. “You’re right,” I agreed. “Maybe I will just have a little nap. It will help to pass the time.”

“Good girl,” he whispered as he pressed a gentle kiss against my forehead.

I leaned my head against his shoulder and let my eyes drift closed, relaxing even more as I dozed off beside him.
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I had no idea how long I’d been asleep for, but judging by the ache in my neck, it had been a while. Julian was reading beside me, and placed his book down in his lap when he realised I was awake.

“Have a nice sleep, my love?” he asked.

My only response was a small grunt as I stretched my arms over my head and moved my head side to side, trying to ease the tension in my neck. He chuckled and leaned over to kiss my cheek.

At that moment, I noticed a brunette woman standing in the aisle, talking to the people seated in the row in front of us. When I heard the woman mention a party in Los Angeles, my ears perked up and I gently nudged Julian with my elbow to let him know he should listen, too.

“I’m sorry,” the brunette lady said. “My name is Harriet. I’m with my husband, Luke. We’re going to a party too, so I just wondered if it might be the same one.”

Both of the men sitting in that row began talking at once.

“That’s quite unlikely,” said one of them.

“We’re going to an exclusive thing,” the other guy said. “At Casa Del something or other.”

I felt my eyes grow wide, and I glanced over at Julian to see if he’d heard. Judging by the surprised expression on his face, he had. The people sat in front of us were going to the same party!

“Casa Del Grande Toro?” said another man as he stepped up alongside Harriet. “I’m Luke, Harriet’s husband. What a coincidence. That’s where we’re going. You got an invitation too, so you must be-”

I listened intently. Were these two other women hotwives also? I’d never met anybody else who did the same kinds of things that Julian and I did, and I had to admit I was intrigued.

The woman in the row in front of us cleared her throat, apparently to cut Luke off before he could say anymore. “I’m going to stretch my legs and get another drink,” she announced.

“You only just sat down,” said the dark-haired man seated in front of us. The only part of them I could see over the seats were the tops of their heads, so the colour of their hair was the only way I could differentiate between the two men. The woman seated between them had brown hair also, but I wished I could see more of her. It was intriguing to meet another hotwife.

“I didn’t get myself a drink,” the woman replied. “I was just getting a coffee to wake you up, but now, seeing you drink yours has made me thirsty.”

“I’ll come with you,” said the other man. “Luke, Harriet, would you like to come too? I’ll get us a round of drinks and you can tell us about your plans for the party.”

The two couples continued talking, but I zoned out a little as I discretely watched the woman standing in the aisle. Harriet, she’d said her name was. She looked to be roughly the same height as I was, with long dark hair as well. Whoever said blondes had more fun was obviously wrong, considering the fact that all three of us hotwives were brunettes, and I knew I certainly got to have more than my fair share of fun. It was only right to assume the other two women did as well.

After a few more moments, Harriet and Luke disappeared down the aisle, leaving the dark-haired man sitting alone in front of us. Julian leaned forward, his mouth open, ready to speak, when I placed a hand on his arm and shook my head vigorously. I wasn’t ready yet to have a discussion about why we were all going to a sex party run by some secret society or whatever. It was still all too weird for me to really understand it myself.

“Don’t,” I whispered in Julian’s ear. “There will be plenty of time at the party to meet people and get to know them.”

He snickered quietly. “Okay, fine.” Then Julian went quiet for a moment before adding, “I wonder how well you’ll get to know any of those guys.” He grinned wickedly at me, and I gave his arm a gentle shove.

“Stop it,” I said, giggling softly. “I don’t want to think about that right now.”

I settled back in my seat, looking out the window. That tall blond guy from the row in front had looked good when I’d seen him stand up and walk away, and I was pretty sure I’d seen him somewhere before, although I couldn’t work out where from. But I had no idea how many other men would be there or who I would be getting intimate with, if anybody, so there was no point thinking too deeply about anything. I was just going to relax and enjoy it.

Julian squeezed my hand, and when I looked back at him, he smiled widely. It seemed he was just as excited about everything as I was.
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Chapter Four
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Julian:

We’d arrived in Malibu two days ago, and we’d spent most of our time either sightseeing or enjoying the pool and spa at the hotel where we were staying. After all, it was an all expenses paid trip, so we would be foolish not to make the most of the amenities.

Plus, Camille and I had spent a fair amount of time in the big luxurious hotel bed, touching and fucking, while talking about what might happen at the party. The anticipation seemed to be getting to my wife, and she had been even more insatiable than normal since we’d arrived. It was a shame I didn’t have Lachlan and all the other guys here with me to help keep her satisfied. But in a couple of hours, we would be at the party and she would be able to have plenty of fun.

A grin spread across my face as I thought about what was going to be in store for her tonight. I’d filled in the questionnaire by myself on purpose, so I could use it to set up something I thought she’d really enjoy. It was obvious to anybody who had ever fucked Camille that she had a submissive streak a mile wide, yet she’d never really experienced any real bdsm stuff. Well, that was going to be changing tonight, and I couldn’t wait to watch.

In all honesty, I was planning to use it as an opportunity to learn some things so I could carry on doing kinky things to her once we got home. My dick was already throbbing from just thinking about it.

Just as I was finishing buttoning up my short-sleeved cotton shirt, Camille emerged from the bathroom and paused in the doorway.

“How do I look?” she asked breathlessly, while holding her arms out to the sides and turning slowly.

I let out a long breath while I stared at her. “So fucking perfect,” I growled.

My eyes roamed over her body. She’d picked out a coral pink summer dress that stopped at mid-thigh, with a plunging V-neckline that showed off her generous cleavage in a way that made it difficult to stop staring at her luscious tits. Judging by the thin spaghetti straps and the fact the dress was backless, I had to assume she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it.

Her long dark hair was pinned up on top of her head, with just a few strands hanging down loose around her face. The only piece of jewellery she was wearing was the anklet I had given her on our wedding night - a delicate gold chain with a small gold heart pendant dangling from it.

The whole look was simple and understated, and so fucking sexy. It was perfect for Camille.

“You look amazing,” I answered. “I imagine all the men tonight will be dying to get their hands on you.”

She groaned softly and her face instantly blossomed with colour. If she didn’t want me to tease her, then she should stop looking so damn adorable every she got embarrassed. Besides, I was only telling the truth. All I could think about was how I wanted to throw her down on the bed and fuck her until she was screaming my name.

I walked over to her, wrapping an arm around her waist to pull her against me. With my other hand, I gripped one of the thin straps of her dress and pulled it down over her shoulder, bringing with it the triangle of pink fabric that covered one breast.

A low growl escaped me. “Good girl. Just as I suspected, you’re not wearing a bra.” I brought my hand up to her breast, cupping it and massaging the firm flesh until I felt her nipple harden against my palm. She whimpered and arched her back, pushing herself into my hand. Fuck, when she reacted like that to my touch, the urge to take her hard just grew even stronger.

“Now, when I check under your dress, I’d better not find any panties, Camille. We both know a good little slut doesn’t go to an event like this wearing anything that would stop instant access to those tight little fuckholes.”

This time, the sound that came from my wife was a long moan, and she pressed herself tighter against my body.

“I... I thought it would be nice to wear pretty panties,” she said, the words coming out between little whimpers. “Don’t men like looking at pretty panties?”

“Oh, Camille,” I replied with a chuckle. “Pretty panties are nice, but most men I know would much rather see the soft pink folds of a pretty pussy. Especially when that bare skin is glistening with the woman’s excitement. Now, let me take a look at these panties. Hold the dress up around your waist for me.”

She quickly obeyed while I lowered into a crouch before her. The panties she’d chosen were pretty indeed. And the white lace was so sheer it barely kept anything hidden from view. But I still wanted her bare beneath her dress.

I gripped the waistband of the panties and slowly pulled them down, and when she stepped out of them, I balled up the small scrap of material and threw it over my shoulder.

“That’s much better,” I growled, feeling my dick swell and harden in my slacks. “Look at how pretty your pussy is. It looks good enough to eat.”

I glanced up at her briefly before reaching to behind her to grab one of her firm ass cheeks and pull her towards me. As soon as my mouth met her pussy lips, Camille let out a loud cry. She was already soaked, and she tasted so fucking sweet as I lapped at her cunt.

In her excitement, Camille forgot to keep holding her skirt up, and I felt it fall on the top of my head, hiding me a little beneath the fabric. But I didn’t stop. I moaned loudly against her slick flesh while I sucked and licked at all the places that made her legs tremble.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “That feels so good, Julian. Don’t stop. Please!”

As if I would ever do such a thing. My tongue worked its magic, teasing her clit with slow flicks while I slid two fingers deep inside her dripping hole. Her thighs trembled and shook, but I refused to give her release yet. Not until she begged me to.

And begging was something I knew she loved.

My cock twitched again, and I pushed her skirt up once more so I could look up at her, seeing the way her eyes were glazed with lust. Her breathing was heavy and ragged, and there was no doubt that she was close to climaxing. So I sucked even more forcefully on her clit until she was right on the edge, her inner walls quivering around my fingers to signal her impending climax.

But before she could reach the point of no return, I pulled back to grin up at her with wet and glistening lips.

“No!” she cried out. “Don’t stop. Make me cum, Julian. Please! I need it so badly!”

“Good girl,” I groaned. “That was exactly what I wanted to hear.”

I pushed my face between her thighs once more, sealing my lips around the swollen bud of her clit and sucking voraciously on it while I began pumping my fingers in and out of her.

She reached down and gripped my short hair in her fists as well as she could, holding me right where she needed while she ground herself against my mouth. I was getting soaked with her nectar, but I didn’t care. She tasted so damn good, and the noises she made were the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard.

The next moment, Camille screamed out, bucking her hips as she finally gave into her orgasm. She shuddered through the intense waves of pleasure, moaning and gasping as I continued working her over with my fingers and mouth. When she finished, she collapsed down onto her knees with me, panting heavily while I took her into my arms and pulled her head against my chest. I stroked her hair gently, soothing her until her breathing had settled and the trembling had stopped.

“God, you’re amazing,” she murmured softly.

“I love you, babe,” I whispered back, before taking a look at my watch. “Damn it,” I grumbled, “it’s later than I thought. The limo will be coming to pick us up soon. Maybe we should go outside to wait for it?”

Camille lifted her head up from my chest, nibbling nervously on her lower lip. “Actually, can we talk about something first?”

“Sure,” I replied. “What’s up, my love?”

She hesitated a moment, and I could almost see the way the cogs were turning in her mind as she tried to figure out what she wanted to say.

“Well...” she began eventually. “It’s just that the party we’re going to, all we really know about it is that there is going to be quite a lot of sex. And I was just wondering if that meant... you might want to play around with another woman while we are there?”

The question surprised me, and I had to pause for a moment to think about how to respond. “It honestly hadn’t entered my mind, Camille. If it’s a party for couples in the hotwife lifestyle, I had just assumed it would be you who would be playing around with others.”

“Oh,” she said in a tone that sounded almost disappointed. “Okay. But I want you to know that if an opportunity like that does come up for you, and you want to take it, I would be okay with that.”

“Really?” I asked, tilting my head to the side as I watched her. After all our years together, I could read her like a book, and the flush on her face gave me the impression that she might actually want something like that to happen. But if that was the case, I wanted to hear her say it. “You’d only be okay with me doing something tonight with another woman? Or you think it would be fun to watch me do something like that?”

The colour on her cheeks deepened, and she hesitated once more before she answered. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to stop the knowing grin that wanted to break out.

“Well, you’ve always spoiled me with so much attention from your friends, so you definitely deserve some attention yourself. Plus...” her voice suddenly went quiet as she mumbled the following words. “I think it would be fun to watch you enjoying yourself, too.”

I grinned and grabbed a handful of her hair in my fist, pulling her towards me until our lips met. My tongue snaked its way into her open mouth to feed her a taste of her sweet juices as I kissed her deeply, and she moaned against my lips.

When I pulled back, I was still smiling. “I don’t know if an opportunity like that will come up, Camille. But if it does, I will take it and let you watch. Okay?”

She whimpered and nodded, her face still flushed. “I’d like that. Thank you.”

“Now, we really must get going, otherwise we’ll be late.”

I got to my feet and grabbed Camille’s hand so I could help pull her up. We both made sure our clothes were straightened after our bit of fun, then we headed outside to wait for the limo that was being sent by the party organisers.
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Chapter Five
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Camille:

The drive to the party only lasted thirty minutes, but it had been thirty minutes of fidgeting and checking my appearance over and over to make sure I would look good when I arrived. The fact that it was a party run by celebrities, in a huge house with other people who were no doubt much more financially well off than a little old writer like me, was making me feel self-conscious.

“Stop worrying, babe,” Julian said with a grin on his face. “You look beautiful. And I am sure everyone else at the party will think so, too.”

“Thank you...” I began, before I was cut off by Julian’s mouth meeting mine.

I instinctively parted my lips, and I felt his tongue plunge into my mouth, brushing against my own. A moan escaped me, and I melted against Julian for a moment until he broke the kiss.

He grinned and brushed his thumb against my lips. “I am so excited about tonight, Camille. I can’t wait to see how you enjoy your surprise.”

I let out a soft groan. “Are you sure you can’t even give me a little hint?” I asked for probably the hundredth time since we got in the limo.

Julian simply laughed and shook his head. “Where’s the fun in that? All I will say is that you are bound to love it.”

I tilted my head and looked at him with a slight frown. Why had he emphasised the word bound? Before I could ask him, we were interrupted by the driver.

“Here we are!” he told us as he slowed the car down, waiting for a large set of cast-iron gates to open fully so he could drive towards the house.

It was a long driveway, and we even passed a tennis court on the way to the house, which was bigger than any house I’d ever been to before! I could only imagine how much a place like this must cost. It was a far cry from our pretty but modest house back home in England.

A tall, dark-haired man approached the limo and opened the door for us. Julian slipped out first and then held out a hand so he could help me out, too. I was especially self-conscious about getting out of such a low car in a very short dress without panties underneath. I didn’t want to end up flashing the man who was greeting us!

Once we were out of the car, I got a chance to look at him properly. He was tall with dark hair, and when he smiled at me, my heart suddenly started pounding faster. He was certainly handsome enough to be an actor himself, and I was filled with a fresh new burst of excitement at being here. The tuxedo he was wearing just made him look even sexier.

“Good evening. I am the concierge,” he told us while glancing down at an iPad in his hand. “Please, can I take your names?”

“I’m Julian,” my husband replied. “And this is my wife, Camille.”

The Concierge pressed the screen of his iPad and then looked back up at us. When his eyes met mine briefly, I felt an excited flutter between my thighs. If all the guys at the party were going to be this gorgeous, there was no way in hell I was going to be able to stop drooling all over them.

“I hope you will enjoy the party,” he said, his lips curling up into a small smile. “If you would please make your way through the house to the lawn, everyone is waiting there. Feel free to have a drink or something to eat while you are there, and the hosts will join you all when they are ready.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice coming out as a small squeak, and I felt my face turn hot.

He chuckled softly and gave a nod of his head before turning his attention towards the next limo to arrive.

Julian placed a hand on my back and guided me to the lawn. The house itself was only one story, but it covered a lot of ground. If I had to guess, I’d say there were at least a dozen bedrooms. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like to live in a place like this.

As we reached the back of the house, there was a pool on the left, and a huge lawn on the right. Groups of people were mingling around everywhere, chatting amongst themselves, and I suddenly felt nervous all over again.

“Come on, Camille, let’s go over here for a while.” With his hand still on the small of my back, Julian guided me towards a fire pit.

It was a bit more secluded, and it had an amazing view of the ocean. Around the fire, there were a couple of cream-coloured sectional sofas, and a few couples had gathered here, but overall, it seemed a bit less intimidating than the main area.

“Wow, this is amazing,” I said to Julian as I stared out at the ocean. The sun was beginning to set, and the sky was ablaze with shades of oranges and reds.

“It really is,” he said, sounding awed as he admired the view. “Although I wish it wasn’t quite so hot.”

I laughed and nodded in agreement. As Brits, we weren’t used to this kind of weather, but it was nice to not have to put up with almost constant grey skies for a while.

“Would you mind getting me a drink, Julian?” I asked as I turned to face him, flashing him a smile. “Maybe a glass of wine if they have it?”

“Of course, babe. Wait here and I’ll be back as soon as I can.” Julian leaned down to brush his lips against my forehead and then he was gone.

I let out a happy sigh as I turned my attention back towards the stunning view. It was beautiful enough that it even helped to calm my nerves a little.

“Can you imagine waking up to this every morning?” came a woman’s voice from beside me, startling me slightly. She had an American accent, which I had to assume most people would have here.

I turned to look at her and gave her a shy smile. She was yet another brunette, a similar age and height as myself, and she had also chosen a light summer dress that didn’t leave much to the imagination. As I admired her shapely legs, I couldn’t help but wonder if her husband had made her take her panties off, too.

“It is exquisite,” I agreed. “We have the ocean at home, of course, but it is often overcast or stormy. Clear days like this make the water sparkle.”

The woman smiled and moved closer to my side. “You came all the way from England?” she asked.

I simply nodded in response and wondered how much longer Julian was going to be. He was the one who was good at small talk, and I knew he’d be able to charm her with his confident manner.

“My name is Rowan,” she said, holding out a hand to me.

“Camille,” I said, smiling as I reached out to take her hand.

“I’m still amazed the party planners brought people from all over. The expense must have been incredible.”

Rowan was pretty and had such a sweet way about her that I soon found myself feeling less nervous around her.

“With a house like this, it doesn’t appear money is a problem for them,” I said with a giggle.

“Got me there,” she replied, laughing softly.

Just as I was about to reply, Julian appeared beside me and passed me a glass of wine. I took it from him and had a small sip before speaking.

“Julian, I’d like you to meet my new friend, Rowan. And Rowan, this is my husband, Julian.”

Julian smiled and leaned across to give Rowan a friendly hug. When he pulled back, I couldn’t help but notice the way his eyes travelled over her body in the revealing dress she was wearing. He caught me watching him and gave me a sheepish smile, but I just grinned back in response.

“My husband is around here somewhere,” Rowan said with a smile. “At least he walked down here with me.” She glanced around before calling out, “Parker!”

A man walked over to join us. He was tall and broad, and judging by his physique, he was a man who enjoyed spending time at the gym. I tried not to stare too much, but there was no denying he was very easy on the eye.

Rowan introduced us both to her husband, Parker, and the two men shook hands.

“So Rowan is a very unusual name,” Julian said, turning his attention back to the other woman. “Are you English or Irish?”

“Nothing like that,” Parker replied with a chuckle. “Her mother apparently read it in a book, and a horror novel at that! She explained it to me when we first started dating. Called Ritual, by David Pinner. Later made into a movie called The Wicker Man. The way she told it, the name of one character stuck with her.”

“The Wicker Man... very famous movie from the 1970s,” Julian said. “A bit of an odd choice, but it’s lovely. It’s mainly Irish. From what I hear, the Rowan tree is said to have magical properties; famously, the preferred stake for vampire hunters.”

I took another sip of my wine as I listened to the two men talking, briefly smiling at Rowan over the rim of the glass.

“Vampires.... ouch... You know more about my name than I do!” Rowan giggled, and Julian grinned at her.

“And he says it more like the original, too,” Parker joked.

Suddenly, I felt a gentle tug on my dress, and I turned to see Rowan touching it. “I love your dress,” she said. “Shows off your assets very well.”

I smiled and felt the familiar rush of heat flood my face. It was true this dress showed off a little more cleavage than I was used to, but I’d fallen in love with it as soon as I saw it, and knew it would be perfect for this party.

Before I could think of anything to say in return, Rowan began talking again. “How did you end up here?” she asked.

I turned to look up at Julian. He was a lot more comfortable talking about this kind of thing than I was, so I was hoping he would take over and answer for me. Luckily, he didn’t let me down.

“Camille became my hotwife even before we married. Loves to be shared by my friends. Don’t you, Camille?” he said, smiling down at me.

I smiled and tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear as I nodded my head.

“She’s very shy, this one,” Julian continued, still smiling at our new friends. “We were high school sweethearts, you see. I helped her get a little more experience before we married. But we both came to love the lifestyle. We’ve been doing it ever since. Show her your anklet, babe?”

My face still felt hot as I twisted my ankle out to the side, showing off the gold chain with the little heart pendant while Julian kept talking.

“Usually, I make the arrangements for her bulls,” Julian said. “This will be her first time with a total stranger. She’s both nervous and excited about that.”

I gave a small nod of my head. That was the absolute truth, I thought to myself as I sipped my wine.

“My wild one is a latecomer,” Parker said. “Rowan’s first time was with a fellow teacher... about a year ago, wasn’t it, Row?”

I listened politely, although I kept getting distracted by the way Julian and Rowan were looking at each other. I felt a rush of arousal as I wondered if my husband might be about to take me up on my offer to play around with another woman tonight. It certainly looked as if Rowan was interested in him. And to my surprise, I didn’t feel the slightest bit of jealousy. After all, wasn’t everybody here to have a fun night? That didn’t have to just be restricted to the wives.

“Since then,” Parker continued, “we have played only with friends. We have a regular thing with my best friend. She’s really been looking forward to this party. Hoping to get humped, aren’t ya, Row?”

I let out a soft gasp of surprise, but I knew exactly how Rowan felt. I’d been so worked up ever since we’d been given the tickets to the party, and I felt like I’d been jumping on Julian at every available opportunity. So I was hoping tonight would be the chance I needed to let off some steam. I reached out and touched the other woman’s arm in a little show of solidarity, and I held her gaze for a moment.

“So much,” Rowan said in response to her husband’s question. “The buildup and mystery of it all is killing me. I need to get laid.”

I couldn’t help but grin at her.

Then suddenly, Parker stepped away from Rowan and pulled Julian off to one side, where they whispered quietly to one another. I watched them curiously, wondering if Parker had also noticed the way our spouses had been looking at each other. Whatever Parker was saying to Julian, it put a wide smile on my husband’s face.

Parker walked over to the drinks table while Julian came back to where Rowan and I were standing. He wrapped a strong arm around my waist and tugged us closer to the other woman until we were standing right in front of her.

“I know a way to curb that excitement,” Julian said to Rowan, and as I watched, he reached out to touch her breast, pinching lightly at her nipple through the thin material of her sundress.

I nibbled on my lower lip as I tried to hold back a whimper, and I glanced around quickly to make sure nobody was paying us much attention. When I looked back at Rowan, I could see the arousal in her eyes that was surely a mirror for my own feelings of excitement.

“What do you think, babe? Should we give her a chance to let off some steam?” Julian asked me.

“I think we should,” I replied with a giggle. “It looks like she needs it.”

Once again, my eyes met Rowan’s, and I gave a small nod of my head. If she felt she needed my permission for anything to happen with Julian, I wanted her to know she had it.

Then Parker returned, giving a nod of his own to Julian. So it was settled. Something was going to happen between my husband and Rowan. And I couldn’t believe how turned on I was by the thought of it. My heart was hammering hard in my chest, and I could feel moisture coating my inner thighs, thanks to the lack of panties.

When Rowan lowered to her knees in front of Julian, I had to hold back a moan. Even though I wasn’t used to such blatant public displays of affection, seeing the hungry look in her eyes as she noticed the bulge in the front of Julian’s slacks made it easy to forget about the other couples relaxing in the area.

My husband opened the front of his slacks and slowly pushed them down enough to allow his hard cock to spring free. Both Rowan and I stared at his erection with an almost feral hunger, but there was something oddly arousing about knowing it was another woman who would be taking care of his needs tonight.

As I stood and watched, I squeezed my thighs together, trying to quell the ache that was pulsing insistently in my core. Except all the movement did was make me even more aware of the wetness coating the bare skin of my inner thighs.

Rowan licked her lips as she watched Julian free his cock from his pants, and she wasted no time in dragging her tongue over the swollen head. Then she slid her lips down his shaft, showing off her amazing talent of taking a cock all the way down her throat. Now it was impossible to hold back my moan as I watched her sucking my husband, stroking her lips up and down his throbbing length in a way that had Julian groaning with pleasure.

Suddenly, the sound of claps and cheers filled the air as our small audience displayed their approval of the show that was currently being put on for them. But I couldn’t even bring myself to look at the other couples who were gathered around the fire pit. My attention was locked firmly on the other woman’s pretty lips as they worked up and down my husband’s cock.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Parker holding out his arms, and when I looked towards him, I realised it was for me. I walked over to him and cuddled into his broad chest, enjoying the feel of his strong arms as they wrapped around me. But I still had the perfect view of Rowan and Julian, and each moment I spent watching, was another moment of growing arousal.

“She really is good at this,” I said quietly to Parker, looking up at him with a shy grin on his face. “You’re a lucky man. Does she often do this kind of thing in public?”

“Never done it before,” he replied with a laugh. “I gave her open permission to do whatever she wanted at this party. I guess she’s taking that permission seriously.”

Rowan had obviously been listening to our conversation, because she let Julian’s cock slip out from between her lips. “Should I stop?” she asked, and I could see a playful smile teasing at the corner of her lips.

“Should she?” Parker asked me.

“Oh no...” I giggled as an image filled my mind of Julian being left frustrated and without an orgasm after getting a blow job from someone who was obviously very skilled at the task. That would never do. No matter how much Julian enjoyed teasing me on occasion. “She is having way too much fun to stop. I think my husband would be quite upset if you did.”

With that, Rowan took Julian’s entire length back into her mouth. She sucked hungrily on his hard shaft and used her hand to massage his balls. Julian was thrusting his hips, pushing himself deeper down her throat, while moaning loudly.

My gaze met his over the top of Rowan’s head, and I could see how close he was to the edge. I let out a soft moan as I realised he was about to feed another woman his cum.

He dropped his gaze down to the woman on her knees in front of him. “I’m about to cum, Rowan,” he groaned softly, and she began sucking him even harder, pushing her lips all the way down to the base of his cock over and over.

Julian let out a loud groan as his body shuddered with the force of his orgasm. As I watched, Rowan’s throat convulsed around him as she swallowed his cum just as hungrily as I always did.

By now, the ache between my thighs was almost unbearable, and I was getting desperate for a little fun of my own. I only had to wait a little longer, though.

A round of applause filled the air when Rowan stood up, and I joined in with the clapping and cheering. She deserved it after putting on a show like that.

I moved away from Parker and stepped towards Rowan, wrapping her up in a friendly hug. “My husband is quite an exhibitionist,” I said to her. “He really enjoyed that.”

“Very much,” Julian said, placing an arm around both of us. “I’m sure glad we came down to the fire pit... for the ocean view.” He winked over at Parker, and everyone around us laughed softly.

Rowan gave me a gentle squeeze. “Thanks for the loan of your husband. I needed that.”

“Hope that will tide you over, at least until the party begins,” Parker said. “We better get back up. Not sure when it is going to start.”

After we’d all thanked each other for a fun start to the evening, Rowan and Parker went over to the patio area to wait for the party to begin, while Julian and I stayed behind to enjoy the ocean view a little longer from the comfort of each other’s arms.
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Chapter Six
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Julian:

“Can I have your attention, please?”

The woman’s voice was loud through the PA system and it startled me as Camille and I enjoyed the ocean view together. She glanced up at me and I wrapped my arm around her waist to quickly lead her towards the main garden area where the voice had come from.

When we got there, the voice rang out clearly again.

“I hope you’re enjoying Casa Del Grande Toro,” she said, and my attention was pulled towards a woman holding a microphone. She was tall and slender with blonde hair, wearing a pale blue shirt and black pants. Her voice sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place it. “I am The Manager, and let me introduce you to W & J, your gracious hosts for the evening.”

It was only then I realised that a man was standing beside her. He was tall, with dark skin and black hair, wearing a tuxedo. I couldn’t help but wonder how he could be comfortable wearing that in this heat, but then if he lived here, he was probably used to it. Half of his face was covered by a black stag mask that sported antlers pointing up towards the sky.

The man leaned towards the microphone to speak. ““Hello. I hope you’re having a good time. My home is yours until the morning.”

Everyone gave a small round of applause and shuffled closer to the people standing by the villa, gathering around them in a small crowd.

Another woman stepped out to join them. She was also wearing a mask, and hers was black, but it wasn’t a stag. From here, it looked like it might have been a fox mask. She was almost as tall as the man, with long dark hair and dark skin. Her dress was a deep emerald green, and it showed off her slim body to perfection.

“The food and wine will continue to be provided all evening,” the woman in green said into the microphone. “I am J, and together, we want to invite you to join tonight’s main event. A very special game that we’ve planned for you all.”

With those words, I felt Camille shiver beside me. I looked down at her, pulling her closer into my side so she was tucked under my arm.

“I wonder what kind of game,” she whispered.

I could only shrug my shoulders before The Manager began talking again.

“The game works like this,” she said, while W and J disappeared inside the house for a moment. When they returned, they brought with them a large glass bowl on top of a wheeled pedestal. “In this bowl are room keys for each of the villa’s bedrooms. We will invite each wife here to draw a key from the bowl. Then she will go to the room that matches the number on the key ring.”

W leaned towards the microphone to continue explaining the game. “Once she is in the room, she will wait to be joined by one of our special guests. You will have met some of them earlier. These guests are professionals. Some are exotic dancers. Some are just good friends of mine who are... shall we say, well equipped for a party such as this.”

“Oh god,” Camille whimpered beside me, and I felt her arms tighten around my waist. “I’m going to have sex with a stranger.”

I chuckled and pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Yes, you are, babe. But we’d already guessed that.”

“The husbands can go to the room with their wives, if they wish,” J said, with a smile playing about her pretty lips. “Or they can stay out here.”

“Or they can join us in the media room,” W added. “Where we will have some excellent live entertainment for you.”

“You will stay with me, won’t you?” Camille whispered, sounding almost panicked.

“Of course, love. Don’t worry. I will be with you the whole time, okay?”

She nodded her head, but the way she was nibbling on her lower lip told me she was still a bit worried. “I wonder what will be happening in the media room. Will everyone be able to see us?”

I smiled down at her. “It sounds like it, babe. But don’t worry. I’m sure once you get in there, you’ll be so busy having fun that you’ll forget all about that.”

She chuckled nervously and gave me a doubting look before turning her attention back to the hosts.

“If anyone doesn’t want to participate,” J said in a soft voice, “they don’t have to. The reason you were invited here today was because of your interest in what we call ‘The Lifestyle’, but if this sort of thing isn’t for you, we respect that.”

“If you don’t want to play,” W continued, “you’re welcome to finish your food and drinks and then your limo driver will return you to your hotel. We will start the draw in ten minutes.”

They turned and disappeared inside the house, and everyone began chatting excitedly to their partners.

“Do you want to stay?” I asked Camille, and I could feel another little tremble move through her body.

“Surely we can’t leave, can we?” she asked, looking up at me with wide eyes.

“Of course we can, babe. Nobody is going to make you do something you don’t want to do. So the only question is... do you want to do this, Camille? If so, I will stay by your side the whole time and watch you enjoy yourself with another man. If not, we go. Even the hosts said we are free to go if we please.”

She continued nibbling on her lower lip as she thought it over, but then our attention was drawn to a few people who were leaving. They’d obviously decided this wasn’t something they wanted to do.

“See, Camille,” I said softly, cupping her cheek in my hand and feeling the heat of her flushed face against my palm. “Some other people are leaving. So if you want to, then we can too.”

Camille looked up at me a moment longer before shaking her head. “I want to try it, Julian. Yes, I’m nervous. But it’s a good kind of nervous, I think. The kind that gives me flutters in certain places.” She giggled, and her face became a deeper shade of red. I didn’t need to work hard at guessing where she was feeling those flutters.

If I was being completely honest, a feeling of relief rushed through me. I’d been looking forward to watching her being dominated, and I would have been disappointed to miss it. But I’d never force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with.

“Then we’ll stay and have a fun evening,” I said, and I could feel my cheeks aching from the wide grin on my face.

“Are we ready to begin the draw?” The Manager called out. W passed her a card, and she looked down at it before speaking again. “Excellent. The first to select is... Tina!”

I glanced around the crowd and noticed the woman who had been sitting in the row in front of us on the plane leave her husband’s side to walk up to the hosts. She looked almost as nervous as Camille did as she reached into the glass bowl and pulled out a brass key that was attached to a gold disc by a ribbon.

“Room One,” W announced. “Very apt for the first to choose. Please make your way towards your room.”

“And don’t worry about your husband,” J said. “We’ll look after him until you’re reunited.”

Tina disappeared into the villa. I glanced over at the man she was with, presumably her husband, and noticed how awkward he looked. Perhaps he was new to all of this.

“Next, can we have Rowan?” the Manager called out, and my attention was pulled away from Tina’s husband to look over at my new friend.

A slow grin spread across my lips as I watched her walk up to the hosts. I sure had enjoyed my time down at the fire pit with her. Rowan could deep throat a cock better than any porn star I’d watched.

I gave Camille another little squeeze, wanting her to know how grateful I was that she’d allowed me to have that experience, but now wasn’t the right time to talk about it. Not when my sweet, shy wife was practically vibrating with nerves and excitement as she held onto me tightly.

Once Rowan had disappeared inside the house, another wife was called up, and one by one, they disappeared. There was Callie, Jessica, and Mia. Each time a name was being called out, Camille would tense up beside me and hold her breath, only letting it out when she knew it wasn’t her name on the card. But the number of women on the lawn was quickly diminishing, so she wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

A woman named Anna was called up next, and she picked the key for room number seven. Once she was inside, The Manager looked at another card.

“And next up, we have Camille!”

Camille gasped loudly and untangled herself from my arms. She looked at me nervously, and I smiled at her, giving her a reassuring nod before she turned to go and pick out her key. Room number eight. She glanced over at me and gave me a shy smile before she, too, went inside the villa.

My heart was pounding in my chest as I watched her. I couldn’t believe this was actually going to happen. Sure, watching her be the centre of attention for my group of horny friends was amazing, but this felt different. And not just because we were in a different country, in a luxurious villa that I was pretty certain was owned by a couple of celebrities. But this was a big adventure for both of us, especially for Camille, who didn’t have any idea what was going to happen to her.

I stuffed my hands in the pockets of my slacks and rocked back and forth on my feet, eager to get to my wife. Being apart from her was hard at the best of times, but with the excitement I was feeling, I couldn’t wait for the night to start properly.

Three more women had to pick their keys, and then it was only The Manager, W and J, and all the husbands waiting around outside.

“Your wives are safe,” the Manager called out, once all the women were inside the villa. “They will shortly be joined by a bull - or bulls - but for now, it’s up to you gentlemen to decide what you want to do.”

“Do you want to remain here?” W asked. “Food and drink will continue to be provided. Or would you like to join your wives in their room?”

“Or are you going to join us in the media room?” J asked. They opened two big glass doors, inviting all the men into their home.

Without hesitation, I rushed into the villa, searching for room number eight and my wife.
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Chapter Seven
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Camille:

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the nerves that were rushing through me. Was I really going to do this? It was so unlike me. Yet I was so intrigued by what might happen that there was no way I could walk away.

The room was large, with a huge double bed and big glass doors that opened up along almost one whole wall. The view of the ocean was just as stunning here as it had been from the firepit. I was pretty sure I’d be willing to literally give an arm and a leg to be able to live in a place like this.

The door opened and my heart stopped for a moment until I realised it was Julian. I rushed towards him and threw myself into his arms, and he easily caught me to lift me up off my feet.

“You came!” I said in a breathless voice, and he chuckled.

“Of course I did, Camille. I wouldn’t miss this for the world.” He carried me over to the bed and sat on the edge of it, settling me in his lap. “How are you feeling?”

“Okay,” I said, resting my head on his shoulder. “A bit nervous. But excited too.”

A chuckle rumbled through his chest, and he pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “I bet you are excited. Today you get to be a pretty little fucktoy for a random stranger. Or maybe multiple strangers.”

I couldn’t help the whimper that escaped from me when he said that. “That does sound fun,” I whispered, a small smile on my lips.

At that moment, the door opened again and in walked two men I’d noticed hanging around out on the lawn when we’d arrived. My breath caught in my throat. Oh god, the bulls that had been chosen for me were even more gorgeous than I’d ever allowed myself to believe they would be. My pussy instantly quivered at the sight of them, and I squirmed in Julian’s lap.

I took a moment to admire them. Both of them were tall, with seductive smiles and a row of perfectly white teeth. One was dark-skinned while the other was tanned to a shade of bronze I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen while in the UK. At least, if I had seen it, it had been the result of a fake tan and not at all natural. They were both holding a holdall, and I couldn’t help but wonder what was inside it. Maybe some toys?

“Hi,” said the tanned one said with a thick American accent. “You must be Camille?” he asked, holding my gaze with vibrant blue eyes. His blonde hair was cut short, and he was clean shaven with a jawline that could cut glass.

I gulped loudly and nodded my head. “I am,” I replied, wincing as the words came out sounding more like a squeak than any recognisable words.

“Good,” he said, one corner of his luscious lips curling up into a crooked smile. “My name is Alex. And this is Liam,” he said, pointing to his friend.

Alex’s voice was deep and rich with a southern drawl, and every time he spoke, I felt the resonance of it between my thighs. I turned and looked at Liam, who flashed me a grin that would have melted my panties right off my body if I’d actually been wearing any.

They were both dressed casually, in slacks and short-sleeved cotton shirts. But their chosen outfits did nothing to hide the toned physiques and muscular arms that made me think they spent plenty of time in the gym. They were fucking mouth-watering, and I was suddenly so glad I hadn’t let my nerves get the better of me before now.

Both men stepped further into the room, placing their bags down on the floor. Then Liam crooked a finger at me, indicating I should come closer. I turned to look at Julian, our eyes meeting briefly before he smiled and patted my bottom gently.

“Go ahead, babe. Enjoy it. I think it’s going to be a special night.”

My throat was dry, and I was having difficulty speaking, so rather than saying anything, I just leaned forward and brushed my lips against his. I stood up on shaky legs and walked over to Liam, tilting my head back so I could look up at them. Wow, they were even taller than I’d realised while sitting down. Julian was just over six feet, but these two men were even bigger, with Liam standing an inch or so taller than Alex. I felt tiny standing in front of them both, and the way they were grinning down at me had my pussy throbbing with desire.

Liam reached out and touched my cheek, tracing a fingertip gently down to my jaw. “The first thing we will say, Camille, is that this is supposed to be a fun and special night for you. If either of us does anything that you don’t enjoy, you must tell us, okay?”

It was the first time I’d heard Liam speak, and his voice was an octave deeper than Alex’s. Yet it had a silky tone that made me feel like I could quite easily listen to him talking all night.

I nodded and cleared my throat, wanting to make sure I didn’t end up squeaking again. “Okay,” I said, smiling up at him.

“Good girl,” he said, and I couldn’t hold back a soft moan. Liam’s lips quirked up into a knowing grin for a brief moment before he turned his attention to Julian, who had moved from the bed and was now seated in an armchair in the corner of the room. “And the same for you. If we do anything to Camille that makes you uncomfortable, or if you think she is unhappy with anything we are doing, then you must say so.”

Liam’s voice was firm, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. I already suspected that I was going to be more than willing for everything they had in mind for me.

“I will,” Julian said, giving a nod of his head.

With the formalities taken care of, Alex stepped behind me so I was standing between the two large men. He stood so close behind me I could feel the heat emanating from his powerful body, and with a gentle hand, he pulled the clip out of my hair so that I could feel the long strands fall down against my back.

I whimpered softly, a sound which only grew louder as Alex wrapped my hair around his hand and gave it a gentle tug, until the top of my head was back against his chest and he was staring down at me with those beautiful blue eyes of his.

“Now, I heard a little rumour, Camille,” Alex began. “Is it true that you’re a pretty little submissive fucktoy who would enjoy being used by dominant men?”

His words forced a soft moan from my lips, and I felt my cheeks grow hot with colour.

“I... ummm... yes,” I stammered, the words coming out between whimpers.

Alex’s lips curled up into a grin that could only be described as sinful, and I felt my knees grow weak beneath me. As if he could sense it, Liam stepped forward, pressing himself against my front to trap me between their muscular bodies. It was growing harder to take a proper breath as I became overwhelmed with longing for these two heavenly men.

“So how would you feel if we said we wanted you to surrender and be at our mercy tonight?” Liam asked in his deep voice that made my toes curl every time I heard it.

“I... I’d like that,” I moaned.

I’d always loved it when Julian and his friends became demanding and took what they wanted from me. It was a sure-fire way to get me so damn aroused. And now, I was going to be dominated for real by Liam and Alex. My pussy quivered as my mind began racing, wondering if I would be tied up or spanked or... whatever else happened when a woman surrendered. Whatever it was, I wanted it all.

Alex was still behind me, pressed up against my back with his hand in my hair. But now, his free hand was on my thigh, trailing upwards until it was under my skirt and groping my ass roughly. He let out a low growl that made my hair stand on end.

“Guess what, Liam,” he said. “She’s so ready to be a good slut for us that she didn’t even both wearing panties under this pretty little dress.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, a tremble moving through my body as the two large men talked about me.

Liam chuckled, the sound vibrating through his broad chest. He placed his hand on my waist before sliding it up to my breast, cupping it in his palm as if testing its weight.

“She is a good slut,” he agreed. “I think the only thing she is wearing right now is this dress, without a single thing on underneath it. But I still think that’s too much. What do you think, Alex?”

Alex’s only response was to grab the hem of my dress and pull it up over my head in one swift movement. A shiver ran down my spine as I realised I was suddenly naked and captured between the two powerful bodies of these men I’d never met before five minutes ago. Each shaky breath left my body with a small whimper. The fire of lust was raging out of control through my entire being, and they’d barely even touched me yet.

As if the move was choreographed, both men stepped backwards, leaving me stumbling without their support for a moment until I steadied myself.

“Now, get on your knees, Camille. It’s time for us to teach you how good girls submit to dominant men.”

My knees were shaking as I turned around slightly, glancing over at Julian, who I hadn’t been able to see while I had been sandwiched between Liam and Alex. His eyes were dark as he stared at me, with that unmistakable hunger that was always present whenever he watched me with other men.

While holding my husband’s gaze, I slowly lowered myself down onto my knees, sitting back on my feet while keeping my legs firmly together. Unsure what to do with my hands, I placed them down onto my thighs. My heart was pounding hard as the anticipation of what might be about to happen consumed me.

Alex and Liam moved in front of me, standing over me in a way that emphasised their impressive height while I remained on my knees. I felt wetness leak onto my inner thighs as I wondered if they were going to have me suck their cocks first. With a whimper, I licked my lips and looked up eagerly into their eyes.

“She is a pretty little thing, isn’t she?” Liam asked Alex, who nodded his agreement. “But her kneeling position could do with some work.” He smiled down at me before speaking again. “When a submissive kneels, she should put her body on display for her dominant. She should be showing herself off in a way that makes his dick throb with a need to be inside her. Is that clear, Camille?”

I whimpered and nodded, even though I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to display myself. “Yes, Liam,” I answered.

“Oh no,” he said quickly, giving a shake of his head. “When you are on your knees to us, you are to call us Sir. So try again, Camille.”

I shifted nervously on my knees, even though the way he was taking control was perhaps one of the hottest things I’d ever experienced. And I’d experienced a lot of things thanks to Julian.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered, and the smile that broke out of Liam’s face was enough to make me moan.

“Good girl,” he said, the praise making the ache between my thighs grow suddenly more intense. “Now, I want you to spread your thighs wide so your sweet little cunt is on show to all of us. And then I want you to place your hands behind your back.”

While three pairs of eyes watched my every move, I pulled my hands behind my back, feeling the way it arched my spine and made my bare breasts jut out, then I parted my thighs as wide as I could. Nobody said anything for what felt like the longest time. Instead, Liam and Alex allowed their eyes to roam over every single inch of my body until I was trembling and aching for their touches.

“Yes,” Alex said eventually, the word sounding like a moan. “Perfect, Camille. Can you see how hard it’s made me to see you kneeling like that?”

My attention had been firmly fixed on their faces, searching for signs of their approval. But when I lowered my gaze, it was obvious that they approved. The impressive bulges in the front of their pants seemed like pretty conclusive evidence.

I whimpered in response and licked my lips, craving the feel of a hard and throbbing cock in my mouth.

“Please...” I moaned softly, feeling a blush heating my cheeks as I couldn’t seem to hide my eagerness to pleasure them.

Alex crouched down in front of me so that his face was almost eye level. “Please what, Camille? Liam and I aren’t mind readers, so if there is something you want, then you are going to have to use your words.”

The wicked grin on his lips told me he knew exactly what I wanted. This was just a way of exerting his control over me. And even though I was embarrassed, something about it was making my pussy drip with desire for him.

I cleared my throat and licked my lips again, giving myself a moment to build the courage to ask for what I craved.

“Please can I suck your cock, Sir?” I whimpered, squirming on my knees as I grew more flustered.

Without answering, Alex stood and turned to look at Liam. “What do you think?” he asked his friend. “Should I let her suck my dick?”

Both men were grinning, and I had a feeling they were just doing this to torment me. And it was working. I captured my lower lip between my teeth, wanting to stop myself from begging even more.

“She did ask nicely,” Liam answered after a moment. “She remembered to call you Sir, and she is holding her position perfectly. So maybe she deserves a treat?”

I let out a moan, and Alex turned to face me once more. His hand moved down to his belt, opening the buckle before working the button and zipper on his pants open.

“Oh god,” I moaned, instinctively lifting myself higher onto my knees so I could be ready to take him into my mouth.

Both the American men chuckled, while my husband let out a moan.

“It looks like she is a greedy little slut,” Liam said with a grin. “I think you should feed her, Alex.”

Alex laughed and began sliding his pants down slowly, teasing me as he revealed his thick, hard cock inch by inch until it finally sprung free of his clothing.

The moan that escaped me was visceral, and my natural instinct was to lean forward to take him into my mouth. Alex gripped my hair in his hand, though, stopping me before my lips could even reach his hard flesh.

“Did I tell you that you could start sucking yet?” he growled, his voice shifting to a much firmer tone that made something inside me melt completely.

“No, Sir,” I whimpered. “I’m sorry.”

With his free hand, he patted my cheek gently, and his lips curled up into a sinfully sexy smirk. “Just remember that you don’t necessarily get to do what you want tonight, pretty Camille. Liam and I are in charge. You just have to be a good girl and do as you’re told.”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered, looking up at him with wide eyes while trying to pretend the way he was talking wasn’t making my pussy drip with desire. I could already feel my inner thighs were soaked, and neither of them had even touched me down there yet.

“Good girl. Now you may worship my dick with your lips and tongue. Understand, Camille? You may lick and kiss, but if you take me into your mouth and start sucking, you will be punished.”

I let out a low groan. It sounded like the most exquisite torture. Just looking at his long, thick cock was making my mouth water. I had no idea how long I’d be able to last with his hard rod so close to my mouth without being allowed to suck him.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered, and my voice sounded small even to my own ears. I wasn’t sure I wanted to be teased. I wanted to be used. Hard. My pussy was aching to be filled, and I was already growing impatient.

Alex nodded his head, and I took that as my cue to start. I leaned forward, dragging my tongue along the length of his shaft. It twitched in response, and the feeling of his hard meat pulsing against my tongue had me moaning loudly.

Keeping my eyes locked on his, I swirled my tongue around the swollen head, whimpering as I picked up a slightly salty taste. He was already leaking precum, and I licked at the tip again, craving more of that taste.

I was only vaguely aware that Liam had stepped away from the two of us until I heard one of their bags being unzipped. With my curiosity piqued, I tried to turn my head, but Alex tightened his grip on my hair and pulled my face in closer to his body, so that my nose was pressed against the long length of his shaft.

“Focus on your task, Camille,” he said, his voice coming out as a low growl. “When you are worshipping a man’s cock, it should be the sole focus of your attention. Don’t worry about what Liam is doing.”

“Oh god, I’m sorry,” I moaned, before I began licking at his erection once more, dragging my tongue along the entire length over and over until each flick of my tongue against the tip delivered a fresh drop of precum.

Alex moaned, and god damn, that sound was so sexy that all I could think of was how much I craved to do even more to please him. I’d do whatever I could to keep him moaning like that all evening.

“Please can I suck now, Sir?” I groaned. “Please let me. I want to please you.”

A loud moan came from somewhere behind Alex, where Julian was sitting in the armchair, and I squirmed on my knees. I always loved knowing he was enjoying watching me. With that thought, I paused and remembered W and J mentioned something about watching from the media room. There must be cameras in here somewhere, and I couldn’t decide how I felt about that.

But when Alex pressed the head of his cock against my lips, any thoughts of cameras disappeared completely. “Yes, little slut. You may suck my dick.”

I moaned and parted my lips to slide them down around his thick meat. He was slightly thicker than Julian, but not quite as big as Gareth, who had the biggest cock I’d ever had the pleasure of taking inside me, so I didn’t struggle too much with it.

Alex let out another moan and placed his hand on the back of my head while he began gently thrusting in and out of my mouth. I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of the velvety smooth skin that covered his rigid cock as it slid between my lips.

Suddenly, I felt big strong hands wrapping around my wrists that were still behind my back. I startled and tried to pull back, but Alex kept his hand firmly on the back of my head and didn’t even break the pace of his thrusts as he continued to use my mouth. With a moan, I began sucking again, even more hungrily than I had been sucking before. It wasn’t as if I had a choice in the matter anyway, and that felt so fucking perfect.

After a few seconds, Liam’s hands on my wrists were replaced with something that felt a lot like rope against my skin. When I realised he was wrapping it around my wrists over and over, I couldn’t help but moan loudly around Alex’s cock. Liam finished tying my bindings, and my natural instinct was to tug on them, wanting to see how secure they were.

Damn, they were secure. Even with my slender wrists, there was no way I’d be able to wriggle out of the rope.

Then I felt Liam’s large body pressing against my back. He was still dressed, but I could feel the heat of his body emanating through his clothes, almost searing my skin with his closeness.

“Keep sucking Alex’s cock, Camille,” he commanded, his lips brushing against my ear from behind. “Remember, when you are worshipping his cock, you should be focused on him. Not on what I’m doing.”

I let out a moan, the sound muffled around Alex’s erection, but I kept sucking. He was thrusting his hips faster now, pushing himself deeper into my mouth until I was gagging softly on his thick length.

It was almost enough to distract me from the feel of thick fingers teasing through my slick folds, but not quite. I rocked my hips, trying to grind myself against the exploring digits, but as I soon as I tried that, the fingers disappeared.

Once again, I tried to pull back, wanting to beg Liam to keep touching me, but Alex kept me firmly in place.

I whimpered and kept sucking voraciously. Between my craving to taste his cum and my desire for Liam’s touch, I was a needy mess. The helplessness of being tied up was just making everything else feel so intense. It wasn’t like I could just touch myself now to stop the ache between my thighs. I was completely reliant on Alex and Liam, and I knew they could do whatever they wanted with me.

Something else brushed against my folds, and I gasped as loudly as I could with a mouth full of cock. It was solid, yet smooth. It felt like some kind of toy, perhaps a dildo. Liam pressed it against my opening and I felt it sink inside me, whatever it was. It wasn’t huge, and it wasn’t shaped like a dildo. If I had to guess, it felt like some kind of vibrator, with a part left outside my body that was tickling against my pelvis.

It began buzzing inside me, and I knew my guess had been correct. I started to moan, and when Alex pulled his cock out of my mouth, the sound of pleasure suddenly grew louder. The toy was obviously on a low setting, vibrating just enough to make all my nerve endings tingle pleasantly, without it being enough to get me anywhere close to the edge.

“Just one more thing,” Liam said, as he draped something black and silky over my eyes and secured it with a knot at the back of my head. “Okay, now you’re ready for us to play with you properly.”
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Chapter Eight
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Julian:

From where I was sitting, I could hear the gentle hum coming from the remote controlled vibrator currently lodged inside my wife’s pussy. I could only imagine how much she was enjoying the feel of it inside her. She was wriggling on her knees, panting with the excitement she must be feeling.

My cock was throbbing from watching Camille, and I was really having to resist the urge to pull my dick out and start jerking off. Luckily, the blow job Rowan gave me earlier was helping to stop me from losing control of myself completely.

Both Liam and Alex were standing over her, and she seemed so tiny on her knees in comparison. Hell, she’d looked tiny even when standing beside the two men. Must be something in the water over here in the States that makes everyone grow taller.

“Please, Sir...” Camille moaned in a voice so low and husky it made my dick pulse in response. Fuck, she sounded so sexy when she was this aroused.

“What did I tell you, Camille?” Alex chastised in a gentle tone. “You have to use your words if there is something you want.”

She fidgeted on her knees. With the way her hands were tied behind her back, her spine was arched and her perky tits were pushed forward. Her dark pink nipples were rock hard, and I had no idea how the two men were resisting the temptation her tits presented. I knew I’d be pinching and tugging on those nipples just to hear the way it made her moan.

“Please can I cum, Sir?” she asked after a moment of hesitation.

Alex and Liam both laughed, and that forced a guttural moan from Camille’s lips.

“Oh no, Camille,” Liam answered. “Not until we have finished using you as a pretty little fucktoy to satisfy our own needs first.”

“But, Sir,” she groaned. “The vibrator... it feels so good... but I need more.” Her breathless words were punctuated by loud whimpers, making her take longer than usual to get her words out.

“Maybe we should give her a chance,” Alex said, as he looked over at his friend. Judging by the grin on his face, he had something wicked planned.

“Oh god, thank you, Sir,” Camille moaned, and the relief in her voice was clearly evident, forcing a moan of my own from me.

Alex put his foot between her thighs, pressing the toe of his shoe against her cunt, no doubt pushing the vibrator even more firmly against her sensitive flesh.

“You have until I count to twenty in my head to get yourself off, Camille. If you don’t manage it, then you will just have to wait until we are both fully satisfied before you will be allowed to cum.”

Oh fuck. I stared in amazement as my usually shy wife began humping a stranger’s foot with complete abandon. I’d never imagined Camille would do something like that, but damn, it was fucking sexy. Her voluptuous tits were bouncing with each movement of her hips while she rubbed herself frantically against the toe of Alex’s shoe.

I found myself holding my breath as I watched her, wondering if he would give her enough time to succeed. Camille’s moans were growing louder, and her skin was glistening with a thin layer of sweat which somehow made her look even more radiant that usual.

With Alex counting in his head, neither Camille nor I could know how close it was to the end of her time, and I knew it was unlikely he’d let her cum, regardless. That was all part of the game he was playing with her. But I still found myself cheering her on in my head, hoping she would make it to the finishing line in the twenty seconds she’d been given.

But as I’d expected, just as her body began tensing with an oncoming orgasm, Alex pulled his foot away. Camille let out a deep groan, and her body shuddered with the force of her frustration.

“Please, Sir. Just a little longer. I was so close. Please. I just needed a few more seconds.”

Alex chuckled and placed a hand on the back of her head, pushing her face down towards his shoe. “You had your twenty seconds, Camille, and you knew that was all you were allowed. Now you have to wait. And you can clean up the mess on my shoe, too.”

Without even a hint of hesitation, Camille began licking at the leather, which glistened with her juices. The moans coming from her were almost feral, and I could see just how fucking aroused she was by their control.

Fuck it. I couldn’t wait any longer. While my beautiful, sexy wife was licking her nectar from another man’s shoe, her bottom raised in the air as she did so, I opened my pants and pulled out my rigid cock. As soon as I wrapped my hand around it, I let out a groan of pleasure. It throbbed within my fist, and I stroked it while watching Camille.

As she licked Alex’s shoe, Liam moved behind her and ran a big dark hand over Camille’s rear end, caressing the globes of her ass for a moment before curling his fingers to dig the tips into her flesh. She let out another moan and arched her spine, pushing her ass higher in the air as if it was an offering. And it looked like an offering that Liam was more than willing to take.

He raised his hand in the air for a split second before bringing it down hard on her ass cheek, and she let out a sharp cry at the same time the sound of the smack filled the room. When he pulled his hand away, a big red handprint marked her flesh. Within seconds, there was a matching handprint on her other ass cheek, and the moans coming from my wanton wife were like the best fucking music to my ears. There was no doubt in my mind she was enjoying herself immensely.

But apparently that was all the spanking Camille was allowed for now, and Liam reached over to grab a handful of her hair and pull her back up into a kneeling position.

He reached around to her front, cupping her tits in his large hands and gently pinching at her hardened nipples. His touch was making Camille writhe helplessly, her hips bucking as the vibrator inside of her needy little cunt continued to tease her mercilessly.

“Don’t you dare cum, Camille,” Liam growled in her ear. “If you cum, we’ll make sure your ass is so sore that you won’t be able to sit down for a week. Do you understand, slut?”

Judging by the moan that emerged from my wife, it wasn’t the threat he’d thought it would be.

“Yes, Sir,” Camille moaned. “I understand.”

As Liam continued tormenting her nipples, Alex stepped towards her and pressed the head of his dick against her lips once more. Camille opened her mouth as soon as she felt it, sucking him eagerly as her entire body vibrated with her need. I could see the effect they were having on her even from where I was sitting.

My dick was throbbing in my hand, and I had to take a break from stroking, otherwise I was going to end up losing control before the two men got to the really fun part of the evening.

Camille was trying to say something, and even though she had a mouth full of cock, I’d have been willing to bet good money that she was begging for something.

Alex pulled out of her mouth. “Please fuck me, Sir,” she said, as soon as her mouth was empty. “I need it so badly. Please!”

He crouched down in front of her and took over, pinching and tugging on her nipples once Liam had moved his hands out of the way.

“Do you want me to fuck you because you want to be a pleasing little fucktoy and be filled with our cum?” Alex asked. “Or do you want me to fuck you because you think we’ll let you cum?”

Camille whimpered, but she didn’t reply. Suddenly, he gripped one of her nipples and twisted it hard, making her cry out with both surprise and pain. Despite the rough treatment, she seemed to be squirming more than ever, though.

“I asked a question, Camille, and I expect an answer.”

I moved forward in my seat, watching closely for any sign that it was all getting too much for my wife, but she didn’t look scared or overwhelmed.

“I... I need to cum, Sir,” she whimpered. “Please, just once.”

“Hmmm,” Liam mused as he remained crouched behind Camille. “I don’t think she’s realised that her purpose is to please us yet, Alex. Maybe she does need a proper spanking after all. I’m sure once her ass is bright red, she’ll be more focused on her purpose.”

Alex seemed to think it over for a moment, although I had no doubt this was all something they had planned out before they even entered the room.

“I think you might be right, Liam. Let’s go over to the bed.”

Alex stood and walked over to the bed and sat down on the edge of it, while Liam moved around to Camille’s front to easily pick her up and throw her over his shoulder. As he turned around, I got the perfect view of my wife’s dripping pussy, part of the pink toy outside of her body, and curled upwards so the vibrator would be against her clit. Her inner thighs were soaked with her arousal, and I let out a loud moan.

Liam laid Camille face down over Alex’s lap, her wrists still secured behind her back with the rope. She wriggled slightly, and Alex had to readjust the blindfold over her eyes, but she settled as soon as he placed his hand on the centre of her back. The whimpers were flowing freely from my wife, and I began stroking my dick slowly again while I watched.

“Ready for this, Camille?” Alex asked, running his other hand over her bare ass.

“Yes, Sir,” she said, although the words came out sounding like a moan.

Suddenly, the air was filled with the sound of Alex’s palm coming down hard on Camille’s ass over and over. Each smack made my wife jolt, and she cried out loudly, but she didn’t struggle at all.

“Oh god,” she moaned. As she spoke, I realised Liam had the remote control in his hand for the vibrator, and judging by the moans coming from Camille now, I could only assume he had increased the intensity of the toy.

Alex paused the spanking, reaching between her thighs to rub at her folds. “She’s so wet,” he said to Liam. “I think she’s enjoying the spanking.”

“Is that true, Camille?” Liam asked with a grin on his lips. “Are you enjoying being spanked like a naughty girl?”

Camille whimpered and hesitated a moment, before saying, “yes, Sir.”

It was hard to catch my breath as I watched them while Alex started spanking her ass again. Even from my chair in the corner, I could see her butt was a bright shade of red, and a part of me wondered if I should step in. It wasn’t easy watching another man hurting my wife, even though I’d known this was probably going to happen, but she really did look like she was enjoying it.

But after another couple of minutes, Alex stopped again. He ran his hand over her red ass cheeks, and she squirmed needily. It looked as if she was trying to grind herself against his thigh as she laid across him.

“Now let’s see if you’ve learned your lesson, Camille,” he said with a wide grin on his face. “What are you?”

“I’m a fucktoy for you and Liam, Sir,” she moaned without the slightest hint of hesitation.

“Good girl,” both men said at the same time, making Camille squirm even more.

“Do you think she’s earned her reward now?” Alex asked, looking up at Liam. “Or do you think we should tease her a little more?”

Liam was already unfastening his pants. “Feel free to carry on teasing her if you want, but I’m more than ready to feel her tight, wet little cunt on my dick.”

The tall black man got onto the bed, settling on his knees while he gripped Camille’s hips and pulled them upwards, until she was in a face down and ass up position across Alex’s lap. I heard a wet popping sound as the vibrator was pulled out of her pussy, then Liam was holding onto her hips as he guided himself into her wet and eager hole.

I stood up and walked around the edge of the room, to a position where I would have a better view, and I let out a moan as I watched Liam’s big black dick sliding slowly in and out of my wife. She was moaning loudly, obviously enjoying the feel of his cock stretching and filling her.

Alex reached beneath Camille, palming her breasts before teasing her nipples with the lightest of touches. “Tell us what you need, slut?” he growled.

“To be... fucked and... filled with cum!” she cried out, the words punctuated with little pauses each time Liam pushed his dick all the way inside her.

“Then don’t you think you should be begging Liam for what you need? We want to hear how much you crave to be a pretty little fucktoy, Camille.”

“Please, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, fuck me hard and fill me with cum. I need it. I need to be fucked and filled like a good slut. Please, Sir.”

“Good girl,” Liam grunted as he increased the pace of his hips, slamming harder and faster into my wife’s soaked pussy. “But it’s time for you to focus on pleasing both of us at the same time.”

He reached over and gripped her hair hard in his fist, using his hold on her to lift her head from the mattress and guide her mouth to Alex’s cock. As soon as she felt the swollen head against her lips, she parted them wide and began sucking hungrily.

With her hands tied behind her back, there was no way Camille could support herself. Luckily, she had four strong hands helping to hold her in place, as she had both her mouth and cunt used.

Fuck, she looked so beautiful, so helpless, and so damn hot. My dick was in my hand once more, and I pumped my fist up and down the length, feeling it throbbing. I was so fucking close, and I didn’t think I’d be able to hold back much longer.

The sounds of their grunts and moans filled the room, along with the scent of sex permeating everything. The sight of two naked men pounding away at my wife’s body only made me stroke myself faster. It was too much to handle, and I felt the pressure building up at the base of my spine.

My balls were tightening up, preparing for release. And then suddenly they exploded, sending ropes of my cum shooting out across the tiled floor. I moaned loudly, and for a moment, both the other men looked at me, flashing me a wicked grin, before they turned their attention back to my wife.

When I was finished, I quickly grabbed a towel from the bathroom and cleaned up the mess I’d made before settling into the armchair once more. Liam was slamming harder than ever into her tight pussy, grunting louder with each thrust, and soon enough he was losing control of himself, too. His muscular body tensed and shuddered as he pumped her pussy full of his cum.

Alex guided her mouth off his cock and brought her head back to the mattress beside his thigh so she was across his lap once more. From this angle, I could just see Alex’s hand sliding beneath her, rubbing at the sensitive spot between her thighs. “Now you can cum, Camille. Cum while your Dom fills you up with his seed.”

I wasn’t sure if it was the command or Alex’s touch that sent her over the edge, but the wailing sounds of pleasure she made as she shattered apart were unlike anything I’d ever heard before. Her entire body convulsed with the force of her orgasm, and her screams filled the air.

Then Liam was pulling out of her, and I could see the thick white cream leaking from her pussy. But he didn’t give her a moment to catch her breath. Instead, he picked her up again and laid her down on her back. It didn’t look comfortable with her hands tied behind her back, but she didn’t seem to mind too much as she instinctively spread her legs.

Alex quickly got between her thighs, his rock hard cock in his hand as he guided it to her dripping entrance. He teased the head up and down her folds, grinning as he watched her writhing and trying to wriggle her way onto his dick.

“Beg for it, slut,” he growled in a deep voice that made Camille whimper.

“Please fuck me, Sir. Please!”

Before the final word was even out of her mouth, Alex pushed his hips forward to plunge his erection deep into my wife’s pussy. She cried out with pleasure and spread her legs even wider beneath him, making it easier for him to take her even deeper.

Alex reached up and took the blindfold off Camille’s eyes, and she blinked rapidly in response to the light in the room flooding her senses once more. He gripped her hair in one hand and held her steady as he lowered his head, meeting her gaze intently.

“Tell me again, Camille,” he growled. “What are you?”

She let out a primal moan as she looked up into his eyes, unable to look away. “I’m a fucktoy, Sir. Please, use me like one. Please fuck me and fill me with cum.”

Alex grinned down at my wife, her tiny body pinned against the bed by his much larger frame. “Such a good girl. I didn’t even have to tell you to beg. You just do it naturally now. So here is your reward, slut.”

With that, he began moving his hips, sliding his dick slowly out of her until only the head remained, before plunging himself hard inside her. His forward thrust was powerful enough to make her gasp every time, but she never stopped staring up into his eyes. Even from here, I could see the glazed expression on her face, as if she was lost in the most intense bliss.

Liam was sitting on the side of the bed, watching them just as closely as I was. At least I didn’t seem to be the only voyeur in the room, and I had a feeling that anybody watching from the media room would be enjoying the show immensely.

Eventually, Alex picked up the pace of his thrusts, building the momentum until he was jack hammering her pussy, slamming her body deeper into the soft mattress each time. Camille’s moans were loud in the room, and I could see she was getting close to the edge.

“Please, Sir,” she cried out. “Please fill me with your cum. I need it. Please!”

I wasn’t sure I had ever heard her sound so desperate. Her entire body was trembling as she struggled to hold back her impending pleasure, knowing she needed to wait until Alex was cumming before she could find her own release.

I was holding my breath as I watched, mesmerised by how hot she looked being used so forcefully. Fuck, I was torn between wanting this to never end and wanting the two men to go so I could reclaim my wife.

Alex somehow managed to thrust even harder and faster into Camille’s pussy, and I could hear the wet sounds coming from between her thighs each time he pushed inside her.

“Good girl,” Alex grunted. “Cum for me, slut. Cum on my cock right now.”

I could see the relief on her face when he finally gave her permission to stop holding back. Her eyes rolled back and her body shuddered as an intense orgasm moved over her. At the same time, Alex threw his head back and let out a sound of pleasure that was almost animalistic. His body tensed and he held himself deep inside Camille’s cunt as he pumped it full of his cum.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the pair as they both let go and succumbed to the pleasure of one another’s bodies. It was such an intensely erotic experience, and I wished I hadn’t cum already so I could have shared it in some small way with them.

After a few long moments of them staring into each other’s eyes, Alex slowly pulled out of her, and Camille whimpered in a way that made me think she didn’t like being left empty.

Without saying a word, Alex gently took hold of Camille’s arms and pulled her up into a sitting position, and Liam moved behind her to begin untying the ropes on her wrist. As soon as she was upright, her eyes met mine, and she flashed me a smile that was nothing short of radiant.

I couldn’t wait to be back inside her, reclaiming her as my beautiful wife.
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Chapter Nine
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Camille:

As soon as Liam and Alex had said their goodbyes and left the room, Julian came to join me on the bed, where I was still laid as I tried to recover from the intensity of what had just happened. My husband was still fully clothed in his shirt and slacks, while I was naked, and he took me into his arms and pulled me close.

“Did you enjoy that, babe?” he asked in a soft voice.

A chuckle escaped me, and I nodded before nuzzling my face against his chest. Even after all the fun I’d just had with the two other men, this man was the one who felt like home.

“I did, my love,” I replied, my voice coming out hoarse.

Julian jumped up from the bed and went over to the small refrigerator that was stocked with drinks and snacks. He grabbed a bottle of water, opened it, then handed it to me before joining me on the bed again. I took it gratefully, gulping some down to alleviate my dry throat.

I placed the bottle down on the bedside table and turned back to my husband, brushing my lips gently against his. “How about you, my love? Did you enjoy watching it?”

His lips curled up into a wicked grin. “I loved it, babe. Especially the part where you were humping against Alex’s shoe. I’ll have to remember that for when we get home again.”

I groaned as embarrassment flooded me. Somehow I’d managed to forget all about that, and his reminder made my face burn. But I couldn’t deny it had been kind of fun, even if I wouldn’t admit that to Julian.

“Don’t you dare!” I said, giving his shoulder a playful shove.

He laughed. “Oh, Camille. It’s almost as if you think I couldn’t see how much you enjoyed it. Don’t think you can fool me.”

I rolled my eyes at him while laughing. My husband knew me far too well.

With a speed that surprised me, Julian flipped me over onto my stomach and smacked my ass hard. I yelped in surprise as a new wave of pain washed over my already sore flesh.

“Did you just roll your eyes at me, Camille?” he asked in a mock-serious tone. “Do that one more time, and I might have to smack your ass again.”

With a grin on my face, I turned to look at him over my shoulder, rolling my eyes slowly and deliberately so there could be no way he’d miss it.

He laughed and shook his head. “You were such a good girl for Alex and Liam, and now you’re going to be a brat for me?”

I giggled before flashing him the sweetest smile I could muster.

Julian muttered something under his breath that I couldn’t quite make out before bringing his hand down hard on my ass again. I cried out, but the sound of pain somehow morphed into a moan of pleasure as he brought his hand between my thighs.

“Luckily, I think I know how to deal with that bratty devil inside you, Camille. I think I just need to fuck it out of you.”

Julian slipped two fingers inside my pussy, which was still full of cum from Liam and Alex. I let out a moan, and my body melted into the mattress as I surrendered to his expert touch. Apparently, he was right. He did know exactly what to do to silence the brat in me.

He pumped his fingers in and out of me, curling his fingers just enough that his fingertips were rubbing against that sensitive spot deep inside with each thrust.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good. Please, don’t stop.”

With that, his fingers disappeared, leaving me empty and frustrated. I rolled over onto my back again, looking up at my husband, and he was making quick work of opening the buttons on his shirt. Oh, I didn’t mind him stopping if it meant he might be fucking me sooner.

I sat up on the bed, opening the fastenings on his slacks, wanting to help get him naked quicker. Once his shirt was off, Julian jumped up from the bed to push his slacks down; then he was on top of me, pinning me into the mattress with the weight of his body.

In my eagerness for my husband, I wrapped my arms and legs around him, trying to pull him closer. His cock was already rock hard and I could feel the solid length of it pressing against my slit.

My hands slid down his sides until I reached behind him and grabbed his ass, pulling him tighter to me. I wanted nothing more than to feel him inside me, feeling every inch of his dick slide into me as he plunged himself deeper. But it seemed he was in the mood to tease me.

He rocked his hips, sliding his rigid length up and down along my folds without ever entering me, his hard flesh gliding over my clit. It was just enough stimulation to send tingles through my body, but nowhere near enough to give me the orgasm I ached for.

“Please, Julian,” I moaned, moving my hips as much as I could beneath him in my attempt to get his cock inside me.

His lips curled up into a wicked grin as he stared down at me, his hands cupping my face while he held his weight up on his elbows. “If you want something, you need to use your words, Camille. I thought you’d already learned that tonight.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Julian did his best impression of Alex, just without the accent. But he kept up the teasing, slowly driving me insane with my need to cum.

“Please fuck me,” I whimpered, when it became all too obvious he really wasn’t going to give me what I needed until I asked for it.

As soon as those three simple little words escaped my mouth, Julian slammed forward, burying himself deep into my wet pussy. With a groan of satisfaction, he lowered his forehead against mine and began rocking his hips.

The sensation of being filled by his thick cock sent waves of pleasure coursing throughout my body, and I squeezed tight around him like some sort of desperate slut, eager for release. The friction created an incredible heat, sending flames licking across my skin as I felt myself getting close to climax.

“God, your pussy feels so fucking good when it’s so full of cum, baby,” Julian groaned, pumping his hips faster to slam his cock home hard and deep over and over again.

I held onto him tightly, the movements of our bodies causing my ass to rub against the cotton sheets. Even though they were luxuriously soft, it was still enough friction to leave my sore rear end burning. But I didn’t care about that. All I cared about was the pleasure that was quickly building inside me and threatening to explode.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum,” I cried out, a split second before I shattered apart. My entire world went white, exploding into blissful oblivion as my pussy pulsed around Julian’s cock, squeezing him tighter than ever through my climax.

He grunted loudly with each thrust, and I could tell by the way he was tense all over that he was close, too. He was holding back, but I didn’t want that.

“Fill me, Julian,” I moaned. “Please, I need it. Please, fill me with your cum and claim this pussy as yours again.”

Apparently, that was all he needed to hear. Julian’s body shuddered above mine as he thrust hard and deep inside me, his movements erratic as he unloaded himself inside me, shooting hot ropes of cum into my quivering pussy. I wrapped my legs around him even more tightly, using them to pull him as deep as I could in my desperate desire to join with him so completely.

Julian didn’t stop fucking me hard until we were both sated; then he went limp on top of me, pinning me even more firmly into the bed. We were both breathing hard, and Julian was grinning widely.

“God, you are so fucking sexy when you beg, Camille. I hope you know that’ll be happening much more often now.”

I groaned softly before bursting into a fit of giggles. “If it means I get fucked hard like that, I think I can live with a little begging.”

Julian laughed and slowly rolled off me, his cock slipping free of my sex as he did so. I whimpered softly, already missing the feel of him inside me.

He chuckled knowingly before pulling me back into his arms and holding me close as we laid in bed together. “I love you, Camille. And I’m happy you enjoyed tonight.”

I smiled and nuzzled closer in his embrace, growing too tired to talk much. “I love you too,” I murmured against his chest.

As Julian gently stroked my hair, I felt myself growing more and more tired, my body exhausted and aching in a blissful way that could only follow a night of being used hard multiple times. For a moment, I considered running a hot bath before bed, knowing it would help soothe my aching muscles, but I was too comfortable where I was. There was nowhere else I would rather be than in the arms of the man I loved with all my heart. 
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Click this link to discover more of my hotwife stories you may enjoy. And sign up to my newsletter to stay up to date with new releases and special offers. You will even get a free book as a gift for signing up.
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What’s next?
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The Hotwife Key Party #9: Mia

They've been in the lifestyle for three years now. They didn't realize that it could be taken to another level.

Her husband brings her a coveted invite to the 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a mansion in the hills of Malibu, for a night they'll never forget...and he's bringing her favorite bull along.

She loves everything the lifestyle has brought her. Fulfillment beyond her wildest dreams and, more importantly, bringing her and her beloved husband closer together as they use the heat to fuel their own bedroom desires.

Still, there's always a risk playing with fire. How long can they play with it until they get burned?
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Click here to order

An ACHE Presentation

The Hotwife Key Party

The Hotwife Key Party is a series of ten books, each written by a member of the acclaimed ACHE group, the Authors of Cuckold and Hotwife Erotica. Each unique volume tells the story of a different couple at the Casa Del Grande Toro party, how they got there and what happens when their wife's key is drawn...

The Hotwife Key Party: Tina by Paul Garland

The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan by GK Grayson

The Hotwife Key Party: Dana by Kirsten McCurran

The Hotwife Key Party: Harriet by Delores Swallows

The Hotwife Key Party: Jessica by Lacey Cross

The Hotwife Key Party: Callie by Anya Knightly

The Hotwife Key Party: Anna by Max Sebastian

The Hotwife Key Party: Camille by Zoey Adams

The Hotwife Key Party: Mia by Jordan Riley

The Hotwife Key Party: Willow by KT Morrison
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About The Author
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Zoey Adams writes erotic stories about wives who love to have fun with men who aren't their husbands.

If you would like to keep up to date with her new releases, sign up to her newsletter. You will even receive a free short story that is exclusive to her email subscribers. You can sign up here.

You can also check out Zoey’s Amazon page to find her entire catalogue of work.
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