

The Hotwife-To-Be

The Complete Series

By Zoey Adams


This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

THE HOTWIFE-TO-BE: THE COMPLETE SERIES

First edition. January 26, 2023.

Copyright © 2023 Zoey Adams.

Written by Zoey Adams.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Shared for the First Time

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Shared with his Best Friend

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Shared at the Office

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Shared at the Christmas Party

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Shared On Her Wedding Night

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

About The Author


[image: ]

Shared for the First Time

[image: ]


[image: ]




Chapter One
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Ismiled across the table at my boyfriend, Julian. It was the third anniversary of our first date, and he’d brought me back to the same restaurant he’d taken me to on that very first night. He had obviously been trying to impress me at the time, because it was a very fancy Italian restaurant, and it had worked, considering the fact that I’d been crazy about him ever since that night.

“Thank you for bringing me here tonight, love. I can’t believe we haven’t been here again since that first night. But it makes tonight feel even more special.”

He grinned at me and reached across the table to take my hand in his. “And I can’t believe you’ve put up with me for three years already. I keep waiting for you to tell me you’ve had enough of me, but it still hasn’t happened yet.”

I laughed and swatted his hand playfully before taking hold of it again. “Don’t be silly. You know how much I love you.”

“True,” he said, with a smile on his face, suddenly looking more serious. “But I was thinking that maybe I should make it permanent before you change your mind.”

Julian reached into the pocket of his slacks to pull out a small velvet box, and I couldn’t help but gasp loudly. Surely that couldn’t be what I thought it was. Could it? He opened it slowly to reveal a gorgeous ring with a single solitaire diamond. I stared at it with my mouth open for a few moments, my heart pounding rapidly in my chest.

“Camille,” he said, pulling my attention away from the ring and bringing it back up to his face. “I love you so damn much, and I’ve known for a long time that I want to spend the rest of my life with you. And nothing would make me happier than if you agreed to be my wife. Camille, will you marry me?”

I squealed much more loudly than I should have done in such a nice restaurant, and I got out of my chair to throw myself into his lap. “Yes!” I answered without hesitation. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I hadn’t even realised I was crying until I felt the wetness on my cheeks. And through the blur of tears, I saw Julian smiling widely at me. He pulled me close for a tight hug, then carefully took the ring out of the box. I held my left hand out for him, noticing how much it was trembling with my excitement, and he slid the ring onto my finger before hugging me tight once more.

My heart was pounding as I clung tightly to him, happy tears streaming down my face.

“God, I love you, Julian. I can’t believe this is actually happening!”

He laughed, embracing me in his arms as I stayed curled up in his lap. “We have talked about marriage several times, so it can’t have been a total surprise.”

I grinned sheepishly at him. “Well, no. But I didn’t think it was going to happen tonight!”

When I heard a throat clearing behind me, I turned and saw a waitress standing beside our table with a bottle of champagne. It was at that moment I realised we’d drawn the attention of several people sitting at nearby tables, and I felt my face burn.

“Congratulations to you both,” she said, while pouring out two glasses of champagne. “I wish you a lifetime of happiness.”

The woman disappeared as quickly as she had appeared, and I slipped out of Julian’s lap to settle back in my chair. I still felt flushed and flustered, and even though I knew the champagne was only going to make those feelings more intense, I couldn’t resist taking a sip.

Julian was smiling from ear to ear as he took my hand in his again, my left hand, and twirled the ring around my finger.

“It’s a beautiful ring,” I said. “Thank you, Julian. Thank you for everything.”

The playful grin was suddenly back on his lips again. “It’s okay. I’ll let you thank me properly later, though.” He winked at me, and I squirmed as a sudden heat appeared between my thighs.

“With pleasure,” I responded, a grin plastered across my own face.
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APPARENTLY, JULIAN wasn’t able to wait until we got home from the restaurant for me to show him my appreciation. Sitting beside him in the back of the cab on the way home, his hands began to roam up and down my thigh, moving higher each time until his fingers were brushing against my panties. I tried to stifle a moan, as I didn’t want the driver to hear me and know what we were doing.

The two glasses of champagne I’d drunk had caused me to feel a lot more bold than usual, and I let my hands roam, too. Julian was already rock hard when I brought my hand to the crotch of his pants, and when I stroked him through his clothing, I could feel his cock throbbing. Just the feel of it had me squirming, aching to feel him inside me.

I watched as Julian bit his lower lip, trying to hold back a moan of his own, and I was pretty sure it was the sexiest thing I’d seen in a long time. It made my cunt quiver to know I still affected him and that he still wanted me just as badly as he had the night we first met. I unfastened his zip and slipped my hand inside his pants to wrap my fingers around his dick. It was thick, hot and heavy in my hand, and the urge to straddle his lap and take him inside me had become overwhelming. But it would take a lot more than two glasses of champagne to overcome my inhibitions that much, so I satisfied myself by stroking his cock and feeling it pulse in my gentle grasp.

Lucky for me, Julian seemed to be able to feel the crazy lust I was feeling for him right then, and his hand that had been stroking up and down my thigh disappeared altogether up my skirt. His fingers brushed against my slit through my damp panties, forcing a little whimper from my lips. A blush heated my cheeks, and I glanced over at the driver to see if he was paying any attention to us, but his focus seemed to be firmly on the road ahead of him. I was grateful that he wasn’t the chatty kind of cab driver.

I parted my thighs wider for Julian, trying to show him how badly I needed his touch. Never one to pass up such an invitation, he swiftly pulled the gusset of my panties to one side and slipped a finger inside me. My pussy was already wet and more than ready for him, and I had to clamp my lips tight to stop myself from moaning out his name.

Julian leaned closer and brushed his lips against my ear. “Don’t worry, Camille. We’ll be home soon, and then I’ll give you the hard fucking I know you need.”

I whimpered and nodded my head, increasing the pace of my strokes up and down his cock. My hand was slick with his precum, making it easier for it to slide along his hard flesh. At the same time, Julian started pumping his finger in and out of me, fucking me with the digit. With each movement, the length of his finger dragged along my sensitive clit, adding to the pleasure of his touch. My body trembled as the sensations built within me, and it was growing harder to control the urge to cum.

“We’re home,” Julian whispered in my ear just as the car came to a standstill. He withdrew his finger from my needy cunt, leaving me whining softly as he took care of the payment.

I reluctantly pulled my hand out of the front of his pants, bringing it to my mouth to surreptitiously lick the precum that coated my skin. When Julian saw what I was doing, his eyes darkened, and I was almost certain I heard a small growl coming from him. That little sound was practically a guarantee that I was about to be on the receiving end of a good time.

We quickly got out of the cab and rushed inside the house. Once inside, Julian wrapped one arm around my waist and lifted me off my feet. I wrapped my arms and legs around him while he carried me up the stairs and I dipped my head to lick and nibble along his neck in the way that never failed to drive him wild.

Another growl emerged from him. “Playing that game, huh? I think somebody wants to be fucked really hard tonight.”

I grinned; my face hidden in the crook of his neck. “Maybe. Although if I really wanted to be fucked hard, I know the best way to get that would be to beg for your cock.”

Julian groaned. Nothing turned him on more than when I begged him to fuck me. “Don’t worry, babe. You will be begging plenty by the time I’m finished with you.”

A shiver of delight ran through me as I heard the delicious promise in his words. Although I was incredibly shy around most people, Julian always knew how to bring out a more wild and wanton side of me. That was one of the things I loved most about him.

I wriggled against his body, trying to grind my needy pussy against his abs in an attempt to relieve the ache between my thighs. But as soon as we were in the bedroom, he threw me down on the bed, leaving me without the contact of his body against my aching centre.

Although when he started pulling off his clothes, I stopped my disappointed whining and got on my knees on the edge of the bed, helping him to strip. When we were finished, we got to work pulling off my dress and my lace panties until I was naked, too. After the teasing in the car, it seemed we were both desperate for one another.

As Julian remained standing by the edge of the bed, he gripped my long hair in his fist and guided my head down towards his cock. “I need to feel your mouth on me, Camille,” he said, his voice low and gravelly with his desire. “Suck my cock, babe. Then maybe I’ll give you that fucking you need.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. With an eagerness I always felt when I was around Julian, I parted my lips wide and slid them down over the head of his cock. I suckled gently on the tip, enjoying the way it made Julian moan and his cock pulse, while flicking my tongue against the little slit. Drops of precum oozed out, filling my mouth with the taste of his arousal.

“Don’t tease me, Camille,” he moaned as he pushed his cock deeper into my mouth.

I couldn’t help but squirm as he moved his hips, sliding his dick back and forth between my parted lips. The head hit the back of my throat, almost making me gag, but I relaxed just the way he had taught me so I could take the full length of him. Soon enough, he was thrusting into the tight channel of my throat at a steady pace and, as always, the feeling of being used for his pleasure had my cunt dripping with desire.

The need to have my pussy fucked was getting overwhelming, and I tried to pull off his cock so I could beg him, but his hand in my hair held me firmly in place. I looked up at him with wide eyes, whimpering around his cock as he took what he needed from me.

He simply grinned at me. “Not yet, Camille. But soon. It’s almost time for you to beg me to fuck that greedy little pussy of yours.”

His words made me moan, and I squirmed on the bed. My pussy was definitely feeling greedy tonight, and I had to fight the urge to touch myself. Instead, I wanted to wait until he touched me.

My eyes watered, and saliva leaked from my lips as he fucked my throat, ignoring my aching cunt as he took his pleasure. Julian brushed his thumb across my cheek, dabbing away the tears on my skin, before pulling his cock out of my mouth. I gasped for air for a few moments, catching my breath before I started begging.

“Please, will you fuck me now, Julian? I need your cock inside me so badly. I want to cum on your cock while you fuck me hard.”

Julian grinned at me before lifting me up from the bed and laying me down on my back. He settled on top of me, and I could feel the tip of his dick touching my slick folds. I squirmed beneath him, trying to wriggle my way down onto his cock, but he pulled his hips back just enough to make it impossible.

“Please,” I said again, blushing at how needy and whiny I sounded. My pussy was pulsing with arousal, and I needed to be filled so fucking badly.

He reached down between our bodies to grip his cock in his hand, then slid the engorged head back and forth along my slit without entering me. The teasing was too much, and I let out a loud groan.

“Is this what you want, babe?” he asked with a wicked grin on his face. I wanted to hate him for getting enjoyment from teasing me, but the truth was, I loved it just as much as he did.

“Yes!” I cried out, frustration filling me. “Please, I need your cock, Julian. Just fuck me, please.”

With one swift thrust of his hips, he impaled me with the full length of his cock, making me cry out in surprise at the sudden invasion. My back arched and toes curled, a wave of satisfaction washing over me as I suddenly got what I had been craving.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, wrapping my arms and legs around him to pull him closer.

Julian started pumping his hips, thrusting his dick hard and deep into my wet cunt. I bucked my hips beneath him as much as I could, meeting his thrusts, and our moans filled the air.

As he fucked me hard, pounding my pussy at an almost brutal pace, he looked down at me, stealing my breath away with both the love and lust visible in his eyes. The pressure was quickly building at my core, making my entire body tremble as an orgasm threatened to consume me.

With his legs, he pushed my thighs wider apart so he could thrust deeper with each movement of his hips. “That’s it,” he moaned. “Cum on my cock, Camille. Cum for me.”

All it took was a few more powerful thrusts, and I unravelled, surrendering completely to the orgasm that ripped through me. My body arched and shuddered, while my pussy squeezed tight around Julian’s cock, milking it with the spasms of pleasure. At the same time, Julian’s loud moans filled the air while he erupted within me, filling me with his hot cum. We moved together frantically, drawing the pleasure out for as long as we could, before he rolled off me and pulled me in close to his side.

I placed my head on his chest, listening to the rapid beating of his heart while I tried to catch my breath.

“Well,” he said, sounding as breathless as I felt. “If tonight is anything to go by, the rest of our life together is bound to be hot and exciting.”

I grinned softly. “Definitely. And I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you.”
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Chapter Two
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The next day, as I tried to return to the real world after such a special night, I was sitting staring at the computer screen and trying to work out what to write. Being a ghostwriter was my dream job. I got to create fantastical worlds in which wonderful things happened, but I didn’t have to market the books or myself to the public. I could hide in my own little anonymous world and still get paid to do what I loved, while my clients did the selling. What more could I ask for?

Except, the story I had been commissioned to write this time was a tough one. At least, it was for me. A few months ago, I had been approached by a new client who wanted me to write an erotic short story. It wasn’t what I usually did, but she had enjoyed the samples of writing I’d sent her so much that she was willing to pay me a little extra to try something new for her. It wasn’t actually so hard, as I’d written plenty of romance stories and I was no stranger to writing steamy scenes. The client had loved my work and had promised to come back with more jobs for me in the future.

And she had been telling the truth. The story I was currently working on was the third story she had commissioned from me, and she was quickly turning into one of my most frequent clients. Except, this time, the theme she had given me seemed a lot harder to write.

The problem was that I didn’t have a whole lot of experience with sex. At least, not the kind of experience that would help me with the story I had to write. Sure, Julian and I had an amazing sex life, and I didn’t have a single complaint. He was attentive, exciting, and he knew how to push all the right buttons. Oh, and he was hot as hell. But he was the only man I’d ever fucked, and this story was calling for me to imagine being surrounded by men all wanting to use my body.

I mean, surely different sized and shaped cocks would feel different. And surely different men would touch your body in different ways; some gentle and some rough. Maybe there were various different ways to have your pussy eaten, but I wouldn’t know because I was only used to Julian’s technique. Not that I was complaining, though, because his technique was always very effective. I just felt as though I didn’t have enough experience to do my best work on this story.

I let out a sigh. Usually if I was asked to write about a topic I knew little about, I would research it, but how the hell was I supposed to research what a gangbang would feel like? Well, I guess there was always porn. I could certainly think of worse ways to spend a Wednesday morning.

Sliding my laptop closer to me, I started browsing the naughtier parts of the internet. A thrill ran through me at the idea of doing something that felt so illicit. It had been years since I had watched any porn. Truth be told, since moving in with Julian, I hadn’t needed to watch it as he always took good care of my needs. But when the images of one woman surrounded by several men appeared on my screen, a rush of excitement headed straight to my pussy.

It was hard to keep track of how many men were gathered around the lucky lady because they all kept moving, but I think I counted eight. Christ, I had no idea how she was planning to please all the men. After all, I found it exhausting just keeping up with Julian’s needs. But watching as the men all took turns using her mouth first, then sharing her pussy, had me squirming in my chair as a heat flooded my nether regions.

Then the men all decided they weren’t willing to wait, and all of a sudden, the woman was having both her mouth and pussy used at the same time, while all the other men stood around stroking their huge cocks as they watched. I couldn’t help but moan, and as I leaned back in my chair, I reached down between my thighs to gently rub my fingers against my pussy. It wasn’t my intention to make myself cum. I just needed something to ease the ache between my thighs.

The office door behind me opened suddenly, and I quickly pulled my hand away from my cunt and lurched forward to slam my laptop closed. But judging by the look on his face, Julian had seen what I was doing. His lips had curled up into an amused smirk and he walked over to me, leaning down to kiss my lips while his hand reached between my thighs to cup my mound.

I was already so needy from watching that woman getting fucked by multiple men that his touch felt heavenly, and I lifted my hips to press my sex harder against his hand.

“So, is this what you do when you say you’re working, huh? You sit in your office watching porn and touching yourself?”

My face started to burn, and I imagined I must be glowing bright red, but I was relieved to see that he looked amused rather than angry. As his fingers pressed more firmly against the sensitive button of my clit, I let out a soft moan as ripples of pleasure spread through my body.

“I... I was just doing research.”

When I said that, I could see he was trying to hold back a laugh. “Research? So, are you writing porn for a client?”

“Well, no. Not porn, exactly. Erotica.” I opened my laptop once more and brought up the email detailing what the client wanted up on my screen to show him. As I did so, he pulled his hand away from my pussy and perched on the edge of the desk so he could read it.

“Oh wow,” he said. “I guess this would be considered research then. I didn’t realise you wrote erotica!” He flashed me a wicked grin, and I was pretty certain my face must have turned an even deeper shade of red.

“It’s only something I’ve been doing for a few months. This client liked my writing style and wanted me to try writing something erotic for her. I must have done an okay job on it, though, because this is the third erotic story she’s commissioned from me now. But it’s a gangbang story and you’re the only man I’ve ever been with, so I feel a little out of my depth with this one. I don’t have experience with various men that I can bring to the story.”

Julian looked thoughtful for a moment. “Do you ever wish you’d got to experience what it was like to be with other men before you settled down with me?”

“No!” I answered quickly. “Of course not. You make me so happy that I could never regret meeting you when I did. It’s literally just this story has left me feeling like I’m a little too innocent to write it well.”

“You know, it’s not like we’re married yet. You could always have some fun before the big day.”

His words shocked me until his lips curved up into a grin and I realised he was joking. I burst out laughing. “Uh huh. Of course I could. Have you ever seen the way I flirt? I’m a socially awkward disaster.”

Julian started laughing along with me, and he pulled me up from my chair for just long enough to slide into it himself before he guided me down into his lap. “I think you’ll find that most men are very forgiving of a woman’s social skills when the woman in question is as beautiful as you. After all, you managed to make me fall for you in no time.”

I giggled and hid my flushed face against his chest. “Yeah, but you were easy.”

He laughed and shook his head at me. “Maybe. Anyway, let’s watch that video together. It looked fun.”

As I wriggled in his lap, squirming at the thought of watching porn with my fiancé, I felt a telltale bulge in the front of Julian’s jeans. It seemed he was excited about watching the gangbang with me. I hesitated a moment before he took hold of my laptop and opened up the tab for the adult site. He clicked the play button, and the sounds of moans suddenly filled the room.

Julian positioned me in his lap so that my back was against his chest and my legs were spread wide, so that I was open for him with my skirt riding high up my thighs. Without saying a word, he slid a hand down between to my pussy, his fingers teasing gently along my slit. I let out a whimper and squirmed even more. It had felt strange when I was watching porn on my own, but with someone else in the room, too, it felt embarrassing and awkward. I could barely even bring myself to look at the laptop.

He brushed his lips against my earlobe, nibbling at the little bit of flesh there before whispering. “Just look at it, babe. See how much she’s enjoying all the attention. The guys are all rock fucking hard because they want her so bad.”

I slowly turned my attention towards the screen, watching from the corner of my eye because it still felt like too much to stare at it head-on. But even with all the embarrassment I felt, the sights and sounds were creating an intense tingling sensation between my thighs. It really did look like she was enjoying all the attention, especially as she was screaming with pleasure through an orgasm. Hands were all over her, touching her everywhere, while her mouth and pussy were fucked relentlessly by the group of men. From what I could tell, none of the men had cum yet, but they were happily sharing the woman around between them.

Julian pushed my panties to the side, then slipped two fingers deep into the wet heat of my cunt. I let out a soft moan as the digits filled me, sending ripples of pleasure through my body. As he slowly fucked me, his other hand roamed over my body, cupping my tits and kneading them through my dress. My nipples hardened instantly, and he focused his attention on those stiff little peaks, dragging his thumb back and forth to send even more tingles down between my thighs.

As the need built up inside me, it was getting harder and harder not to stare at the scene playing out on my laptop. I wriggled and writhed in Julian’s lap, moving against his fingers as they pumped in and out of me, and I could feel his dick throbbing. The combination of his touch mixed with the hot video playing right in front of us was making me desperate to have his cock inside me. I ached to be used hard, just like that woman on the screen.

“Please,” was all I had to whimper for Julian to slide his fingers out of me, lift me from his lap, and then bend me over the desk. In seconds, his thick cock was pushing deep into my cunt, and I moaned with relief.

Being bent over the desk meant my face was practically pressed against the laptop screen, forcing me to watch the porn while Julian pounded my pussy hard. Oh fuck, his cock felt so damn good as he slammed it hard and deep into my quivering cunt.

Julian grabbed my hair in his fist, wrapping the long locks around his hand to hold my head steady, making sure it was impossible to look away from the woman still pleasuring multiple men. His other hand came to my mouth, and he pushed the two wet fingers into my mouth. I sucked greedily on the digits, moaning as the taste of my nectar filled my senses. I kept sucking as if it was a cock in my mouth, my body working entirely on instinct as lust consumed me.

Suddenly, Julian’s voice was in my ear again, his cock held deep within my sheath as he leaned down over my back. “Imagine how it would feel to be in her place, Camille. It feels good having two holes filled at the same time, doesn’t it?”

His fingers in my mouth made it impossible to respond verbally, so all I could do was suck even harder on the digits, little whimpers spilling out around them.

“But they aren’t even using her properly. They should be using her ass, too. One cock in each hole, and one in each hand. That’s how a good little slut should be used, isn’t it?”

The images put in my mind by his words created an insistent pulsing ache in my core, and I squeezed gently around his cock. Julian’s moan in my ear was heavenly, but he still didn’t move his hips like I wanted him to. I needed to be fucked. The desire to be used in just the way he described was driving me feral with lust, and I had no idea why. That wasn’t me. I couldn’t be that little slut. I was too shy and awkward to be like the woman on the screen. But it was getting harder to deny there was a part of me that wanted to be a perfectly pleasing little slut.

Julian pulled back slightly and started pumping his hips once more, driving his cock deep into my cunt at a merciless pace. His loud grunts filled the air as he took me so hard I knew I was going to be feeling it for the rest of the day. I moaned around his fingers, sliding my lips up and down the length of them, imagining it was another cock that might fill me with cum. Lost in the fantasy, I surrendered to an intense orgasm, my entire body shuddering as continuous waves of pleasure swept me away.

Behind me, Julian roared with his own climax, his thrusts growing erratic as the pleasure consumed him too. He filled me with his warmth, pumping it deep into my pulsing cunt until we were both spent.

He wrapped his arms around me, then collapsed back into my chair, taking me with him to land in his lap with his cock still buried inside me.

“I think you like the thought of being used by a group of men, don’t you?”

Now that the crazy lust I’d been feeling had been sated, the embarrassment came back once more. There was no way I could admit that to my fiancé. Instead, I chuckled and kissed his cheek. “You certainly helped me get in the mindset. Now I think it will be much easier to write this story!”
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Chapter Three
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“Are you really sure you want to read it, Julian?” I asked a few days later while shifting nervously from foot to foot.

Julian laughed and nodded his head. “Of course I do. What could be hotter than reading the gangbang story that my future wife wrote?” He paused for a moment before lowering himself into my office chair and gesturing towards the spot in front of him under the desk. “Oh wait, I’ve thought of something even hotter. Reading the gangbang story my future wife wrote while she is giving me head.”

I grinned at him, before lowering down onto my hands and knees and crawling under the desk to the spot he had pointed to. Julian flashed me a wink then turned his attention to my laptop sitting on the desk above my head.

While he started reading my story, something that would leave me cringing with discomfort even if he wasn’t reading my lewdest work to date, I distracted myself by opening the button and zip on his jeans to release his cock. If anything could make me feel better about the situation, it was having Julian’s cock in my mouth.

I squirmed a little as I wrapped my hand around his shaft, leaning in to swirl my tongue around the engorged head. He let out a soft moan, and I consoled myself with the fact that if he didn’t like my story, my mouth could be a distraction for him, too.

As I teased Julian with my tongue, flicking the tip of it against his sensitive flesh, his cock hardened within my grasp, pulsing with his growing arousal. The taste of his flesh combined with the salty taste of his precum as it oozed from the tip created a hunger deep inside me that was so intense I could almost forget he was reading one of my stories at the same time.

I parted my lips and slid them down over the head, sucking gently while I stroked my hand slowly up and down his shaft.

“Fuck, this is such a hot story, Camille.” I felt a blush heat my face as he complimented me, but I didn’t stop my gentle sucking. “I can just imagine you on your knees with a group of men around you, all wanting to use your mouth. You’re such a good little cocksucker that I bet they’d all get addicted to you.”

I whimpered, feeling my panties grow damp as his words caused a definite flutter of excitement between my thighs. What was the matter with me? Why did my body react that way to the thought of pleasing more than one man at a time? I was just an introverted writer, not a confident sex kitten. It was ridiculous to think I could do something like that. But my pussy sure seemed to like the idea of it.

Julian gripped my long hair in his hand, guiding my head down to take him deeper into my mouth. I pulled my hand away from his shaft and slid my lips all the way down to the base, gagging slightly as he filled my throat. I held myself there for as long as I could before dragging my lips all the way back up to the tip.

He let out a loud groan. “Good girl. Keep sucking my cock while I imagine you being a pretty little fuck doll for me and my friends.”

God, he was driving me crazy with the images he was putting in my head. I sucked hungrily on his cock, feeling him throbbing deliciously in my mouth. At the same time, I reached down between my thighs, tugging my dress up enough that I could reach under it and rub my pussy. My panties were already soaked with my arousal, and each gentle touch of my fingers caused my cunt to quiver.

A growl suddenly emerged from Julian, and I lifted my eyes up to his face. “I see you took my suggestion for your story. About how a good little slut would have a cock in all three holes and one in each hand. Fucking perfect. And I hope you know that as I’m reading this, I’m imagining you in her position.”

I moaned around his cock, feeling my face burn as it turned an even brighter shade of red. His hand gripped my hair tighter, and he used his hold on me to guide my movements, making my mouth stroke rapidly up and down his dick. More precum flowed from the tip, and I captured it on my tongue, whimpering at the delicious taste. For a brief moment, I wondered if all men’s pleasure tasted the same, or if they all had individual flavours, but I quickly pushed that thought aside.

Suddenly, Julian pulled my lips all the way up and off his cock, leaving me whining pathetically. “Tell me, babe, do you like the idea of being used by other men? A group of men, all at the same time?”

I had no idea how to answer a question like that. My entire body trembled with arousal at just the thought of it, but my brain was telling me there was no way I would be good enough for something like that. Julian must have seen my thoughts flitting across my face, and he stroked my cheek tenderly.

“Whatever it is you’re thinking; don’t. You are amazing, and you would be such a hot little slut with a group of men surrounding you, all wanting to fill you with cum.”

I let out a soft moan, unable to hide how much the thought of it turned me on. And judging by the way Julian’s cock was throbbing right in front of my face, I had a feeling it turned him on, too.

“It... it does excite me,” I admitted, and a grin instantly spread across his face.

“Good girl. Now I’ve almost finished reading your story. You get back to sucking my cock.”

As always, whenever he made such requests, I was happy to oblige. I was addicted to him, and could never seem to get enough. I took his cock back into my mouth, sliding my lips up and down his thick shaft while sucking so hungrily it made my cheeks cave in. Moans escaped me, vibrating around his hardness in a way that had him writhing in the chair.

Julian grabbed my head in both hands, holding me in place as he started pumping his hips to fuck my greedy mouth. “God, that story was fucking perfect. And I’m looking forward to turning you into my pretty fuck doll, Camille. Reach down and rub your pussy. I want you to cum with me.”

At his command, I started rubbing my pussy once more, my fingers moving in a frantic circle over my clit. I was so aroused that it wasn’t going to take long for the much-needed orgasm to consume me. My entire body trembled as the sensations built within, while I tried to keep my focus on pleasuring his cock. It always made me feel insanely turned on when he took control and used my body for his own pleasure. But doing that while talking about having a group of men use me just took my arousal to a record high.

I sucked harder on his dick, curling my tongue around the underside to offer extra stimulation in my desperation to make him cum. When he came, I would be allowed to cum too, and in that moment, my body was on fire.

Just as I thought I couldn’t hold back anymore, Julian moaned loudly and erupted in my mouth, feeding me rope after rope of cum. I swallowed eagerly, letting the knowledge that I’d pleased him sweep me up in my own release. As an overwhelming pleasure washed over me, I kept rubbing frantically at my clit, unable to stop. My body shuddered violently with each wave of bliss that consumed me, but still, I couldn’t stop sucking on the perfect dick in my mouth.

When he was spent, Julian pulled my lips up off his cock, and tenderly wiped the saliva from my chin. “Do you have any idea how beautiful and amazing you are, Camille?”

His words made me feel instantly shy, although they also made me light up inside. Unsure what to say, I turned my head to press gentle kisses to the palm of his hand, then crawled out from under the desk to climb up into his lap. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in close against his body.

“I can’t wait to watch you being used by other men, Camille. You are going to be so fucking beautiful with all your holes filled with cock.”

Now that the haze of lust had disappeared after my orgasm, I couldn’t help but laugh. “Don’t be silly, Julian. We both know I’m too shy and damn awkward to be sexy with other people.”

Julian looked at me a moment, his eyebrows bunched together in confusion. “But... I thought you wanted to do this, too?”

I gasped. “Wait, you were being serious when you were talking about it?”

“Of course!” he answered. “Not only would it be insanely hot to watch you with other men, but I thought you wanted to get a bit more experience with men before we got married. I thought we both wanted it.”

“But... wouldn’t that just be the same as cheating?” I asked, trying desperately to process the fact that he actually wanted us to go through with this.

“Not if I’m there with you, giving you all the encouragement you need to go for it.” Julian grinned at me, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively and making me giggle.

“True, I suppose,” I said with a smile on my lips. “But how am I supposed to seduce men and get them to want me? I think you are forgetting how socially awkward I am. Or do you think it’s sexy when I make a fool of myself?”

Julian threw his head back and laughed. “I know I’ve told you this before, but I’m going to tell you again. You are seriously underestimating how beautiful you are. Men would be chasing you after the smallest amount of attention, even if you are awkward.”

He flashed me a grin, and it was hard to know if he was teasing or not.

“Look,” he said, stroking his fingers through my hair, “if this is something you’d like to try, I can help you with it. I might even have an idea of something that would make the first time easier for you, so you won’t feel so shy. But I’m not going to force you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

I thought it over for a moment, and whenever images of me in the centre of a group of men flashed through my mind, an intense arousal would cause my pussy to clench. There was no doubt that a part of me wanted it. Badly. I just didn’t know how to come right out and say it to Julian.

“What is your idea?” I asked instead, peeking up at him through long lashes.

A wide grin spread across his face. “I don’t want you worrying about the details, so I will keep it as a surprise. Do you trust me, Camille?”

That was a question I didn’t even need to think about, and I nodded my head quickly. “Of course, I do! I trust you completely.” I hesitated then as a question of my own came to mind. “But, whatever the idea is, you would be with me, right?”

“Oh, definitely. I wouldn’t want to miss a single second of it. I can promise you that.”

I laughed and covered my face with my hands, unable to believe what I was about to say. “Okay, let’s do it then.”

Julian pulled me even tighter against him and smothered my flushed cheeks with little kisses. “Thank you. I promise you will enjoy it, babe. I’ll make sure of it.”


[image: ]




Chapter Four
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It had been two weeks since I’d agreed to go along with Julian’s surprise plan, and the anticipation had been killing me. I was desperate to know if it was going to involve just one other man, or maybe more. I wanted to know where it was going to be and if I had to buy anything special to wear for it. Admittedly, I already had a pretty extensive supply of pretty lingerie thanks to Julian, but I still worried I might need something else.

To keep my mind off things, he offered to take me out to dinner, and I jumped at the chance to get out. When we arrived at the restaurant, a gourmet place I’d never been to before, it was empty.

I paused in the doorway, unsure whether I should take another step. “Perhaps we should go somewhere else tonight, Julian. This place doesn’t look open, and I’m hungry.”

Julian’s chuckle rumbled close to my ear as he leaned down towards me. “Don’t worry, Camille. I’ve made sure you’re going to be well fed tonight. We can’t leave, otherwise it will ruin my surprise.”

When I whipped my head round to look at him, he was grinning from ear to ear.

“What’s going on?” I asked, feeling a strange mixture of anxiety and arousal in the pit of my stomach. Was it actually happening? Tonight? My heart was suddenly pounding in my chest, and I gripped Julian’s hand harder.

“Tonight is your special surprise, babe. Let’s go in.” He tugged me into the restaurant, then closed the door behind us and flicked the lock shut. “We don’t want anybody else walking in, do we?”

I followed along behind him as he led me down a corridor to a small room in the back. A few tables had been pushed to the outer edges of the room, and a large wooden partition had been put up, stretching along the length of the room. In the centre, there was a hole which I assumed would be at head height if I were on my knees.

“A glory hole?” I squeaked, looking at him out of the corner of my eye.

Julian grinned and nodded. “Yes! I thought it would be perfect. You get to enjoy someone else’s cock without having to try to seduce them or without even having to make small talk. They come here with the knowledge they are going to have their cock in a warm wet hole until they cum, and you get to enjoy experiencing another man’s cock.”

When he put it like that, it did sound perfect. I turned to face him, grinning up at him. “Okay, I want to try it. But you’ll stay, right?”

“Of course, babe.” He leaned down to kiss my forehead, before grabbing one of the wooden dining chairs at the edge of the room and pulling it over towards the hole. He sat down in it, then gestured for me to come over.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves, then I stepped closer. Before lowering to my knees, I turned to Julian. “You’re sure this is okay, Julian?” I whispered. “It won’t cause any jealousy or fights between us?”

He smiled and took my hand in his, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “It is more than okay. I can’t tell you how excited I’ve been about this. The thought of you pleasing other men is a huge turn on for me, so if this is what you want and need, you absolutely have my blessing.”

I held his gaze for a long moment, searching for any sign that he wasn’t completely certain, then I flashed him a nervous smile and got to my knees in front of the hole. Just the thought of the sordid things I was about to do had my cunt tingling with arousal. I squirmed, looking up at Julian before turning my attention back to the hole, looking for signs of activity on the other side of the partition.

“Do you know who it is?” I asked in a breathless whisper.

“I do. But I’m not going to tell you who. Just know it’s someone I trust.”

I considered begging him to tell me, until I realised that while it might satisfy my curiosity to find out who would be on the other side of the wall, it might also make me feel more self-conscious. If I had no idea who it was, I would have no need to worry what they might think of me.

There were noises coming from the other side of the wall, and I held my breath as I stared at the hole. A few seconds later, a hard cock appeared, and I gasped softly. I licked my lips, wetting them before I leaned in. Just as my lips were about to touch the swollen tip, I turned my head slightly and looked up at Julian. He nodded his head once, a dark look of lust in his eyes, and that was all the encouragement I needed.

I flicked my tongue against the tip and was rewarded with the sound of a sharp intake of breath coming from the other side of the partition. That was enough to make me moan softly against the hard flesh and I felt it pulse in response. Slowly, I pressed little kisses along the shaft, moving up and down the entire length to worship the cock. I had no idea who it belonged to, but I felt a desire to thank him for being a part of this special night, and showering his dick with adoration seemed the perfect way to do that.

The longer I spent kissing the stranger’s cock, the more it throbbed against my lips, as if asking for permission to enter. With one last look towards Julian, who was watching my every move with rapt attention, I parted my lips and slid them down over the head, taking him as far into my mouth as I could without gagging on him. The unknown man let out a deep moan, and I had to fight the urge to try and work out who it was from the sounds he made.

“Good girl,” Julian groaned. “You look so perfect with that cock in your mouth.”

I whimpered, although the sound was muffled while my mouth was full. Sucking greedily, I bobbed my head to stroke my lips up and down the thick shaft. It was pulsing between my lips, and when a drop of precum landed on my tongue, I found out that all men do taste different. His essence had a slightly more bitter taste than Julian’s, but it wasn’t unpleasant. If anything, it was a refreshing change, and I sucked with more vigour.

Both men were moaning as I worked, and the mingled sounds of their pleasure added to my arousal. The cock in my mouth began pulsing wildly, then it erupted to spray thick globs of cum over my tongue. I sucked and swallowed hungrily, eager for my reward, but when he pulled out of my mouth and disappeared back through the hole, I was left disappointed. I wasn’t ready for it to be over yet.

I crawled the short distance back to Julian, looking up at him as I moved my hand to the crotch of his pants. He was rock hard, and I stroked him through his clothing. Just as I was about to open the fastening to release his cock, he placed his hand over mine, stopping me.

“Do you still need more, babe?”

I whimpered and nodded my head. “Please?”

“No, you’re not finished with your surprise yet.” He pointed towards the hole, and when I turned to look, I was surprised to see another hard cock waiting for me.

“Oh,” was all I could say, as I stared at it open-mouthed.

“Don’t leave him waiting, Camille. Show him how much you still need more cock.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. No doubt the other man could hear everything, just as I’d been able to hear the first man through the partition, so he would have heard me say I need more. Would he think I was a slut? That question had me simultaneously blushing and dripping in my panties.

I moved back to the hole, not even waiting until I was settled on my knees before taking the waiting cock into my mouth. As soon as my lips were wrapped around his thick shaft, I let out a moan, enjoying the feel of his velvety smooth skin surrounding the hardness within.

This man started moving his hips straight away, pushing his erection deeper into my mouth, which was a contrast to the first man who had remained still and allowed me to control the pace. The engorged head pressed at the entrance to my throat, then pushed deeper until he was filling that tight channel.

“Oh fuck,” I heard from beside me as Julian watched. “That’s it, Camille. Suck him just like that. Make me proud, babe.”

I realised more than anything that I wanted to make Julian proud. They were men he knew. Maybe they were friends of his. Or colleagues. But either way, I wanted them to know I took good care of my man at home.

Moving back and forth, I stroked my soft wet lips up and down the entire length of his shaft, pushing all the way down to the base with each forward movement. Each time I engulfed every inch of him in the wet heat of my mouth, he let out a guttural moan.

My cunt was throbbing with a need for attention, so I reached down to rub at my pussy underneath my skirt. The feel of my fingers against my aching clit sent shivers of pleasure running down my spine, and I moaned loudly around the cock in my mouth.

“No, babe,” Julian said. “No touching. If you want to cum, you’ll have to fuck my friend to make it happen.”

I pulled my lips off the stranger’s cock so I could turn and look at Julian. He had a wicked grin on his face, but I knew he was being serious. My fiancé wanted me to fuck the other man.

With a whimper, I got to my feet and lifted my skirt up around my waist before pushing my panties down to the floor. My pussy was dripping, and I could feel the slick evidence of my arousal on my inner thighs. Slowly, I turned around, so I was facing away from the partition and I bent forward. I reached down between my thighs to gently hold the cock steady while I slid back onto it.

I gasped as the first man other than my husband filled my cunt. He was thick and stretched me wider than Julian did, which felt a little uncomfortable at first until I got used to it. I started rocking back and forth on his dick, moaning low as his thick shaft touched upon sensitive little spots within that felt new.

“Oh god,” I moaned softly. It felt so damn good, and even as I fucked another man, I still couldn’t quite believe it was happening. And that it was all thanks to my fiancé.

Julian moved his chair so he was sitting directly in front of me, and he cupped my face in his hands. I looked deep into his eyes, drowning in them for a moment, until he closed the distance between us and claimed my mouth with his. I parted my lips eagerly for him, feeling his tongue sweep into my mouth to caress my own. At the same time, the stranger started pumping his hips, thrusting into me hard and fast.

Resting my hands on Julian’s thighs, I used him to keep myself steady, pushing my ass back against the partition so the stranger could thrust as deep as possible. I moaned into the kiss as the cock moving inside me created all kinds of tingling sensations between my thighs.

Both my fingers and toes curled as I grew closer to my orgasm, causing my long fingernails to dig into Julian’s thighs through his pants. He let out a loud moan.

“Cum for me, Camille. Cum on his dick while I watch you.” Julian’s voice was a low growl; the voice he used whenever he expected me to obey him.

But with the way the stranger was pounding my cunt hard and fast, it would have been impossible not to obey Julian’s command, anyway. The pressure inside me continued to build until I exploded, crying out as an intense orgasm washed over me. My tight inner walls quivered, squeezing the cock inside me and milking it until the stranger erupted, filling me with a big load of hot cum.

I rocked back against the partition over and over, taking his dick as deep as possible until we were both satisfied; then the stranger slipped out of me and disappeared without a word.
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Chapter Five
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“Are there... ummm... are there any more?” I asked in a breathless whisper.

Julian grinned softly and shook his head. “No, Camille. I didn’t want to overwhelm you the first time with too many people. Do you still need more?”

I felt my cheeks burn slightly. “I just need you,” I whimpered, before leaning forward to crash my lips against his in a searing kiss.

He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me into his lap, brushing his tongue against my lips until I parted them for him, letting him claim my mouth in a deep kiss. My whimpers spilled against his lips, and I found myself pressing my body against his in my desperation to be close.

I wriggled in his lap, moaning each time my needy pussy rubbed against the bulge in the front of his pants. The need for him was so intense that I couldn’t resist grinding myself wantonly against his erection, even though his pants were still creating a barrier between us.

Reaching down, I got to work unbuttoning his pants and lowered the zipper. A moan escaped him when I reached inside to wrap my hand around his cock. He was already rock hard after watching me please two different men, and my hand quickly became slick with his precum as I stroked him.

Julian broke the kiss, breathing hard as he looked into my eyes. “Did you enjoy your first time with other men, babe?”

With a whimper, I nodded my head, too embarrassed to say I’d enjoyed it out loud. No doubt he would have been able to see for himself just how much I loved every second of it.

He reached behind me, grabbing a handful of my hair in his fist as he tilted my head to the side. A shiver moved through me when I felt his teeth grazing gently against the side of my neck, nipping against the sensitive skin. I increased the pace of my hand as it moved up and down his cock, and he throbbed wildly with my touch. I was almost certain he was going to cum before I’d even managed to slide down on his cock, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. More than anything, I wanted to please my fiancé, and if that meant making him cum with only a hand job, then so be it.

Julian grunted and pushed my hand away at the last second, leaving me whining quietly as he stopped me pleasuring him. “I’m not going to be able to get tonight out of my head, Camille,” he growled low against my neck. “No matter what I’m doing, I’ll never be able to forget the way you looked while you were on your knees sucking another man’s cock, or the look on your face as someone else fucked you and made you cum hard.”

I groaned as his words created a deep ache at my core. “You enjoyed it that much?” I whimpered.

“Fuck, yes. And I want to see it again. Without a partition next time. I want to see you riding another man’s cock while his hands and mouth are roaming all over your body. I want to see you looking up into the other guy’s eyes while you suck him off. I want to see it all, babe.”

While staring into his eyes, I pulled back as much as I could. But I could see nothing that made me think he was joking. All I could see was a storm of lust raging inside him.

Julian suddenly stood, lifting me up with him, and carried me over to one of the tables at the edge of the room. He laid me down on one of them, spreading my legs wide apart as he grabbed his cock and slid it easily inside my soaked cunt with one quick thrust.

I cried out with the pleasure of being filled again; then he started pumping his hips, slamming into me so hard that the opposite edge of the table banged repeatedly against the wall. Reaching around him, I grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him towards me, trying to get him as deep as possible with each thrust.

“I want you to fuck other guys again, Camille,” he grunted between powerful thrusts. “Will you do that for me, babe? Do you want it, too?”

The look of crazed lust on his face took my breath away, and I nodded quickly. “Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck, yes.”

“Good girl. I can’t wait to watch you again. And I can’t wait to fuck your tight cum-filled pussy all over again. It feels so goddamn perfect.”

His eyes rolled back as he pumped his hips faster, and I could feel his thick cock pulsing wildly inside me as it moved in and out. Julian leaned down over me to press his lips against mine, although still he kept up the frantic pace of his thrusts.

I’d had no complaints about my sex life before. Not one. But tonight, Julian was wild with lust, and fucking me harder than I’d ever been fucked before. The knowledge that he craved me so much had me clinging to him, kissing him with a desperate desire. The fire between us was burning hotter than ever, and I knew it was because we were both so fucking turned on by what had just happened.

When the first wave of pleasure swept over me, I pulled him tighter to me and a loud cry escaped me. My body shuddered beneath his, convulsing with the intense orgasm as it consumed every part of my being. Within seconds, Julian was grunting loudly while he filled me with his cum, pumping his hips hard and fast until he’d emptied himself completely inside me.

He kept thrusting until we were both trembling and weak, clinging to one another as I kissed his lips hard. My whimpers spilled against his lips each time little aftershocks of pleasure made my cunt quiver around his dick.

Julian lifted me once more, carrying me tenderly to a chair and placing me in his lap as he sat down. I nuzzled my face into the crook of his neck while he held me and stroked my hair.

“I think you really enjoyed watching me tonight,” I said with a playful smile on my lips, even though I knew he couldn’t see my face.

He let out a hearty laugh. “And what makes you think that, Camille?”

I lifted my head, looking him in the eye. “Because you’ve never fucked me like that before. I’ve never felt so desired.”

He furrowed his brow for a moment before leaning in to brush his lips tenderly against mine. “Then I was a fool, because you deserve to be fucked like that every day of your life. I think it was just more intense tonight because I was at a distance, and I could see every little bit of you as you worked to please those guys. You’ve never seemed more beautiful to me.”

My face burned, and I could only imagine how much my cheeks must be glowing after receiving a compliment like that. “Did you really mean it when you said you wanted to watch me again?”

Julian nodded his head, and another laugh escaped him. “Hell, yeah. Of course I did. I’d watch you again right now if my friends hadn’t already left.”

I grinned at him. “I think I might need a little break, though. Certain parts are feeling a little tender.”

“Hmmm, I can’t have that. How about I kiss those parts better as soon as we get home?” he asked.

I giggled and pretended to think it over. “I guess that would probably work.”

“Good,” he said with a chuckle. “Then I can start planning your next fun little surprise.”

His words made me moan softly as I wondered what he might organise next.


[image: ]

Shared with his Best Friend
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Chapter One
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Istepped out of the shower, steam billowing out behind me, to find Julian stood at the bathroom sink brushing his teeth. He’d still been sound asleep when I crept out of bed about thirty minutes before, but as it was a Sunday, I hadn’t felt the need to wake him. He worked hard during the week and deserved a rest. I wrapped a towel around my dripping body and moved to stand beside him.

He turned towards me, flashing me a big, frothy toothpaste smile.

“Good morning, love,” I said, leaning towards him to kiss his cheek as I reached for my own toothbrush.

“Good morning, babe,” he responded, the words slightly muffled as he continued scrubbing his teeth.

When he was finished, he stepped behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me back against him. I grinned and squirmed slightly as I felt his erection press against my ass, but I kept brushing my teeth, knowing I’d need minty fresh breath for what he seemed to have in mind.

“Oh, I forgot to mention it earlier, but I invited Lachlan over later to watch the football game. Is that okay?”

I dropped the toothbrush back into the little holder by the sink, then rinsed my mouth out before answering him. “Sure. Of course it is, Julian. So long as you don’t expect me to watch the game with you two.”

I flashed him a wicked grin, and he laughed. It wasn’t that I didn’t like Lachlan. He was Julian’s best friend, and I had spent a lot of time with him over the last few years. It was just that I hated all sports with a passion.

Julian grabbed my waist and twirled me around to face him, pushing me back until my ass cheeks were against the edge of the basin. “I thought it might be more fun if you joined us.”

He grinned down at me with a wicked gleam in his eye, and I felt a heat instantly forming between my thighs.

“You know I don’t like sports,” I said, intentionally ignoring the hidden meaning behind his words.

Ever since Julian had shared me with two other men at a glory hole two weeks ago, we had been discussing the idea of him sharing me again. Except next time, there would be no partition between me and the other men. I wondered if he was implying that he wanted to share me with Lachlan, but he was Julian’s best friend. It would feel a bit like I was fucking his brother.

“I know you don’t, Camille. But I know how much you loved being a good little slut for me at the glory hole, and I know how much you are missing it already.”

I let out a soft groan and felt a blush heating my face. He wasn’t wrong. I had loved giving in to the primal desire to be used for the pleasure of men, and every time I thought back to that day, it was enough to leave me dripping with desire.

Julian pushed his hips forward, letting me feel how hard he was as his cock pressed against my pelvis. “See. I can see it in your eyes, Camille. I can tell by the way you’ve been insatiable ever since that night. You crave cock, babe. And I crave to watch you pleasuring as many men as possible. We are such a perfect match.”

“We are,” I said with a whimper. “You really crave it, too?”

“I do. Can’t you feel how much I want it?”

He grinned at me again, grinding his pelvis against mine to make me shudder with longing.

“I can,” I said with a soft laugh. “But he’s your best friend. Wouldn’t that be a little weird? He might not even want to do anything with me.”

Julian laughed. “I’ve seen him watching you, babe. It wouldn’t surprise me if he’s got a huge crush on you, so I doubt he would turn you down.”

“Don’t be silly!” I squealed. “Of course he doesn’t have a crush on me! He’s a good friend, so he’d never do that.”

“No, babe,” he replied with an amused look on his face. “He’s a good friend because he hasn’t hit on you, even though he has a crush. But maybe I’ll let him know later that he can do whatever he wants to you with my blessing.”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it.

“Oh, I think you like that idea, don’t you?”

My face was burning. Even though he’d watched me suck and fuck two complete strangers a couple of weeks ago, I still felt shy admitting how much I had enjoyed it. So admitting I wanted more felt impossible. Especially when it was his best friend. But Lachlan had always been incredibly sweet and kind to me, and the idea of getting a whole different kind of attention from him had my pussy aching.

In an attempt to distract Julian, I pulled his black boxers down to the ground, letting his hard cock spring free. When I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, he let out a soft groan.

“The fact that you’re trying to change the subject like this only tells me how much you want us both to fuck you later today,” he said, his voice a low growl.

“I... ummm... don’t know what you mean, love.” I looked up at him with the sweetest smile I could muster spread across my face.

Julian smirked and pulled the towel away from my body before bringing his hand between my thighs to cup my mound. His touch set off fireworks within my body, with little jolts of pleasure moving through me. It took all of my self-control not to start grinding against his hand.

He leaned down to growl against my ear. “I call bullshit, babe. You are dripping wet at the thought of it.” He slipped two fingers easily into the welcoming heat of my cunt, forcing a moan from my lips.

When he started moving his fingers slowly in and out of me, I matched his pace with my hand on his cock. Julian rocked his hips, moving within my gentle grasp, and I could feel him throbbing with a need that seemed as urgent as my own.

As much as I was enjoying his fingers inside me, it wasn’t enough. I craved his cock desperately. So I pushed his hand away and slid down into a crouch, leaning back against the bathroom sink as he stood in front of me. His cock was directly at head level, or more importantly, at mouth level, and I leaned closer to swirl my tongue around the tip.

Julian growled softly, and his dick pulsed against my lips. I licked again, enjoying the way he reacted to my attention. He placed his hands on the edge of the sink, looking down at me with wild eyes. Unable to hold on to his self-control any longer after I teased his cock with my tongue a third time, he reached down to grab my hair and held my head steady. At the same time, he pressed the engorged head to my mouth.

I parted my lips eagerly around him as he slid into my mouth, delighting in the feel of his hardness. Julian let out a loud moan, holding himself deep in my mouth for a long moment, and I sucked greedily on his hard length. Then he started moving his hips, sliding the thick shaft in and out of my mouth. I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of his rock hard flesh between my lips. The sound of his moans joined mine in the small room.

“Just think, Camille,” he said in a slightly breathless voice. “Today, you could have two cocks to suck. Two cocks to ride until you are cumming hard. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

Even though it was impossible to answer him with my mouth as full as it was, my needy little whimpers probably told him everything he needed to know. I sucked harder, cheeks caving in around him as I focused on pleasing him. The heat between my own thighs was growing out of control, and I couldn’t help thinking that it would be perfect if another man were there to use my aching pussy at the same time.

“You need a cock in your pretty little cunt, don’t you, babe? I can see it in your eyes.”

My cheeks burned with both shame and arousal, wondering if he could really see that need within me, or if it just turned him on to say these things. Either way, he was right. I moaned loudly around his cock to send pleasurable vibrations through his hard flesh. He was fucking my mouth with little restraint, taking the warm wet hole in exactly the way he needed to.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air as I looked up at him from my position on the floor. Using his hand in my hair, Julian pulled me up into a standing position before turning me around to face the bathroom mirror. He pressed up against my back, his erection hot and hard as it rested between my ass cheeks.

“Look at yourself, Camille,” he growled into my ear. “Look at how beautiful you are when you are feeling wild and wanton. I can’t resist you like this.”

I did as I was told, taking in the flush of my face, the wide eyes, and the heaving of my chest. Even though I never usually enjoyed looking at myself in the mirror, something about the desperate need on my face did spark an even deeper desire within me.

“Fill me, Julian,” I moaned. “Please.”

“How can I resist when you ask so nicely, babe?”

Slowly, he slid into me from behind, filling my pussy with his hardened length. I let out a moan, writhing on his cock as he held it deep within me for a few long moments. It took me a while to realise that the pathetic whining sound filling the room was coming from me, as I hoped the way I wriggled on his dick would make him want to fuck me. But Julian seemed to have plenty of patience today, keeping himself fully sheathed within my cunt for as long as he desired.

“Something wrong, babe?” he whispered in my ear, his voice carrying an almost mocking tone.

“You’re not fucking me,” I complained, trying to ignore the way my reflection was pouting back at us from the mirror.

“But you only asked me to fill you, Camille. You should have made it clear you needed more than that.” Julian flashed me a wicked grin in the mirror before he started pumping his hips in a way that took my breath away.

He fucked me hard and fast, making me moan with abandon each time he filled me with the full length of his dick. My legs trembled as he took me hard, but luckily, the edge of the sink was keeping me upright. I gripped it tight, my entire body jolting with the force of his brutal thrusts. All around us were the sounds of moans, grunts, and the wetness of my cunt each time he slammed his cock home. They were primal sounds. Animalistic. But neither of us cared as we surrendered to our desire for one another.

Julian kept his hand in my hair, keeping my head up so I could watch us both in the mirror. His eyes were dark, holding mine in our reflection, and I couldn’t look away even if I’d wanted to.

“You’re going to cum for me, Camille,” he groaned through gritted teeth between his merciless thrusts.

I was already close to the edge, but when he slipped his free hand around to my front and between my thighs to rub at my clit, there was nothing I could do but obey his command.

With only a few strokes of his expert fingers across my tingling clit, Julian sent me soaring into an intense orgasm. My body shuddered, and my pussy clamped tight around his cock as I gave into the pleasure he always gave me so easily and willingly.

While I was lost in my intense climax, I felt Julian release himself inside me, pumping me full of his warmth as his own orgasm washed over him. He held his cock deep inside my spasming pussy, and I could feel it pulsing, somehow adding to my own bliss.

When he’d emptied every drop of his release inside me, Julian slowly pulled out, pressing tender kisses along my spine. His cum dribbled down onto my inner thigh, adding to the feeling of satisfaction I already felt from being used hard.

“I can’t wait for Lachlan to get here,” he said with a grin on his face. Then he smacked my ass and headed for the shower.
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Chapter Two
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Afew hours later, I was laying out a few snacks while Julian was letting Lachlan in. I had nervous butterflies fluttering around in my stomach, but not because I disliked Julian’s plan to share me with his best friend. In fact, it was for the exact opposite reason. After talking it through with my fiancé that morning, I really wanted it to happen. There was just still the unknown factor of whether Lachlan would want to join in with us.

“Hey, beautiful,” Lachlan greeted me as usual, except this time, his affectionate pet name for me caused the flutters in my stomach to head somewhere a little further south.

I smiled at him, my heart stuttering a moment as I took in his appearance. He was dressed casually, wearing light blue jeans and a simple black t-shirt, but he looked mouth-watering. He’d recently started shaving his dark hair into a buzz cut and it suited him, allowing everyone to see the way his blue eyes sparkled whenever he smiled. Which was all the time.

“We’re happy you could come over,” I said, walking towards him before wrapping my arms around him.

Lachlan pulled me into a tight hug, which was something he always did, but knowing what might be about to happen had my hormones rushing all over the place. The physical closeness created an ache between my thighs as I considered how it would feel to have him holding me while his cock was deep inside me, and I was reluctant to let go of him.

I heard Julian chuckle behind me, which broke the spell just enough that I could drag myself away from the hug.

“Ummm, can I get you a drink, Lachlan?” I asked sweetly, needing a moment alone to get myself under control once more.

“Sure, I’ll just have a soda if you’ve got it?”

His blue eyes lingered on me for long enough that I felt a blush creeping up my face, so I quickly turned and headed towards the kitchen. Once alone, I paused and took a deep breath. God, I hoped he wasn’t about to turn me down, otherwise I’d never be able to face him again.

After a long moment, I grabbed a can of cola from the fridge and a glass from a nearby cupboard. I poured out the drink, then added a few ice cubes before joining the men in the living room once more.

My fingers brushed with Lachlan’s as I handed him his drink, and it was as if jolts of electricity passed between us. His eyes widened for a second, before a slow grin spread across his lips. I wondered if Julian had already told him anything about wanting to share me today, but I couldn’t bring myself to ask.

“Thanks, beautiful,” he said before taking a sip of his drink. “So, are you staying to watch the game with us today?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah, is that okay?”

“Of course it is. It’s just unexpected. I thought you hated sport?” Lachlan flashed me a teasing grin, and I was pretty sure my panties just got a lot wetter. It was crazy how he could have that effect on me with nothing more than a movement of his lips. It had me thinking that he could probably get me even wetter if he did other things with his mouth, but that just brought another blush to my cheeks.

I cleared my throat before speaking. “I do. But all my time lately has been spent either working or planning the wedding and it would be nice to have a break.”

Julian remained quiet, but grabbed my hand and pulled me over to the couch. He sat down on one end before pulling me into his lap, while Lachlan got seated at the other end. Even though the TV was on, there were still a few more minutes before the game started.

“How is the wedding planning going?” Lachlan asked.

Now we were onto a topic of conversation I could talk about in my sleep, and if Julian was to be believed, that was something that happened occasionally, so I felt able to relax a little. I curled up on Julian’s lap and rested my head on his shoulder, looking towards Lachlan.

“It’s actually going really well! We’ve already booked the venue for the wedding and the reception, found a florist and picked the flowers we want, and booked someone to make the cake. Now we are just getting started on looking for the clothes. I’ll be going out dress shopping with my mom and sister next weekend, but it might take a while to find the perfect dress.”

“That’s all great,” he said with a wide smile on his face. “And how is your work going? Written any fun stories lately?”

At that question, I blushed. “The fact you’re asking that makes me think Julian has already told you what I’ve been working on lately,” I said, laughing softly.

Lachlan’s eyebrows furrowed, and he shook his head. “No, he hasn’t mentioned anything. Why do you say that?”

“Oh,” was all I could say for a long moment, feeling the rapid rise and fall of Julian’s chest as he snickered to himself. “It’s doesn’t matter. But yeah, work has been good.”

Julian laughed and patted my thigh. “Oh, come on, babe. Tell him what you’ve been working on.” He turned to Lachlan. “I’ve been reading all her stories lately. They are amazing. I might even have to commission her to write a few for me, too!”

“Sounds fascinating,” Lachlan said with a grin. “What is it? You can tell me, Camille.”

I grumbled loudly, embarrassed to have put myself in this situation in the first place. “Well, there’s this woman who has been commissioning me to write erotic stories for her. It’s not something I usually write, but she was willing to pay me well for it, so I took the job. It has been interesting, to say the least.”

“Oh wow,” Lachlan said, grinning at me. His eyes seemed to sparkle even more than usual, and there was a hint of mischief in the upward curve of his lips. “That does sound interesting. Maybe one day, I might be allowed to read it too?”

I nodded my head, suddenly feeling a bit shy, but Julian seemed happy to take over speaking from where I had left off.

“Oh yeah, I’m sure she won’t mind you reading it,” he told Lachlan. “For the latest story, Camille had to write a group sex scene. One woman with multiple men. It was insanely hot.”

I let out a soft groan and buried my face in the crook of my fiancé’s neck, trying to hide the bright crimson glow on my cheeks. But apparently, Julian wasn’t finished yet.

“In fact, I even helped her out with some research for it and took her to a glory hole where she pleasured two different men. I watched the whole time, and she was so damn sexy. I can’t wait to watch her being used by someone else.”

I lifted my head from his shoulder just in time to see Julian winking at his friend. So this was how he was going to bring the topic up with Lachlan. I’d been wondering how he was going to do it. Although I wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d just come right out and asked if Lachlan wanted to fuck me senseless today. At least he was using a modicum of discretion.

“Wow, that’s wild. I didn’t know people actually did that kind of thing. I thought it was just in porn,” Lachlan said with a small laugh. “So, do you have plans to do anymore wild things like that?”

With the way Lachlan was looking at me now, I was almost certain that he was interested in me, and it made me squirm in Julian’s lap. Apparently, the conversation was affecting him too, because I could feel a growing bulge pressing against my ass.

“Definitely,” Julian replied with enthusiasm. “In fact, because I was the first guy she’d ever slept with, I’ve promised to help her experience a lot more before we get married.”

Lachlan’s only response was a small groan. I squirmed some more, trying to hold back a whimper as my needy pussy brushed against the firm muscle of Julian’s thighs.

“You’ll have to excuse my pretty little slut, Lachlan. Talking about being fucked and used by multiple men always makes her very squirmy.”

“Hmmm, I can see that.” Lachlan’s voice, which was usually deep, suddenly dropped an octave lower as he watched me fidgeting and squeezing my thighs together. “It looks like maybe she needs to be used again now?”

The fact that they were discussing me as if I wasn’t even there, talking about how much of a needy slut I was, just made the ache in my pussy even more intense. I was wearing a summer dress and, as instructed by Julian, I wasn’t wearing any underwear beneath it. My nipples were hard, brushing against the thin cotton of my dress in a way that sent tingles through my entire body. And I was hoping that I wasn’t leaving a wet patch on the back of my skirt with the way their teasing was affecting me.

“I think you’re right, Lachlan,” Julian responded as he wrapped one arm around my waist to pull me in close against his body. “I think she would love to be used right now. Although I doubt just one cock would be enough to satisfy her. Maybe we should take care of her together?”

“Yeah,” Lachlan said, as he kept his eyes on me. “I think that sounds perfect.”

Without another word, Julian used his free hand to pull my dress up around my waist and push my legs apart, exposing my wet folds to Lachlan. He moaned softly, his gaze trailing down to my exposed pussy. With Julian’s strong arm holding me in place against him, it was impossible to wriggle away. Not that I really wanted to, but there was a part of me that felt I shouldn’t act too eager in front of Lachlan the first time. Or maybe it was already too late for that, anyway.

Julian brought his hand between my thighs, brushing his fingertips along the length of my slit in a way that made my breath catch in my throat. Instinctively, I drew my legs together, feeling shy and shamefully aroused all at the same time.

“No, Camille,” Julian said in the stern voice he used whenever he wanted to turn me into a needy mess. “How are we both supposed to make you cum if you won’t let us touch you? Open for us. Now.”

I moaned and spread my legs wide, obeying him quickly. His fingers continued their slow, teasing pace along my slick folds.

“Good girl,” Lachlan said, and the unexpected praise made whimpers flow freely from my lips. If they were both going to be acting so dominantly today, there was no way I would be able to resist doing every little thing they told me to do.

Lachlan placed his hand on my ankle, then slid it slowly up my leg. My skin tingled under his touch, and I had to fight the urge to squirm even more than I already was. Julian pulled his hand away from my pussy, making space for his friend, but Lachlan’s hand lingered on my inner thigh.

“Do you need both of us to touch you, beautiful?” he asked.

The fact that he was asking consent when I was already so exposed to him only made my arousal grow even more. I nodded quickly and spread my legs wider in invitation to him.

“Good girl,” he said again, sliding his hand higher up my thigh until his fingers were caressing my wet pussy lips. He moaned softly, then slid a finger inside me. “God, you feel so perfect, Camille. I can’t wait to find out how good you feel wrapped around my dick.”

I writhed needily, moving against the digit in an attempt to relieve the growing ache between my thighs, but he quickly slid it out of my pussy again. He brought his hand to my mouth, pressing the wet digit against my lips. I opened eagerly for him, suckling his wet finger in a way that caused both men to moan.

“I can see how much you enjoy sucking on a finger covered in your juices, beautiful. But now I want to see how much you love to suck cock. Why don’t you get on your knees and let me watch you suck Julian’s dick? Then if you do a good enough job, you’ll get to suck mine too.”

Julian let out a soft moan. “You’re a fucking genius, Lachlan. That’s a perfect idea. Why have I never shared her with you before?”

Lachlan laughed. “I don’t know. But I’m hoping there will be lots more sharing in the future.”

With a whimper, I slid down from Julian’s lap and settled on my knees in front of him, ready to be used.
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Chapter Three
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Iwatched impatiently as Julian unfastened his pants, stood to push them down around his ankles, then sat down again, spreading his knees wide so I could fit between them. I shuffled forward, my eyes on his cock as it stood up hard and proud.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Lachlan standing to push his pants down, too. I looked over at him, letting out a small gasp as his hard dick sprang free. When he sat back down, he noticed I was watching him, and he winked at me while he wrapped his hand around his thick shaft.

After I’d spent a few long moments staring at Lachlan as he stroked himself, I felt a hand in my hair. With a gentle tug, Julian brought my attention back to him.

“I know you crave to suck my friend’s dick, babe. And you will. But right now, it’s time to focus on pleasing me. Open wide, Camille.”

With a whimper, I did as I’d been told, parting my lips as wide as I could while both men watched me. Julian used his grip on my hair to guide my head down into his lap, sliding my lips over the engorged head of his cock.

Instinctively, I sealed my lips around his thick length and began sucking hungrily, my head bobbing as I stroked my lips up and down the shaft. I was rewarded with a loud moan from both men, and the sound caused an intense quiver deep inside my needy cunt.

Julian gripped my hair in both hands, using his hold on me to guide my movements. I relaxed, surrendering to his control as he took what he needed from me. His cock was pulsing in my mouth while the taste of his precum filled my senses.

“God,” Lachlan moaned. “She loves to suck cock, doesn’t she?”

I whimpered, feeling my cheeks burn, but I didn’t stop what I was doing. The desire to please was too intense to fight. And I wanted to impress Lachlan, so he’d let me suck him off, too.

“Fuck, yes,” Julian growled in response. “She’s such a good girl.”

The praise only sent further tingles down between my thighs, and I moaned around Julian’s rock hard cock.

He suddenly changed tactic, using his hold on my hair to keep me still while he started thrusting his hips upwards. I relaxed my throat as much as I could while he pushed his cock deep over and over, using the tight channel for his pleasure. His dick pulsed, and I guessed he was close, but after a few seconds of frantically fucking my throat, Julian pulled my head up so that he slipped from between my lips.

I gasped for air, then opened my mouth wide again, trying to show my eagerness to be used.

Julian grinned at me, then leaned down to flick his tongue against my parted lips. “I’m finished with you for now, Camille. You’re such a good little cocksucker that if I keep using your mouth, you’re going to make me cum. And I’m not even close to being done with you yet. So you should crawl over to my friend and ask him nicely for permission to suck his dick, too.”

Before doing as I’d been told, I lifted higher on my knees to press my lips to his. He growled, pushing his tongue into my mouth to deepen the kiss. I melted against him, suckling on his tongue until he pulled back, leaning back on the couch so he could watch me.

“Go ahead, babe. Go to Lachlan.”

With a whimper, I got on my hands and knees and crawled over to my fiancé’s best friend. At this height, I had the perfect view of his cock. He was already rock hard, his shaft thick and slightly curved in a way that I imagined would feel so good inside my pussy.

I licked my lips, staring at his cock as I spoke. “Please, can I suck your cock, Lachlan?” Even to my own ears, my voice sounded breathless and full of arousal.

He didn’t answer straight away. Instead, he continued to slowly stroke his cock, milking drops of precum from the tip right in front of my face. I couldn’t help but whimper as I watched a droplet of his essence trickle down his length and onto his hand. More than anything, I wanted to lean forward and capture that drop with my tongue, but he hadn’t yet given me permission for anything.

“Please,” I whimpered again when the wait became too much.

Lachlan grinned down at me. “Go ahead, beautiful. It’s time to find out how good that pretty little mouth of yours really feels.”

Without hesitation, I leaned in and ran my tongue along his length, gathering up as much of the precum as I could. When my tongue reached his tip, I swirled it around the engorged head and then lapped at the small slit for any remaining drops I might have missed. Lachlan let out a loud moan, and the sound was so arousing it made my cunt quiver. My lack of panties meant I could feel my own moisture leaking from my lower lips to coat my thighs, and there was a part of me which felt pride over the fact that I was ready to be fucked if either of them wanted that.

I licked his turgid length over and over, starting at the base and moving all the way to the tip, enjoying the way his cock pulsed with every single touch.

“That’s enough teasing now, Camille,” Lachlan growled. “I’m ready for you to take my dick into your mouth and suck it good. Just like you sucked Julian’s cock. Are you ready for that, beautiful?”

“I am,” I whimpered breathlessly, before sliding my lips down over the tip, wriggling my head slightly from side to side as I worked every inch of him down into my throat.

My efforts were rewarded with a loud moan and a hand on the back of my head to hold me in place. I squirmed needily, enjoying the helpless feeling as he held me down on his cock. My pussy was pulsing with an insistent need of its own, and while I desperately wanted to touch myself, I knew better. I was here to please, and they would reward me with orgasms of my own if they so desired.

Just as I was starting to panic about having my throat filled for so long, Lachlan curled the fingers of one hand into a fist to grab a handful of my hair and pull me up off his dick. I gasped for air, feeling lines of spittle dripping from my chin.

Lachlan stroked my cheek tenderly with his free hand, smiling down at me. “You are a good little cocksucker, Camille. Would you like to keep sucking?”

I hesitated for a moment, trying to decide if I’d prefer to keep sucking his cock or beg him to fuck my pussy instead. His eyebrows lifted as he waited for my answer, making me squirm on my knees.

But he’d called me a good cocksucker. If he was enjoying using my mouth, then he could use it for as long as he liked. “I really want to keep sucking, Lachlan,” I responded, my voice little more than a moan.

I parted my lips and started to lean forward, but his hand in my hair stopped me from getting to the object of my desire. Pathetic little whimpers spilled from me as I tried again, moving forward only to find I couldn’t move enough to reach his dick.

“You hesitated, Camille. Are you sure this is what you want?”

“I am, Lachlan. Very sure.” I answered as quickly as I could so he would hopefully see how certain I was and let me get back to the task I loved, but he continued to hold me firmly.

“Why would you hesitate if you are sure, beautiful?”

I opened my mouth to answer quickly, but then my shyness suddenly took hold and I couldn’t find the words. Julian, who had been silent up until now, started laughing. When I glanced towards him, I noticed he still had his hand wrapped around his cock and was stroking himself slowly.

“Tell him, babe,” he said. “I know you well enough that I know exactly why you paused, but he doesn’t know this greedy side of you yet. So tell him. I promise Lachlan will like your answer.”

One corner of Lachlan’s lips curled up into a small smirk. “Oh, now I’m even more intrigued. Tell me, Camille.”

“It’s just that...” I started with a whimper. “I was trying to decide if I should keep sucking or... or ask for more.”

My face was burning as I squirmed on my knees, admitting to my fiancé’s best friend that I wanted him to fuck me. The small smirk on his face had morphed into a wide grin.

“Julian was correct. I did like that answer very much. But tell me what you mean by ‘more’. Show me what you would have asked for if you hadn’t decided to keep sucking my cock.”

I took a deep breath before speaking. “Please, will you fuck me, Lachlan?” I asked, every bit of longing I felt dripping from my words.

“Your mouth?” he asked. “You want me to fuck your mouth?”

He was grinning down at me, and I whimpered. My gaze flickered back and forth between the two men, feeling an intense flutter between my thighs as they teased me. I just wanted to be used, and the way they were making me wait was driving me crazy.

I slowly shook my head as much as I could with his hand still firmly holding my hair. “My pussy,” I whispered. “Please fuck my pussy.”

Lachlan let out a low growl. “Stand in the middle of the room and get undressed while we watch,” he commanded.

Julian moaned quietly, and nodded at me, encouraging me to do as I’d been told. I quickly stood and took a few steps back until I was in the middle of the room. Even though I was blocking the TV and the game they were supposed to be watching, I didn’t think they cared too much. After all, they hadn’t watched a single second of the game so far. Their attention had all been on me, and it didn’t look like that was about to change.

I reached down and grabbed the hem of my summer dress, swiftly lifting it and pulling it off over my head. It fluttered down to the floor, and I stood there feeling shy. Seeing as I’d only been wearing the dress with nothing beneath it, I was already completely naked for them. They didn’t seem to notice my awkwardness, though. Instead, they were jerking their dicks with renewed vigour as they watched me, their hungry eyes roaming over every inch of my body.

“So fucking beautiful,” Lachlan moaned, and Julian nodded in agreement.

“Come over here, babe,” Julian said, while patting the couch cushion between them both. “Let us take care of you now.”

With a whimper, I moved closer, lowering myself down into the offered seat and wondering which one of them was going to fuck me first.
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Chapter Four
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My entire body was on fire while I waited for either Lachlan or Julian to make the first move. But for the longest time, they just stared at me lewdly while stroking their cocks. It was getting harder to resist the need to touch myself, as every inch of my skin tingled with desire.

Just when I thought I wouldn’t be able to take it anymore, Lachlan pulled his hand away from his cock and brought it to my breasts instead. He gently cupped one tit in his hand, squeezing it firmly for a moment before lowering his head. When Lachlan flicked my nipple with his tongue, a loud moan emerged from me, and I arched my spine to push my breast closer to his hot mouth.

As he continued to tease the bud with his tongue, little ripples of pleasure spread out through my body, filling me with a heat that I already knew was going to consume me. My nipples were rock hard, and each flick of his tongue against it was enough to have me writhing with desperate need.

I turned my gaze to look at Julian, who was staring intently at his best friend, watching every move as Lachlan expertly stoked the fire within me. When my fiancé realised I was staring at him, he lifted his eyes to my face.

“Does it feel good, babe?” he asked, his voice low and breathless.

“Oh god, it feels amazing, love.”

I felt a satisfied growl rumble through Lachlan when he heard my words; then he sealed his lips around the sensitive nipple to suck it deep into his mouth.

I arched my back more, unable to control myself, and loud cries of pleasure slipped from my lips. It felt so damn good. And the harder he sucked, the more intense the tingles grew between my thighs.

“Please, more,” I moaned.

Julian responded quickly, lowering his head to my other breast to take the neglected nipple into his mouth. With both of them giving their full attention to the sensitive buds, it was impossible not to writhe wildly as the pleasure built within me.

It wasn’t long before they both lost control and started handling me a little more roughly. They bit and tugged at my nipples, lighting little fireworks throughout my body. I brought my hands up to the backs of their heads, holding them firmly against me.

When Lachlan slid a hand down between my thighs, parting the slick folds to find my clit, another loud cry emerged from me. He rubbed slowly at the sensitive pearl while both mouths feasted on my tits. The sensations were overwhelming, but it felt so fucking good to be the centre of their attention.

Lachlan pressed more firmly on my clit, rubbing in confident circles until I couldn’t hold back anymore. Pleasure washed over me, making my entire body shudder violently as I remained sandwiched between the two men. Their mouths and fingers worked to heighten the pleasure, making me soar higher than I’d ever done before, and neither of them stopped until I was limp, trembling and breathing hard.

While I recovered, their mouths moved from my breasts to kiss along the side of my neck. I tilted my head back, elongating my throat to give them both space. They gently licked and nibbled all the sensitive spots, making me whimper quietly as they built the need within me once more.

Lachlan moved his hand up my body, leaving a trail of my juices along my bare skin, then brought his fingers to my lips. Once more, I licked the digits clean, delighting in the naughtiness of cleaning my own mess from his fingers.

Julian kissed his way up to my ear, taking the lobe gently between his teeth to nibble at it before speaking. “Is my beautiful little slut ready to be used now?”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned.

Both men chuckled softly at my eagerness, but I didn’t care. The orgasm had been amazing, but it had done nothing to satisfy my craving to be filled and fucked hard.

Julian moved away from me, repositioning himself so he was sitting on the arm of the couch, both his feet on the cushions. “Then come here, babe. We want you on your hands and knees, and I want your mouth back on my cock.”

I let out a loud groan and moved quickly into position, getting onto my hands and knees on the couch with my head facing my fiancé. Of course, that meant both lower holes were being clearly displayed to Lachlan, who was still seated behind me.

Without hesitation, I slid my lips back over the head of Julian’s cock, letting them glide down his thick length as I took him deep into my mouth. I moaned around him while sucking hungrily on his rock-hard dick, my head bobbing in his lap.

From behind me, a felt a large hand run up the back of one thigh before coming to rest on my ass. His fingers curled, digging into my ass cheeks slightly, before his hand came down hard on my flesh. Another moan spilled out around the cock in my mouth as the sting spread across my bare skin.

“She enjoys being spanked, huh?” Lachlan asked, his voice coming out as a soft growl.

“Fuck, yeah,” Julian responded. “She loves it.” His voice was breathless, and he had both hands on the side of my head to guide me, making my mouth move up and down on his cock at the pace he enjoyed.

I sucked desperately on his thick shaft, feeling it throbbing in my mouth. At the same time, I felt a tongue drag along the length of my dripping folds, making my body shudder as pleasurable sensations shot through me.

Now Lachlan had both hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them apart while he lapped at my pussy with his tongue. His moans vibrated against my flesh, adding to the pleasure he was creating rapidly.

Unable to help myself, I rolled my hips in a circle, grinding myself against his mouth until I was almost ready to explode again. But before I could, Lachlan pulled back, leaving my pussy aching with unfulfilled desire.

I tried to lift my head to complain, but Julian tightened his grip on me so I couldn’t pull away. All I could do was keep sucking on his cock, feeling the hunger grow as they took control of me together. I wasn’t sure I’d ever been as turned on as I was now, and it was making me wanton with my desire for both men.

“Don’t worry, Camille,” Julian said soothingly. “I think Lachlan just has something else in mind for you, babe.”

Suddenly, I felt the head of Lachlan’s cock teasing through my wet folds. I let out a moan and pushed my hips back, trying to impale myself on his thick shaft, but he pulled back again and swatted my ass hard.

“No, Camille. Calm down. I will take you at my own pace. Is that understood?”

I whimpered around Julian’s cock, doing my best to nod my head to show I’d understood. In an effort to make him lose control, though, I spread my legs wider apart, wantonly showing him the warm, wet hole I needed him to take so badly. Judging by the loud moan that came from behind me, my efforts hadn’t gone unnoticed.

Julian tightened his grip on my hair and tugged, pulling my mouth off his cock. I whined softly in protest until I felt Lachlan’s cock teasing my pussy lips once more. My fiancé guided my head down onto his thigh and stroked my hair.

“Be a good girl and take my friend’s cock,” he whispered soothingly. “I want to watch him fuck you, Camille.”

I closed my eyes, panting hard as I nuzzled my face affectionately against Julian’s legs. My body trembled with the anticipation, knowing I didn’t have too much longer to wait until I would feel Lachlan’s cock filling me for the first time.

Over and over, he dragged the head of his dick along the length of my slit, making my pussy quiver with its need to be filled. Just when I was starting to believe he had no intention of fucking me and was only going to tease me endlessly, he pushed his hips forward to slowly fill me.

I gasped as I felt Lachlan stretch me inch by inch, claiming my cunt with his hard cock. When he was fully sheathed inside me, he gripped my hips in his hands and leaned forward to press gentle kisses along my spine.

“Are you both ready for this?” he growled softly.

“Yes!” we both moaned simultaneously.

That was all Lachlan needed to hear. He straightened up behind me and began pumping his hips, thrusting his cock deep inside me. The force of his movements made my body rock back and forth, pushing my head further into Julian’s lap.

I couldn’t stop moaning as Lachlan fucked me hard, his thick cock creating all kinds of pleasurable tingles deep inside my body. He gripped my hips hard enough that it hurt slightly, but I didn’t care. I just didn’t want him to stop what he was doing.

Julian was moaning almost as loudly as I was, and he moved his hands beneath me to my breasts, absentmindedly playing with my sensitive nipples as he watched his friend’s cock disappearing inside me repeatedly. He pinched and tugged the hard little buds to send little jolts of pleasure all the way down to my cunt.

“Fuck,” Lachlan grunted between thrusts. “Whatever you just did, Julian, keep doing it. She just clamped down on my cock so fucking hard it almost made me see stars.”

Julian pinched my nipples harder, making me cry out as the pain mingled deliciously with the pleasure shooting throughout my body. I pushed my hips back in a steady rhythm, meeting Lachlan thrust for thrust, taking his cock deep inside me each time. My orgasm welled up, building until I reached that crest and called out Lachlan’s name while an intense pleasure consumed me. He kept pounding hard into my tight sheath, grunting with the effort he was putting into it.

I shuddered and moaned with my head still in Julian’s lap, and he whispered words of encouragement in my ear until I was sated and gasping for air. He stroked my hair tenderly, and I was so lost in my blissful state that I almost didn’t feel Lachlan pull out of me. When I realised I was empty, a pitiful whine escaped me.

“Don’t worry, babe,” Julian growled. “Lachlan isn’t finished with you yet. Look.”

I lifted my head and turned to look at the other man over my shoulder. Sure enough, he was back to sitting on the other end of the couch, his cock still rock hard and standing up proudly from his body. He patted his thighs.

“Come over here, beautiful,” Lachlan commanded. “Staddle my thighs and ride my cock like a good little slut.”

I sure as hell didn’t need to be told twice. Without hesitation, I turned and crawled over to him before swinging one leg over his thighs. In that position, it was easy to slide down onto his dick, and I couldn’t help but moan as he filled me once more. I bounced up and down in his lap, slamming down onto his cock in a way that had us both moaning.

Before I realised what was happening, I felt Julian’s warm chest pressing against my back as he lowered himself down to sit on Lachlan’s knees. I gasped in surprise when cool liquid trickled down between my ass cheeks, and I suddenly knew what Julian was doing.

Oh god, he was going to fuck me too. At the same time.

“Do you want both of us inside you, babe?” he whispered in my ear from behind.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck, yes.”

Suddenly, he was pressing at my rear entrance with the head of his cock. Lachlan brought his hands to my hips and held me still while Julian slowly entered me. Loud moans escaped me as I felt impossibly stretched with both of them filling me. It was almost too much. But then Julian began moving his hips, thrusting slowly into my ass so I had no choice but to bounce gently on Lachlan’s cock.

Pleasure sensors I hadn’t even known existed until that moment were being triggered, sending me spiralling into a kind of heaven I could only have dreamed of. I gripped Lachlan’s shoulders, my long fingernails digging into his skin as I held on desperately.

It was difficult to even move once the two men had worked out their own rhythm, with one pulling almost all the way out while the other thrust deep. But in a way, that made it all the more perfect. All I could do was accept their cocks and the pleasure they gave.

The pleasure slowly built inside me, like a storm gathering power within, just waiting for the right moment to unleash itself. Lachlan and Julian picked up their pace, thrusting faster and slamming deeper each time. When Lachlan leaned forward to take one of my nipples into his mouth, I shattered apart, screaming incoherent words as I surrendered to the pleasure. The orgasm was so intense it almost felt painful, and my entire body shuddered with wave after wave of joy.

As if it had been perfectly choreographed, Lachlan and Julian found their release inside me at almost the same time, pumping me full of their pleasure as their movements became frantic. Our moans mingled in the air to become one enormous symphony of bliss.

After what felt like the longest time, they both slowed their thrusts until they were both only making the smallest of movements, and my inner walls quivered around them both with little aftershocks of pleasure.

Lachlan wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into the warmth of his broad chest, while Julian settled onto the couch beside us, gently rubbing my back. I was almost purring with contentment. My body had been well used and was feeling very satisfied, while my heart was singing from the affection I was now receiving.

With my head resting on Lachlan’s chest, listening to the rapid beating of his heart, my eyes met Julian’s, and we smiled at one another. If this moment was any indication of what our life together was going to be like, being Julian’s wife was going to be a truly satisfying and happy ride.
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Chapter One
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Iknocked on the door of Julian’s office and waited for him to invite me in before entering.

“Camille!” he said, a wide smile appearing on his face as soon as he saw me. “What you are doing here? I wasn’t expecting you.”

I pulled out the picnic basket from where it was hiding behind my back and held it up to show him. “I’ve barely seen you all week because you’ve been so busy with work, so I thought I would surprise you with lunch!”

Julian grinned from ear-to-ear, as he took the basket from me and set it down on the desk. “How did I get to be so lucky to find a woman like you?”

A giggle escaped me, and I followed him over to the desk, slowly wrapping my arms around his waist as I pressed close against his body.

“I was just missing you, and it’s been a long time since I did something like this. You deserve to be spoiled when you’re working so hard.”

Julian worked in real estate, and he’d been working as much as he could ever since we had got engaged. With the wedding only a few months away now, we needed every extra penny we could scrape together.

He leaned down to kiss me, and I felt my knees go instantly weak. Luckily, he pushed me back against his desk until I was perched on the edge of the wooden surface, so I didn’t have to worry too much about my legs giving way beneath me.

I brushed my tongue against his lips, and he parted them for me, giving me access to deepen the kiss. I moaned softly as our mouths danced passionately against one another, but just as I reached for his tie to loosen it, he backed up and broke the kiss.

Julian grinned at me as he saw the way my lips turned down into a pout. “I’m starving, baby. But don’t worry, I fully intend to have you for dessert.” His eyes darkened as he stared down at me, making me squirm.

“Okay,” I said, knowing how to pick my battles. “But I hope you are going to feed me dessert, too.”

He laughed and nodded. “Oh, I can happily agree to that deal, Camille.”

“Good,” I said, moving to sit in the chair on the opposite side of the desk.

I unpacked the food I’d brought with me. It was nothing fancy. Just some sandwiches, a salad to share, and some left-over chicken from last night. Oh, and some sparkling water, too. I’d even brought paper plates and little plastic cups for the occasion. I knew they weren’t great for the environment, but I’d walked to Julian’s office rather than using my car just to make up for it.

“How has work been today?” he asked, before taking a bite out of a sandwich.

I felt my cheeks grow hot, and I shifted slightly in my chair, looking down at my salad so I wouldn’t have to look at him. “It was fine. Busy. But that’s a good thing at the moment, right?”

“Did you get commissioned to write another erotic story, babe?” he asked, and when I looked up at him, he had a knowing smile on his face.

“She pays me good money for them,” I said, suddenly feeling rather flustered. “And you know we need the extra cash for the wedding.”

I was a ghostwriter, and I had recently been hired by a lady to write several erotica stories. She seemed to love them, because not only did she pay more than my usual rate for them, but she also tipped well.

Or at least that was why I told myself I kept accepting the work from her. It had nothing to do with that fact that I loved losing myself in the filthy adventures of the characters.

“So, is it another story about group sex?” he asked with a grin on his face.

My face turned an even deeper shade of red. “Yes. It seems to be what my client enjoys most.”

“And you don’t enjoy that at all, right?” Julian winked at me, and I couldn’t help but squirm.

Ever since I had started writing these stories, Julian had been helping me to explore my own wilder fantasies. It started with him organising a gloryhole where I pleasured two of his friends. Then he’d invited his best friend over and they had both shared me. I knew he was planning more for me. I just didn’t know what it would be or when it would happen.

Ignoring the question altogether, I grabbed a glass of water and took a sip. I met Julian’s gaze, and the dark look in his eyes had me dripping. My panties had already been wet when I’d arrived after writing a sordid group sex scene in the morning, but now they were soaked.

“You know how much I like that, love,” I said, my voice coming out as a breathless whisper. And Julian had enjoyed watching me be used by other men just as much as I had enjoyed being used.

“It won’t be long until I watch you with even more men,” he said, and a small whimper escaped me at the thought.

My pussy was aching, in desperate need of some attention, and his teasing was only making it worse. He sat back in his chair, watching me squirm.

“I’m starting to think you only came here to have lunch with me because whatever you wrote this morning left you feeling so needy that now all you can think about is how much you need to be fucked.”

I laughed softly. “Is that a bad thing? I asked, holding his gaze, unashamed of the wanton need that was no doubt written all over my face.

“Oh no. Not at all. It’s just one of the many reasons why I love you.” Julian tossed his sandwich back onto the desk, pushed aside everything in front of him, then patted the edge of the desk. “Get over here, Camille. I’m hungry for dessert, and I don’t want to wait any longer.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I jumped up from my chair, leaving my salad behind as I rushed around to Julian’s side of the desk. He grabbed my hips and lifted me up onto the table before pushing my thighs wide and lifting my skirt.

Julian let out a loud growl when he saw what I was wearing under my clothes. “You came here because you needed to be fucked, and you wore panties? I’m disappointed, Camille.”

He flashed me a wicked grin as he grabbed the waistband of my panties and pulled hard. The little scrap of lace ripped, making me squeal in surprise, and he pulled it out of his way.

“I guess I’ll remember to leave the panties at home next time,” I whimpered.

“Good girl. You’d better, otherwise I’ll just have to ruin another pair.”

Julian sat back down in his chair, which was now positioned between my parted thighs and lowered his head. As soon as his tongue brushed against my folds, I let out a loud moan and shivered with pleasure. I was so damn worked up that even the smallest touch felt heavenly.

As Julian lapped at my dripping pussy, I reached down to grip my fingers in his hair. “Oh god,” I moaned, rolling my hips to grind myself against him. I could already feel the pleasure starting to build at my centre, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he made me explode.

His moans vibrated against my heated flesh, increasing the pleasure I felt when he sucked my clit into his mouth. He suckled on the swollen pearl until I was dizzy with longing and grinding shamelessly against his mouth in my attempt to get myself off.

The pleasure was building rapidly, pushing me closer to the edge. When Julian began flicking his tongue against my clit even as he kept his lips sealed around the sensitive bud, I lost all control. I moaned loudly as I shattered apart, the most intense pleasure swirling through me and making every inch of my body shudder with my release.

Julian kept suckling and licking, drawing out my orgasm for as long as he could, until I was a trembling mess, trying to catch my breath.

Slowly, he pulled back and grinned up at me, the evidence of my pleasure glistening all around his mouth. “Mmmm, the picnic food was great, Camille, but you are infinitely more delicious.”

I smiled at him, noticing how even my lips seemed to hold a slight tremble. “But you promised me dessert too, love. And I’m even more hungry now.”

I slipped down from his desk and lowered to my knees in front of him. It didn’t take me long to unfasten his belt and pants to free his cock, and I was satisfied to find it was already rock hard.

Without waiting for even a word from Julian, I leaned forward and slid my lips down over the head of his dick. Usually, I would spend time teasing him with my lips and tongue, but today I was just too hungry. I needed his cock inside me, and nothing less would satisfy me.

Julian groaned loudly, and I felt his erection twitch happily in my mouth. I stroked my lips up and down his thick shaft, taking him deep. Even when the head of his dick pushed against the back of my throat and made me gag, I still didn’t stop. I pushed myself further until my tight throat was stretched and filled.

He placed his hands on the back of my head and started pumping his hips, thrusting into my eager mouth. I sucked as well as I could while he fucked my throat, but I could feel saliva dripping down from my chin to soak into my shirt. A part of my brain lingered on how I would explain the wet patches on my clothing when it was time to leave, but for the most part, I didn’t even care.

I slurped and sucked on his cock, trying to satisfy the intense hunger I felt. No matter what I did, I couldn’t seem to get enough. I was addicted to him, and I needed him so badly that most of the time it was all I could think of. And it had only got worse since I started having to write filthy stories for work. It kept my mind on being used almost all the time, and it had turned me into a wanton slut.

Feeling Julian tensing, I started sucking harder, wanting him to blow and feed me his cum. But then I heard his office door open and my natural reaction was to try to pull away.

Julian wouldn’t let me, though. He pushed down harder on the back of my head, making me take every inch of his throbbing cock into my throat. My nose was pressed against his stomach, and I couldn’t move away. I squirmed on my knees and tried to stay quiet, not wanting the person who had just entered to know I was under Julian’s desk.

“Hey Lachlan!” Julian said brightly, although his voice was breathless. “What can I do for you?”

I relaxed a little when I realised who it was. Lachlan was Julian’s best friend. The one he had shared me with recently. When I heard the office door shut again, I continued to suck greedily. It wasn’t as if Lachlan hadn’t seen me do this before. Hell, I’d let him fuck my pussy while my fiancé took my ass at the same time, so him seeing me suck Julian’s cock would probably be considered tame.

“Am I interrupting something?” Lachlan asked, obviously taking note of the picnic supplies strewn around the room. “Did Camille come to visit you? Has she gone already?”

“Oh, she’s still here. She said something about being hungry for dessert. Come take a look.”

I heard footsteps come around to our side of the desk, and then the sound of Lachlan exhaling loudly.

“Fuck, you are a lucky man, Julian.”

I whimpered around Julian’s cock, but I still didn’t stop sucking. The ache between my thighs was back again, and it was intense. I needed to cum again already, but right now, all I needed to worry about was making my fiancé cum.

“Don’t worry,” Julian said with a moan. “I bet she’ll still be hungry when I’ve finished feeding her, so then it can be your turn.”

I let out a loud moan at the thought of being allowed to suck Lachlan’s cock, too. But I didn’t have too long to focus on that delicious thought before Julian took my breath away, literally, with his dick. He fucked my mouth hard and fast, until he was moaning and shuddering, shooting his cum down my throat.

I swallowed hungrily, wanting every drop of his seed in my stomach. Knowing that Lachlan was standing beside us and watching only seemed to make me feel even more wild with desire.

When he was finished with me, Julian tugged on my hair, pulling my head up until his cock slipped from my lips.

“Such a good girl. But you know what to do now, don’t you?”

With a whimper, I nodded my head and crawled towards Lachlan.
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Chapter Two
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On my knees in front of Lachlan, I suddenly became aware of how much of a mess I was, with drool dripping from my chin and wet patches on my shirt. He didn’t seem to mind though, because at this level, it was easy to see that his cock was rock hard and throbbing in his pants.

He quickly unfastened his slacks and pushed them down around his ankles, letting his erection spring free right in front of my face. Without hesitation, I leaned in and wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking wantonly on the engorged head. His flesh was silky smooth, and I couldn’t resist swirling my tongue around the tip as I held it in my mouth.

Lachlan let out a low moan, and I felt a hand on the back of my head, but when I looked up at him, I realised both his hands were still down by his side. I let out a moan as understanding washed over me.

Julian used his hand on the back of my head to push my mouth further down onto his friend’s dick until I’d swallowed every thick inch. Then his fingers curled to grip my long hair, and he used his hold on me to guide my lips up and down the shaft.

I squirmed on my knees as I realised Julian was basically using me to pleasure his friend’s cock. Something about the entire situation had my pussy dripping. Maybe if I was a good girl, then I might get fucked soon, I thought to myself. More than anything, I ached to cum on a big hard dick.

“Does that feel good?” Julian asked, and it took me a moment to realise he was talking to Lachlan and not to me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned in response.

I sucked hungrily, letting Julian guide my pace. He knew well enough how much I could take, so I trusted him to take control. At the same time, Lachlan began slowly moving his hips, thrusting into my eager mouth. Between the two of them, I felt completely helpless as I was used for their pleasure. But it felt so fucking perfect, and I knew I wouldn’t want it any other way.

“Touch your pussy for us,” Julian growled against my ear from behind me. “But don’t cum. You are just getting that sweet little cunt of yours ready for us to use. Okay?”

I nodded my head as much as I could, considering the fact that he was controlling my movements and Lachlan was fucking my throat. Reaching down between my thighs, I began rubbing my clit in slow circles, knowing that if I rubbed any harder, it would make me cum in seconds.

My touch created an intense heat in my pussy, making me even more desperate to be filled and fucked. The ache only produced an even more fervent hunger within me, and I sucked Lachlan’s cock shamelessly, taking every inch of him into my throat with each stroke of my lips.

It wasn’t long before my fingers were soaked, even with the gentlest of touches. I was dripping wet and more than ready for either of them to fuck me.

All of a sudden, Lachlan stepped back, leaving me gasping for air as his cock slipped out of my mouth. I tried to shuffle forward, my mouth open and ready for him to continue using, but Julian’s grip on my hair made it impossible.

“It’s time for me to fuck you properly, beautiful,” Lachlan said, his voice a low growl.

Looking up at him, he looked so damn hot in his suit, with his trousers around his ankles, so his rock-hard cock was on full display. It made my cunt ache even more for relief.

Suddenly, Julian was gently tugging on my hair again, pulling me to my feet. I followed his lead, whimpering as he bent me over his desk. My fiancé stood in front of me, pressing the head of his cock against my lips, while Lachlan stood behind me. I could feel the tip of his cock teasing against my folds.

Slowly, both men pushed their hips forward, Julian sliding his cock into my mouth while Lachlan filled my pussy. I moaned loudly, feeling like I was in heaven with all the attention I was getting. I sucked hungrily on Julian’s dick once more, while clenching around Lachlan in a way that had him groaning.

“Good girl,” they both moaned, almost at the same time.

I brought my hands forward, placing them on Julian’s ass cheeks as I helped him move, wanting him to fuck my mouth. He was happy to oblige me, and soon enough, he was thrusting deep into that tight channel, occasionally pulling out for just long enough to let me take a deep breath. At the same time, Lachlan was pounding my pussy hard, slamming deep inside me with each forward motion of his hips.

My eyelids fluttered shut, and I relaxed across the desk, surrendering to the intense desire to be used like a little slut. I sucked harder, feeling Julian throbbing deep in my throat, while Lachlan pushed me closer and closer to my impending orgasm.

“Touch your clit, babe,” Julian moaned. “Cum on Lachlan’s cock like a good girl.”

I quickly obeyed, reaching down between my thighs to rub frantically at my clit. I was so desperate to cum that it never occurred to me to touch more gently. The pressure built quickly, forcing me to moan loudly around Julian’s dick.

“Fuck, good girl. Cum for me, beautiful,” Lachlan growled.

With both of them urging me on, it became difficult to obey. A few more swirls of my fingers over my clit were all it took to push me over the edge, sending me spiralling into an intense climax. My body shuddered violently, and I was suddenly even more grateful that Julian’s cock was filling my mouth as it muffled my moans. I wouldn’t want anybody outside the office hearing my screams of pleasure.

Lachlan started thrusting harder, his own body tensing as he pumped me full of his cum. My pussy quivered around him as my orgasm continued to wash over me, helping to milk him completely.

Now all that was left to do was make Julian cum. I sucked desperately, curving my tongue around his shaft to tease the sensitive vein running along the underside. With a few more thrusts of his hips, my fiancé was emptying himself inside me, too, feeding me with another load of cum.

I swallowed gratefully, savouring the taste of his pleasure as it splashed over my tongue and flowed down my throat. Both men were grunting and moaning, filling the air with the sexiest sounds imaginable.

When they were satisfied, they both pulled out of me, leaving me whimpering as I lay sprawled across the desk with my skirt still lifted over my waist.

Julian leaned down to press a gentle kiss to my forehead before helping me to my feet. My legs were still shaking from the intensity of the pleasure I had just experienced, but Lachlan wrapped his arms around me from behind to hold me steady.

I felt cum dribble down onto my inner thigh and I couldn’t help but grin.

“You are so damn perfect, babe,” Julian said, leaning across the desk to kiss me while his best friend held me.

I melted into the kiss, growing more breathless with each second that passed. Then he pulled back suddenly, lifting his gaze to look up at Lachlan.

“Want to join us for lunch?” he asked his friend. “I think Camille brought plenty for all three of us.”

“Sure,” Lachlan replied. “I’d love to!”

We all straightened up our clothing and sat down. I shifted around as I realised cum was still leaking out of me and I didn’t have any panties on to soak up the mess. Luckily, I was wearing a black skirt, so hopefully any wet patch wouldn’t show up too much.

“I sure am glad you decided to stop by today, Camille,” Lachlan continued. “Julian asked me something important this morning.”

“Oh?” I said, a playful smile appearing on my lips. “He didn’t ask you to marry him too, did he? Because I hate to break the news to you, Lachlan, but he’s already taken.”

They both laughed, and I had to admit to myself it felt a little surreal to be sitting here chatting normally after they’d both used me so hard.

“No, nothing like that. Don’t worry, Camille. If I try to steal either one of you, it will be you.” He grinned playfully and winked at me, and I squirmed a little in my chair. “Actually, Julian asked me to be his best man. And I accepted!”

“That’s great!” I said, my voice coming out with an excited squeal. “I did know he was going to ask you, but I didn’t know when he was going to do it.”

“I admit it took me longer than planned,” Julian interjected. “But whenever Lachlan and I start chatting these days, the conversation always seems to steer back to you, Camille.” He grinned at me, and a small groan escaped me before I could stop it.

“Surely you two have got much better things to talk about than that,” I said, feeling my face burn more than ever.

“Not really,” Lachlan said, placing a hand on my knee before sliding it up my thigh and under my skirt. “It seems we are both quite infatuated with you.”

I wriggled needily as both his words and his touch started another fire between my thighs. Instinctively, I parted my legs for him, and his fingers brushed against my wet folds.

Turning to my fiancé, I saw he was watching us with dark eyes, his gaze transfixed on that spot where his best friend’s hand disappeared up my skirt. Unable to resist myself, I pulled my skirt up and spread my legs wider, making sure Julian could see everything as Lachlan touched me.

Lachlan slipped one finger inside my needy pussy, then a second, pulling them apart slightly to stretch me even wider. Both Julian and I moaned.

“God, your pussy feels so good when it’s full of cum, Camille.” Lachlan looked over at Julian. “Have you ever fucked her when she is dripping another man’s seed?” he asked.

Julian growled softly and nodded his head. “I have, and it feels fucking heavenly. Maybe you should try it soon, too.”

Lachlan was pumping his fingers in and out of me as the two men chatted, while I moaned and writhed against the digits.

“I would love that. I mean, I could fuck her again now, but it’s just my cum inside her, and I’ve experienced that before with other women. Now I want to experience fucking Camille when it’s another man who has filled her.”

I whimpered as I listened to them, enjoying the sensation of Lachlan’s fingers sliding in and out of my needy hole.

A knock at the door interrupted us, and Lachlan quickly slid his fingers out of me and I readjusted my skirt, making sure I wasn’t showing off anything that I shouldn’t have been.

When Julian was certain we were all looking presentable, he called out to whoever was on the other side of the door.

“Come in!”
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Chapter Three
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The door opened, and another one of Julian’s colleagues entered the office. It wasn’t exactly a huge room, and it was starting to get cramped now with the four of us in there.

I had met the new arrival a few times at office parties when I’d attended with Julian, but I couldn’t seem to remember his name. His smile brightened when his gaze landed on me, but he quickly turned his attention to Julian.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t realise you had company. I can come back later if you like?”

Julian shook his head and waved him in. “No, it’s fine. Warren, do you remember meeting my wife-to-be, Camille?”

Warren chuckled softly before answering. “How could I forget?”

I fidgeted slightly in my seat, feeling like they knew something I didn’t, but I wasn’t sure how to ask what was going on. So instead, I simply smiled and wiggled my fingers at him in a small wave.

“Anyway, Julian, I just wanted to let you know the boss has organised a staff meeting at nine tomorrow morning,” Warren said, seemingly unable to pull his gaze away from me even as he spoke to my fiancé. The dark look in his eyes had me feeling flustered and unsure what to do with myself.

“Okay,” Julian replied. “That’s not a problem. I’ll make sure I’m there.”

Julian leaned closer to me and wrapped his arm around my shoulders. His lips brushed against my ear as he spoke in a low voice.

“Do you remember Warren, Camille?”

I chuckled softly, feeling a little uncomfortable now all three men were looking at me.

“Of course,” I said quickly. “I’ve met him at a few of the office parties.”

Warren smiled at me and nodded his head, confirming my thoughts.

“That’s right,” Julian said. “But he was also there the night I set up the gloryhole for you.”

“Oh,” I gasped breathlessly as realisation dawned on me. He was one of the men I had pleasured that night. No wonder he had been looking at with such an intense expression.

“I really enjoyed it,” he said, flashing me a big grin. When I lowered my gaze, I noticed a large bulge in the front of his pants, and I whimpered quietly, hoping nobody had heard me.

“We have both just finished using her,” Julian said, pointing between himself and Lachlan, “but I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you wanted to use her, too, Warren. I just heard her whimpering, so I think she’s still a bit needy for attention.”

I let out a small groan and shifted in my seat. The way Julian was just offering me around casually to his friends now was insanely hot, and like something out of the erotica stories I had been writing recently. It made my pussy ache, and I blushed even more when I felt another drop of cum ooze from that needy little hole.

“Is that true, Camille?” Warren asked, his eyes boring into mine. “Do you still need more?”

As he spoke, Warren reached down to readjust his erection, and I couldn’t help but follow the movement of his hand.

“Yes, please,” I whimpered quietly, not sure if he would have even heard me.

“And it’s okay with you, Julian?” Warren asked.

“Absolutely,” my fiancé growled. “So long as you don’t mind a small audience.”

Warren unzipped his pants, turning his attention back to me. “I don’t mind an audience at all. So, Camille, why don’t you come over here and let me get reacquainted with that talented mouth of yours?”

Without the slightest hint of resistance, I lowered onto my hands and knees and crawled over to Warren. I kneeled tall before him and reached shamelessly into his pants to release his hard cock. It felt so perfect in my hands that I couldn’t resist the urge to spend some time stroking it, feeling it pulse and harden within my gentle grasp.

Warren moaned softly and rocked his hips to slide his dick between my curled fingers.

“That feels so fucking good, Camille,” he moaned. “But what I really need are those soft lips wrapped around my cock. So, what are you waiting for?”

Never one to resist such a tempting offer, I leaned in and flicked my tongue against the head to take a small taste, then I took the head into my mouth. I sucked eagerly, slowly sliding my lips further down the shaft to engulf him fully within the wet heat I knew he craved.

He instantly tangled his fingers in my hair, holding me still as he pumped his hips, using my mouth at the pace he desired. I gagged as the head touched the back of my throat, but he didn’t stop. He kept pushing until his dick was as deep as it could go.

I moaned around him, the sound completely muffled by his cock, and I squirmed on my knees as the fire between my thighs began raging out of control once more.

“Good girl, Camille,” Julian moaned. “It’s much better watching you suck his cock when there isn’t a partition in the way.”

Knowing that Julian and Lachlan were watching me, right after they had both finished using me, was driving me wild. It felt so good to let loose and surrender to all my filthiest desires, knowing the man I loved was with me every step of the way and enjoying it just as much as I was.

Warren continued fucking my mouth, his thick cock throbbing as he used me for his own pleasure. I sucked greedily, wondering if he was going to feed me with cum, or empty himself in one of my other holes. I didn’t really care where he came, so long as it was inside me. Or maybe on me. My mind started to drift to images of my face covered in multiple loads of cum, bukkake style, and I made a mental note to include a scene like that in my next story.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me whining and desperate for more. He guided me back to my feet with his grip on my hair, and I followed eagerly. Something about being dominated by each of these men was driving me insane with lust. It made me want to be fucked relentlessly and mercilessly.

“I want to see her naked,” Warren said, looking over at Julian. “Am I allowed to take her clothes off?”

“Yes!” Julian groaned softly. “Use her however you want, my friend. You can strip her and fuck all three of her needy little holes if that’s what you really want.”

Warren turned back to me, staring deeply into my eyes.

“And you are okay with that? You want that, too?”

I shifted on my feet, feeling another blush heat my face.

“I do,” I whispered. “You can do whatever you want to me, Warren.”

He grinned softly and started unbuttoning my shirt, slowly revealing the lace bra hidden beneath it. My nipples hardened instantly, pushing against the fabric, eager for attention. Warren slipped the shirt off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor, before cupping my breasts in both hands.

I let out a soft moan and arched my back, pressing myself into his large hands. Warren firmly massaged my flesh, causing the lace to rub against my nipples to provide a delicious friction. It sent little bolts of pleasure straight down to my clit, adding to the lust I was already feeling.

“So responsive,” he said with a smile. “I wonder how responsive you’d be if I was fucking you with my fingers rather than just playing with your tits.”

He trailed his hands lower down my body and unzipped my skirt. It fell down to the floor, and I stepped out of it, leaving me in only my bra and my black heels. Being so exposed in front of three men who were all essentially still fully clothed made me feel breathless and needy.

“Take your bra off too, Camille,” Julian commanded. “But keep the shoes on. You look sexy as fuck just wearing heels.”

Feeling three pairs of eyes on me, I reached back and unclasped the bra, pulling it off my shoulders before dropping it onto the pile of clothes.

Warren took a step closer, pressing up against my side so I could feel the warmth of his body radiating through his clothes. He trailed one hand down my spine, moving it lower until he was cupping one of my ass cheeks. At the same time, he slid his other hand between my thighs, gliding his fingers through my slick folds.

“God, your perfect little pussy is a mess already. Whose cum is leaking from you?”

Slowly, he sank two fingers inside me and started thrusting them, making it suddenly difficult to think. “It’s Lachlan’s,” I moaned, spreading my feet wider apart on the floor to give Warren better access to my needy cunt.

“Oh, so Lachlan has fucked you and filled you with cum, but what about Julian? Is any of this mess Julian’s?”

Before I could even answer, Julian chuckled. “No, but I have fed her two loads of cum since she got here.”

Warren grinned as he heard about how much I’d already been used during the lunch break.

“Hmmm, I wonder if she is still hungry.”

He slowly pulled his fingers out of me and brought them to my lips. I could see they were coated with a glistening mixture of cum and my juices, but I still opened my mouth eagerly and started sucking on his sticky digits.

Warren let out a low moan. “Good girl,” he said, his voice breathy with lust.

Unable to resist myself, I reached out and wrapped my hand around Warren’s cock as I continued to lavish his fingers with attention. He growled softly as I stroked him, his dick pulsing insistently within my gentle grasp.

“You really do love cock, don’t you?” he said, with a wicked grin on his face. “If it’s not inside one of your holes, you need to touch it instead.”

I whimpered around his fingers and nodded my head.

“And do you need my cock inside you, Camille?”

Warren dragged his fingers out of my mouth, leaving me free to speak. “Yes, please,” I moaned softly.

He grinned and pulled up a chair before properly unfastening his pants and pushing them down to the floor. Once he was lowered into the seat, he pulled me down onto his lap so I was facing away from him and looking towards Julian and Lachlan.

With his hands on my hips, Warren guided me down onto his rock hard cock, forcing a moan from my lips as he stretched me. He leaned forward, pressing his chest against my back and bringing his lips to my ear.

“Ride my cock, pretty girl. Let your fiancé see how much you love being a good little slut for him and his friends.”

Those words caused a shiver to run down my spine, and I instantly started moving on his dick. It felt so damn good as I bounced up and down on it, the tip pushing deep inside me each time I slammed my ass down into his lap.

My eyes met Julian’s, and he was staring at me with an intense hunger that only made me ride Warren’s cock with more urgency. The moans flowed from my lips as I let myself get swept away in the pleasure of the moment.

Warren brought his hands around to my front, cupping my tits and preventing the voluptuous globes from bouncing quite as much as they had been. He teased my nipples with his fingers, gently tugging on the hard little buds to send ripples of pleasure down between my thighs.

I was getting so close to the edge when Julian spoke.

“Lachlan, why don’t you go get Michael and bring him in here? If Warren is getting a second chance to fuck Camille, it’s only fair that Michael does as well.”

I gasped as I was hit with the realisation that Michael must have been the other man I pleasured at the gloryhole. My mind raced, and I stilled my movements, settling in Warren’s lap with his cock still buried deep in my warm, wet cunt.

His voice was in my ear again. “It looks like you are going to be very spoiled for attention today, pretty girl.”
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Chapter Four
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Ilet out a soft groan as Lachlan stood up from his chair and disappeared from the room, presumably to fetch Michael. Instinctively, I started moving again, bouncing on Warren’s cock again in an attempt to ease the ache that was burning deep in my core. I needed relief, but it didn’t seem to matter how many orgasms I had, I could never be satisfied.

I’d met Michael at several office parties too, and truth be told, I’d always had a crush on him. Until recently, I never would have dreamed of having sex with anyone but Julian, and I had always been faithful all through our relationship, but Michael was someone who always caught my eye whenever he was in the room. He had such a commanding presence that I couldn’t resist staring at him.

Julian had, of course, noticed, and he had teased me about it a lot, but I had always denied it. I guess I wasn’t at all surprised that he had thought to include Michael in our new adventures.

Warren pinched my nipples hard, tugging them in a way that blended pleasure and pain perfectly. I bounced harder on his cock, feeling my climax building once more. His dick was throbbing inside me, stretching me deliciously, and it only took a few more seconds before I was exploding. An intense orgasm consumed me, making my body shudder and forcing loud moans from my lips.

I was only vaguely aware of Julian staring at me as if I was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen. That drove me on to even higher pleasures, fucking Warren’s cock shamelessly. At that moment, Warren moaned loudly in my ear, his body bucking beneath me as he started to cum, too.

When Lachlan returned with Michael, I was slumped back against Warren, breathing hard as my body trembled with little aftershocks from my orgasm. A heat spread across my face as the man I’d always had a crush on walked in to find me in such a state.

He grinned down at me and stepped closer, brushing gentle fingertips against my flushed cheek. “Wow,” he said, his voice deep and breathless. “You look even better naked than you did in all my dirty fantasies about you.”

“Thank you,” I groaned softly, unsure what else to say in this surreal situation.

“Feel free to do what you want to her, Michael,” Julian said, a warm smile on his face. “I know she’s always had a thing for you, and I’m sure she’d be more than happy to do whatever pleases you.”

Michael returned the smile and pulled up another chair, positioning it so all the four men were in a circle. Once he was seated, he curled his index finger at me.

“Come over here and stand in front of me. Let me get a proper look at you.”

I stood up, letting Warren’s cock slip from my well-used pussy. I felt more cum dripping from me, coming to gather on my inner thighs. With a whimper, I walked over to Michael and stood directly in front of him.

His face was intense as his eyes slowly travelled over every inch of my body. I wanted to fidget nervously, but he was so calm and self-assured that I suspected he wouldn’t be pleased with such behaviour. But then he wasn’t the one standing naked within a circle of gorgeous men.

Michael remained quiet for the longest time as he devoured me with his gaze. The tension in the room was growing, making me whimper quietly. It was an air of anticipation, and I had a feeling that the three other men were all waiting almost as impatiently as I was for Michael to do something.

Slowly, he reached his hand out towards me, trailing his fingers down my sides and over my hips. He caressed my body with gentle touches that sent sparks of longing through my body.

“Spread your legs wider,” he commanded.

I did as I was told, and his eyes instantly moved to that spot between my thighs. Michael let out a low growl.

“I see you’ve been well used already,” he said. It was a statement rather than a question, but I nodded in response, anyway.

“Both Lachlan and Warren have filled her pussy with cum,” Julian added helpfully. “And I have fed her two loads.”

Michael grinned over at Julian. “You’ve been training her well, I see. Do you think she can handle being used one more time?”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it, and Michael lifting his gaze to my face, his eyes dark with lust.

“I think she would love to be used again,” Julian responded. “Use her however you want, my friend.”

Now he had my fiancé’s permission, Michael quickly brought his hand between my thighs to run his thick fingers through my folds. He groaned when he felt how wet I was. It seemed they were all turned on by the way my pussy dripped with cum, and it only stoked the fire that was burning within me.

I rocked my hips, working my aching flesh against his fingers, moaning softly as his touch felt so damn good. But when he slipped two fingers inside me, I gasped with pleasure.

He pumped the digits hard and fast inside me, making my entire body tremble in response to the sensations that were flooding my body. I had to put my hands on his shoulders to keep myself steady, worried that my knees were going to give way beneath me.

“Do you need to cum again, pretty slut?” Michael growled.

“Yes!” I cried, feeling helpless as his fingers continued to pound my needy hole. “Please, make me cum, Michael.”

He didn’t say a word, but kept thrusting relentlessly. It was hard to think or even breathe as I became completely overwhelmed. All I could do was hold on and let him do what he wanted with my willing body.

My pussy clenched around his fingers as I felt the first stirrings of another orgasm. I cried out, desperate for my release, but Michael quickly slipped his fingers out of me before I could cum. I groaned, my entire body screaming with frustration.

By now, low moans were filling the room, and when I looked around at the other three men, I saw they were all stroking their cocks as they watched the show.

Michael snapped his fingers loudly, quickly bringing my attention back to him. He was unfastening his pants and pulling out his cock. “The only place you will be cumming, pretty slut, is on my cock. So slide down on it for me.”

Without hesitation, I straddled his lap and lowered myself down onto his cock. He stretched my tight hole in the most delicious way, my inner walls gripping him firmly.

Before I even had a chance to start riding him, he gripped my hair in a fist and brought his mouth down on mine. I parted my lips eagerly, allowing him to devour me with his tongue. Then, as quickly as he had started the kiss, he used his hold on my hair to pull my head back.

Michael looked over my shoulder at the other men. “Her mouth is free now if anybody wants to use it.” He flashed them all an evil smirk, and I couldn’t help but whimper.

Suddenly, he swatted my ass with the flat of his hand. “Now start riding my cock, Camille. Work for another load of cum in your perfect little pussy.”

I moaned and started moving up and down, bouncing on his cock as hard as I could. His cock plunged deep inside me, making me cry out every time I was filled with his entire length.

“That’s it, pretty slut,” he growled. “Ride my cock hard. I know it’s what you need.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “It feels so good.”

Michael grinned at me, then gripped my ass cheeks hard, his fingers digging deep into my flesh as he guided my movements. Both Warren and Lachlan appeared, one standing either side of me. They were both still stroking their cocks, jerking frantically.

“Mind if we take turns using her mouth?” Lachlan asked, and the question made me feel like I was about to combust with desire.

I turned to Lachlan and opened my mouth while still bouncing relentlessly on Michael’s cock. Lachlan pushed his hips forward, sliding the head of his dick past my parted lips. I sealed around him instantly, sucking hungrily.

At the same time, I felt Warren take my hand on the other side and guide it to his cock. I wrapped my fingers around his thick length to stroke him. He was dripping precum, and it wasn’t long before my hand had grown slick with it.

All three men were moaning, and then suddenly, I heard Julian’s voice over all the sounds of pleasure.

“Good girl, Camille. You are making me proud. Keep pleasing my friends like the good little slut you are.”

The praise had me moaning around Lachlan’s cock. It felt so fucking good to surrender to my darkest desires, unleashing the wanton slut who hid beneath the shy and awkward exterior.

I sucked hungrily, letting Lachlan control the pace as he pumped his hips and fucked my eager mouth. That left me free to focus on stroking Warren’s cock while bouncing in Michael’s lap.

The pleasure was building within me once more, and I was desperate to cum again. Michael moved his hands to my hips and gripped tight as he held me down on his dick. Keeping control of my movements, he rolled my hips, forcing me to grind my sensitive clit against his pelvis.

That was enough to send me over the edge, moaning loudly around Lachlan’s cock as I surrendered to the pleasure.

“Good girl,” Michael growled. “Cum on my cock for me.”

It wasn’t as if I had much choice. The pleasure washed over me in uncontrollable waves, making my body jolt and shudder.

While lost in my release, I felt a hand in my hair pulling me away from Lachlan’s cock. Instinctively, I kept my mouth open, and it was soon filled once again with Warren’s erection. My body responded in the most natural way possible, by sucking desperately on the thick length.

Lachlan guided my hand to his cock, and I started stroking it. My saliva coated his flesh, making his easy for my hand to glide up and down his throbbing erection.

I wasn’t sure how much time passed while I was lost in the pleasure of being used, but suddenly, Warren and Lachlan both stepped back out of reach. Then Michael grabbed my waist and lifted me off his lap, and I whined when his cock slipped out and left me feeling empty. He hadn’t even filled me with his cum yet.

He stood with me still in his arms, then settled me on my feet.

“Get down on your knees, pretty slut. We are going to make you look even prettier.”

Even though I wasn’t sure what he meant by that, I quickly lowered to my knees, anyway. The three men crowded around me, looking down at me as they jerked their cocks. From this angle, all I could see was the way their erections pulsed with their impending orgasms.

Michael gripped the hair on the top of my head with his free hand and tilted my head back, forcing me to look up at their faces.

“Open your mouth and hold out your tongue, Camille. We’re all going to feed you at the same time.”

I instantly obeyed, holding my tongue out as far as it would go in my eagerness for their cum. Lachlan was the first one to let out a loud groan as his sticky load splashed across my face, landing on my cheeks and my outstretched tongue. Warren quickly followed, his body shuddering as his cum coated my other cheek, a few droplets reaching my open mouth.

Michael kept his grip tight on my hair, holding me in the perfect position for him. I whimpered and shuffled closer to him on my knees, so fucking desperate to be covered in his cum, too.

“You look so damn pretty, Camille. Like a masterpiece. Are you ready for me to paint your face, too?”

I nodded my head quickly, unable to respond verbally with my tongue hanging out the way it was. His words made me squirm, and even though I knew my face was a mess, in that moment I felt beautiful and loved.

Michael’s body suddenly tensed, and a loud groan was ripped from somewhere deep in his chest as an orgasm swept over him. Rope after rope of cum splashed out over my face, and I allowed the seed of all three men to pool on my tongue, wanting to wait until they were all sated before I swallowed it down.

When he was finished, Michael looked down at me and nodded his head, panting hard while he watched me draw in my tongue and delight in the taste of all three men. I swallowed eagerly, letting out a soft moan as the salty flavour filled my senses.

“Go back to Julian now,” Michael commanded. “Show him what a pretty little slut you are when you’re covered in cum.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered before getting on my hands and knees to crawl over to my fiancé.

When I reached him, he tenderly stroked my cheek, smearing the cum into my skin.

“Such a good little slut,” he moaned softly. “And so beautiful. You made me proud today, babe. I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said, wrapping my arms around his legs and pressing as close to him as I could. Happiness filled me, knowing he loved me even when I was surrendering to these desires, and I was certain this was only the beginning of our exciting exploration together.
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Chapter One
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Ipulled my jacket closer around me while I waited for the car’s heating to start working. It was the middle of December and already dark outside even though it was only 7pm, and there was a very sharp chill in the air. Usually it was nights like these when I preferred to curl up under a blanket on the couch at home while reading a book or binging a TV show with my fiancé, Julian. But tonight it was Julian’s office Christmas party, and the boss was taking everyone out for a meal.

“So, who will be there tonight?” I asked, trying not to let my nervousness show.

Julian chuckled, but kept his eyes forward as he focused on the road ahead of us. “Lachlan will be there, and so will Warren and Michael. I believe you remember all those guys?” His lips curled up into a wicked grin, and I couldn’t help but squirm.

“Yes, I remember them well,” I answered with a little whimper.

Ever since we had got engaged, Julian had been helping me to gain more experience with men before the wedding came, and it was time for us to settle down. Before that, he had been the only man I’d slept with, but over the last few months, he had been getting much enjoyment out of sharing me with his friends.

The first time he’d shared me, it had been at a glory hole, and I’d pleased two men. Although I hadn’t realised it at the time, it was Warren and Michael, a couple of guys who he worked with. I’d loved the anonymity that had come with being used at a glory hole, as it had left me feeling sordid and dirty in the very best ways, but Julian had decided he wanted more. He wanted to see me being used without a partition in the way.

So the next time, he had invited his best friend Lachlan over to watch a game, but let’s just say that they had both been much more interested in me and the game on TV had been ignored.

The third time, I had stopped by to have lunch with Julian at his work one day, where I had ended up being shared by all three of his friends–Lachlan, Warren and Michael–while my fiancé had watched every minute of it.

I had to confess that I loved being Julian’s slut. I’d always been shy and kind of awkward, but there was something about all the attention I was now getting from him and his friends that had made me feel a lot more confident about myself. I felt desired and sexy in a way that I don’t think would have been possible if I were only getting attention from just one man. Plus, it seemed to have awakened a part of me I’d never known existed. Now I was spending more and more time thinking about how much I needed to be fucked, and I felt as though I was always wet and ready to be used. I had become insatiable, and Julian was doing everything he could to encourage this new development, including constantly teasing me about who he was going to have fuck me next.

“So, is that everyone?” I asked, thinking about what it would be like to sit around a table in a restaurant with them all, knowing that they all knew what I looked like naked.

“Oh, and Gareth, obviously. He’s the boss, so he’s the one picking up the tab tonight.”

“Of course,” I said, looking out the passenger side window. “It’s going to be strange going out for a nice dinner, knowing that most of the people know me quite... intimately.”

Julian laughed. “Then I probably shouldn’t tell you that I’m the only one bringing a guest tonight, so you are going to be the only woman there.”

I turned to stare at him, my mouth wide open. “But why? Don’t they have girlfriends or wives they can bring?”

“Nope. The only one who had a wife until recently was Gareth, but they’ve just been through a bit of a messy divorce. I’m sure having you there will bring a smile to his face and make him forget all about his problems, though.”

“Oh my god, are you planning something tonight, Julian?” I asked, unsure whether I was embarrassed or insanely aroused by the idea. It had been a few weeks since that time he and his friends had all used me in his office, and my body reacted instantly to the thought of being shared with a group of men once more.

“No, I swear I haven’t got anything planned besides having an enjoyable meal out with you, my colleagues, and my boss.” As I tried to work out if I was relieved or disappointed, he turned to flash me a wicked grin. “But if anything does start, I’m not going to try to stop it.”

I groaned and squirmed in my seat, feeling a familiar heat blossoming between my thighs. My panties were soaked, and my face burned with the knowledge that I desperately craved to be used tonight. And, the worst thing was that I was going to have to try to hide that while eating a civilised meal in a nice restaurant.

Julian placed his hand on my thigh and slid it up under my skirt. When his fingers brushed against my pussy, I let out a soft moan as his touch sent ripples of pleasure through me.

“What’s this?” he asked, sounding almost annoyed. “You came out wearing panties tonight?”

“I... ummm... of course. Why wouldn’t I?”

The stern tone of voice was making me fidget even more. It always turned me on when he let the more dominant side of his personality shine through, and this was no exception.

“Because what if something does happen tonight? My pretty little slut should be ready to be used instantly by any one of my friends. So take them off, Camille.”

“Right now?” I asked, my voice little more than a soft whimper.

“Yes, babe. I want you to take your panties off right now. You want to be ready for my friends, don’t you?”

I moaned and nodded, before tugging up my skirt and wriggling out of the pretty lace panties I’d chosen for tonight. As soon as they were off, Julian brought his hand back between my thighs, while keeping his other hand firmly on the steering wheel. He kept his eyes on the road as he easily slipped two fingers inside my dripping wet pussy.

Instinctively, I spread my legs wider apart for him, and he rewarded me by moving his fingers in and out of me, fucking me with the digits.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels good.”

“I know, baby,” Julian replied, his voice soft. “My pretty little slut needs to be fucked hard, doesn’t she?”

“God, yes,” I moaned, wondering if there would be enough time before we arrived at the restaurant for me to cum.

“Maybe you’ll be a lucky slut tonight, babe. Maybe you’ll get a chance to please all my friends for me.”

I writhed in my seat, working myself against his fingers as he pumped them in and out of my greedy cunt. His touch ignited a fire that always seemed so close to consuming me, and I dropped my head back to let out a loud moan.

The car slowed as we reached the restaurant, and Julian turned into the car park and manoeuvred into a spot without ever once slowing the pumping of his fingers. To my surprise, Lachlan stepped out of the car beside us and opened my car door, even though I was nowhere near ready to get out yet. He crouched beside me, taking a moment to see what was happening, before he slipped a hand inside my jacket and groped my breasts through my clothing.

I moaned and arched my back, pushing my tits further into his hand. The wet sounds rising from my sopping pussy were embarrassingly clear, and Lachlan grinned at me.

“I always love seeing you so desperate for attention, Camille. It’s beautiful.”

Before I could respond, Lachlan was leaning into the car to crash his lips against mine. I kissed him back desperately, while their hands on me pushed me ever closer to the brink. It didn’t bother me that we were in the middle of a car park, or that anybody might come along and see us. Literally, the only thing I cared about was the way these two men made me feel.

The pressure built inside me until the only thing I could do was explode. I moaned loudly on Lachlan’s lips as I got swept away by my orgasm, with waves of intense pleasure wracking my body until it became difficult to even draw in a breath. My pussy quivered and clenched around Julian’s fingers, but he continued with the same brutal pace that had my entire body spasming with bliss. Lachlan’s hands on my tits added to the pleasure as my nipples became rock hard. Even through my layers of clothing, each brush of his hand against those sensitive buds sent ripples of pleasure all the way down to my clit.

Julian wrung out as much pleasure from me as he could before gently slipping his fingers out of me. He brought those wet digits up to my mouth, where I eagerly parted my lips and sucked them clean.

“Oh look, here comes the boss,” Lachlan said as he stood up beside our car.

Julian quickly pulled his fingers from my mouth and leaned in to brush his lips quickly against mine. “Let’s go, babe. Ready to meet my boss?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Look at me!” I squealed. “I look like a mess.”

He grinned back at me. “You do not! You just look a little dishevelled, in a sexy way, of course. He’ll think you are beautiful, just like the rest of us do.”

I eyed him sceptically, but figured I would slip into one of the bathrooms once we were inside so I could straighten myself out.

“I don’t believe you, but let’s go, anyway. I’m hungry.”

We both got out of the car and followed Lachlan over towards their boss. He smiled at me as soon as he saw me coming closer, and he gave me the kind of predatory look that created a heat between my thighs despite the fact that I’d literally just had an orgasm.

He reached for one of my hands and enclosed it in both of his. “You must be Camille, Julian’s beautiful wife-to-be. I’ve heard so much about you, so it’s a pleasure to finally meet you. I’m Gareth.”

I smiled at Gareth, but I felt my face burn as I wondered what exactly he had heard about me. All the other men working in their office had made use of me on at least a couple of occasions, and it wouldn’t be unreasonable to think I might be the source of some office gossip.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you too, Gareth. Thanks for taking us all out for dinner tonight.”

“Well, it’s the Christmas season. It’s a time to celebrate! Now let’s go inside. It’s freezing out here.”

Gareth looped my hand through his arm and led me into the restaurant, while Julian and Lachlan followed behind us.
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Chapter Two
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As soon as we entered, the waitress led us to a private room where Michael and Warren were already waiting for us. There was just one large table in the middle of the room, and a Christmas tree in one corner, which was brightly decorated with a multitude of colourful ornaments. Fairy lights hanging from the ceiling completed the festive look and added a warm glow to the room.

Both Michael and Warren rushed over to greet me with hugs and cheek kisses, and all the attention left me feeling a little flustered. Gareth was watching me with a dark look in his eyes that left me feeling almost certain he knew what I had done with all the other men.

We all got seated, and I found myself between Julian and Gareth. I fidgeted a little in my chair as I listened to all the guys start talking about office stuff. They worked in real estate, and I soon lost interest as they discussed buildings I’d never seen and people I’d never met.

I felt a warm hand come to rest on my thigh, and when I realised it was Gareth’s hand and not my fiancé’s, I let out a small whimper. He gave my leg a gentle squeeze, and I lifted my gaze to his. Gareth was staring intently at me in a way that stole my breath.

He leaned in close to me, brushing his lips against my ear. “I hear all my employees have been enjoying you immensely, my dear. Not that I’m surprised. You are a deliciously beautiful woman. I know I’d enjoy you too if I were ever allowed that privilege.”

“I... ummm... thank you, Gareth.” I had no idea what else to say to such a compliment, and he had confirmed what I’d already suspected–that he knew all about the things I had been getting up to recently.

Julian leaned in on my other side. “I can’t believe it’s only a month until she’ll be my wife. I feel so damn lucky to have such a sexy woman as mine.”

Gareth grinned. “You are a lucky man indeed, Julian. I think I might even be a little jealous.” He turned his attention to me for a moment and flashed me a wicked grin.

“Oh, there’s no need to be jealous. Camille loves being shared around. In fact, Camille, why don’t you get under the table and show Gareth how much you love being a pleasing little slut for me?”

I whimpered and felt my face flush an even deeper shade of red. Glancing around, I saw all eyes were now on me, and all the men had the same eager expressions on their faces. The ache between my thighs was getting so damn intense, making the desire to be used grow even stronger. I only hesitated for a second, before realising that we were in a private room and the door had been closed. Nobody would see me under the table sucking off my fiancé’s boss.

I slipped under the table, getting into position on my knees in front of Gavin. He reached under the table to stroke my hair while I made quick work of opening his pants and sliding my hand inside to gently pull out his cock. It was already semi-hard, and it was big, even though he wasn’t even fully hard yet. My cunt twitched in excitement at the thought of feeling this huge dick inside her, but I didn’t even know if that would be possible here in the restaurant. I would just have to be satisfied with sucking hungrily on it instead.

Keeping my hand wrapped around the thick base, I leaned in to swirl my tongue around the head. I heard a groan emerge from somewhere above me, and I lifted my gaze, only just able to look into his eyes past the edge of the table.

Gareth nodded his head, encouraging me to do more, and I was all too happy to oblige. I parted my lips wide and slid them down over his shaft, taking his cock into my mouth. My lips only reached halfway before the head was pushing at the entrance to my throat, making me gag softly.

“Slowly, little slut,” he moaned. “Take your time and worship my cock.”

I whimpered quietly around the thick meat in my mouth, but I dragged my lips back up his shaft until only the tip was in my mouth. Slowly, I bobbed my head in his lap, taking him a little deeper with each downward motion while I suckled greedily. His cock was fully hard now, and I’d never sucked such a big dick before, but it felt perfect. Being in service to such a massive cock just made me feel like even more of a slut, and all I ever wanted these days was to be the perfect whore for Julian.

Gareth tangled his fingers in my long hair and used his hold on me to slowly guide my head up and down. Recently I’d become used to having my mouth fucked hard, knowing that my purpose was to be used for the pleasure of men, but Gareth didn’t seem to be in any kind of rush to get himself off. Judging by the moans coming from above the table, he was just enjoying having a hot, wet mouth on his dick.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Julian had unzipped his pants and pulled out his own cock. He was rock hard and stroking his erection.

Gareth must have noticed the direction of my gaze. “It’s not just Julian jerking off while you suck me, Camille. Look the other side too.”

I shifted slightly so I could look towards where Warren was sitting on the other side of Gareth. Sure enough, he was jerking his cock hard and fast, and I couldn’t stop staring at the way it was throbbing in his hand. I let out another little whimper, the sound muffled completely by Gareth’s cock and the way I was sucking on it greedily.

“Actually, I think all the men are jerking off, Camille. I imagine they would all love a chance to have your talented little mouth making them feel good.”

I whimpered, and Gareth gripped my hair tighter in his fist before pulling me up off his cock. My gaze instantly dropped to his throbbing erection, and I licked my lips, already missing the feel of him in my mouth.

“Go to Warren,” Julian commanded. “I am sure you will have more time to please Gareth a little later.”

“Fuck, yes,” Gareth moaned as he wrapped his hand around his dick and started jerking it again. “Next time, though, I’ll be using that wet little pussy of hers.”

While my fiancé and his boss discussed how I would be used, I crawled to Warren under the table. Seeing as his cock was already out and already hard, all I had to do was slide my lips down over him and start sucking hungrily. His flesh was slick with precum, and the musky taste of his arousal filled my senses immediately.

I stroked my lips up and down his length, feeling him throbbing in my mouth from my attention. Soft gagging noises emerged from me as I swallowed him desperately, craving every fucking inch of his cock.

Suddenly, the door to our private room opened, and I heard footsteps entering. I made a move to pull away from Warren’s cock, but he placed his hand on my head and held me there. A conversation started above the table when all the men placed their orders with the waitress, including Warren, who did a good job of sounding as if there wasn’t a woman currently under the table sucking gently on his dick. Julian ordered for me, although I was pretty certain I’d be happier staying under the table for my feast. I couldn’t help but notice how all the guys continued playing with their cocks while she was in the room with us, although they had slowed their pace to make sure it wasn’t too obvious they were all jerking off.

After a few minutes, the woman disappeared again, and the room almost instantly filled with moans as everyone continued frantically stroking their dicks. Except for Warren, of course. His cock was still in my mouth, and I let out a moan of relief that I could get back to feasting hungrily without fear that the waitress would have heard me.

I was so ravenous that I made myself choke on his cock in my eagerness to swallow down every inch of him. He was throbbing wildly, and I could tell he was close, but before I got a chance to make him explode in my mouth, he pulled me off his cock.

“Good girl,” he groaned softly. “I love how you are always so hungry for cock. But it’s Michael’s turn now, so off you go.”

The way the men were all ordering me around the table was so hot it had my cunt dripping. My inner thighs were soaked as I crawled towards Michael.

“That’s it,” Julian said. “Make me proud, babe. Show all my friends how much you love being shared around by the man you love.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, before taking Michael’s cock into my mouth.

I sucked desperately on his thick length, unable to get enough of him in my frenzied state. Michael gripped my hair hard in his hand and pushed my head all the way down until my nose was pressed against his coarse hair, then he lifted me up again, repeating the motion over and over again as he took complete control and used my mouth as if it was nothing more than a fleshlight.

Wet, sloppy sounds came from my mouth, and drool leaked from my lips as I kept them stretched wide around his shaft. My pussy was almost throbbing with its need for some attention too, and I had to fight the urge to reach down and play with my clit. Somehow, knowing that I was being a pleasure toy for my fiancé and his friends was so much hotter when I was left wanting and craving. The ache between my thighs just made me even more desperate for their cocks.

Michael pulled me up off his dick, leaving me gasping for air while saliva leaked down onto my shirt.

“You are such a good little cocksucker, Camille. Now go over to Lachlan. It’s his turn to use that mouth of yours.”

I whimpered and crawled over to Lachlan, who was already frantically jerking his cock. I could see precum trickling down the length of his shaft and coating his hand. He released his grip on his dick and held his hand out to me.

“Lick it clean first,” he commanded. “Then you can have my cock.”

Without hesitation, I began licking his fingers, dragging my tongue along the digits to clean up the precum. The taste just made me even more hungry, and I was disappointed that nobody had fed me their cum yet. But that also gave me hope that they weren’t finished with me yet. Maybe they would all fuck me once I’d sucked them off.

When Lachlan pulled his hand away, I lunged for his cock and slipped my mouth down over it, too hungry to even wait for him to tell me it was time to suck him. I gripped the base of his cock, holding it steady while I stroked my lips up and down his shaft, sucking desperately on his flesh. My cheeks caved in, and I knew I was making loud slurping noises, but I couldn’t bring myself to care. Literally, the only thing I cared about was that I had a big hard dick in my mouth that was throbbing with its need for my attention.

Lachlan brought both hands to the back of my head, gripping my hair in his fingers as he helped guide my movements.

“Let go, beautiful,” he growled through gritted teeth. “I want you taking every inch of my dick. I know you can do it.”

I quickly released my grip on his shaft, and he pushed me all the way down on his cock. It made me cough and splutter as his erection filled and stretched my throat, but I didn’t fight it. I surrendered completely, relaxing my throat as much as I could so I could take him. He held me there for a long moment, until I began squirming as a slight panic filled me, then he pulled me up again, letting me catch my breath.

“Good girl. That’s enough for now, beautiful. Go to Julian now.”

With a whimper, I crawled to my fiancé and reached for his cock, but he pushed my hand away. “Dinner will be arriving soon, so come sit up here again, babe.”

I tried to ignore the disappointment I felt as I crawled out from under the table and got settled once more in my chair. Even though I was feeling famished, it wasn’t food I wanted.

Just as I got seated, the door to our room opened and a couple of servers entered, carrying our plates of food. I squirmed in my chair as I noticed Julian call over our waitress and whisper something in her ear while he handed her some money. She nodded her head, smiled, and backed out of the room with the other server before closing the door.

Everyone at the table looked over at Julian, wondering what had just happened.

“I asked them not to come in here again for a while, until one of us goes to fetch them,” he said, looking at me with a smug grin on his face.
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Chapter Three
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All eyes were on me once more, and judging by the way their bodies were shuddering, I had to guess that they were all back to jerking off under the table. If we had the room to ourselves for a while, Julian was obviously planning something for me, and my greedy little pussy quivered in anticipation of what was to come.

“Where would you like me, then?” I asked Julian, turning my gaze to him and realising that he looked almost as frenzied with lust as I felt.

“Well,” he responded, “Gareth is the only one here who hasn’t had an opportunity to fuck you yet, so why don’t you ask him that question? It’s only fair he gets to use you first.”

I turned towards Gareth, mouth open as I prepared to repeat my question, but he wrapped a strong arm around my waist and pulled me into his lap before I could say anything.

“This seems like the perfect place for you right now, don’t you think?”

I whimpered and nodded my head, squirming in his lap as my position straddling his thighs forced my skirt to ride up enough that I could feel his hard cock pressing against my pussy. It felt too perfect, and I couldn’t resist the urge to rock my hips, grinding the length of my slit along the belly of his cock. It was throbbing, pressing insistently against my wet folds as if seeking permission to enter.

A loud growl rumbled from somewhere deep inside Gareth’s chest as he watched me grind against him with wanton abandon. “Slide down on my cock, little slut. There’s no need to hold back with me. I can see how badly you need to be fucked.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered, the words coming out so quietly I would have been surprised if he’d heard it over the sounds of everyone moaning.

I reached down and gently gripped the base of his cock, holding it steady as I lined it up with my dripping entrance and slid down onto him. He let out a loud moan. “Fuck, Camille. You are so wet and so fucking tight. Your pussy feels so damn perfect.”

Gareth gripped the hem of my skirt and pulled it up even further, so that the garment was around my waist. Then he gripped my ass cheeks hard, digging his fingers into the flesh while he helped me bounce on his cock.

“I’m happy to see you are a good little slut who doesn’t wear panties,” he said, his voice breathless already as it hissed out through gritted teeth.

My face flushed as I remembered what had happened in the car, and I made a mental note not to bother wearing panties any time I went out with Julian in the future.

“Can you believe she tried wearing panties, Gareth?” my fiancé said with a small laugh. “But I realised it in the car on the way here and I made her take them off.”

Gareth grinned at me. “You don’t need panties. This perfect little cunt of yours should be available at all times.”

“I’m sorry,” I whimpered.

Gareth just grinned at me, and his food went ignored while I rode his cock. He ripped open my shirt, sending a few buttons flying across the room, and made quick work of mauling my tits through the lace bra I was wearing. My nipples were rock hard, with tingles spreading outwards from the little buds whenever his fingers brushed against them. His touch only made me even more frantic with lust, and I couldn’t control the urge to bounce harder on his cock.

His dick felt so damn good every time I impaled myself on it fully, and he flexed his hips beneath me, pushing himself deeper each time I slammed myself down against him. Our moans were loud in the room, and so was the sound of our flesh slapping together with our desperate movements. My pussy was already quivering around his cock as an orgasm threatened to overwhelm me.

Gareth gripped the lace cups of my bra and pulled them downwards, letting my tits fall free. He instantly gripped those mounds of flesh in his powerful hands, squeezing them together as he leaned in to take a nipple into his mouth. I cried out in surprise as his teeth grazed against the hard little bud, sending lightning bolts of sensation shooting through my body.

I could hear the men around us moaning, and I had to imagine they were all stroking their cock while they watched me ride their boss’s cock. But I couldn’t bring myself to turn around to find out. Gareth held my gaze with his blue eyes and refused to let go. I was mesmerised, staring down at him as he moved back and forth between my breasts, sucking and biting both nipples. He wasn’t being gentle, and I didn’t want him to be. Everything from his rough hands and mouth to the way his huge cock stretched my pussy so wide it was almost painful all made me so fucking desperate to cum.

I knew I wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer, and I wanted him to cum with me. Squeezing my inner walls, I clamped tight around him as I slammed my hips against his at a brutal pace. He groaned and moved his hands back down to my ass to grip it tight, pulling me down harder onto his cock even as he pumped his hips upwards.

It all became too much for me, and waves of pleasure consumed me. My entire body filled with an intense heat as an orgasm swept over me, making me shudder and moan. But even through my pleasure, I was aware of Gareth’s cock pulsing wildly within my cunt while he pumped hard and fast into me, filling me with his cum.

“Yes!” I cried out, needing his pleasure as desperately as I needed my own.

Gareth’s moans were muffled as he feasted on my tits, causing the sounds to vibrate against the nipple in his mouth.

Even when my orgasm had faded, he kept moving me up and down with his hands on my ass, using my body until he’d completely emptied himself inside me. When he was finished, he wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in close to his body, giving me a moment to catch my breath.

“Fuck,” he groaned under his breath before turning to look at Julian. “Please tell me you’re going to start bringing her into the office more often. I think I’m going to need more of her in the future.”

“I’d be happy to, boss. I can bring her in a couple of times a week and share her around if you want?”

“That would be fucking perfect, Julian. Thank you.”

I squirmed in Gareth’s lap, feeling his cock still buried inside me. Julian hadn’t bothered asking my permission to take me regularly into his office and share me with his colleagues, but then he didn’t need it. I’d happily go along and be a good little slut for him and his friends. We’d talked about doing this up until the wedding, which was only a month away, so I wanted to have as much filthy fun as I could before that day.

Gareth patted me gently on the bottom. “I think there are other men wanting you. Off you go, pretty slut.”

With a whimper, I lifted up off his cock, whining softly as I was suddenly left feeling so empty. I turned around to face the other men all sat around the table, waiting for somebody to call me over to them or for Julian to command me where to go next.

After barely a second had passed, Lachlan was patting his lap for me. “Over here, beautiful. I want that sloppy pussy of yours on my cock now.”

Without hesitation, I weaved my way over to him and straddled his lap. As I lowered myself down, he lined up his cock perfectly, so that I slid directly down onto him. I let out a moan as he filled me, and I started moving up and down instantly.

From beside me, I felt Julian leaning in closer to growl in my ear. “You are being such a good girl for us, Camille. I fucking love watching you like this.”

I whimpered, then took a sharp intake of breath as something cold touched upon my asshole. It took me a second to realise that it was Julian smearing lubricant around that tight hole.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’m just getting you ready for the next guy.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered, slowing my movements so that Julian could prepare my ass.

Lachlan grinned at me as he brought a hand up into my hair, gripping those long locks tight to tilt my head down to his. “I think Michael wants to take your ass, beautiful, and he’s looking mighty impatient. But I’m nowhere close to being finished with you yet. Think you can take us both at the same time?”

A loud groan emerged from somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach. “Yes,” I moaned. “I... I think I can.”

It wouldn’t be my first time having both holes taken at the same time, and I’d enjoyed it so much that I was eager for it to happen again.

“Good girl,” Julian moaned in my ear. “I’m going to enjoy watching this.” He leaned back in his seat, taking his rock hard cock back into his hand and stroking it while he stared intently at me.

Now his hand wasn’t near my ass; I was free to move as much as I desired. I bounced hard and fast on Lachlan’s cock, riding him frantically. My pussy was already quivering around his hard length, signalling that another orgasm was on the horizon.

But then I felt a large hand on my shoulder and I stilled my movements once more. Looking over my shoulder, I realised Michael was standing behind me, pumping his cock in his hand. Judging by the way his hard flesh was glistening, he had applied lube to his dick as well.

“Ready for me too, little slut?”

“Oh god, yes,” I whimpered, holding still while he crouched down behind me.

I felt the head of his cock pressing against my tight entrance and I held my breath as he pushed gently. A gasp escaped me as he slowly entered my rear, my muscles stretching around him as he pushed deeper and deeper. I closed my eyes, sinking further into ecstasy with each extra inch inside me. God, it really did feel so fucking good, and my entire body felt as if it was lighting up with fireworks.

Both Lachlan and I remained motionless until Michael was balls deep inside my ass. The only movement was Lachlan’s thumb as it brushed back and forth over one of my hardened nipples, adding to the stimulation that was making me thrum with arousal.

After a long moment where I focused on breathing and relaxing around both the cocks inside me, Michael began to slowly move his hips. Each thrust of his cock forced my hips to move forward, which, in turn, caused me to move on Lachlan’s cock. Ripples of pure bliss surged through me with each thrust Michael made, as I felt both cocks moving slightly within me, reaching pleasure centres I’d never even known existed.

I didn’t even have to do anything as both Lachlan and Michael ground their hips, moving in a slow and steady rhythm that soon had me panting and moaning.

Suddenly, Warren was standing behind Lachlan’s chair, right in front of me, with his hard dick in his hand. He brought his free hand up to tangle in my hair, and he tilted my head back until I was looking up at him.

“I couldn’t help but notice you had a hole that wasn’t being used. Mind if I fix that for you?”

Rather than answering with words, I simply opened my mouth to offer him my one remaining hole. Warren took another step closer and slid the head of his dick past my lips. I sealed around him instantly, sucking hungrily on his hard length as he pumped his hips.

I closed my eyes and moaned loudly, savouring the sensations of having all three holes fucked at the same time. It was fucking heavenly, and I was almost certain I was growing addicted to being used by multiple men all at once.

“God,” I heard Gareth moan. “Your girl really is a greedy little slut, isn’t she?”

“Yep,” Julian replied. “Isn’t she so damn perfect?”

“Definitely. Any man would be proud to have such a hot woman as their own.”

The praise made my face burn a little, but it wasn’t like I could react to it. Not with the way Warren was fucking my mouth with his hand on the back of my head to make sure I couldn’t pull away. At the same time, Michael and Lachlan were both thrusting their hips, picking up the speed as they pumped into my lower holes.

Lachlan cupped my bare tits in his hands, kneading them roughly to add even more stimulation to my overwhelmed body. My pussy was quivering around his dick as I got closer to my release, which made me moan loudly around Warren’s cock. They were all grunting with an animalistic ferocity as they thrust hard and fast into my willing body.

Michael was the first one to fall over the precipice into ecstasy, his entire body going still for a moment before he began jack hammering my ass hole. He roared loudly as his seed poured into that tight hole, his hands gripping my shoulders tight as he thrust mercilessly.

Hearing his pleasure, and feeling my ass fill with the warmth of his release, was too much for me, and I quickly followed behind him into an orgasm. I couldn’t help but scream around Warren’s dick as the pleasure consumed me, filling me until I felt I was going to burst at the seams.

Suddenly, Lachlan’s cries rose into the air as he surrendered to his own climax. His body shuddered beneath mine while he pumped his hips frantically, pumping me full of his cum.

Warren was the only one left, and even though I was exhausted, I was determined that I needed to please him, too. I sucked hungrily on his throbbing cock, while I remained seated in Lachlan’s lap, both of my holes still stuffed full even though neither of the men were completely hard anymore.

Michael placed his hand on the back of my head from his position behind me, and he gripped my hair hard. With his tight hold on me, he guided my head back and forth to pleasure his friend’s dick with my mouth. I shivered with lust, unable to get enough of this feeling of being a fuck toy for all these men.

After a minute or so, Warren succumbed to his own needs, and his seed pumped out over my tongue to slide down my throat. I swallowed desperately, needing to take every drop of his cum just as I’d taken every drop of Michael’s, Lachlan’s and Gareth’s so far tonight. I was greedy, and I was not at all ashamed of that fact.

When he was finished, Warren took a step back, letting his cock slip from my lips. A pathetic little whimper escaped me, which only grew louder as Michael moved away too, leaving my ass empty.

As I remained in Lachlan’s lap, Julian leaned closer and tenderly ran his fingers through my hair. I leaned into his touch, almost purring with contentment.

“You are amazing, Camille,” he said, and the amount of awe in his voice almost blew me away. “I love you.”

“I love you too, Julian,” I said, beaming at him despite the exhaustion that was now hitting me hard.

“I can’t wait until I put that ring on your finger next month, so I can really make you mine.”

I glanced around, seeing everyone watching us with smiles on their faces. I sure was going to miss being a little fucktoy for this group of men, but I was also so excited to finally marry Julian. He was everything I’d ever wanted in a husband, and I had no doubt we would be happy together. I leaned into him and wrapped my arms around his neck, holding onto him as he tenderly kissed the top of my head.
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Shared On Her Wedding Night
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Chapter One
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Ilet out a happy sigh as I collapsed into the back seat of the limo. My feet were killing me after standing all day in these heels, and all the dancing over the last few hours hadn’t helped with that either. Being able to take the weight off my feet was heavenly. Unfortunately, the ache in my cheeks from smiling so much wasn’t so easily fixed. Even now that I was alone with my new husband, Julian, I still couldn’t stop beaming from ear to ear.

“Did you have a good day, Mrs Watkins?” Julian asked me as he leaned in closer to kiss me briefly.

My smile only got wider as he called me by my married name.

“It was an amazing day. Thank you so much for everything, Mr Watkins.”

He grinned back at me, and this time when he kissed me, his lips lingered for longer against mine. An ache appeared instantly between my thighs as his body pressed against mine. If I wasn’t so aware of the fact the limo driver could see us, I would be straddling Julian’s lap and taking his cock inside me right now.

We’d been so busy over the last couple of weeks with wedding plans that we hadn’t even had a chance to be intimate with each other, and my body was desperate for some attention. It didn’t help that Julian hadn’t even shared me with any of his friends since his office Christmas party a month ago.

When we’d got engaged, he’d promised to help me gain more experience with other men since he was the only man I’d ever been with, and it would be too late for that after we were married. So he had been sharing me around with all his friends and colleagues at every available opportunity, and I’d found myself in the centre of a gangbang more than once during that time. But I was a married woman now, so all of that was going to have to stop.

I tried to ignore the disappointment I felt about that. It wasn’t that I didn’t love Julian. I was crazy about him. It was just that it had been so much fun I hadn’t wanted it to end. But at least I had lots of very steamy memories to look back on.

Pulling my attention back to Julian, I cupped his face in my hands and deepened the kiss, allowing him to probe my mouth with his tongue. I suckled hungrily on the appendage, and my husband let out a low growl.

He pulled back slightly to whisper against my lips. “You are such a hot little slut. I can’t wait to claim your body properly tonight now that you are my wife.”

Unable to help myself, I whimpered quietly, and squirmed as the heat between my thighs grew even more intense.

“I need you inside me,” I moaned as quietly as I could, not wanting the driver to overhear me.

“Don’t worry. I will be fucking you soon, Mrs Watkins. In fact, if I have my way, you’re going to be sore as hell tomorrow and having trouble walking.” He flashed me a wicked grin, and I let out a soft groan.

“Thank god,” I whimpered. “I hate that we’ve been too busy lately to give each other that kind of attention.”

“I know,” Julian said, his face turning serious again. “I can imagine you’ve been feeling neglected. But tonight is going to be all about you, and then we have got two weeks in Italy for our honeymoon. We’ll have nothing to do but eat glorious food and fuck each other senseless.”

I giggled softly and nodded. “That does sound like the perfect way to spend those two weeks.”

The limo slowed down, and when I looked out the tinted windows, I realised we were at the hotel already. We stopped, and then I gathered up my long skirts in my arms while I waited for the driver to rush around and open the door for me. When he held out his hand for me, I gratefully took it as I stepped out of the car. It was hard to do some things with this dress on, but I had to admit I was reluctant to take it off. I’d felt like a beautiful princess all day, and I wasn’t ready for that to end yet.

Julian and I went into the hotel, and I admired the lobby while he checked us in. It was a huge place with lots of shiny marble and dark wood. I could only begin to imagine how much even one night here must have cost, but Julian had insisted on taking care of everything about our wedding night and honeymoon by himself.

After a few minutes, we were heading upstairs, with Julian carrying both our overnight bags. Once we had found our room on the second floor, I opened the door with the card key we had been given downstairs. I jumped in surprise as I realised the light was on and there was somebody sitting in the armchair by the window. In my shock, it took me a moment to realise who it was.

“Lachlan!” I squealed. “What are you doing here?”

My heart was pounding, and my first thought was that maybe Julian had invited him along for some fun on our wedding night. After all, Lachlan was his best friend, and today was his best man, and Julian had shared me with him on several occasions. But we were married now, so surely that wouldn’t be the case.

“I asked him to come tonight, babe,” Julian told me, as he entered the room behind me, kicked the door shut, and dropped the bags on the floor. “But before we talk about that properly, I have another gift for you. Something very special.”

I turned to look at my husband, watching him curiously as he crouched down to retrieve a small parcel from his bag. Judging by the size of it, I had to guess that it was jewellery of some kind. Julian handed me the box with a smile on his face.

“Thank you,” I said breathlessly, surprised by this turn of events. I opened the box to find a beautiful gold chain with a heart pendant attached to it. “A bracelet? It’s beautiful, Julian! Thank you!”

I took the gold chain from the box, but he took it from me before I could put it on. “It’s not a bracelet,” he replied with a soft chuckle. “It’s an anklet.”

“Oh, sorry. It’s still beautiful though. I love it!”

Julian smiled at me, still holding the thin chain. “Do you understand the symbolism of an anklet, Camille?”

I shook my head, more curious than ever about what was going on now.

“An anklet is usually a symbol that a woman is a hotwife. A married woman who is allowed to do whatever she wants with other men, with her husband’s permission.”

“Oh,” was all I could think to say as my brain churned wildly in my attempt to process what was happening.

“Camille, I want you to be my hotwife. I want you to be free to fuck whoever you want whenever you want. All I ask is that there are no secrets between us. I would like you to tell me all about what you do, or even let me watch if I can. I’ve realised over the last few months that it drives me wild when you are being fucked by other men, and I don’t want that to stop just because we are married now. So will you be my hotwife?”

I stared at him in shock for a moment, before squealing and throwing myself into his arms. He laughed as he caught me and lifted me up off my feet. “I will be your hotwife on one condition, Julian.”

“And what is that condition?” he asked with a grin spreading across his lips.

“That you’ll keep sharing me with your friends, too.”

Julian groaned softly before pressing his lips to mine for a deep and hungry kiss. He pulled back only a few seconds later, but I was still left flushed and breathless.

“That’s a given, babe. After all, why do you think Lachlan is here tonight? Because it’s a special night, which means you deserve more attention than just one man can give.”

I whimpered, and Julian slowly lowered me back down onto my feet before crouching down in front of me. He still held the anklet in his hand, and I gripped my many layers of skirt and pulled them up to reveal my ankle to him. In moments, he had secured the gold chain and was standing in front of me once more.

“Now go to Lachlan, and let’s start our marriage the way we intend to carry on; with you being the sexiest and sluttiest hotwife a man could ever wish for.”

A soft groan emerged from somewhere deep inside me, and my core was already flooding with heat at the thought that the wild few months we’d just experienced together were going to last a lot longer. I stood up on my tiptoes to kiss his lips, before walking over to my husband’s best friend.

Lachlan watched me with a feral look in his eyes that had me whimpering continuously by the time I reached him. He took my hand and tugged it, causing me to fall into his lap.

“Is it wrong that all day, all I’ve been able to think about is how much I want to fuck you while you are still in your wedding dress?” he asked, grinning at me.

I giggled and shook my head. “No, Lachlan. There’s nothing wrong with that at all.” I whimpered and lowered my voice slightly before speaking again. “I like knowing that you fantasise about fucking me.”

Lachlan groaned and brought his hand up to cup my breast through the layers of silk and lace of my dress. “Some days it’s all I can fucking think about, Camille.” He turned his head towards Julian, directing his next words to my husband. “Please tell me I don’t have to take her out of this dress before I fuck her.”

Julian let out a guttural moan, and when I looked over at him, I saw he was already rock hard and stroking himself through his pants. “Fuck, no. Keep it on her for as long as you like.”

I squirmed in Lachlan’s lap, enjoying the way both men seemed so worked up already. Not that I could blame them for that. I was already desperate for them to start using me hard.

“I think your husband likes the idea of watching you being railed hard in the beautiful wedding dress that he paid a fortune for,” Lachlan said in a gruff voice. He was still kneading my tits roughly through my dress, and each touch was stoking the fire deep in my pussy.

“Just please fuck me, Lachlan,” I whimpered. The intense ache between my thighs was driving me crazy, and I needed a big hard cock inside me to make it go away.

The next thing I knew, Lachlan was standing with me in his arms, then carrying me over to the large four poster bed that was in the middle of the room. He threw me down onto it, then started stripping out of the suit he was still wearing from the wedding. I watched wide-eyed as he revealed more and more of his delicious body, and I couldn’t help but moan when he pushed down his pants to free his cock. It was rock hard and standing to attention in a way that had my cunt dripping with lust.

Lachlan got onto the bed and crawled on top of me before lowering himself down. With the kind of roughness I craved, he pulled down the top of my dress, lowering it down my shoulders until my tits were spilling free. He wasted no time and lowered his head as soon as my dusky pink nipples were on display. Taking one hard bud into his mouth, he sucked and nibbled on it, sending tendrils of lust throughout my body.

At the same time, I reached down to find Lachlan’s cock and wrap my fingers around it. He was already leaking so much precum that my hand instantly became slick with it, and I couldn’t help but moan as I thought about his essence dripping over the skirt of my wedding dress.

Lachlan moaned against my breast as I began slowly stroking his dick. Using his hands, he pushed my skirts up around my waist and settled himself between my legs. We were both so fucking frantic with our need for one another that we couldn’t wait any longer. I turned my head to look over at Julian as he sat on the edge of the bed, holding his gaze while I guided his best friend’s cock to my pussy. Lachlan easily slid deep as my juices lubricated the way for him.

All three of us moaned at the same time, and I squirmed beneath Lachlan with the sudden feeling of fullness. He let my nipple fall from his mouth as he repositioned himself between my legs so he was up on his knees. At this angle, I could feel the head of his cock even deeper inside me, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever felt anything so fucking perfect.

Lachlan readjusted all the layers of my skirt so he could grip my waist, then he started pounding hard and fast into my quivering pussy. I cried out with both surprise and pleasure as he fucked me harder than I’d been fucked in a long time. The fat head of his cock slammed deep inside me over and over until the force of his thrusts made it almost impossible for me to catch my breath.

My entire body shivered beneath Lachlan as intense sensations washed over me. This was exactly what I needed, and it felt just as good as I remembered.

Julian reached out to take hold of my hand in one of his. His other hand was wrapped around his erection, pumping it frantically. Even as my body was jolted repeatedly by Lachlan’s merciless thrusts, I untangled my fingers from Julian’s and reached out to take hold of his cock instead. I stroked him rapidly, repeating the pace he’d been using, and I moaned as I felt him throbbing in my hand.

Lachlan increased the speed of his thrusts, grunting through gritted teeth as he pounded me so hard I knew I would be feeling tender tomorrow. But I wasn’t going to complain. Instead, I brought my other hand to his ass, digging my nails into his muscular flesh as I tried to pull him even deeper.

That seemed to be enough to pull Lachlan over the edge, and he moaned loudly as he succumbed to his orgasm. His warmth filled my needy cunt, and that pulled me into ecstasy with him. I screamed out as wave after wave of pleasure wracked my body, making me feel as if fireworks were erupting within me. Through the sensations that consumed me, I was only just aware of Julian’s loud moans and the feel of his cum as it pumped out, then ran down his shaft to coat my hand.

The sounds of our moans were loud in the room as we all brought each other to orgasm. Then, when we were finished, Lachlan collapsed on top of me, pinning me to the bed with his weight. I wrapped one arm around him, while bringing my other hand to my lips to hungrily lick my husband’s cum from my skin.

A knock at the door surprised me, and my eyes widened as I looked at Julian. He grinned back at me.

“I hope you don’t mind, Mrs Watkins, but I invited a few other friends around to help us celebrate.”

Lachlan chuckled and lifted himself up on his elbows over me. “I hope you left some strength for the others, beautiful. It looks like you are going to need it.”
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Chapter Two
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Iwatched as Julian tucked his cock back in his pants and walked over to open the door. Cheers erupted as a group of men entered to see the bride in a compromising position with the best man. Two of Julian’s colleagues had arrived, Michael and Warren, along with their boss, Gareth. All these men had already fucked me before, the last time being at the Christmas party, so I doubt they were at all shocked to find me under Lachlan. Especially as I was now certain Julian had invited them around with the intention of sharing me with them, too.

“Congratulations, Mrs Watkins,” Gareth said as he leaned down to brush his lips against my forehead.

I beamed up at him. “Thank you, Gareth.”

At that moment, Lachlan lifted himself up off me, letting his cock slide free from my well-fucked pussy. All the men looked down at me, on my back in my wedding dress, with my breasts on display and my legs spread wide while the best man’s cum trickled out of me. It made me feel slutty, and like I needed even more. They stared at me as if I was a delicious treat they all wanted to devour, which only made the ache between my thighs even more intense.

Julian climbed onto the bed and sat with his back against the headboard. “Get on your hands and knees, Camille, facing me. It’s time for my other friends to use you now.”

I whimpered and did as I’d been told, rolling over and getting on all fours. My dress slipped back down into place, but Gareth quickly lifted it once more while he got onto the bed behind me. I let out a soft moan as I realised he would be the one to fuck me next. Gareth had only fucked me once in the past, at the Christmas party, but he had the biggest cock out of all the men I’d been with, and I had to admit I often found myself fantasising about him. I was glad that I wasn’t going to have to wait too much longer before I could feel his monster cock inside me again.

When I heard his zipper being lowered, I let out a soft moan, but that was quickly muffled by Julian leaning in to kiss me. He claimed my mouth hard, his tongue delving past my lips to tangle with my own. Suddenly, the fat head of Gareth’s cock was pushing against my pussy lips, forcing them to stretch around his girth as he slowly filled me. All I could do was moan on Julian’s lips as his boss claimed my needy little cunt.

Julian gripped my hair and tilted my head back slightly to break the kiss. “Good girl. Take all of Gareth’s cock. I know how much you’ve been missing it.”

I felt my face flush, knowing how true his words were. But then Gareth started pumping his hips, and it was suddenly impossible to feel any shame. My cunt gripped tight around his huge dick as he slammed it into me over and over, causing an intense white heat to radiate outward from my core. Gareth gripped my hair in his fist, instantly messing up the curls I’d spent so long perfecting that morning. He tugged hard, using his grip to pull me back on his cock, impaling me so deeply that it hurt a little. That pain only seemed to combine with the sensations of pleasure he created, making my head spin in the very best way.

Julian cupped my face from where he sat right in front of me, and his lips crashed against mine once more. His tongue brushed against my lips, and I opened eagerly for him so he could claim my mouth properly. Our tongues tangled in a passionate dance, and my moans flowed freely from my lips as his boss took me hard from behind.

I placed a hand on my husband’s thigh and ran it higher up his leg until my hand found his cock. It was already hard again, and I wrapped my fingers around the shaft to stroke it frantically. Gareth’s dick felt so damn good, stretching me wide and pounding deep, and I wanted to make Julian feel just as good.

But on one backward movement of his hips, Gareth didn’t stop, and he pulled out of me completely. A pathetic whining sound left me, and Julian swallowed it hungrily with his lips on mine. He hadn’t even cum inside me, so I couldn’t understand why he’d stopped.

I felt somebody getting on the bed behind me, and I tried to turn to see who was going to be fucking me next. But Julian kept his hands on my face, holding firmly so I couldn’t pull away from his greedy kisses.

The bulbous head of a cock brushed against my wet folds, and I held my breath as it slowly pushed forward to fill me again. I didn’t need to know whose dick it was to know that it felt damn near perfect inside me. Hands gripped my hips as the man behind me started railing me hard, using his hold on me to pull me roughly back onto his cock with each thrust.

Julian reached beneath me to grasp my tits in both his hands, stopping the voluptuous mounds of flesh bouncing as I got fucked mercilessly. My hard nipples grazed against his palm, sending bolts of pleasure shooting through my body.

I was already so close to the edge, and my cunt gripped the cock inside me even tighter as I prepared for my release. But before I could reach that blissful oblivion, I was left empty once more, and the man behind me climbed off the bed.

With Julian’s hands on my tits, he was unable to stop me as I broke the kiss and turned to see who it was that had just finished using me. Warren was just slipping off the bed, his cock glistening with my juices, and he bumped fists with Michael as if they were playing tag team with me. Just the thought of that made me whimper.

Michael got into the bed, grinning at me as I watched him over my shoulder. His cock was already in his hand, and he was pumping it to keep himself nice and hard for me. Julian pinched both nipples hard, forcing a gasp from my lips as I turned my attention back to him. His mouth was on mine once more, kissing me hard, as if I was the very oxygen he needed to survive.

At the same time, Michael slammed his hips forwards, plunging deep into my cunt with one hard thrust. I cried out against my husband’s lips as his friend pummelled my aching pussy relentlessly, making me dizzy with the need to cum. The wetness seeped from me, coating his cock and making it easy for him to take me as hard as he needed.

I pulled my head back just enough to break the kiss. “Please,” I moaned. “I need to cum. I’m going crazy. Just please make me cum.”

A hand suddenly landed hard on my ass, sending a loud crack ringing through the room. “Not yet, little slut. We decide when you cum, and we’re not ready to let that happen yet.”

I moaned softly. It felt as though the men had all worked out a plan beforehand and were now working together to bring that plan to life. The thought of them all sitting around talking about how they wanted to fuck me as a group was enough to push me even closer to the brink. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold on to my self-control. The need to cum was so fucking intense.

But then Michael pulled out of me as well, and I no longer had to worry that I might cum without permission. My poor pussy quivered, hating the feeling of being empty.

“Oh god, please,” I whined softly. My entire body was trembling with a pent-up need for release.

“Get on the floor and on your knees, Mrs Watkins,” Julian said with a huge grin on his face. “When I fuck my new bride, I want her covered in several loads of cum, and my friends are going to be kind enough to help me with that.”

A guttural moan was ripped from me as his words filled my mind with all kinds of sordid images. Without hesitation, I scrambled down from the bed and settled onto my knees, my wedding dress bunching up around me on the floor. All of a sudden, I was surrounded by four men; Michael, Lachlan, Gareth and Warren. They were all stroking their cocks as they stood around me, and it took all my willpower not to lean forward and take them into my mouth one by one.

Their moans filled the room, and I squirmed as I watched them jerking off frantically. Precum dripped, and cocks throbbed, and it was honestly one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. Especially knowing that I was the centre of attention, and that I would be the one gifted with multiple loads of cum.

“Cup your tits in your hands, love,” Julian growled from his spot just outside the circle. “Offer my friends a sexy target for their loads.”

I did as I was told, cupping my tits in my hands, lifting and squeezing them together at the same time while I remained transfixed by the sights and sounds all around me.

“Should I get undressed?” I asked my husband. “What if my dress gets messy?”

Julian laughed softly. “No way. I want to watch them covering you in cum while you’re in your wedding dress. And I want to fuck you while you’re still wearing it. You are my hotwife now, so it seems appropriate. And fucking hot.”

I moaned softly, but before I had a chance to say anything else, Warren stepped forward. Judging by the moans that were being torn from him, he was just about to cum. When the first rope of creamy white seed erupted from the tip of his cock, it splashed over my face and dripped down onto my bare tits. I quickly closed my eyes and opened my mouth, attempting to catch the remaining spurts on my outstretched tongue. I was only able to catch a few drops, though, as the rest covered my face and breasts.

Warren let out a groan as his body shuddered with his release; and when he was finished, he pushed the head of his cock into my mouth. I eagerly sucked and licked him clean before he stepped back and sat on the edge of the bed to watch the rest of the show.

I licked my lips, capturing as many stray drops of cum as I could, savouring the taste. Then Michael and Lachlan stepped forward, one on either side of me. Michael gripped my hair hard and tugged my head backwards so I was looking up at them.

“Open your mouth again, little slut. We’re both going to feed you now.”

Before he’d even finished speaking, my mouth was wide open and my tongue outstretched. Both men moaned loudly as they pumped their fists frantically up and down their throbbing shafts. I could see they were so close, and I squirmed in anticipation of the creamy treat I was just about to receive.

Almost at the same time, ropes of cum sprayed over me from both sides, much of it landing on my tongue while even more of it coated my cheeks and chin. It dripped from my chin down onto my tits, and I found myself lifting those mounds of flesh even higher in my attempt to make sure none of the cum got away.

Michael released his grip on my hair; then they both moved away, leaving only Lachlan and I in the centre of the hotel room. He was hard again, even though it wasn’t long since he’d last fucked me.

He growled softly as he looked down at me, and I was all too aware of what a mess I was, with three loads of cum already decorating my face.

“I’m going to paint your pretty face with one last load, and then I’m going to send you back to your husband so you can please him. Understood?”

I whimpered and nodded my head quickly, rising up a little higher on my knees in my eagerness for his cum.

“Good girl,” he groaned as he pumped his cock even faster in his fist. I watched as drops of precum oozed from the tip to drip down onto my wedding dress.

A soft moan escaped me, and I opened my mouth once more, a willing receptacle for Lachlan’s release. I only had to wait a few more moments before his warm cum splashed across my face, joining the mess that already coated my skin. Drops of it landed on my tongue, filling my senses with his musky taste. I closed my eyes and swallowed, before licking hungrily around my lips, trying to clean up as much of the cum as I could reach.

Lachlan leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Now go to Julian, beautiful. He’s been patiently waiting while we all used you, but now it’s his turn to claim his bride.”

I whimpered and nodded, then got onto my hands and knees to crawl over to my husband, who was sitting on the edge of the bed.
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Chapter Three
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As soon as I reached my husband, he gripped my hair and tugged me up onto my knees in front of him. He reached out, running a finger through the cum that covered my face, coating the digit with it before bringing it to my lips. I eagerly wrapped my lips around his finger, sucking and licking it clean.

Julian only let me suck for a moment, before he pulled his finger free and used his grip on my hair to guide my lips down to his cock. I moaned softly as I took him into my mouth, sucking hungrily on his hard length. He was throbbing in my mouth, no doubt excited by all the things he’d just witnessed.

I lost control, desperate to show him how much I craved him, and how much I appreciated him turning me into his hotwife. My cheeks caved in as I sucked hard, sliding my lips all the way down his shaft to engulf the entire length of him in the wet heat of my mouth.

Julian moaned loudly and began thrusting his hips, fucking my throat in exactly the way I needed. My pussy was on fire, burning with a need for relief, but knowing I was pleasing my husband and making him feel good was more than enough for me.

“Ummm, do you want us to go?” I heard Lachlan say from the edge of the room.

Even if I’d wanted to answer, I couldn’t with a mouth full of cock.

“No,” Julian answered instead, his voice already breathless. “I’ve watched you guys fuck Camille countless times. It’s only fair that you get to watch me fuck her for a change.”

I moaned around his cock, squirming as I realised we were going to have an audience as he took me for the first time as his wife.

Julian tangled both hands in my hair, guiding my head up and down in his lap as he thrust into my mouth. Saliva leaked from my lips as they stretched wide around his thick shaft, soaking his dick with the slick juices. My moans were muffled completely as my new husband took what he needed from me.

“Fuck, Camille,” he groaned, his voice coming out as something entirely feral.

I squirmed on my knees, growing more aroused the more he seemed to be enjoying my mouth. He was throbbing wildly each time he pushed deep into my throat, and I was almost certain he was going to cum soon. I sucked harder, craving that salty treat, and his moans grew even louder.

“Careful, little slut,” he growled. “If you make me cum like this, I won’t be able to fuck you the way you really need. You want to cum on my cock, don’t you?”

With a whimper, I tried to nod my head, desperate to show him how much I needed that. But the frantic movement of his thrusts made it almost impossible to do that. I just had to hope he knew how desperately I needed to be fucked and to be allowed to cum.

He gave one last hard thrust into my mouth before pulling me up off his cock, leaving me gasping for air.

“Please fuck me,” I moaned, my words barely audible as I sucked in huge gulps of air. Drool was dripping from my chin to land on my pretty dress, but I couldn’t bring myself to care at that moment. All I wanted was to feel his cock pounding my needy little cunt.

“Oh, I intend to, Mrs Watkins,” he said, grinning down at me.

Julian gripped my arm and helped pull me up to my feet, only for him to push me down onto the bed. I landed on my back, bouncing slightly for a few seconds before coming to rest. He pushed my legs wide apart and lowered his face between them, and that moment where his tongue first brushed against my cunt was almost enough to send me over the brink into my orgasm.

I let out a loud moan and reached down to grip his hair. My body shuddered involuntarily as he lapped between my thighs, dragging the flat of his tongue over my wet slit over and over. It occurred to me that he’d never gone down on me after another man had cum inside me before, but Lachlan had filled me with cum a little earlier in the evening. This new act made me squirm and wriggle against Julian’s tongue, sending tingles radiating outward from my cunt.

After a few moments, he brought his mouth to my clit, sealing his lips around it while his tongue flicked against the swollen bud. My back arched up off the bed, loud moans escaping me as intense sensations consumed me. I turned my head towards the other guys. They were all lined up along one wall, idly stroking their cocks as they watched me with hungry eyes. Their attention combined with my husband’s expert mouth on my cunt was enough to send me over the edge into the release I’d been needing so desperately.

I screamed while my orgasm washed over me, sweeping me up in a pleasure so intense that it consumed me completely. My body shuddered violently, and I tugged hard enough on Julian’s hair that he let out a yelp against my pussy. He didn’t stop what he was doing, though. He sucked and licked on my little button until it became so sensitive I had to push him away.

I remained laid on my back while Julian crawled up the bed, laying himself down on top of me. Spreading my legs wide for him, I gave him the most blatant invitation I could think of.

“Please, Julian,” I moaned, and to my relief, he slammed his hips forwards, spearing me with his hard cock. “Yes! Fuck me, please just fuck me,” I cried out, coaxing a loud growl from my husband.

He pumped his hips mercilessly, slamming his dick into my pussy as it still quivered with little aftershocks from my previous orgasm. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, ignoring the way the wedding dress tangled up around us.

Julian pushed harder and faster with each thrust, bringing his hand under my ass to tilt my hips at just the right angle that the swollen head was rubbing against that sweet spot deep inside me. His other hand came up to grip my chin, forcing me to look into his eyes while he took me roughly.

Another orgasm was building steadily inside me, filling my body with heat once more.

“I love you,” I moaned out, the words coming out stilted as my body rocked with his forceful thrusts.

“I love you too, Camille. You are mine now. All fucking mine.” His voice was a breathless growl that sent shivers down my spine.

He slammed harder into me, jack hammering my pussy with a ferocity I couldn’t ever remember him showing before. It felt so fucking good that another orgasm rushed up on me, swallowing me whole as I clenched hard around his cock, increasing the intensity of my pleasure.

Julian nuzzled his face into the side of my neck and let out a loud roar as he found his own release, his body tensing for a long moment before he began thrusting erratically again. I clung tightly to him, losing myself in my orgasm as he filled me with his cum. Beneath him, I bucked my hips, squeezing my inner walls around him to draw out the pleasure even longer for both of us.

We kept up our frantic movements until we were completely spent, then we held each other while we tried to catch our breath.

The sound of a throat being cleared from the other side of the room reminded me that we had an audience, and I turned my head to look over at them, feeling my face flush as my old shyness suddenly reappeared.

Gareth stepped forward. “Thank you so much to both of you for sharing this special night with all of us,” he said with a serious look on his face.

Julian flashed him a grin. “Oh, that was our pleasure. We both loved having you all here, and I’m hoping you won’t be strangers now that we’re actually married. I seem to have married an insatiable woman, and I’m going to need all your help to keep her happy.”

I let out a soft groan and covered my face with my hands. “I’m not that bad!” I said with a giggle.

Julian laughed and pulled my hands away from my face before leaning to kiss my lips tenderly. “Who said that was bad, babe? You’re perfect and I love you just the way you are. Don’t ever change.”

I smiled wide, beaming from ear to ear as pride swelled in my chest. “In that case, maybe we should invite your friends to stay for the rest of the night?”

Julian laughed even louder. “That’s my girl. I think that sounds like a perfect idea.”

The four other men all climbed onto the bed with us, grinning widely, and I knew without a doubt that I was going to be a happy and thoroughly spoiled wife for the rest of our lives.
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