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HOTWIFE SHARED WITH THE MECHANICS


MY HUSBAND WALKS in on me taking two men...and he loves it.
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“My phone’s going to die any minute now, but I’ll be home in an hour!”

“Good. I can’t wait to get my hands on my wife,” my husband growls through my car’s blue tooth. It echoes around the small space and his husky voice gives away his plans for me. I think about his hands all over my body, his lips taking mine, his warmth permeating my skin. Just thinking about our reunion makes me hot.

“Please, I’ve been so lonely without you.” My knees rub together.

“I know, baby. I’ve missed all of you too. Wish you could’ve found someone to keep you warm.”

My husband and I have the perfect arrangement because I travel a lot for work. Whenever I’m away, I’m allowed to sleep with other men—as long as I report back to my husband with every dripping detail.

I chuckle. “Yeah, would’ve been nice, but I was just too caught up with work.”

“Need someone to take the edge off.”

I sigh, turning my head to stretch out my neck. “Guess it’ll be all up to you—”

A sharp bang cuts me off as I bounce in my car seat. I squeak, turning the steering wheel away from the road, getting car on the shoulder.

“What was that? Are you okay?” my husband asks. “Shit, that didn’t sound good.” His voice rises.

I take a deep breath as the car comes to a stop. “I’m okay. I’m okay.” My head hits the headrest. “I dunno what happened. Maybe I ran over something sharp?”

“Send me your location.”

“I’m fine,” I insist, disconnecting the phone from the car and slowly stepping outside. “I think it’s a flat.” I bend down to check like I know anything about cars.

“Then you’re not fine. I’ll come get you.” Muffled noises tell me my husband is already grabbing his coat and his car keys. “Is there anywhere nearby for you to camp out?”

I look around. I’m passing through a small town and it’s a little past dinner time, so it’s not like I’m in a completely deserted area. Still, I don’t love being stranded without a car and my phone on its last battery block. There’s a few houses in the distance, but I gasp when I notice the closest building. “Wow, isn’t that lucky,” I whisper into the phone. “Turns out, the car broke down right outside a mechanic shop.” Relief floods through me with an airy chuckle.

My husband lets out a breath. “Good. Good. Wait there. I’m gonna come get you anyways in case they can’t fix the car in time.”

“Okay, I’ll see you soon.”

I hang up and send my husband my location right before my phone blinks the low battery signal. I cross the street and jog the short distance to the mechanic. All things considered, this could’ve gone much worse.

My husband and I are high school sweethearts and our relationship has only gotten better over the years. It wasn’t always like this, though. It wasn’t until he was able to open up about his sexual needs that we really got to where are today.

The mechanic shop is smaller than I expect with a garage in the back and a small front counter and office space. When I set my eyes on the man behind the counter at the shop, I wonder if maybe this is a blessing in disguise after all. The man is at least a head taller than me and built like a house. His muscles ripple through his flannel and his sleeves are rolled up to reveal sharp lines of abstract tattoos.

Heat rushes through me. I’ve really gone too long without a man if I’m thirsting over one while my car is broken down.

“What can I do for you?” he asks, but the moment his eyes meet mine, it’s like a jolt of electricity runs through us both. His gaze intensifies, dragging down my body, clinging to my curves.

In my simple blouse and pencil skirt, I feel exposed. But I also don’t feel exposed enough. I clear my throat, gathering my thoughts away from the pressure building between my legs, willing them to go back to my brain. “Umm, my car has a flat, I think.” I shake my phone. “And, I could use a charge.”

His eyes snag on my hand as my wedding ring reflects the fluorescent lights. He frowns.

Is he frowning because he thinks my ring means I’m off limits?

“Charger’s over there.” He juts out his chin to back office. “We’ll check out your car.”

I thank him and shimmy out of his way, sliding into the office. I plug in my phone and plop down into the chair. With the stress of my job and my car, I’m now wound up so tight that I’m aching for release.

“Your husband comin’ to get you or somethin’?” the man from the front asks, leaning against the doorframe. He crosses his arms over his chest and my mouth waters.

“Yup,” I rush to answer, unable to keep the heat out of my voice.

The muscles in his jaw twitch. “Damn shame,” he mutters.

There he goes again. Lamenting the fact that I’m married. Maybe he really is interested? As I learned early on in dating my husband, it never hurts to ask. So, I gather my courage and test my luck.

“My husband and I aren’t exactly…traditional.” I hold his searing gaze. “He likes it when I come home tasting like another man.” I drop this information like it’s nothing. To my husband and me, it really is nothing. I’ve been his slutty wife for a whole year now. I’ve slept with enough men to earn that slutty title. And, my husband loves it every single time.

The mechanic’s face splits into a sharp grin. “Does he now? He likes it when his slutty wife comes back to him after fucking someone else?” His voice has changed from the tentative interest to something darker…hotter.

“Yes,” I say, breathless. “It’s a little insulting to go back to him not thoroughly fucked.”

The mechanic eyes me once more before holding out his hand. “I’m Miles, and I sure as shit ain’t interested in insulting your husband.”

Shakily, I take his hand, letting his warmth rush over me. His hand eclipses mine and the rough callouses make me wonder what they’ll feel like pressing between my legs. “I’m Emily and no, we definitely don’t want to insult him.” My words act as the consent Miles needs and he tugs, pulling my body flush to his.

“So, how does this work?” His voice is husky as he trails a hot hand down my back and over my ass. “Never fucked a married woman before.”

“Use me—however you want.” I can’t keep the need out of my tone. “Use my mouth, my pussy, my ass…anything.”

His grip on my ass tightens, fingers digging in deliciously. I gasp as he pulls me so close that I can feel his hard length through his jeans. “You sure you’re up for that, Sweetheart?”

The heady desire is already filling my head. I nod as my thigh muscles tighten. “I can take it,” I whisper.

Miles’ head dips to the crook of my neck, licking a stripe of wet, hot arousal up from my shoulder to the back of my neck. His teeth graze against the shell of my ear and he punctuates a hard growl by nibbling at my lobe. His breath is hot but my pussy is hotter. I’ve gone far too long without a cock—whether my husband’s or another man’s—and I’m too eager now.

Just as I turn my head to meet his lips, the front door chimes. I gasp and pull apart on instinct. I wouldn’t want Miles to get in trouble for fucking someone at work.

But, I have nothing to worry about because at the door is another hulking man. This one is in a white tank top, showing off his rippling muscles. Sweat glistens along the ridges of his body and I’ve never seen drippings of car grease look so hot.

“Shit, I was just comin’ in to say that your car was gonna be an easy fix, but looks like you’re gettin’ your own fix.”

Miles chuckles. “This here is Emily. And, it turns out, her husband likes to share.”

The new mechanic’s eyes widen as he takes me in. “Fuck,” he moans, dropping his voice. “I’m Luke, and I don’t mind sharin’ myself.”

I gulp as a shiver runs up my spine. The two men are looking at me like they’re hungry wolves and I’m their little rabbit prey. It makes me so hot thinking about how the two of them could use me any way they wanted even with my husband on the way here. “Then please, share me—in any way you want.” My voice is barely above a whisper, but my conviction is clear. My husband can come pick me up and find me dripping with their cum. It’ll be the perfect end to my work trip. I want to be fucked by these two guys as a delicious, last minute surprise for my husband.
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With my consent given, the two men are on me without hesitation. Miles grabs my ass, hoisting me up onto the work bench. With a strong arm, Luke clears off the paperwork to make more room. The two of them crowd my space, pushing my legs apart, with each on one side. Their hands creep up my calves and thighs, squeezing and grabbing handfuls along the way.

“Fuck, she’s so soft.” Luke’s touch reaches the edge of my panties. “And wet already, damn.” His finger grazes against the damp fabric.

“She’s an eager slut, isn’t she?” Miles smirks, undoing my blouse.

“I am,” I pant. “It’s been too long since I’ve had a cock. I need it. I need to be fucked!”

“Damn, we sure are glad your car broke down right here.” Miles pushes the blouse off my shoulders.

It warms me that despite the obvious fiery passion burning in their gazes and touches, they’re still taking their time with me. With my blouse off, Miles snaps my bra clasp open and my breasts bounce when freed. Luke slips off my bra with one hand still stroking the edge of my panties.

“Fuck, those are some great tits.” Miles grabs one breast, kneading roughly. Their taut rope of control is at the edge of snapping, and I want to hasten it along.

I arch my body, pushing out my chest. I want his mouth on my nipple, licking, teasing, nibbling. Instead of Miles, Luke picks up the hint, grabbing my other breast and sticking it in his mouth.

His tongue is wet and warm, tracing circles around my hard nipple. His heat skates along my skin and with every breath, my nipple pushes into his mouth a little more.

But, it’s not enough.

“Please,” I mewl, grinding my hips against Luke’s finger. The damp patch on my panties is growing as slick wetness starts to stick to my thighs.

“Please what?” Miles asks with a smirk. “Beg for whatever you want, slut.”

I wiggle my hips, trying to get Luke’s finger under my panties. “Please, fuck me. My pussy’s so empty.” I’m whining as my pussy clenches.

Luke pops off my nipple, a strand of saliva attaching us. He licks his lips, eyes dark. “I think she should earn her fucking.”

Miles nods. “Think you can do that?” he asks me, palming himself through his jeans. “Think you can earn our cocks with your mouth?”

“Fuck yes!” I scramble toward their waistbands, not quite sure about how I’m going to take both cocks, but my eagerness overrides thought. They help me out by unzipping and pulling out their cocks at the same time. I miss the warmth of Luke’s fingers at my pussy, but seeing their cocks out has my mind racing.

My body moves on its own as I sink to my knees.

Miles grabs a foam square used for mechanics working under a car and puts it under my knees. Being taken care of like this spurs on my enthusiasm and I lick my lips. The men stand before me, strong and erect. I can’t tear my eyes off them and their cocks.

As many cocks as I’ve seen in my time as my husband’s hotwife, every new one makes me think of my husband’s. His cock is the one I always crave. His cock is the one I love coming home to.

But these cocks are fucking beautiful.

Perfect thickness, perfect length, and when I wrap my hands around them, their hardness makes me moan.

“Tap three times if you need us to stop. Got it?” Miles asks.

I nod in agreement, my mouth already gravitating toward his cock first, tongue swirling around the red, glistening tip. I let out a soft noise of delight when my lips wrap around his shaft. Luke wraps his hand over mine on his cock, gently pumping it while my mouth is on the other mechanic’s cock.

What would’ve been a disappointing end to a work trip has turned into kneeling for two men. I’m elated with this serendipity and I show it by bobbing my mouth onto Miles’ cock.

“Fuck,” Miles grits out. “Her mouth is perfect.”

Luke growls in jealousy. “Too bad she only has one mouth.”

I wouldn’t want to make anyone feel left out, so I pop off Miles’ cock with an audibly wet sound, latching onto Luke’s cock instead. I hum in delight as both of their precum swirls on my tongue, mixing into a delicious flavor of desire.

I alternate between the two men’s cocks, reveling in the smooth, silky skin under my tongue. I get more and more into it, soaking through my panties and dripping onto the foam that I’m kneeling on. My mouth is sloppy, saliva glistening down both mens’ sacs and thighs. My mind can think of nothing other than these cocks and the feel against my cheeks.

My husband would be so proud to see me like this. When he first suggested that I sleep with other men, I was shocked. I thought he wanted the option of sleeping with other women. But, I quickly realized that he just loves knowing that his wife is an insatiable slut.

If he were here right now, he’d encourage me to take these men with even more vigor. He’d tell me to shove their cocks down my throat and swallow so my muscles could constrict around their hard shafts. My husband would make sure that I keep going until I earn both mens’ cum. And, even though he’s not here right now, I want to do all those things in his honor. I want to show him that I can be the perfect shared wife even without his supervision.

I speed up my efforts, gagging on the mens’ cocks. I’m shifting between the two so fast that they’re slapping my cheeks, leaving wet slicks of slowly leaking cum. My nipples are so tight and my pussy is clenching so hard thinking about how I look to these men.

“She can’t get enough of our cocks,” Luke says with a hard chuckle. “Her husband’s trained her so damn well.”

“We should thank him for sharing her,” Miles groans. “Such a good slut for us.”

Both men’s hands tangle into my hair and they tag-team by pressing my mouth hard onto their cocks. They’re groaning and bucking into my throat one at a time, and it doesn’t take long until I get the reward I’m looking for.

Miles breaks first with his hot cum painting the back of my throat. I meet his eyes, guzzling down every drop. Luke takes two more hard thrusts and when I hollow out my cheeks, he’s spurting his seed into me just like his friend.

I swallow down everything they give me, pride swelling in me with the wetness between my legs.

“That was a good start,” Miles says. “But looks like we ain’t done yet.” He grins, looking down at his still-hard cock.

I gasp noticing that Luke’s cock is still hard too. These men have the stamina to keep going even after I’ve sucked them off? I’m impressed and even more turned on. “Pick your holes, then,” I whimper. “Use me till you’re done—till you’re really done.”

“I want in on that tight pussy,” Luke groans, hot eyes dipping down my body.

Miles chuckles. “I’m not givin’ up a turn with her pussy either.”

They’re talking about me like I’m just a set of holes, and it makes me want to please them even more. I’m glad they’ve decided on my pussy because it’s feeling so left out after my mouth got all the fun.

“Bend over,” Luke commands, pushing my shoulders down.

I do as he says, laying my hands flat on the floor with my knees still on the foam mat.
Luke’s rough hands flip my skirt over my waist. He groans, low and hard, sliding the palm of his hand across the curve of my ass cheek.

“Shit, that’s a nice ass,” Miles whispers in awe, walking around to the other side of my body and sliding a finger between my panties and my skin. He dips between my pussy lips, gathering my wetness and circling my entrance. “She’s so wet.” He does nothing to conceal the feral edge in his voice. “You could just slide right in.”

Luke chuckles, pulling my panties aside and slapping Miles’ hand out of the way. “Don’t mind if I do then.” He grabs my hips, angles me up, widens his legs so his cock lines up, and he pushes in.

“Ahhh, yes!” I shout when his cock dives right in, sliding all the way to the hilt in a single, strong stroke. “So big,” I whine, pussy pulsing around the cock. He’s big and stretching me to the brim, and the delicious pressure courses through my body, radiating from my pussy. I wiggle my hips, urging him to move, but he holds me in place, dictating the pace all on his own.

Miles’s hand threads through my hair again, tugging my head up in the perfect mix of pain and pleasure. “You thinkin’ about your husband, Sweetheart?” he asks with a growl.

I chuckle. “Always.”

He grins. “Lucky man—got his wife thinking about him even when she’s taking another guy’s cock.”

“Can’t say I mind,” Luke says, slowly pulling his cock out of me until just the tip is left in. He pauses, spreading just my entrance and building up the anticipation within my walls. When his hips snap and he slams back into me, I’m seeing stars.

Miles holds me in place while Luke goes at it, pounding into my pussy as hard as he can. Every thrust makes my breasts bounce and my core tighten. I can’t tell whether I want to scream, moan, or cry out in pleasure. So, I do some mix of all three with a garbled sound ripping from my throat.

“She’s so fucking tight,” Luke bites out. “Fuck, her pussy really knows how to work a cock.”

Miles’ grip drops from my hair, but I keep myself arched. “My turn,” he growls, and without skipping a beat, Luke’s cock leaves my pussy, replaced with Miles’.

Where Luke’s cock was long, Miles’ is thick. My pussy flutters, quickly molding from one man’s shape to the other. The two of them are keeping my whole body taut, wrecking me with waves on waves of desire.

“Shit,” Miles says through gritted teeth. “You were right. She’s so tight!” He thrusts into me even harder, pounding until wet slicks of skin against skin fill the air. My body coils around the pleasure, holding tight like a spring ready to release.

Just as I’m on the verge of crying out in pleasure, Miles’ cock slips out of me to be replaced by Luke’s again. My pussy clenches around the new cock, rebuilding the steady stream of pleasure.

They’re taking turns with my pussy like I’m not even here. This is exactly how I love it. I love being used like a toy, mindless and boneless. I let the waves of arousal wash over me, letting my body relax into their touch, when strong arms wrap around my waist and I’m hoisted back onto the work counter. I’m now facing the guys as they look at me, ready to devour.

“Wanna see your face when you come,” Miles says, widening my legs so they wrap around his waist as he slams his cock back into me.

Luke’s eyes widen like he’s just gotten a new idea. “I wanna come on her face.” His large hand wraps around his shaft and he starts pumping with reckless abandon. “You’re gonna look so hot with my cum drippin’ down your lips, staining your tits.”

I bite my lip in anticipation. That sounds so incredible—getting covered by another man’s cum as another one pumps hard into me. I’ll be so full of cum inside and out. My husband is going to love it when I tell him all about this.

Miles’ thumb presses against my clit just as my thoughts drift back to my husband and I grip the edge of the bench.

“Feels so good!” I moan loud enough to fill the whole warehouse. “I’m gonna come!”
“That’s it, slut, come for us. Come for us thinkin’ about your husband.” Luke grunts, positioning himself so his cock is pointing right at my lips.

With tight circles pressing hard into my clit and Miles’ cock hitching at my g-spot, the last thing I see before coming undone is Luke’s cock spurting hot, white seed. It splashes onto my lips, dripping onto my chin and chest, and there’s no stopping my body.

My toes curl, my body shakes, and just as the fluorescent lights blur in my orgasm-blurred vision, the door swings open.

My husband walks in right in time to see me orgasm on a man’s cock while another spurts his cum all over my face.
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My tits and pussy are both out, my skirt is around my hips, and my blouse and bra are sitting in a corner of the bench. I’m breathing hard, cum spurting into my body and dripping down my chest. Miles and Luke have used me perfectly and my body is limp in pleasure. I’ve never been happier to have had a flat tire.

My husband’s rough chuckle draws my attention. “Look at you,” he says, caressing my jaw and sliding his thumb over my cheek. “I rush here to make sure you’re not all alone and it turns out you’re fucking not one, but two men.”

My husband’s touch draws me in and I lean my face toward him. He smells like barbeque and oak—the perfect combination to make me drool. I lick my lips, tasting the remnants of salty cum. “How’d I do?”

“Fucking perfect,” my husband says. “You were taking their cocks so well, my gorgeous slutty wife.”

I beam with pride. “Thought I’d surprise you when these guys offered…you know I didn’t get any on my trip.”

“I know, and I’m so fucking glad I got to see you coming undone.” My husband groans with a clipped tone of pleasure. “Nothing’s hotter than seeing my wife on her hands and knees, cum filling all her holes.”

Miles and Luke exchange a look like they’re realizing just how much my husband loves to share. It’s not every day that a woman’s husband walks in mid-fuck. I’m glad they trusted me enough to know that I wasn’t lying about my husband, but now that they have proof, they relax a little, zipping up their pants and taking a step back.

My husband turns to them. “I’m Aaron. Thanks for taking such good care of my wife,” he says. “But, I think it’s time for her to get fucked by her own husband.”

The mechanics snort in unison before introducing themselves. “Your wife’s a great slut.” Miles shakes my husband’s hand.

“I’ll get your car ready for when you’re done. Call us anytime.” Luke winks at me and smiles at my husband.

The guys leave us in the office together but I can see Miles peeking in from my periphery. While Luke works on the car, it looks like Miles wants a show.

My husband turns his full attention to me. I’ve recovered enough to get a good look at him. His hair is messy, he’s in a tight, gray sweater, and his jeans are slung low on his hips. He looks me up and down, slowly like he’s memorizing my curves for the first time. A sharp grin splits across his face.

“I was worried for you, you know,” he says, placing his hand flat on my thigh. His touch is feather light, but my skin tingles with the familiarity. Nobody turns me on quite like my husband. From just a single touch, I’m breathing harder with anticipation rising in my core.

“I know. I’m glad it was just a flat tire. And, the guys were so nice.” I hook my ankle around the back of my husband’s leg, drawing him closer.

“They really took care of you, huh?” The hand on my thigh leaves a hot trail up my body when he touches the sticky cum on my jaw. His eyes darken and he drags his ring finger through it, ending at my pert nipple. His wedding ring is a shock of cool metal on my sensitive bud, mixing perfectly with the warm cum. “My wife, covered in another man’s cum,” my husband says to himself. “And even more cum dripping out of her pussy.” He shakes his head with mirth. “Such a good slut—always lookin’ for an opportunity to get fucked, aren’t you?”

My thigh muscles clench when he rubs his ring across my nipple. It catches on the metal, sending a sharp jolt of arousal. “Yes,” I whimper. “I want everyone to fuck me before I come back home to you.”

My husband groans, palming himself. He’s tenting in his pants, practically ready to burst with the vision of me covered in white hot cum. “I’ve never been happier to have married you,” he growls, dipping his head to be a breath away from Luke’s dripping cum. “I get to see you being so insatiable that you just have to get fucked by other men.” He rolls his hips, pressing his clothed hardness into my core. “You just need cock that much, don’t you?”

I whimper with a tight nod. The heat from my husband’s body is making my head spin. With every roll of his hips, his pants are stained with a little more of Miles’ cum. He’s tweaking and rolling my nipple, sending shiver after shiver through my body. Just when I think I’m going to have to beg, he slides three fingers deep into my pussy.

I grab his shoulders, gasping. “Feels so good,” I whisper, nails digging into his muscles. I’m stretched again and my pussy contracts and expands to him, recognizing his body. His fingers are long and thick, but most importantly, they belong to him. He’s the one who knows how to play my body like an instrument. In no time at all, he finds my g-spot and massages the sensitive patch to have me reeling. “Fuck, fuck, fuuuck,” I’m moaning and writhing on his hand. My pussy was already wet with my slick and Miles’ cum, but now I’m gushing like a waterfall.

“Come for me, baby,” my husband commands in a gravelly voice. “Come for me like you came for those guys. Come for me even harder.”

I’ve never been able to resist my husband’s words and with the next curl of his fingers, I’m coming undone. He strikes the chord and I sing to his tune with my moans. My eyes are pressed tight, sharp lights making me feel like I'm in the spotlight.

“That’s it,” my husband whispers, slowing his thrusts. “You’re so gorgeous when you come. Fucking perfect when I walked in to see that face.”

“Love…coming…for you.” I try to catch my breath as the cum on my face and chest start to dry.

My husband’s fingers leave my pussy with an audible, slick sound. He holds them up, letting them shine under the office lights. “Look at how much of a slut you are. My hand’s dripping with you and another man’s cum.”

I don’t know what possesses me, but I stare right into my husband’s eyes, grab his wrist, and slowly bring those three fingers to my lips. I’m such a slut that I’m craving a taste, and I want my husband to watch as I lick the mixture of juices off his fingers like a lollipop.

I lick a long stripe up from his palm, catching every drop lingering on his fingers. The mixture tastes perfect. Salty, sweet heaven. I hum in delight, wrapping my lips around the tips of his fingers before pushing them down my throat. The taste coats my whole mouth until it overwhelms me, and with one look at my husband, I can tell he’s the same.

His eyes are completely blown out, his face is hot, and his breath comes out in short puffs. My husband, the normally patient and deliberative man, is about to snap. And, when he does, my pussy will be right here, ready to take him.

“You like that? Licking up all the evidence of you being with another man?” My husband’s voice is so deep and husky that it reverberates through the small room.

I pop off his fingers and lick my lips. “Yes. Wouldn’t want to waste any,” I tease.

Finally, my husband’s control snaps. With a rough growl, he grabs my hips, rolling it against his pants. My clit hitches against the stiff fabric and I mewl. My body is his to use, and I surrender control, letting him grind up against me. He drives me so close to the edge until he pulls back, unzips, and grabs his hard cock. He strokes himself, rubbing his shaft through my pussy lips to catch any remaining cum and slick.

The velvety feel of his skin gets me even more eager. My husband’s cock is bigger than either Miles’ or Luke’s, and my pussy is aching to take it. “Please,” I whimper. “I need it. I need your cock.” My body arches, trying to meet him, trying to urge his cock into my entrance.

My husband chuckles, dropping his lips to mine. “My slutty wife, always begging for a cock. What kinda husband would I be if I didn’t give it to you?” He bucks into me, spreading my lips and spearing his cock right into my pussy at the same time that his lips meet mine. His tongue dives into my mouth, catching the remnants of the cum mixture, just as his cock pushes the same cum deeper into my pussy.

He thrusts, slowly at first like he’s savoring every second of stretching me out. My walls pulse at the pressure, welcoming in the familiar cock. With his mouth and cock, my husband overwhelms me completely. All I can smell is him, all I can taste is him, and all I can feel is him. He’s so turned on by the leftover cum on my body that he’s groping anything he can. His hands sink into my sides, my ass, my breasts. It’s like we’re fucking for the first time again, fumbling through the frenzy of hormones, seeking our feral release.

With a tug to my bottom lip, he pulls away, focusing all his energy into pounding me as hard as he can. My back hits the wall when he leans us, looming his large frame over mine. His cock is so perfect, hitting the right spots deep in my pussy over and over again. I’m just about ready to come again and when my husband presses his thumb into my clit, my body shudders.

I let out a guttural moan, arching into him. His cock drives deeper than before, stilling in me when hot cum spurts. My husband’s cum is mixing with Miles’ and the thought sends me into overdrive. Tremors of my orgasm make every bit of exposed skin tingle.

Even though I’ve been my husband’s shared wife for a little while, every new adventure makes me feel like it’s the first time. A little part of me still can’t believe that I’ve gotten to take two men today before my husband.

“Your car should break down more often,” my husband says, recovering before me. He gives me one more quick kiss before pulling out and zipping up.

I whine at the loss of a cock, but his cum between my pussy lips sates me a little. There’s time to for my husband to fuck me again.

My car keys jingle outside the office. “All fixed,” Luke says with a grin.

I blush, trailing a hot gaze down his body. Looks like he’s tenting his pants again already. He must’ve heard my husband and I in here. Heat rushes through me at the thought of getting him hard again.

My husband pays them as I straighten my skirt and put my blouse back on. Cum sticks to my thighs, drying slowly as the reminder of what’s happened. I’ll clean up when we get home.

“A little extra for the mess we made,” my husband says, handing Miles extra bills.

Miles chuckles, palming his tenting pants. “Pleasure’s all ours.”

I wave them goodbye as I strut to my car. With a beaming smile on my face, I can’t help but think about how I must be the luckiest slut in the world. And, I can’t wait for my husband and my next adventure.


HOTWIFE GOES CAMPING


WHAT’S BETTER THAN fresh, forest air? Fresh forest air with two new men while my husband watches.
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“You know, there’s no shame in admitting that you don’t know what you’re doing.”

I huff and put my arms on my hips. “Absolutely not! I know what I’m doing! I’m just…out of practice!”

My husband laughs and sits on a big rock outcropping. “Alright, then the tent is all yours.”

I turn back to the mess of tarp and tent poles and bite my bottom lip. Okay, so maybe my husband is right. I have no idea what I’m doing. The last time we went camping, we had a different tent. This one is bigger but also needs stakes hammered into the ground, ropes swung every which way, and something else that I just can’t figure out from these flatpack style instructions.

“You could tempt me into helping,” my husband teases.

I look over my shoulder. The morning sun leaves plenty of time for us to set up camp, but more importantly, the way it glistens off my husband’s sun-kissed skin makes me heat more than the current temperature. His muscles bulge through his shirt and his gaze is hot.

Fuck. He looks incredible. My knees rub together as I tear my gaze off him. I won’t give in that easily!

“Maybe my big, strong husband should help out his wife purely out of the goodness of his heart.” I bat my lashes and pout my lips.

I can tell I’m having an affect on him when his gaze darkens and rakes over my entire body. I’m in jean shorts and a simple, white t-shirt. Perfect to look great while being mostly functional in this situation. Also perfect for hiking up the waistband a little so the bottom of my ass peeks out to draw his attention.

My husband’s hands curl and uncurl from fists. We’re high school sweethearts, so I’ve known my husband forever. I know all the signs that I’m riling him up. His eyes are darkened, his chest is starting to heave, and he’s barely holding back a harsh growl. Just a little more and he’ll have me bent over that large rock, pounding me until I’m begging to set up the tent myself.

But, he’s also the type of husband who’d set up the tent for his wife when she’s boneless and recovering from pleasure.

Really, this’ll be a win-win for me.

“What happened to being a strong, independent woman?” he goads me in that deliciously husky voice.

I throw on a coy smile and shrug. “Even strong and independent woman have needs.”

He’s licking his lips, looking me up and down. I take the attention to wiggle my ass and hook my thumbs around the waistband of my shorts.

“Carefully, Baby. You keep talking like that and I’m gonna have to teach you a lesson.” My husband’s voice changes into something feral. Dark. Hoarse.

I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning right there. Just hearing his voice like this—so firm—gets me hot. My thigh muscles tighten and I resist the urge to rub my knees together. I’m already getting wet, and if my shorts were just a little shorter, I bet my husband would be able to see the damp patch forming between my legs. “A lesson in camping is just what I need,” I say, slowly unbuttoning my jeans. “This tent is just too complicated.” I pout, shimmying my shorts down my legs. I do it slowly, shaking my ass and turning just to give my husband a show.

I bend over when I step out of my shorts. My thong doesn't leave much to the imagination, but my husbands seen it all before. It doesn't make him any less excited to see it again.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “What I wouldn't give to see that gorgeous pussy wrecked by another cock under the stars.”

A private campsite has its perks—like being able to strip down without too much fear of a park ranger shutting us down. But, the chances of finding other campers interested in what we’re interested in is super low. We’re surrounded by trees on three sides and a small lake on another. If I remember the campsite map, there’s a couple other private spots peppered throughout the area.

It’s not like we were planning on this getaway being a whole shared-wife thing, but now that my husband’s brought it up, my pussy clenches in anticipation. I mewl, straightening and looking over my shoulder. “I’d give my pussy to anyone you want.”

My husband stands, stalking over to me in a slow, predatory stride. “Damn right you would. I own this pussy, don’t I?” a hot hand lands at the back of my thigh. He’s taking his sweet time, grazing it over my skin and tracing his thumb at the juncture of where my thighs meet my pussy.

“Yes,” I whisper. “My pussy is yours to give.” I grab his hand and drag it up to my heated core. “And, my pussy is yours to have.”

A rumbling noise escapes from deep within him as his free hand tangles into my hair and he tugs my head back, capturing my lips. His mouth is hot, wet, and frantic. It’s like he can’t get enough of me nor can he taste me fast enough. I moan, completely overwhelmed by his masculine presence. His amber scent is enhanced by the forest around us and every breath of fresh, woody air is filled with my husband’s hot touch.

He pulls us apart and I whine, missing his heat.

“Your mouth is mine too,” he commands.

Instead of him being putty in my hands, I’m turning to putty in his. And, I don’t mind one bit. “And, what do you want me to do with your mouth?” I ask, husky and eager.

His eyes flash hot like he knows exactly what this mouth is going to do. He grabs his sleeping bag and quickly folds it into a little square. He sets it on the ground in front of me and smirks. “Kneel.”

Fuck. As much as I like teasing him, I love it even more when he takes control. I do as he says, my knees delightfully cushioned on the uneven ground. I stare up at him through my long lashes, watching as he unzips his pants. He’s half-hard already, and I can’t wait to bring him all the way in my mouth.

His cock tip traces my lips, smearing pre-cum in its wake. I need a taste so bad that I prod my tongue out, catching the ridge of his cock. The salty-sweet liquid makes my mouth water for more. Thankfully, my husband doesn’t make me wait long before slipping his cock into my mouth.

His velvety skin, his hard shaft, his throbbing tip—it’s all perfect. Holding his gaze, I push him in until my nose meets his soft, curly brown. His cock enlarges in my mouth, twitching and pulsing with the rush of his arousal.

“Fuck,” he moans, “you’re so good at that. Such a perfect mouth.”

I preen at the compliment—my pussy pushing out a new gush of slick. My nipples are so hard they’re poking through my bra and shirt. I’m already so close to the edge, and my husband has barely even touched me. With a groan, I open my mouth wide, hollow out my cheeks, and suck like I know nothing else.

My husband rewards me by holding my head with both hands and slowly bucking into my mouth. I love it when he loses control and starts to fuck me like I’m a toy. His thrusts pick up speed and my saliva drips down his balls, clinging to his thighs.

His cock is fully hard now, grown into my throat. I focus on the feel of his pleasure and take measured breaths through my nose. Just when I get used to it, my husband pulls his cock out and brings me to my feet. “As much as I love your mouth, my cum belongs in your pussy.” With a rough growl, he carries me to the big rock and pushes on my shoulder blades, signaling me to bend over.

This is how I’ve wanted to be all along. I grin and look over my shoulder. His jaw muscles flex as he stares for a beat before sliding his finger under my thong and pulling it aside.

“Look at how wet you are,” he says, pushing two fingers into my pussy. “How long have you been waiting for me to fuck you?”

His fingers scissor inside me and I gasp. “Since the drive over!”

My husband chuckles and pumps his fingers in me, pushing against my g-spot in a way that makes my head spin. “My wife is such a slut. She just can’t wait to be fucked at every opportunity.”

I’m nodding frantically and making soft moaning noises. “Yes, yes, I’m your slut! I need your cock all the time!”

“But not just mine—remember when your car got a flat and you were such a little slut that I found you taking the mechanics?” He replaces his hand with his cock, lining it up, holding it for a beat, and then shoving in all the way.

“Ahhh, fuck, yes!” My fingers dig into the rock as far as they can, scratching loose pieces of dirt. I definitely don’t mind getting a little dirty with my husband—or with other men.

I haven’t had the chance to be my husband’s slutty wife since that day with the mechanics. They fixed up my car and had me on my knees. My husband had walked in right as I was coming—one cock in my pussy and the other spilling onto my tits. My husband had to fuck me right after—not leaving the last cum in my pussy as another man’s.

“You just wish you had more cocks to take here, don’t you?” My husband grip my hips tight, pulls out till just his tip is in me, and then slams back in, setting a hard and fast pace.

“Yes! Yes! I want you to see me take them all!” My voice breaks when he hits my g-spot multiple times in a row. My core tightens beyond belief and my eyes pinch shut. I’m going to come right here in front of our unmade campsite.

“Damn right. We’ll show the world how slutty you are! Don’t hold back, Baby.” Wet sounds of skin against skin fill the air, punctuated by birds chirping and leaves rustling in the wind. “If they can’t be here to fuck you, let them all hear you come.”

And, when his cock strikes my g-spot one more time, I do just that. I let out a long, low moan to rival the nature around us. My husband grunts and when my pussy tightens around him, he spills his hot seed deep into me. My limbs shake as my cunt soaks it all in.

We stay there until we can catch our breaths. My husband slowly pulls out of me and puts my thong back in place—as if it’s going to hold in his load. With a chuckle, he flips me over and lets me lie back on the rock, gently kissing my forehead.

“Alright, you got me. I’ll put up our tent,” he says.

Giddy, I lean up against my forearms and watch him get to work. The sun shines against my skin, the fresh air caresses me like a lover, and cum coats my pussy. Could this camping trip get any better?
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“You alright there? Need a hand?” I ask my husband as he turns the instructions to set up the tent around and around in his hand.

He snorts. “Ready to go again already or are you going to put that hand to actual use?”

“Damn, you got me.” I throw my head and laugh. “We should just book out a cabin next time—how do you feel about glamping?”

“Nope. No way. Not a chance in hell I’m taking us ‘glamping’,” he says the word like the thought is contagious.

“Your loss. You could have me in the forest and then in an actual bed.”

“Baby, I could have you wherever—”

My husband is cut off when our attention is drawn toward the sound of twigs crunching.

I inhale sharply and scramble to throw on my shorts again. Is it a bear? Maybe some other animal? Shit. Maybe I shouldn’t have been so loud after all. My husband immediately comes to me, shielding me in a protective stance. I can tell he’s surveying the space around us in case we need to hide in the car from a beast.

The two men who emerge from the forest are each the size of a bear, so my first thought wasn’t actually too far off. The two men are in dull olive pants and button-ups, but their drab clothes do nothing to hide just how hot they are. One has blond hair and striking green eyes and the other has dark hair with deep brown eyes. The one with the dark hair has a thick but kept beard.

I stop myself from whimpering right then. I’ve just been fucked senseless by my husband and I’m already craving more? I really am such a slut.

“You two camping here?” the man with the dark hair says. His voice is husky, and it shoots right to my core.

My husband nods, easing up now that we know we’re dealing with humans. “Is there a problem?”

“I’m Theo and this is Blake.” The dark haired man points to himself and then to the blond. “We’re the park rangers around here”—they show us a badge—“we heard some…unusual noises. Thought it best to check it out. Do you have your camping permits?”

A hot blush of embarrassment rushes through me. I’m sure my face is beet red now. I can barely look the two men in their eyes, so I sneak peeks at their bodies.

My husband’s demeanor completely shifts. From his initial concern, he’s now sporting a proud smirk. “I’m Aaron and this is my wife, Emily. We were just…having some fun pitching a tent.” He winks and pulls out his phone. “Got the permit right here.” He turns the phone to Theo, who reads it and nods.

All this time, Blake is blatantly eying me down. His stance looks professional—hands on his hips, legs shoulder width apart. But, his eyes are anything but professional. He’s looking at me like he wants a turn. I should know—being my husband’s slutty wife has taught me how to recognize that.

“Permit checks out,” Theo says, clearing his throat and diverting his attention to me. “Fun pitching a tent, huh?” He licks his lips and his gaze lingers at my bare thighs.

A cool trail of my husband’s cum drips past the seam of my shorts, coating the sensitive skin at the top of my thighs. Can Theo see it? Can he see the proof of just what we’ve been doing?

“Doesn’t look like you got much work done on the tent,” Blake chimes in with a chuckle.

If I wasn’t sure that Blake and Theo were both checking me out, I’d want to bury my head in the ground and not show my face at this campsite ever again.

But, that intensity and simmering animal instinct is undeniable.

My husband exchanges a glance with me—he sees it too.

But, they’re park rangers on the job right now. Would they even want this? Would they want to fuck a married woman? Would they want to fuck me?

Only one way to find out.

“I got a little sidetracked, working my wife instead.” My husband steps beside me, gently placing a hand on my lower back. “She’s just insatiable, and when she needs it, she needs all of it—sometimes more than what I can give on my own.” My husband’s voice drops to an inviting richness.

Damn, my husband is good.

“More than what you can give on your own?” Theo asks, gaze flitting from my husband to me. “How does that work?”

My husband smiles wide. The men have taken the bait. “Exactly how it sounds. She fucks other guys, and I get to be the one to take home my gorgeous, slutty, filled wife.”

There’s a beat of silence between the four of us when our hotwife arrangement is all laid bare. It’s up to the guys now to decide whether they’re interested in what we’re offering.

The heat building up between my legs really wants them to accept.

Blake takes a step toward me, tentatively reaching out with the back of his index finger and running it down my cheek. I shiver with the touch, but my body wants more. “And this works…whenever the two of you want?” He licks his lips. “Like right now?”

My husband nods. “Right now. Try her out—you’ll see that she just can’t get enough.”

Fuck. My husband is talking about me like I’m his toy to pass around. And, it’s so damn hot, I’m already soaked again. Sure, it might be a mix of his cum and my pussy’s natural juices, but that just makes it even better.

“That true, Sweetheart?” Theo asks to confirm.

“Sure is,” I respond in my most teasing voice. “Even when I’m dripping with my husband’s cum, my body is begging for more. Maybe two strong park rangers can help me out?”

The park rangers exchange a look—they don’t even have to respond for me to know what they’ll decide.

Blake’s hand on my cheek shifts to the back of my head as he gathers up my hair and gently tugs my head back. “What kinda rangers would we be if we didn’t take care of the park patrons?”

Theo nods, wrapping a hand around my waist. “We can’t just leave a horny woman unfucked—it might attract bears.”

“Safety first,” Blake says before he pounces.
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Blake tilts my head up and his mouth is on my neck, lapping at my pulse point. Theo’s hand goes to my thigh, squeezing the plush flesh right under the hem of the fabric. Now that the two men have been given permission, they’re not wasting any time. I moan with sudden rush of touches and the men laugh.

“There’s the noise we heard,” Theo says.

“Fucking hot,” Blake growls.

Theo’s fingers creep up my leg until he finds a damp patch. With a grin, he brings his hand up. His index and middle fingers are coated in a translucent slick, and when he pulls his fingers apart, a strand stretches out between them. “Looks like the two of you really did have some fun.”

“But it’s our turn now—isn’t that right, Aaron?” Blake glances at my husband.

My husband has taken a step back, leaning against big rock where he fucked me. One hand is at his crotch, slowly and gently grabbing and massaging his hardening shaft. It’s barely been five minutes since he’s fucked me, but seeing these two men on me is getting him hard again. “Damn right. Her pussy, her tits, her ass—all free game for you.”

Both Theo and Blake split into devious grins. They look ready to devour me whole. I’m the prey to their predator.

My breath catches in my throat as my skin tingles in anticipation. The last time I was taken—by the mechanics—they took turns with my mouth and then my pussy. This time, because my pussy has already been fucked, I’m feeling greedy. My ass is feeling a little left out, so I want both cocks at the same time. “Please,” I whimper. “Fuck me. Fuck my pussy and my ass.”

“Eager little slut, aren’t you?” Theo teases, licking his fingers clean of my husband’s cum and my juices. “Don’t you think you should work for our cocks?”

Blake nods, stepping back. “We’re on the clock here—wouldn’t be right to not put in some real work.”

These men really know how to tease a woman. Patience has never been my strong suit, but I could try to learn. “How do you want me, then?” I slowly rub my hands down my body. I squeeze my tits, pinch my nipples through my bra, and moan when I travel down the expanse of my stomach.

The men are watching me, rapt with attention. The one good thing about their park ranger uniform is that it hides nothing—including their massive hard-ons. My husband has taken one of our camping chairs, relaxing with a smug look and legs wide. He likes a show as much as any other man.

“Let’s see how much you loved taking your husband’s cock,” Blake says. “Show us how dripping you were for him.”

The park rangers cross their arms over their chest, letting their bulges speak for themselves. Their firm tones and commanding auras make my knees weak, but I hold myself up, slowly shimmying out of my shorts for the second time in an hour.

This time, I let my shorts drop and widen my legs. Leaning back against the big rock, I pull aside my thong, giving them a full view of my wet pussy. My walls clench right on cue and a stream of my husband’s cum drips out, staining the ground.

“Fuck,” Theo mutters. “Looks like you were filled right to the brim.”

Blake growls. “Nah, she can take more. Can’t you, slut?”

I nod. “Yes, I can take it all. I can take whatever you give me.”

“Show them those gorgeous tits, Emily,” my husband says from his spot. He’s been observing us from the back, gently prodding me to embrace as much of my slutty side as I can. I love being married to a man so encouraging.

I push up my shirt, giving the men a little sneak peek of my stomach. Their eyes practically bulge out of their heads. My body heats at the attention. I love being in the spotlight like this—under the hungry gazes of hot men while my husband watches. I tug off my shirt and unhook my bra in a smooth set of motions. I’m not new to being a slut.

My bra slides off easier than my shorts, falling to the ground with a muffled noise.

“Holy shit,” Blake says with a low whistle. “Your husband is a lucky, lucky man.”

My husband laughs. “I really am. A slutty, insatiable wife like Emily? I couldn’t have asked for more.”

“Those pretty pink nipples match your pussy,” Theo says, eyes roving over my body like he’s memorizing me.

“I’m pretty and pink everywhere,” I tease, slowly turning around and jutting my ass out. With my thong pulled aside, my tight, rosebud hole peeks out just enough to catch the men’s interest.

Looking over my shoulder, I see the men exchange another look. It looks like they’re trying to decide who’s going to get my ass and who’s going to get my pussy. I don’t think I care as long as I’m filled.

I slide my finger through my cunt, gathering up my husband’s cum. Making a show of it while I’m buck-naked in the open air, I smear his cum all over—starting with my nipples. Giving them a side view of my tits, my husband’s cum leaves a glistening trail up my stomach, ending with a swirl around hard nipples. It’s cooled off by now and my nipples puff up with the shock of the temperature. My tits feel heavy and so damn sensitive.

Once my nipples are thoroughly coated, I dip my fingers into my pussy before circling my hole. I can see their cocks twitching through their uniforms when my husband’s cum drips into my ass. A low moan builds from deep in my core when I circle my hole with the pad of my finger. My whole body is aching to be ravished.

“Fuck me,” I whimper. “Please.” I’ll be the first to admit that I’m not above begging. My slutty body needs it, and I’ll make sure I do everything to provide.

“You think she’s earned it yet?” Theo asks Blake, talking about me like I’m not even here.

“She’s earned the start—we’re still going to have to make her earn her orgasm.”

I catch my husband’s gaze as the two men finally make a move on me. Their zippers come down and they stroke their long, hard cocks. My husband’s hand snakes down his pants to do the same.

I’ve taken some massive cocks in my time as a hotwife, but these two are going to push me to my limit. They’re so thick that their hands barely make it around their shaft. Deep red mushroom tips leak, glowing in the afternoon sun.

Theo comes around to my front and Blake stays at my back. Both of their free hands grab a breast each. My heart pounds so hard in my ears when they roll my nipples in tandem. I don’t know if this is their first time taking a woman together, but they already seem in-sync.

“Fuck, these are some perfect tits.” Theo groans, kneading me and assessing me like I’m a piece of meat.

“Her nipples are so sensitive.” Blake pinches one, making my body arch and shiver.

Theo’s head dips and he pops a nipple into his mouth. His tongue is wet, warm, and so eager to taste. He swirls around my sensitive bud, sliding his cock between my legs at the same time. As if that weren’t enough, Blake pulls open my ass cheeks and nestles his cock between them.

From my periphery, I see my husband grabbing something out of our bag and tossing it to Blake. When I feel the cool gel against my ass, I know Blake is lubing up.

“The two of you really came prepared for everything, huh?” Blake jokes.

“Prepared and hopeful,” my husband says. “Thought we’d have to go at it alone until you guys showed up.”

Theo pops off my nipple and grins over my shoulder. “Glad we could be of service.”

Once Blake’s cock is sufficiently lubed up, he traces my hole with his tip. I grab onto Theo’s shoulders, grounding myself when Blake pushes tentative finger into my hole.

Even just Blake’s finger in my hole makes me keen. He stretches me out, scissoring and pumping slowly. My hips slowly start to gyrate, aching for more. Aching for everything.

Theo knows just how to read me already because he angles his cock so I can grind against his shaft, building up heat through my clit.

I haven’t even taken their cocks yet but I’m already swirling closer and closer to my next release.

“You ready to take us, Sweetheart?” Theo asks.

I don’t trust my voice, so I just nod.

“She is,” my husband confirms for me. “Fuck her—fill her till she’s leaking.” He tells the men how to take me—it’s the best kind of backseat driver when my backseat is literally involved.

Both men press their tips against my holes, pausing for a beat before pushing in. They do it at once and I feel like I’m being split apart in the best possible way. One set of hands grip my waist and another my shoulders. They push down on my body like I weigh nothing and I’m only held up by their cocks.

By the time their cocks get halfway into my holes, I’m breathing hard—chest heaving in erratic puffs. My vision blurs into soft lights and my walls are rapidly clenching and unclenching.

Fuck, it’s too much and it’s not enough.

How are these men going to get their cocks in all the way?

Can my body handle something like that?

“You can do it, Baby. You look so fucking good taking them at the same time.” My husband’s voice cuts through my haze of building anxiety.

He’s right. I can take them. His confidence in me means that I will take them.

“I’m so full,” I whimper. “But, I can take it! Harder!”

“You got it, Sweetheart,” Theo says, bucking his hips. His cock slides all the way into my pussy with that one thrust and Blake groans at my back.

“Fuck, your ass is so tight with your pussy filled.” The fullness of my pussy doesn’t stop Blake, though. He keeps going, pushing past the tight ring until his hips spread my ass cheeks.

The two men hold me in this position while the three of us catch our breath. My pussy and ass flex tightly, getting used to the massive cocks. But, being still like this is setting all my nerves on edge. I need the friction. I need them to pump me full. I need them to—

“Move!” I groan, rolling my hips to urge them on.

Thankfully, they don’t keep me waiting now. Both of their strong hands on me, they start thrusting. They set a rhythm so that when one pulls out, the other pushes in. As Theo’s cock fills my pussy, Blake gets ready to slam into my ass. They set a deliciously brutal pace, using my holes like I’m a doll.

Thanks to all their build up, I’m already close to coming again. This time, the pressure in my cunt builds simultaneously with one in my ass. My whole body thrums like an instrument—tuned and ready to be strummed. Each thrust sets the beat.

“You take them so well,” my husband growls.

Through my haze, I realize that he’s much closer now. His cock is in his hand and furious sounds of wet slaps fill the air. Fuck. I’m going to come right out in the open—fucked by two park rangers. And, my husband is right here with me, ready to burst onto my tits as the guys fill me.

I’m going to be covered and filled in so much cum that I’d drown in it if I weren’t careful.

The heady pleasure swirls through my head.

“You’re close—I can tell you’re close. My wife is such a cumslut. Just thinking about taking all of our seed gets you close, doesn’t it?” my husband is goading me on—he knows exactly what I like and how I look when I’m close.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck, fill me up! Please! I need all of your cum!” I barely even know what words are coming out of my mouth when my taut rope of control snaps. My body shudders and my walls clench, pulling Theo and Blake through the finish line with me. The men groan, snap their cocks into me one more time, filling me fuller than ever before. The heat of their cum warms me from inside out and I’m topped off with my husband spurting onto my chest.

I’m breathing hard, my vision is blurry, and I’ve come so hard that I’m completely limp.

My husband drags a finger through the cum on my chest like he’s signing his name. A job well done, and a trip we’ll forever remember.

I’m giddy with endorphins when the men slide their cocks out of me. Even now that I’m empty, I’m not really empty. I have so much cum in me that it’s almost having cocks in my holes.

“Looks like we fucked you a little too well. You’re going to be out of commission for a while, aren’t you?” one of the rangers ask me—I can’t quite figure out which one.

I can only hum and nod in response as a blanket wraps around me and I’m set down onto a lawn chair.

“Why don’t we help set up your tent—as a thanks for letting us fuck your wife.”

The three guys zip up and huddle around the mess of tent poles and fabric. They get to work faster than I would’ve ever been able to.

If I had the energy, I’d laugh because is truly what I call a win-win. I get to be fucked out of my mind, and I don’t have to do any work to set up the tent. Now this is my idea of camping.


FIREWORKS WITH THE HOTWIFE


MY HUSBAND INVITES his friends over to watch fireworks for the long weekend. They get the show of their lives when sparks fly between all of us.
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“Permits, permits, permits…dammit, where’d I keep the permits?”

I cock my hip out, put one hand on it, and hold up the permits with my free hand.

My husband’s eyes widen. “Fuck. What would I do without you?” He kisses my cheek and puts the permits in the paperwork folder. He tucks it all in beside the big box of fireworks and closes the car door.

“Probably just get ticketed by the city—almost like what happened with the rangers.”

My husband’s gaze flares hot—all hints of innocence and concern blown away. “What happened with the park rangers was a hell of a lot better than paperwork.”

I can’t argue with that. The last time we took a trip out into the wilderness, we were going camping. In the middle of blowing off some steam from tent related frustrations, we were spotted by a couple park rangers.

Thankfully, they were big, hot, and ready to pound me into bliss. My body heats at the thought and I have to rub my knees together to keep myself from moaning.

My husband slaps my ass in a teasing, knowing manner. “I know that look, but we can’t be late.”

I pout and my shoulders fall. “Promise to make it up to me when we come back?”

My husband shoots me a devious grin, looking up and down my body. I’m in a casual sundress, and his gaze sends a shiver through me. “You might not have to wait that long.”

Before I can ask what he means, he’s ushering me into the car and getting the GPS started. We’re on our way to a secluded clearing in the nearby woods. It’s one of the areas that have been cleared for public fireworks use on holidays. Today is that day. We have our permits squared away, we have some fireworks that are bound to be hot as hell, and my husband’s friends are meeting us there.

If my husband is saying I might not have to wait that long to have a man between my legs…could it mean that he’s finally told his friends about our arrangement? It’s not exactly a secret that I’m my husband’s slutty, shared wife, but it’s also not something he’s explicitly told his friends. Maybe he was secretly waiting for a time when they could have the opportunity to share me?

That is, if he actually wants to share me with them.

Leave it to my husband to make these sorts of plans and not fill me in.

In fact, he’s left me a little too empty for too long already.

I sneak glances at my husband. His dark hair is messy and his eyes are intense. His hands flex on the steering wheel. Fuck. There’s something so manly about watching him drive.

Maybe I don’t even have to wait until we get to the fireworks location.

I shimmy down my seat and let my knees drop open. Feeling the gentle vibrations of the car on gravel roads, I slide my hand down my body. I do it slow enough to give my husband a little teaser. My breasts are begging to be squeezed—nipples already hard. Roughly, I grab one and hiss.

It pulls my husband’s to me and he makes a guttural noise. “My slutty wife—can’t even wait until we’re out of the damn car.”

I bite my bottom lip and look at him through my thick lashes. I bat them innocently. “You don’t want me to have blue-clit, do you?”

My husband bursts out in a sharp laugh. “Blue clit….” He shakes his head with a smirk. “No, Baby. Wouldn’t want that. You’re going to have to take care of that right here.”

I hum and revel in my own touch. I don’t usually masturbate in front of husband because the spotlight makes me feel a little self conscious. Of course, my husband fucking loves it when I do treat him to a show. In our car, with my husband having to split his attention between the road and my pussy, I feel less pressure.

My casual touches turn a little more frantic. I pinch my nipples through my dress. The fabric is soft and slides right through my fingers, caressing the sensitive buds. I moan softly, wiggling against my seat. My hips are looking for friction even if there’s nothing to give here.

“Fuck, I bet you’re wet already, aren’t you?” my husband goads me on, glancing between turns.

How wet am I? Let’s find out. I let my hand drift down between my legs and lift up my dress. The soft skin of my thighs prickles when the car’s AC hits my core. It also makes me oh so aware of the damp patch growing on my panties. Sure enough, when I press against it, my finger comes away soaked.

“So wet,” I murmur, pulling my panties aside and sliding my fingers through my folds. “So, so wet—I just couldn’t wait. My pussy wants what my pussy wants.”

My husband’s nose flares. “I’m not going to be the reason my wife’s pussy is left empty.” His cock is tenting his pants, straining hard against the fabric. “Put one finger up that sweet, hot cunt for me.”

What my husband says, goes.

I slide my index finger in me, gasping. Holy shit. When did I get so sensitive? I’m wet enough that my pussy welcomes it in, but even lightly grazing against my walls has me reeling in pleasure.

“How does that feel, Baby?” My husband’s voice is getting lower and deeper. I can feel his urgency as the car speeds up.

“Not enough,” I whine. “My finger has nothing on your cock.”

My husband chuckles. “Damn right, but your finger is going to have to do for now. Add another one in for me.”

I slip in a second finger and let my pussy get used to the new width. My fingers aren’t nearly as big as I need them to be, but it’s better than nothing. My walls flutter as I scissor against them, taking my time with my own body.

“That better?”

“Mhm,” I respond with short, tight breaths.

“Good. Now, fuck yourself on your fingers for me.”

I pull my fingers out and pump myself, setting a slow but steady rhythm. I can barely reach my g-spot and with every thrust, the tension coils tighter. I widen my legs even more and hike up my feet onto the dash—anyone looking into the car will be able to see my dripping wet pussy and all too eager fingers.

“You trying to give everyone a show?” my husband growls. “You wanna give the guys a show like this?”

My breath catches in my throat. There’s the offer I’ve been waiting for. It tells me that my husband really has set all this up so his friends can fuck me. The long weekend and fireworks are just a great excuse.

“Yeah,” I respond. “Yeah, I want them to pick me over fireworks.”

“They’d be idiots not to.”

His praise shoots through me, bursting into pleasure behind my drooping lids. I pick up pace until lewd, wet sounds fill the car, punctuating every engine roar with my slick. Fuck. Even if these are just my fingers, I’m curling and thrusting like they belong to someone else. I guess my husband just has this affect on me.

“You’re close,” my husband says it without question. He knows me too well and can tell by the soft sounds I’m starting to make.

“Yea, so close!” I whimper. “Do you want me to come?” I don’t always ask my husband for permission, but hearing his voice intensifies my need. My pussy isn’t nearly filled enough without a cock, so my mind will have to do.

“Fuck, Emily,” he growls, frustrated with the fact that he isn’t a bigger part of this. He’s still crucial to my release. “Yeah, yeah, come for me. Warm yourself up for the guys.”

We pull into the clearing just as I come with a bang. My moan rocks the car and eclipses my husband’s sharp inhale. Mouth open and head thrown back, it takes me a minute to catch my breath. I don’t take my fingers out of my pussy right away—letting my walls clench and unclench to come down.

Damn. That felt so good. It felt even better knowing that my husband was so turned on, but I got to tease him the whole trip. When I finally pull my fingers out and hold them up in the quickly dimming evening light, three sets of eyes stare back at me through the windshield.

Oh shit. I was supposed to wait until my husband had an actual conversation with his friends before showing them my pussy!

But, from the hungry looks on their faces, it doesn’t seem like they’re upset. It seems like they’re just getting started.

“Guess I wasn’t the only one who got a show.” My husband grins, pulls my wet fingers into his mouth, and cleans my pussy juices off with his tongue.

I can only stare as he winks, gets out of the car, and greets his friends.
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I clear my throat and pat down my dress when I step out of the car. My husband’s friends are all there. Paul, Andy, and Jeremy. All three of them as fit as my husband. Paul has dark, curly hair. Andy has short blond hair. Jeremy has shaggy brown hair. They’re all in tight t-shirts and shorts, and they’re helping unload everything from the cars. The plan was to set up a little fireworks area, have the guys take turns lighting up, and the rest of us hang out and enjoy the show with snacks and dessert.

But, the way they keep glancing at me makes me think that I’m dessert.

I really hope that I’m dessert.

Paul is the first one to speak. “Don’t stop on our account,” he says with a grin.

Heat rises to my face. Before I can respond, my husband does it for me.

“I told you, my Emily is fucking insatiable.” There’s a tone of beaming pride and hot possessiveness in my husband’s voice. He curls a hand around my waist, pulling me to his side and kissing my hair. “I was going to tell you guys in more detail here, but now that you’ve seen my wife’s pussy, I think we can skip a few steps.”

The guys raise their brows.

“We’ve already skipped a few steps.” Andy looks me up and down, lingering around my hips.

Jeremy is more calm as he crosses his arms over his muscled chest. “Fill us in anyways.” He glances at me. “We don’t want to cross any lines here—whatever the fuck the two of you are doing.”

My husband and I exchange a look. We don’t have to fill in everyone we care about—it’s not like our bedroom is any of other people’s business. But, my husband clearly has a plan for these guys. So, they need to know.

“We’re into…wife sharing,” my husband says.

The guys blink, staring between me and my husband.

“It’s exactly what it sounds like,” my husband continues. “Emily’s pussy is mine to give out—and I give it out often.” His eyes gleam in the setting sun.

“And you’re into that?” Jeremy asks, voice still cool.

I nod. “I wasn’t sure at first, but we started slow on this wife sharing app.” I take a shuddering breath. “Turns out, I loved how I got to embrace this side of me. I loved how I got to be so…me. No apologies—just encouragement.”

Andy whistles, low and long. “Well shit, that sounds like a win-win for everyone.”

“Fuck yeah,” Paul agrees. “But, are you guys telling us now because we just saw Emily’s pussy—gorgeous pussy by the way—or for something else?”

I blush with Paul’s compliment when my husband responds.

“Something else.” His voice is gravelly but confident. Aaron turns to me, nods when he gets my confirmation, and takes a deep breath before his proposal. “What good is sharing my wife if my best friends don’t get a taste?”

The guys still for a beat. Tension hangs between us. I can see their jaws click, their fingers twitch, and their eyes darken. They’re interested—just like me. But, if this is new for them, will they actually take my husband up on this?

I hope so.

The car ride only took the edge off. I’m still aching to be filled.

“You know that’s not something you can take back—if we fuck your wife, we’re going to fuck her.” Jeremy’s eyes blaze. “We’re going to fill her, take her, use her.” His nose puffs out like he’s a bull charging and I’m the red flag. “Is that what the two of you want?”

My husband just grins and gestures to me. The guys already know it’s what my husband wants. Now it’s my turn.

“Yes,” I breathe the single syllable and the tension between us ignites.

“I’ll take care of the fireworks,” my husband says, taking a big step back. “When I come back, I expect my wife to be fully fucked.”

My husband goes to set up the fireworks we brought, the sun sets fully behind the treeline, and the men loom over me.

“Can’t say I expected to fuck Aaron’s wife on this trip,” Paul says. “But, I’m not going to turn down a gift.”

Andy nods. “She’s already given us a teaser—warmed us up as much as it warmed her pussy up, didn’t it?”

I let out an airy laugh. “You got me. I didn’t even know Aaron had this planned till we got in the car.” I slide my hand down my body. My skin tingles in anticipation even though I’ve just come. “I thought this was just going to be fireworks.”

It’s dark enough now that most of the features of the men are obscured. In the dim moonlight, I can make out their shapes right in front of me. Like he’s reading my mind, my husband sets off the first firework.

It bursts into red light above us, splaying out like petals from a flower. The light shines across the faces of the guys, making them look even more intense than how they already are. Their sharp jaws and steely gazes are directed right at me.

Their attention makes my legs wobbly and I stumble.

Jeremy catches me easily—his hot hand searing desire on my arm. “Just because we’re going to use you doesn’t mean we can’t get you comfortable,” he says, voice thick.

Andy nods and grabs a blanket from the box he brought. We would’ve all sat on it, watching the lights and the stars—celebrating this long weekend. Instead, I lay down on it and stare at the guys I’m about to take.

I’m warmed up enough from the car ride to want to dive right in. I pull up my dress and widen my legs, showing the men the jewel they’re looking for. Another firework lights up the way their Adam’s apples bob in-sync.

“Like I said,” Paul growls, “that’s a gorgeous pussy.”

The darkness hides how flushed I am, but it does nothing to ebb the anticipation thrumming in my veins. My husband is finally open with his friends about our lifestyle, and I want to show them just how good it can be. I want my husband’s friends to experience me—experience us—in this completely open and vulnerable way.

My voice is shaky when I respond. “Don’t be shy. You can get a closer look if you think it’s so gorgeous.” My words are more confident than I am. Taking men I know is different from taking strangers. These guys were at my wedding. They’ve been to my house. It’s not that I’m scared or anything. I know they’ll take good care of me—my husband wouldn’t have given me to them otherwise. But, I know this will change our dynamics moving forward. They’ll always look at me like they’ve had their dicks in me. They’ll look at me like they know how I taste. They’ll look at my husband with sly grins, knowing what they’re now missing out on.

In some ways, that’s even hotter than taking strangers.

I get to relive this night every time I see them.

“Damn right we want a taste,” Andy demands, pushing Paul out of the way and settling on his knees between my legs.

“Asshole,” Paul mutters.

“There’s more of her to go around,” Jeremy says, sliding a finger underneath the strap of my dress. He pulls it down so slowly, like he’s savoring every second and mapping out the freckles of my skin.

My breast bounces when its freed from the fabric, but it doesn’t get the chance to revel in its newfound freedom because Jeremy’s hand is on it in an instant. Instead of being rough, Jeremy is methodical. He pinches my nipple between thumb and forefinger while looking me right in the eyes. It’s like he’s taking notes on how to tease me most efficiently.

Paul on the other hand almost rips off the other strap of my dress. He kneads, pinches, and rolls—grabbing as much of my flesh as he can. The mix of the two types of manhandling has me writhing and squirming under their touch. If that isn’t enough, Andy pulls down my panties and throws my legs up over his shoulders. His tongue laps against the base of my clit as his fingers sink into my ass.

I’m in this half-folded up position as each guy is doing whatever they want with my body. My husband is setting off fireworks a short way away. Every flash of light and blast of sound is accompanied by a moan. I can’t hold any of my noises in, and I know my husband will appreciate it anyways. He loves hearing me with the other men. It tells him just how well I’m getting handled by them—satiated by them.

But, my slutty side will never fully be sated. I know that now, and maybe thats one of the reasons why my husband is finally confiding in his friends about this lifestyle. We’re finally out in the open with it—literally in this case.

Each hand tangles into the hair of a man at my breast as Andy goes to town on my clit. He wraps his lips around the sensitive bud, catching its every throb and pulse and responding with his tongue. My nails scratch against the scalps of Paul and Jeremy, guiding one to my neck—kissing, licking, nibbling—and the other to my free breast. I’m moaning and writhing in so much pleasure as the fireworks in the sky mirror what I see behind my lids.

I’m so close that the overwhelming sensations of sheer masculine energy are what tip me over. Andy sucks on my clit as hard as he can when one of the guys grazes his teeth against my ear and the other tugs on my nipple. My orgasm is a shooting burst of energy—curling my toes and arching my back. I’m breathing so hard that it’s like I’ve just run a marathon.

The guys don’t let off me until I’m fully done vibrating. I mewl when Andy pulls his warm mouth off my clit. As much as I love coming with the attention of three men on me, I don’t want it to end now. My pussy still hasn’t been filled.

My thoughts must show on my face because when Paul pulls away, he answers my silent question. “Don’t worry. That’s just the start. We’re not letting Aaron down now.”

Jeremy nods, his stoic demeanor shifting into something dark and hungry. “Oh no, he wanted you fucked, and fucked is what you’ll be.”

Andy licks his lips and doesn’t waste any words, opting instead to shove two fingers deep into my cunt.

“Fuck! Yes!” I blurt when his fingers press hard against my g-spot. His are so much better than mine—longer, thicker, and he’s ready to go as hard as he wants.

“Shit,” Andy mutters through gritted teeth. “Her pussy’s so tight, it’s pulling me right in!”

Jeremy growls and palms himself. Through my haze, I look at the outline of his cock through his pants. My jaw drops at the size. I look at each of the guys’ crotches. One bigger than the next. How the hell am I supposed to fit their cocks in me?

Paul shoots me a knowing grin when he unzips. “Now you know why we had to make you come first.”

“Not that we wouldn’t have done that anyways.” Jeremy follows suit, pulling out his cock and wrapping his hand around it.

The two men with their cocks out give themselves a long, slow stroke. Precum leaks from their tips—visible only in the glint of fireworks. My husband is now lighting up the green fireworks that burst in multiple rounds.

Pop. Pop. Pop.

They break the sky in half when Andy pulls his fingers out of me. Paul gets the upper hand this time, grabbing my ankles and turning me to him. He lines himself up, meets my eyes, and pushes in. He’s slower than Andy’s fingers and I’m thankful for it. My pussy flutters wildly, trying to accommodate his massive cock.

“Ahhh, yes, just like that!” I moan when Paul’s thumb rubs circles against my clit.

Our hips meet and he takes a quick beat before starting to thrust in time with the circles. I don’t know how he has the coordination for that, but I won’t complain. His cock spears me, pushing hard against my walls as he my oversensitive nerves are set alight.

My eyes pinch shut with a vigorous thrust, but even through my lids, I get glimpses of the flashes of light. I’m just getting used to this cock when it’s pulled out of me and my pussy clenches empty.

“Wha—” My eyes fly open when I’m cut off by another set of firm hands. Jeremy is now at my pussy, smearing my juices around everywhere. He gathers some up to warm his cock, lubing himself up right before thrusting in just how Paul did. And, I’m reeling again, but this time with a new cock.

Jeremy sets a brutal pace, fucking me like his life depends on it. “Fuck. So. Tight.” He says each word in its own contained sentence like getting more words out at once is too much for him to bear.

“Told ya,” Paul grunts. “She has a perfect fucking pussy.”

Andy grumbles, having only had his fingers in me.

I’m breathing hard and letting my body become their toy as euphoria takes hold. My tits bounce around and whoever isn’t fucking me is grabbing at them, pinching and pulling until I can’t help but moan.

My body is like a game to them, and I love being player one.

Getting impatient, Andy shoves Jeremy out of the way. Jeremy’s cock slips out right as I draw close. I’m glad that Andy pushes in before my body has time to cool down.

His cock is thicker than the other guys and my fingers curl into the blanket under me when he’s fully sheathed. He’s so thick that he doesn’t even have to angle to hit my g-spot—the ridges of his cock are already there with a constant thrum.

The three men take their turns with me, thrusting to different rhythms. When one man gets enough push, another takes his pull. They build up this pressure without even realizing what they’re doing to me. My core hums from the starting and stopping, building to an intensity I’ve never felt.

My husband fires off one last firework—forming a pattern of a snake crawling through the sky—and the first man spills into me. Through my haze of fucking, I barely make out the fact that it’s Jeremy. The otherwise sweet and calm man painting my cunt with his cum in a hard grunt. My pussy squeezes so tight in excitement to finally get some dripping hot seed that it starts the chain reaction of the longest orgasm I’ve ever had.

The tremors keep ripping through me, my body trembling from head to toe as Paul follows once Jeremy is empty, with Andy finishing all of us off. Each man’s cock pushes the previous one’s cum a little deeper into my cunt and my body soaks it all up like a woman starved.

“Fuck,” Jeremy says with a huff. “I’ve never been happier to have Aaron as a friend.”

Andy and Paul both chuckle as they recover and tuck their cocks away.

“Damn right. Can’t say I’d be mad if he wanted an encore,” Andy adds.

With a lazy smile on my face, I nod. “I wouldn’t be mad either.”

“Neither would your pussy.” Paul slides his thumb through my puffy, wet folds. It’s such a non-chalant action, like he’s just doing a drive-by pet, that I can’t help but shiver.

“You all enjoy the show?” My husband’s voice cuts through the fog of my pleasure.

The guys exchange a glance and smirk.

“Fireworks have nothing on this pussy,” Paul says.

Jeremy stands, gesturing for the other guys to do the same. “You should see for yourself,” he says to my husband.
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I’m breathing hard and staring up at the night sky as cum leaks out of me. I’ve just taken my husband’s three best friends as fireworks exploded both inside and outside. The adrenaline of my orgasms melded with the overwhelming sensations of bright lights and sharp crackles. I thought that taking the park rangers when we went camping would be the highlight of taking men under the sky, but this is something else.

I barely even notice when the guys move off me as they talk in hushed voices, but I do notice when my husband’s hands slide up my calves.

“How were the guys?” my husband asks, voice husky.

I let out a broken chuckle. “Fucking fantastic.”

A small firework goes off and it illuminates my husband’s face. His eyes are completely blown out, his face is a deep red, and his teeth gleam like I’m prey and he’s ready to pounce. “Good. They’re taking over the show now.”

I reach up, seeing the budding fireworks through gaps in my fingers. “They’re beautiful,” I whisper.

“They’re okay. What I want is down here.” My husband’s hand finally slides between my legs. He gathers up the sticky slick, gently caressing my oversensitive folds. “Fuck, they really filled you up, didn’t they?”

I can’t help the goofy smile on my face. “Oh yeah.” My voice is breathy and eager as my body stirs back to life. “They took turns—kinda like the mechanics but they all filled up my pussy.” I lean on my forearms to meet my husband’s gaze. “I don’t think I’ve ever taken this much cum.”

“There’s a first for everything.” My husband pushes two fingers in just enough to make me gasp. These are the fingers I’ve been craving since the car ride. They’re bigger and thicker than mine. Just pushing in presses out my walls and a new gush of wetness leaks past my pussy lips.

I’m ready for him to start pumping them, but he pulls out. Another flare shines overhead and my husband shows me his fingers. They’re even wetter than I thought. The white cum shines through as my pussy juices drip onto his palm. Slowly, he dips them to my mouth, tracing my plush lips with a finger. The cooling cum sends a shiver through me the moment it touches my sensitive, parted lips.

Holding my husband’s gaze, my tongue darts out with a tentative lick. I’m licking my husband’s friends cum off my husband’s finger as fireworks explode in the sky. I would’ve come again just from this whole situation if I weren’t so spent already. The cum is a mix of salty sweetness—just like the guys. My husband catches onto my need and slides his fingers in my mouth. He pushes in all the way and I’m grateful that I’ve trained myself out of a gag reflex.

“You like that? Licking my friends’ cum off my finger? You like that they pumped you so full? You like that you’ll get to see them whenever they come over and you’ll think about their cocks?” My husband is rambling, pushing his fingers in my mouth and swirling them around to make sure I clean them thoroughly.

I let out a muffled noise—a mix of a whimper and a moan. I’m frantically nodding and I grab his wrist to keep his hand in my mouth. I want to show him that I really do love it. I love every moment of him sharing me around.

“That’s it, just like that. Clean it all up before I make a mess of you again.” His free hand palms his crotch. He’s been straining against his jeans since the car ride, and I’m ready to milk him dry. I think I’ve teased him enough.

I start pawing at his crotch, tugging on his waistband and fumbling with the button of his pants. I need him and I need him right now.

I’ve always had a healthy sex drive, but ever since he started sharing me, it’s only gotten more intense. It feels like there’s just no upper limit now. Even after coming three times in the last couple hours, I’m still ready for more. I’m ready for whatever my husband gives me.

“Fuck yeah, fuck your wife!” Andy shouts right before setting off the next firework. The guys are cheering my husband on after having their own turn, and I see the effect in my husband’s sharp look.

He pulls his fingers out of my mouth and I take a gasping breath before speaking, “You heard them”—my voice is raspy and almost as used as I am—“fuck your wife.”

Just when I think he’s going to pull out his cock and fuck me into oblivion, he smirks and sits back. “Oh I heard them, but I think my wife should fuck herself with my cock instead.” He grabs my legs and pulls me so I’m on his lap—cum slowly dripping down onto his unzipped pants. “My slutty wife is so cock hungry—she can take what she needs.” He rolls his hips, reminding me of that delicious, hard, throbbing shaft right underneath.

Leave it to my husband to play this game right when I’m ready to give in! I can’t blame him because he’s right. I’m aching for his cock, and I can’t keep us waiting any longer. I reach around behind me and pull out his cock. I love the silky-smooth feel of his skin, perfectly contrasting with the hardness of his shaft. I lift my hips, thigh muscles searing in delicious need, line us up, and let gravity do the work of bringing us together.

Even having taken three cocks—used by three cocks—I still hold my breath until our hips sit flush. My husband’s cock displaces a gush of his friends’ cum, creating a puddle of wetness between us. He groans, wraps his arms around my waist to pull me in, and sinks his teeth in at the crook of my neck.

I love being overwhelmed by all sorts of men, but nothing gets me going like my husband. His twitching cock finding its familiar pussy, his musky and masculine scent, his heat and muscles—I can already feel the pressure at my clit building.

With a deep breath, I slowly lift myself up and hold myself right at the tip of his cock. It stretches out my entrance, notched at the ridge of his mushroom head. His hips buck into me, trying to continue pushing in. But, he wants me to bounce on his cock? That’s exactly what I’ll do. And, I’ll make sure that means I’m the one in charge of when we get to come.

I slam back down and my husband lets out a low moan. It reverberates through my skin, sending ripples on ripples of pleasure through my body as arousal leaks in a steady stream between my legs.

“That’s it,” he groans. “Fuck yourself on me like my cock is a toy.”

I let out a shaky laugh. If his cock is my toy, then what does that make me? With the way he gives me out and with how his friends fucked me, I’m nothing short of a toy myself. This is how my husband keeps me on my toes after all these years.

Rather, this is how he keeps me on his cock.

Throwing my head back and watching the fireworks continuously burst in the sky, I set a steady rhythm. His head moves from my neck to my breast, catching a nipple between his teeth. My tight nipple hardens even more under the guidance of his wet, warm tongue.

I keep moving, bouncing and spearing myself on his cock. I’m chasing the sweet release I know only my husband can offer me. Orgasms with him are simply different—made better knowing that the slick sounds between us are punctuated with the cum of his friends.

He pops off my nipple, digs his hands into the top of my ass, and adds to my thrusts by moving my whole body along his shaft. He moves me like I weigh nothing at all and I have to hold onto his shoulders just to keep myself grounded. The orgasm builds like a shimmering light behind my eyes. More fireworks shock the sky—this is the grand finale. Multiple flowering patterns of different colors. Purples. Reds. Blues. A single streak of green.

And then my husband hits that sweet sensitive spot he knows like the back of his hand and I’m sinking my nails into him, coming completely undone.

“Fuck,” he grits out, “squeezin’ me so ti—” He spills into me, words catching in his throat.

Even with a pussy full of cum, it feels like my husband’s sends a new tingling sensations that warms me from inside out. He keeps our hips pressed together until his cock is done twitching.

The cool night air breezes through my sweat soaked hair as we recover. My husband kisses my forehead when he pulls me off his cock. A new gush of seed floods past my pussy, and I sigh in a content satiation.

I’m exhausted but delighted when the guys come up to us holding the last box of fireworks. Sparklers of all sizes poke out and I grab one with a lazy grin.

“I think we have a new tradition on our hands,” Jeremy says, voice gruff and eyes fixed on me.

Maybe my husband shouldn’t have waited this long to tell his friends about our lifestyle, but now that the secret is out, our holidays are about to get even more exciting.


HOTWIFE TAKES THE FARMERS


I NEED LONG, thick, firm eggplants for dinner! Thankfully, two hot, massive farmers are at the farmer’s market and ready to show me just what my recipe needs.
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I need a big, long, thick eggplant.

No, that’s not a euphemism. Not this time at least.

I’m trying out a stuffed eggplant recipe, and it needs a thick one to keep all the filling in. I shouldn’t be surprised that thinking about eggplants is warming my core, but I tamp down the thought. I need to focus! Now is not the time to give into my needy little desires!

After our adventures on the long weekend, where I took my husband’s friends, my husband has been even more hot and ready to jump into bed whenever I need it.

And, I need it a lot.

Something being open with his friends about how we’re living this wife sharing life makes us lean into it even more. Now, we’re searching out opportunities to share wherever we can find them.

My husband reminds me of just that when I tell him I’m going to the farmer’s market to pick up an eggplant.

“Pick up two or three…or however many you think you can take.” He winks. He’s working on renovations for our basement, and covered in dust and sweaty from the exertion, he looks damn hot. Even if he’s making corny jokes about vegetables, those rippling muscles make me want to climb him.

I roll my eyes. “It’s for a recipe! You really just think I’m going to the farmer’s market to find people to sleep with?” The light and airy teases have only been enhanced by our ability to talk about our hotwife lifestyle more.

My husband chuckles. “A guy can dream, can’t he?” He wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me in, letting his lips hover over the cusp of my neck. “My slutty wife taking a bunch of big farmers? So needy she couldn’t even wait to come back from the market? She had to get fucked right behind a vegetable stall.” He smirks into my skin, placing a butterfly kiss at the base of my jaw. “Feels a little medieval, doesn’t it? My wench of a wife?”

The silly image of me in a giant ren-faire dress taking a bunch of farmers crosses my mind. It sends a shiver up my spine and heat down to my core. As ridiculous as it is, I’m not going to pretend like I don’t love the idea.

“What would my husband do to me if I came home from the market, pussy dripping of another man’s cum?” My voice is breathy, getting into our imaginations.

My husband growls and pulls me flush to him. His hips roll into me, giving me a taste of that perfect shaft I find myself craving. “I’d fuck that cum back in. I’d make sure not a single drop is wasted. My slutty wife deserves to be full with as much cum as she can take.”

Ahh fuck. My thigh muscles clench and my eyes flutter shut. I’m getting pulled into the heat of my husband’s words, his touch, and his hot breath. His muscled frame under my fingers is the greatest distraction of them all. I have half a mind to abandon my plans and wrap my legs around him right now. I’d ride him and let him fill me, nipping and kissing all over my body.

I groan, resigned and frustrated. “Farmer’s market is only open until 3 PM. If I don’t get this eggplant, we’re eating instant noodles for dinner.”

My husband sighs and slaps my ass before letting me step back. “We definitely wouldn’t want my wife to not get her eggplant.” He gestures to one of the unfinished walls. “I should be done that one by the time you’re back…unless you get to have a little extra fun after all.”

I snort in amusement. “Please, the real life farmer’s market isn’t like your fantasies.”

My husband shrugs. “Once those farmers get a good look at you, it might turn into their fantasy instead.”

Heat rises to my face with all of my husband’s compliments. He has me thinking about the possibility of getting fucked at the market now. Is it because of him that I put on an easy-to-take-off, slinky dress? Is it because of my pulsing need that I forget to slip on my panties? It’s not like I’m going to the farmer’s market looking for hot farmers, but I won’t turn any down if I do find them.
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The farmer’s market is more crowded than usual. Veggies, meats, cheeses, all the delicious goods line the halls. I don’t get to come here very often, but I love the freshness when I do get here. There’s stalls of pastries and fancy jams that make my mouth water. But, I’m here with a specific purpose in mind.

Eggplants!

Long, hard, thick ones.

I walk around, taking stock. Now, I’m not a size queen, but I do like to be well fed. Some of these eggplants are just too small. I laugh to myself—my husband would have a blast making all sorts of puns here. I’m wrapped in thoughts of my husband and what else he’d love to do here when I almost walk by the perfect eggplant.

Displayed on the wooden slat, it’s perfect.

“Like what you see?” a grizzled voice asks.

I lick my lips and I’m about to answer when I realize the face and body attached to the voice is something out of my husband’s wife-wench fantasy. The man in front of me is a hulking, bearded, plaid wearing lumberjack. He cocks a dark brow and crosses his arms over his thick pecs.

Fuck. My knees rub together as a jolt of hot desire shoots through my body. Wetness seeps past my pussy lips and smears against my thigh. Maybe it was a bad idea to go commando here after all.

“The vegetable.” With a smirk plastered on his face, the man gestures to the eggplant between us.

I clear my throat. “Yup. That looks perfect for the stuffed eggplant recipe I’m planning tonight.”

The man looks me up and down, lingering on the ring on my hand. “Dinner for the husband?”

Does he sound disappointed?

“Yup,” I say. “Married for almost a decade now!”

A muscle twitches at his jaw. “A damn shame,” he mutters.

Did I hear him right? Does he think that because I’m married, it means I’m off-limits to him now?

“Ben can ring ya through,” he grumbles, wrapping up the eggplant without any fanfare. Yeah. He’s definitely disappointed.

Before I can set him straight about my marriage, the man at the counter clears his throat, drawing my attention. Holy shit. Ben should be renamed Big Ben.

He’s bigger than the guy who packaged the eggplant for me. Ben is clean-shaven with light red hair—the kind you can’t get from a box. The short tufts of ginger curls match his red plaid.

The two of them working this stall together makes me wetter than they have any right to—at least, not without touching me.

“Just one eggplant, huh?” Ben asks with a teasing lilt. “Sure you’re not looking for two?”

I snap my mouth shut and swallow. Was I just staring at him? I look between him and the other man. “I wouldn’t mind doubling the recipe,” I say. “Are the two of you…related?”

The first man scoffs. “Fuck no. I inherited the family farm.”

Ben chuckles and grabs another eggplant from a box. “We were college roommates. Ethan’s the farmer, I’m the business guy.” The conversation comes to a bit of an awkward lull and Ben looks like he’s holding back from saying something. Ethan has turned away already, and from the side, it looks like he’s scowling.

Maybe I shouldn’t hold these guys up. Even if I came here all slutted up, ready to bring home cum as well as dinner ingredients, I won’t do anything if the guys don’t want to. It’s not like I need to be fucked by other men every day.

“Ahh, well, thanks for the veggies.” I pay and hold up the bag, taking a step back. It feels wrong to just leave it there, but I got what I came here for, right?

I’m ten steps away with a sinking feeling and the paper bag of eggplants crumples between my fingers. I look over my shoulder to see the two men whisper-yelling about something. They keep sneaking glances at me, looking up and down my body.

I catch Ben licking his lips and Ethan glancing at my ass.

I didn’t wear this dress for nothing.

Courage swells in me again as my nipples tighten.

My husband said he’d fuck me extra hard if I came back with cum in my pussy, right? A thrum of arousal shoots up from my core. I want to be fucked extra hard. I came all this way for eggplants. I’m going to get my damn eggplants!

I turn on heel and rush back.

“Forget something?” Ben asks with a wide smile.

I clear my throat and hold the gazes of both men. “You know, I don’t think I came here just for eggplants after all.”

The two men exchange a look and wait for me to continue. They don’t want to jump to conclusions and make things even more awkward.

I gesture down my body. “I didn’t just wear this for eggplants.”

“No?” Ethan huffs. “What does your husband have to say about what you wear to the farmer’s market?”

Now it’s my turn to grin. I lean in, making sure the overhead light hits my cleavage perfectly. I take a deep breath and let my nipples peak in anticipation. “My husband loves it when I come home dripping of another man. He’d want me to use this dress to its full advantage.”

Ben and Ethan exchange another look. Not just any look this time, but one full of hunger and simmering desire. Ethan has been looking at me like he’s ready to pounce this whole time and Ben is coming around to the same.

“Your husband likes it when you go out for errands and fuck other guys?” Ethan asks.

I love seeing the realization on the guys’ faces when they realize that I’m not actually off limits. It happened with the mechanics, and it’s happening now with these guys. “I didn’t say he likes it. I said he loves it!” I emphasize it even more, trailing my finger down the thick bag of vegetables.

“Fuck,” Ethan growls. “Think we can close early?”

Ben, the business side of this stall, pauses for a beat. I bet he’s doing all sorts of mental math right now, figuring out whether closing a little early to fuck me is worth the small loss of profit. My breath catches when he replies. “For an ass like that? Fuck yeah we can.”

I can’t stop the giddiness from overtaking my body when I’m ushered into the back of the stall. It’s the small, private alcove that all permanent market stalls get.

The guys haven’t even touched me yet and I’m already glad I came back for this. My skin is tingling, ready to be touched and caressed. My nipples are peaked, begging for attention. And my pussy? Well, my pussy’s been soaked from the moment my husband riled me up before I left.

But, seeing these guys just gave me a new gush of wetness.

The two men have quickly turned their open sign to closed and with the angle of the alcove, nobody can peek in unless they were really trying. Now, all their attention can be focused just on me. I squirm under their hot gazes.

“So, how does this arrangement work, Princess?” Ethan asks. “You gotta give your man a report or somethin’ afterwards?”

Ben clicks his tongue. “You can’t just go right into business talk. You gotta warm up the clients first.” He turns to me. “Let’s start with your name, yeah?”

“Emily,” I say, putting a hand on my cocked hip. “Do you two do this often enough call the people you fuck in this back room your clients?”

Ben chuckles. “Nope. Nobody’s ever taken us up on this.”

“But you wore that dress and kept lookin’ at us like we were your dinner instead of those damn eggplants,” Ethan chimes in.

Ben’s index finger taps my jaw, making me raise my eyes to meet his. “I don’t think I’ve ever fucked a married woman before.” His voice drops from the soft and calm man to something more animalistic.

I grab his wrist and move his hand down to the underside of one breast. Urging him to squeeze and feel around without reservations, I smirk. “There’s a first time for everything.” I turn to Ethan when Ben squeezes my tit. “And, yeah, I do give my husband a report.” Ben’s thumb brushes across my peaked nipple and I let out a shuddering breath. “He fucks me so hard whenever I come home with cum dripping from my pussy—fuck—I can’t help but want to be fucked everywhere I go.”

Ben and Ethan exchange a look and nod.

“We wouldn’t want to let your husband down,” Ben says. “Think we can fill her up with enough cum so she’s overflowing when she gets home?”

Ethan barks out a sharp laugh. “Fuck yeah. I can do that all on my own. You think you can keep up?”

“Absolutely.” Ben grins and pinches my nipple.

“Ohhh fuck!” I blurt. My head is thrown back with the jolt of pleasure through my body. The bag of veggies is set aside right as strong hands grab my waist and hoist me up. The flimsy wooden shelf in this mini-store room is really only meant for veggies, and it creaks with the sudden weight and movement. Thankfully, with two strong guys to take care of me, I’m not worried.

My dress hikes up to reveal the bottom curve of my ass when I’m manhandled. The cool air hits my inner thigh like a rush of excitement.

Ethan whistles when he notices. “Damn, no panties, huh? You really did come here to get fucked.”

Heat rises to my face. My cheeks must be a deep red. “I like being prepared.”

“Yeah, you never know what you’ll find at the farmer’s market.” Ben laughs.

Ethan’s hand slides up my leg, squeezing my thigh muscles along the way. Everywhere he touches, a trail of hot desire follows. My skin tingles and my body tenses. I didn’t realize how much I want to be touched—how desperately my core needs it—until just now.

“Please,” I whimper, “touch me.”

“You asked so nicely, how can we say no?” Ben pulls down the top of my dress and Ethan pushes up the bottom.

I’m now sitting in the back of a small store room at the farmers market with my tight dress bunched around my waist. My nipples are puffy and red, aching to be taken into a mouth—licked, teased, sucked.

My clit is the same. Throbbing and begging for attention.

With two men, I don’t have to play favorites with my body parts.

My back arches, pushing out a tit for Ben to slip into his mouth. Ethan’s hand reaches my pussy lips and he grazes rough fingerpads around the area without actually touching my lips. Damn him being a tease right now!

I squirm when Ben’s tongue darts out to wet my nipple. Fuck. This is exactly what I’ve been waiting for! Slippery and fast, he flicks across the sensitive bud. My fingers tangle in his short hair, nails scratching scalp as I hold him in place. Rough curls of his beard tickle some of my most sensitive flesh.

“Fuck. Look at you—so damn eager to show us how much of a needy slut you are.” Ethan’s grizzled voice pulls me back to the present. “Your husband is lucky as hell.”

The sweetness of the sentiment swirls with my heated desire. My husband tells me all the time how lucky he thinks he is. I feel like I’m the lucky one to have a husband who loves it when I embrace every part of myself.

“You gonna tell him all about how you almost walked away? How you came back just for the fuck?” Ethan keeps talking as his fingers explore my pussy. His index finger slides between my lips, parting my folds and exposing my soaked entrance. “Are you gonna tell him about how wet you were for us?”

“Yes!” I breathe. “Fuck, yes, I am!” I'm grinding against the wooden slats, hoping to find any bit of friction I can.

Ben tugs off my nipple with an audibly wet sound. A strand of spit connects us and his darkened gaze follows the handiwork of his mouth. My tits are a rosy pink and my nipples have never been harder. I’m about ready to come and my clit hasn’t even been touched yet!

“Shit,” Ben mutters. “Look at how needy she is.” He breaks the strand of saliva when he roughly grabs my tit and kneads. “Red tits, mouth hanging open, showing us that sweet, tight pussy.” His hand follows his words, grazing his thumb against my plump lip before moving south.

Both men have their hands between my legs, each parting me to their side. I’ve been fucked by a lot of men, but this is the most exposed I’ve ever felt. My pussy clenches, pushing out more and more slick to drip down my pussy all the way to my ass. My folds are coated and glistening—just like the men’s fingers.

“You ready to be fucked, Princess?” Ethan growls.

“Please,” I whimper. “I’m so ready. I’ve been so ready this whole time.” I’m panting, heaving my breasts with every breath.

“We’re going to take turns with you.” Ben palms himself, slowly undoing his pants and pushing them down to reveal his tip. “That okay?”

I gulp when I see his cock rise to its full height. “More than okay.” Ben’s cock is long, hard, and tilted just perfectly to hit my g-spot. It makes my mouth water and my pussy pucker.

“Who do you want first?” Ethan follows Ben’s lead, pulling out his cock and stroking himself. A bead of precum leaks from his tip, coating the blooming red of his tip. Fuck. His cock is perfect too.

I couldn’t possibly decide.

“Who would your husband want you to take first?” Ben asks. “The nice one”—he points to himself—“or the one that’s kind of an asshole”—he points to Ethan with an amused tone.

Ethan shoots Ben a glare and I snicker. I love taking multiple men at once—not just because it means more cock for the price of one, but because I get to see how different they are.

“The nice one,” I tease.

Ethan snorts. “He ain’t that nice.”

Ben grabs my hips, lines us up, and pushes in with a single stroke.

Oh fuck. My head spins from sudden fullness and I mewl, arching to let Ben in even deeper.

“She’s so damn tight,” he grits out. “Her husband is a lucky fucking man.” He thrusts, slowly at first and picking up speed when I reach behind me to brace myself on the stocked shelves.

“She’s loving this—taking you in a damn storeroom at the farmer’s market like a slut,” Ethan spurs his friend on.

“And she’s going to tell her husband all about this.”Another thrust—harder, sharper. Ben is starting to lose control, pounding into me until the shelves behind me rattle. Ethan was right. Ben isn’t as nice as he’s let on—just how I like it.

Ethan is watching us carefully, waiting for Ben to stutter. There’s a beat right before Ben is ready to come when Ethan jostles us. “My turn,” Ethan growls. The movements slip Ben out of my pussy and Ethan easily takes his place.

I throw my head back as my pussy flutters to accommodate the change in cock. Long. Hard. Thick. They’re fucking all the thoughts out of my head.

“Damn,” Ethan mutters. “She really is tight. Her pussy’s squeezin’ my cock so hard!” It’s like he’s talking to Ben, bypassing me entirely. I’m just the slut who showed up to the farmer’s market looking for a fuck.

Ethan pounds into me until he snarls and pulls out, giving Ben another turn. They use me and my pussy like a toy. Delicious pressure builds in my core and right as I’m about to finish, they switch positions. They keep going like this, holding me on edge.

“Ahhh, please,” I whine. “Let me come!”

The two men chuckle—their voices melding together. Pleasure clouds my gaze and I can barely make out who’s cock is in me now.

“Think we should let her come?”

“And we keep her coming until both of us are done.”

Whose voice is whose?

Another switch of their cock, and I can’t hold it in anymore. The tip hits my sensitive patch deep within and I let out a low, garbled moan. “Fuck! Sooo good!” I blurt. “Come in me!”

I’m rewarded with just that. Hot seed lines my pussy and I keep coming until this cock stills. The men don’t keep me waiting at all, immediately switching positions so I’m full again. The second cock comes in me, holding my orgasmic aftershocks steady. My body trembles and shivers around the prolonged pleasure.

I don’t even know how long I’ve been coming for by the time my vision clears up and I can focus again. I’m sweaty, breathing hard, and my pussy is delightfully heavy with cum.

“You with us again?” Ben asks, gently caressing my arm.

Ethan snorts. “Came so long that the market’s closed now.”

My face flushes. “And who’s fault is that?” I mumble.

“Fault?” Ben smirks. “Pleasure’s all ours.”

“And you better tell your husband all about it when you get home with these farm fresh eggplants.” Ethan hands me my bag of veggies and winks.

Oh, my husband is definitely going to hear all about it. And see, and feel too.
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I stumble through my front door, spent and dripping. I went out to the farmer’s market to get eggplants for dinner and ended up getting so much more than I planned. Well, with my tight, short dress, I’d hoped. But, I didn’t plan.

Ben and Ethan did all the rest.

“Thought I heard the door—” my husband pauses when he sees me. A large grin spreads on his face. “Looks like someone had a good time.”

My husband is shirtless with a towel around his waist. His hair is damp and his torso glistens. Looks like he’s done working on the basement and has just come out of the shower. My exhaustion fades away when my gaze drifts downwards.

Just knowing that I’m coming home after being fucked makes my husband half-hard already. How hard can I make him when he sees all this cum dripping from my pussy?

“I had a great time,” I say, breathless. “See for yourself.” I grab my husband’s hand and place it on my thigh. Holding his hot gaze, I slowly slide it up and under my dress.

His fingers twitch when they reach my folds. My body is hot, but he’s eager. He doesn’t wait for me to continue on his own, sliding two fingers right through my slit. “Fuck,” my husband groans. “How much cum did you take?”

“Two men—hot, massive, farmers.”

“Bet they couldn’t resist my gorgeous, slutty wife, could they?”

I shake my head. “They were eyein’ me up like I was on display. They thought they couldn’t fuck me because I was married.”

My husband laughs, pushing those two fingers into my entrance. His movements are slow—he’s not trying to get me off just yet. He’s only getting a feel for how full I already am. “Looks like you set them straight.” His fingers curl against my g-spot, pressing deep with a languid massage.

I gasp and grab onto my husband’s forearm. “Yeah,” I reply, “yeah, I told them you loved it when I came home dripping.”

“Damn right. Knowing my slutty little wife just couldn’t wait until she got home? Knowing she takes every opportunity she can to be fucked?” My husband groans and palms himself. “Fuck, there’s nothing hotter.”

My toes curl and my already tired muscles start to twitch. I love fucking other men—especially because my husband finds it so hot. But, there’s also nothing like fucking the man I’m committed to. He keeps pumping his fingers in me, building my pleasure back up right in the middle of our hallway. Even though I’m still sensitive from coming on those farmers’ cocks, I’m gasping and pawing at my husband’s towel.

My husband grins and twists his body so I can’t reach his cock. “You’re so eager and ready to fuck…someone has to teach you some patience.” His fingers slide out of me and he holds them up. Cum sticks to his skin, dripping down his fingers onto his palm.

I lick my lips, unable to look away. I need a taste. I want my husband to see how much I love being a shared wife. I want to show him that I’m slutty but only for him. A small lick doesn’t mean I’m impatient, right?

He reads my mind when he brings his fingers to my lips. Trailing a hot, wet path of cum over my plump lips, he urges me to part my mouth before sliding them in. I close around his fingers and suck like I’ve never tasted cum before. Salty. Sweet. Delicious. It’s the perfect mixture of my own pleasure and those farmers.

“That’s it, lick it clean, Baby. Taste yourself. Taste those other guys.” My husband pushes his fingers in deeper—he knows I can take it. “Remember this before you taste me.”

I suck in a sharp breath, grab his wrist, and shove his fingers down my throat as far as they’ll go. This whole trip to the farmer’s market today was about a delicious meal, but it feels like forever since I’ve tasted my own husband! I moan around his fingers before sliding them out, squeaky clean. “Please,” I whimper. “I need you. Need to taste you.”

“That’s my wife,” my husband growls, grabs me by the waist, throws me over his shoulder, and stomps into the bedroom.

I bounce on the bed, dress already hiked up over my ass. Leaning up on my forearms, I watch my husband throw his towel aside to reveal his long, hard shaft. It stands tall, slapping against his abs and leaving behind a stain of precum. He’s so hard and I haven’t even touched him yet!

“Guess you haven’t had enough eggplants yet.” My husband laughs at the way I’m staring. “Don’t worry, you’ll get to taste this one too.” He strokes himself once, squeezing out more precum to coat the red tip. The bed dips when he climbs on top to straddle me.

I shimmy down until his cock is right over my mouth. My hands slide up the back of his strong thighs, landing on his ass. I squeeze, urging him to shove that perfect cock into my mouth.

He doesn’t keep me waiting this time. One thumb tips my jaw to open my mouth, and in an instant, his cock pushes in all the way down my throat. My chin hits his sac and my nose grazes soft curls. He’s just come out of the shower and scents of his body wash overwhelm me. I can’t even identify it all, I just revel in the fresh, rain-like smell. His cock is thick and I trace the vein on the underside of his shaft with my tongue. Alternating between flat presses and light licks, I tease him like he’s been teasing me.

“Fuuuck, you’re so good with that tongue.” A muscle at the base of my husband’s jaw twitches. “So damn wet and warm. Fuck.”

I squeeze his ass, pushing him in even deeper—past my limits. His tip bulges against my throat, the ridge of the mushroom head expanding the canal.

“Breathe for me, Baby,” my husband reminds me, placing a palm flat on my neck. “You’re taking me so well, I can feel my cock in your throat.” His thumb caresses the bulge. His cock twitches inside my throat in response.

Fuck. I don’t think I’ve ever deep throated this far. With my husband’s encouragement, though, I could get used to it.

I could especially get used to the way my husband’s breathing hard, barely holding it together. His eyes are alight in an intensity that that proves how much he loves claiming me after I’ve been with other men. His hips roll—slowly at first. He watches my reactions, making sure I’m settled in this position before speeding up. Every thrust is harder than the last.

“So…tight! Fuck, that’s good. Such a perfect mouth!” My husband is blabbering. My spit drips down his shaft, covering his sac. It slaps in hot, wet sounds against my chin. My husband’s abs tighten when I flick my tongue at the base of his shaft. He’s getting close and I’m desperate for him to spurt his hot seed down my throat.

Knowing exactly what more he needs, I hum. My throat vibrates, shooting pleasure through his cock. He groans and stills, notching his cock deep. I hollow my cheeks, sucking hard.

“Fuck!” he blurts when hot cum paints my throat. I swallow it all up, letting it warm me from the inside. The thick liquid clings to my muscles, dripping slow until I suck it all up. My husband takes a beat to catch his breath before pulling his cock out. “Well shit,” he says with a chuckle, “looks like my cock isn’t done with you just yet.”

Sure enough, my husband is still hard.

Hand around his cock, he pumps himself, lubing his shaft with the mixture of his cum and my spit. My pussy clenches in need watching him.

Before I know it, my husband has shifted us. I’m on my hands and knees, ass high in the air. My dress was already pushed up to reveal my ass, but in his rough throat-fucking, the top has been pushed off my shoulders. My tits hang, heavy and plump, and my nipples are pebbled, begging to be pinched.

My husband doesn’t leave me hanging for too long. He slaps my ass and grabs one breast. My nipple easily slips between his fingers for him to pinch when he kneads my rounded flesh.

“Ahh, yes! Feels so good!” I moan, arching my back like a cat. “Fuck me! Please! I need it!” Now I’m the one blurting out whatever comes to mind.

“I’ll take care of you—you’ve earned it.” Smooth skin of my husband’s cock glides through my pussy lips, parting them and gathering up all my slick and leftover cum. His tip hitches against my clit and I gasp.

It’s too good. I need him to push into me!

I tilt my hips to line us up before looking over my shoulder. My hair sticks to my face, sweat drips down my tits, and my lips are swollen and flushed. “Fuck me,” I whisper, dropping my voice to the sexiest tease I can.

My husband groans when he can’t resist slamming into me.

Finally, the thrum of anticipation swells into fulfillment. My husband’s cock fits so perfectly into my pussy that a part of me wishes it would never leave. His entry is lubed by the farmers’ cum and my own wetness. My walls cling to his cock, tracing his hardness and blooming my muscle memory.

“Fuck, you’re so wet with their cum. So damn full,” my husband says with a clenched jaw.

“Make me wet with yours,” I whine, wiggling my hips. “Fuck me!”

I’m rewarded with a wet thrust. The first sign of movement always makes my pleasure soar. His cock hits all the way to the back of my pussy and my husband picks up his pace. His hands grip onto my ass, sinking as far as his nails can in my plush rounds. Using my body as leverage, I’m pounded into the mattress in sheer, unbridled horny energy.

This is exactly what makes me love being a shared wife. I love it when my husband fucks me so hard that our headboard hits the wall. I love it when other mens’ cum gets pushed in deeper with my husband’s cock.

I just love being fucked by my husband and letting us both lose control!

“You gonna come for me?” my husband pants. “Like you did for those guys?”

“Yes!” I moan. “Yes, I’m gonna come even harder!” I’m not lying. Thanks to the orgasm that the guys gave me, my body is so sensitive now. The pressure simmers under my skin, ready to burst. I just need my husband’s command.

“Then come for me. Squeeze my cock with that cum-filled pussy!” my husband roars, thrusting in deeper than ever and flooding me with a new wave of hot seed.

“Ahhh! Fuck!” My arms and legs give out completely and I flop onto the bed. My husband holds up my ass as his cock twitches, emptying into me. I’m trembling as my skin tingles all over.

It takes a minute before my husband gently lets my hips rest onto the mattress, sliding out with an audible, slick noise. He groans, dragging a palm down my back and lightly slapping my ass. “Now that was my kind of appetizer,” he says.

I snort, completely undignified as my boneless forms melds into the mattress. “I don’t know if I can make dinner now.”

My husband grins and kisses my forehead. “I make a mean instant noodle.”

“What about the eggplants?” I whine.

“Oh you haven’t had your last eggplant yet. They’ll keep till tomorrow, and instead of an appetizer”—another slap to my ass—“I’ll have dessert.”


HOTWIFE FILLED AT THE COLLEGE REUNION


WITH MY HUSBAND’S encouragement, I take three of my college friends…at the same time!
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“Well, don’t you look hot. Trying to show all your old college buddies just how perfect your life is now?” My husband trails the back of his hand down my spine.

I shiver at his warmth and push down the heat that builds from goosebumps rising to his touch. Our eyes meet in the mirror and I see the affect I have on him. His eyes are blown out, roving all over my body. The hand at his side twitches, eager to grab onto my curves and bend me over right now.

Good. That’s exactly the plan.

I’m a short, tight maroon dress that hangs off my chest and has a slit at the thigh to show off just how little I’m wearing underneath. My husband is matching my dress with a maroon shirt that pulls across his muscles in a way that makes my mouth water.

The edges of my lips pull up and I turn to him, placing my hand on his shoulders. “That’s exactly what I’m going for. We’ve told your friends about our life, but we haven’t told my old friends.”

My husband cocks a brow. “You mean your old friends on the basketball team?”

I lift a single shoulder and give my husband a coy look. “Managing that team got me extra cash and some nice eye-candy.”

My husband chuckles and curls his arms around my waist. “I know. I remember thinking it was hot as hell how those guys would all look at. Didn’t quite get why until we graduated.”

“Until you started sharing me?”

My husband lets out a mixture of a sigh and growl. “Best damn decision we’ve ever made.” His face dips to the crook of my neck and he places butterfly kisses at the sensitive patch behind my ear.

“Can’t disagree with that,” I say, trying to pull myself together. My husband’s hot breath is distracting me from our schedule. We need to be at this hotel in our college town by the evening, and coupled with the drive and time needed to check in for our overnight stay, we can’t be fooling around right now.

But the pressure building in my core really wants to.

Maybe a little taste won’t make us too late.

“I don’t know if I can wait for the reunion,” I whine, sliding my hand down my husband’s body. My manicured nails glide past muscles and settle at his leather belt. “You know how needy I am.” I pout, pretending to fumble with the belt buckle.

My husband groans, swaying his hips. “So needy that you can’t even wait for tonight.” One hand quickly undoes his belt and the other palms my jaw. A thumb runs across my lips, parting them to prepare me for what’s about to come. “How did I get so lucky to have such a hot and ready wife?”

Instead of replying, I show him how much his compliments mean to me by closing my lips around his thumb. Holding his gaze, I swirl my tongue around the tip, sucking lightly in an appetizer before my main course. At the same time, I’m palming his crotch, reveling in the way his cock comes to life.

“Fuck,” my husband growls. “How can I say no to that mouth?” He quickly grabs a pillow from the bed, dropping it between us.

I pop off his thumb, a string of saliva attaching us until I lick my lips. It’s audibly wet and perfectly lewd, carrying a promise as I sink to my knees. “You don’t have to say anything,” I whisper, voice hoarse and needy. “This one’s all for me. I need something to tide me over until tonight.” I push my husband’s pants below his hips. My pulse races when I’m greeted with the long, thick, hard shaft that makes my pussy squeeze.

Wrapping my fingers around it sates me a little. His smooth skin slides with ease as a bead of precum leaks from the tip. I glance up and lick the deep red tip, rubbing his pre around with my spit, lubing him up, teasing the ridge of his head.

“Fuuck,” my husband moans as both hands tangle into my hair.

Good thing I opted for simple ringlets instead of something fancy because the way my husband’s nails scrape my scalp, he’d have ruined any other hairdo.

I coat his whole cock until its dripping before sliding it into my mouth. My nose flares and my mind glows with a heady haze. Fuck. As much as I love being shared, taking my husband is always a special occasion. His cock fills my mouth perfectly, tip sliding down my throat until my nose hits soft tufts of brown hair. His hands hold me in place, gently rocking his cock.

Watching my husband slowly come undone is one of my favorite parts about taking him.

I lay my tongue flat against the underside of his shaft, lightly tapping at his base. My deep red nails are the perfect complement to his pale skin as one hand is flat against his pubic bone, framing his cock, and the other rolls his sac around in a palm.

“Shit that’s good.” My husband’s abs tighten and his breath hitches. “Your mouth is so damn perfect. So wet, hot, tight.” He grunts with a tentative thrust. “It’s not easy bein’ on your knees, but you’ve perfected it.”

I preen with his outpouring of compliments. My pussy dampens and I don’t have to look down to know that I’m soaking through my panties and dripping onto the pillow. I can’t help moving the hand from his sac down between my legs. My clit is begging for attention when my fingerpad swipes against it.

I moan around my husband’s cock as pressure builds in my own core. The vibrations run through his shaft and my husband’s legs wobble. The feedback loop of pleasure, going from my clit to his cock through my throat is hotter than I ever could’ve imagined.

“Fuck,” my husband mutters. “Goin’ deeper with your finger on your clit.” A heady chuckle makes his cock twitch. “So hot seein’ how much you love bein’ on your knees.” He pumps into my throat, going slow and keeping his gaze locked on my reactions.

His cock swells in my throat, filling me enough so I have to focus on breathing through my nose. My husband’s mushroom head tip stretches out my throat and with every thrust, his sac swings against my chin. I don’t hold back, letting my saliva drip all over his shaft. It leaks past my lips, glistening and falling to the pillow I’m rutting against. It’s lewd, it’s sloppy, and it’s hot as all hell.

My toes curl and my thighs tighten. I’m already this close and I’ve barely just gotten down here.

“Don’t gotta wait for me, Baby,” my husband says in a husky, breathless moan. “Come for me. Come as many times as you need.”

My eyes pinch shut and with my husband’s permission, I let out a hot breath and relax my throat. The pressure from my core releases with a rush of an orgasm.

“Keep that finger on your clit. Touch yourself until I’m done,” my husband commands. “Keep coming for me.”

The shift in his tone to this feral, authoritative man has me reeling. I love that I can bring out all these sides to my husband even after all these years.

I keep my finger there, pressing through my overstimulation until the pressure builds and snaps again. My pussy walls squeeze even harder, letting gushing wetness slide down my legs.

It keeps going like this, my body shuddering with every swipe. It spurs on my husband as he lets himself go, fucking my face and pounding my nose into his pelvis with every thrust. Sweat pools in my cleavage and I’m gasping for breath.

“Doin’ so great,” my husband encourages. “Give me one more. Just one more to tide us over till we see your friends.”

I close my eyes and let my mind get overtaken by all the sensations. The cock in my throat, the pulsing arousal through my stomach, the sounds of wet skin slapping. Head empty, it’s like I’m on my knees just to be used like a toy. My husband’s kind and careful demeanor bubbles into a hot inferno of need.

I can’t tell where the last orgasm ends and the next one begins, but my muscles contract and I swallow, pulling my husband’s cock as deep as it can go. He stills and hot cum floods me, clinging to my throat as it drips down into my belly. His twitching pleasure pushes me over the edge one more time.

On the verge of collapsing, my husband catches me by the jaw. He waits until my tremors mellow before pulling his softening cock out of my mouth. My jaw is deliciously sore and I lick my puffy lips, catching residual cum from my husband’s way out.

I told myself that it would just be a quickie blowjob because we needed to leave to get to the campus, but here I am, belly full of cum and knees sore and soaked from my pussy.

“We’re late,” I say, clearing my used throat.

My husband shrugs and pulls me up. I wobble, catching his forearms to steady myself. “When we tell your friends what made us late, I’m sure they’ll understand.” My husband grins, putting his cock back in his pants.

I take a tentative step and hiss from the cooling damp patch at my crotch. “Fuck,” I whisper, “I need to change my panties.”

My husband runs his hand between my legs, grazing against the soaked fabric. “Nah, leave it. Something for your old friends to discover.”
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I take a small nap on the drive over. The hum of the car and my exhaustion from coming more times than expected knocked me right out. I stretch when we get to the venue, feeling my muscles come back to life. I’m rested and ready to face the guys I haven’t seen in a few years.

We’ll tell them all about our new lifestyle. It’s not that I’m expecting anything from them other than getting it off my chest. It’s like the time with my husband’s friends under the fireworks—I can only hope that the real fireworks tonight are our gasps and moans between the sheets.

My heels clink on the ground when I strut into the college gym. It’s decorated more like a wedding right now—a stage and plenty of round tables. I scan around, looking for the guys I used to manage on the basketball team. Sure enough, they’re taller than everyone else, leaning against one of the tables near the stage.

I bite my bottom lip and shamelessly check them out from my distance. A few of them are here with their partners, but three of them look like they’ve come stag. I recognize them instantly—they’re the ones I was closest with!

Dave is the tallest one. Curly black hair and big smile. Then, there’s Brent with short, dirty blond hair and rippling muscles taut under a tight shirt. Finally, there’s Garrett, who’s changed the most. He’s covered in tattoos and when he notices me, his tongue darts out to play with a lip ring.

“Look who’s here,” Garrett says. “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes.”

Dave whistles and looks me up and down. “Social media pics don’t do you justice, Emily.”

A muscle ticks in Brent’s jaw like it’s taking him all his strength to hold back from pouncing on me. I shoot him a knowing look and twirl, giving him a full view of my curves.

“Take in, boys,” I say, smug in all the attention. “But really, thanks. I got a new dress just for this.”

“It’s fucking worth it.” Brent narrows his eyes and shoves his hands in his pockets.

My face flushes. Because I was already dating my now-husband in college, the guys and I were strictly platonic. Not that it stopped me from noticing their glances and whispers. Even if wasn’t technically part of the team—just managing their schedule and helping with practices for a little extra cash, these three always treated me like I was part of the group. It’s nice seeing all of them again, but my inner slut is already roaring back to life.

I take a deep breath and push the heat back down. “You guys remember Aaron?”

My husband wraps an arm around my waist, resting his fingers dangerously close to the top of my mound. “I came to a bunch of your games.” My husband smirks with mischief in his eyes. “Mostly for Emily, but I’m sure I saw some of the actual game too.”

I smack my husband with a teasing tap to his chest, but the guys are already laughing.

“Oh yea, we remember. You were the dude who kept her too busy for us.” Dave glances at where my husband’s fingers tap at my hip. “Glad to see you guys are still together.”

Brent scoffs. “Yeah, what’s the secret?”

With a totally unperturbed tone, my husband responds. “I get to watch her fuck other guys.”

The three guys freeze. Their face are a mixture of mouth hanging open, eyes wide, and frantically flitting between my husband and I.

I snicker. This isn’t exactly how I expected to reveal this to the guys I went to college with, but now that it’s out in the open, I feel like having a little fun with it.

“And there have been so many guys.” I drop my voice so the guys have to lean in. “Just a month ago, my car had a flat and he walked in on two mechanics taking turns with me.”

“Fuck,” Brent mutters with a guttural noise.

Garrett clears his throat. “So that wasn’t a joke?”

“Not one bit,” my husband confirms. “Knowing that my wife is needy and ready at a moment’s notice? Knowing that she’ll always be taken care of? Knowing that there’s guys out there who know how perfect she is when she gets to come home with me?” My husband’s nose flares—a telltale sign of him thinking about my legs spread with another man’s cum dripping out of my pussy. “Nothing hotter than her taking them all.”

“So this dress…something tells me you’re lookin’ for more than a simple reunion here,” Dave suggests.

I give him a noncommittal shrug with a single shoulder. “I’m not going to say no—you know, in case something happens.”

“And who were you plannin’ on spreadin’ for?” Brent asks. His eyes are steeled with the intensity of a sharp blade. I can sense the simmering interest coursing through his veins. Garrett and Dave’s feral shift is barely contained in their twitchy fingers and lingering looks.

“Night’s still young.” I bite my bottom lip, exaggerating it to show off my kissable lips. “I guess we’ll have to see where it takes us.”

Brent growls and his hands curl into fists visible through his pockets. “What, you’re plannin’ on pickin’ between us?”

I shoot him a coy look. “I can multi task.”

He’s about to say something else—he’s always been the mouthy one—when the lights dim and music starts playing. People rush to the small dance floor set up in the middle of the space. Somehow, they’ve turned this old college gym into something that half resembles a club. I’m honestly a little impressed and my hips start swaying to the music.

“Let’s see how well you can really multi task,” Garrett suggests, holding out a hand.

I glance at my husband and even in the dim light, I see that spark of interest. “Show her a good time. I want her dripping and begging by the time the lights come back on,” he tells the guys before I’m swept onto the dance floor.

I barely have time to adjust to the new surroundings when the guys are already around me. How many sets of hands are grabbing at my waist? Who’s chest am I hitting with my back? Who am I backing into when I arch my ass?

My head spins with the rising headiness of giving into the guys. The hot breaths, the grunts, the eager lips. Did I take on too much by telling them about our wife sharing lifestyle? I’ve taken multiple men before, but these are guys I have a history with. They’ve seen me through my awkward college years. They know me from before I was married.

All the teasing bravado drains from me. I can’t believe that I’ve actually come here in hopes of getting taken by the guys I went to college with!

“Easy, there Em,” Dave grabs my hips and grinds me against him. “Don’t need to think so hard.”

I gasp with the feel of his hard length prodding along my ass.

“We’ve been thinking about you like this since college.” Garrett chimes in. “When your husband said he loves watching you take it, I know the three of us were thinkin’ the same thing.”

Brent nods. “Yeah. He wants to watch? We’ll give him a damn show.”

I glance past the growing crowd of alumni to find my husband watching intently. His interest makes the flame in my core lick up my spine. I have nothing to worry about. My husband shares me because he loves me, and the guys are happy to take me because they know me.

Emboldened by this new confidence, I do what all these men and my body craves. I raise my arms up, reaching behind me and tangling my fingers in Dave’s curls. The softness at my fingers contrast perfectly with the hardness at my hips. I let myself get overtaken by the music, ass swaying around until I’m pulled away by a strong pair of hands.

Brent smirks with lopsided lips. My chest is pushed up against his hard muscles, my nipples peaking with eagerness of their own. He grabs my ass, fingers sinking into my plush roundness. We’re moving together, flush and I feel his hardness twitch when my pelvis makes contact with his. His lips part and all my thoughts fall away, waiting for him to devour me whole when I’m pulled away again.

Garrett entwines our fingers and twirls me once before pulling me to him and swaying. Out of the three guys, it seems like the tattooed one has actually learned to dance. His moves heat up my core and my worries slip out of my mind. I throw my head back and swing to the beat, beckoning the other guys to come around.

They’re surrounding me enough so nobody else can see what’s going on. A hot hand lands at my thigh and slides up to the cusp of my ass. It squeezes and when I look over my shoulder, Brent shoots me a wide grin.

“We’re gonna have so much fun you tonight, Emily,” he growls. I feel his vibrations more than I make out the words over the music.

“Your husband wants you dripping and begging before we even get to your hotel.” Dave grazes a nail up the side of my neck. “We’re not going to disappoint him.”

My knees knock together and my thighs rub. I whimper, ready to take these three guys right here on the dance floor.

“Don’t think her husband has to wait long,” Garret says with amusement flickering across his face.

Brent’s hand on my thigh slides between my legs and taps at the fabric covering my entrance. “Shit,” Brent mutters. “She’s already soaked.”

I give them a shaky laugh. “I might’ve pre-gamed on my knees before coming here.”

The three of them groan in tandem.

“I think I get why your husband likes sharing you,” Dave says. “Thinkin’ about you on your knees, taking him, letting him fuck your throat, swallowing it all—fuck. I’m hard and I wasn’t even there.”

“If that gets you hard, think about how she’s going to look when she takes all of us.” Garrett tips up my face, holding my jaw in his palm. “You think you can take all three of us at once, Emily?”

The three of them in all three of my holes? Filling me up? Using me like a toy? All while my husband watches and sees me embrace my true inner slut?

“Fuck yes.”
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The guys hesitate for only one moment after we get into the hotel room. Dave quickly meets my husband’s gaze for the last piece of confirmation before grabbing the back of my thighs and pulling me to him. His massive hands slide up my leg and squeeze my ass.

“Can’t fucking believe our precious team manager isn’t off limits anymore,” Dave growls.

Hard muscle presses against my back and hot breath billows my hair out. “Remember when we caught her fucking Aaron in the storage room before a big playoff game.”

Garrett snorts and trails the back of his hand down my arm, sending a shiver up my spine. “Might’ve been a confused boner back then, but there’s no confusion now.”

“I know we got you dripping—even if you got a head start before coming here—but you’re still gonna need to beg for us, Sweetheart.” Brent crowds my space but holds back, just ghosting his touch over my arm.

The other two guys mutter low grievances, reminded of the deal they had with my husband.

My husband chuckles from behind Dave. “How about we make this into a little friendly reunion competition?”

The guys turn to face my husband. All three of them love competing—it’s why they were so good on our basketball team!

“The first one to make her beg gets her pussy.”

My breath catches in my throat and my pussy pulses. The same pussy that now has a competition at stake.

My husband takes a seat at the single chair in the corner of the hotel room. He spreads his legs and palms himself. I didn’t realize that he’s already hard! His cock tents his pants, standing tall and proud. Even if I’ve already tasted his cum today, seeing how aroused my husband is when I’m about to take three men in all my holes makes me wet.

The long zipper of my dress slowly slides down, breaking the tension. Cool air kisses my skin and strong hands push the dress off me. It pools on the ground and before I can step out of it, I’m grabbed at the waist and thrown onto the bed.

Brent’s predatory grin makes my pulse race. “First one gets her pussy?” His sharp chuckle reverberates around the room. “Don’t mind if I do.” His fingers wrap around my bare nipples—I’ve never been more happy to go bra-less in a fancy dress. He rolls my sensitive buds, watching my reaction with heated eagerness.

I gasp and my back arches, pushing my chest to him. Jolts of pleasure shoot through my body. My tits flush and nipples puff up with all the pressure building through me. I’m squirming under his movements when he shifts his hands to alternate squeezing and kneading my flesh.

Is this how all the guys are going to be? How am I going to hold out on begging? I’m ready to burst—to get on my knees and give them whatever they need. All because my pussy is impatient!

Right as I open my mouth and a small croak escapes my throat, Brent is pushed aside. My nipples ache to be touched again, but instead of giving them what they want, Dave licks a hot, wet stripe—tongue flat against my skin to maximize our touch surface—up from my knee to the seam of my panties.

Oh fuck.

If I thought I was ready to beg with just my nipples being touched, I’m practically begging to beg now. Sure, the thought doesn’t make any sense, but the way Dave slides my panties aside and uses the tip of his tongue to tease my outer lips is sending my senses into overdrive.

“Plea—” I’m cut off by my hips being lifted and Garrett working the pad of his thumb around my tight, rosebud hole.

My vision blurs and waves upon waves of pleasure cascade through me. All of their hands, mouths, attentions are on me. My inner slut is roaring, fighting at the bars of its feral cage. I’m going to take all of these guys!

“Don’t stop now. She’s close to begging—I know it.” It’s my husband voice, cutting through my haze. He knows my body and my reactions so well.

“I’m gonna get there first,” Brent growls and dips his head to take a nipple into his mouth. Wet. Warm. Tantalizing.

My back arches and I’m wiggling around with muffled moans.

Then, two thick fingers slide into my pussy, pressing against my sensitive spot, and my mouth moves before my mind can catch up. “Please! Fuck me! Fill me!” I whimper, letting my knees fall open.

My husband chuckles from his seat. “Looks like we have a winner.”

Dave smirks as the other two grumble for a beat. “Not like there are any losers here. All her holes are fucking perfect.”

“Damn right they are,” my husband agrees. “Her pussy, her ass, her mouth—all so damn tight. She milks your cock dry.”

My body heats with my husband’s words. From the corner of my eye, I see him with his cock out now. He’s slowly stroking away, enjoying the scene of the guys pouncing on me. His cock is hard and long and my pussy squeezes.

But, his cock isn’t the one I’m taking right now.

By the time I drag my attention back to the guys, all of them are naked too. My jaw falls slack, eyes unsure of what to look at first. All three of them have stayed in shape after college—I could feel it through their clothes, but now I see the proof too. Their cocks are as strong and tall as they are. Red and leaking.

Brent swipes his tip to smear his pre all over. Dave trails the vein on the underside of his shaft with his index finger and his balls visibly tighten. Garrett wraps his whole around the base of his cock and tightens like a cock ring, making him stiffer than I’ve ever seen a man.

Holy shit. I can’t believe I’m going to take all three of them at once. I was so brave before I saw their massive cocks, but now…am I really taking them all?

“You all…won’t fit,” I mumble with a gulp. “How…how are we going to fit?”

“You can do it, Baby. I know you can,” my husband encourages. “You’re going to be so fucking full. Pumped so full of cum.” He groans, eyes fluttering and chest heaving to calm himself. “Fuck. You’re going to be so damn beautiful with all of their cocks.”

With my husband’s words, the inner slut that’s been simmering inside me unleashes. Bars of my cage bent, my animalistic need is in full force. My husband is right. I’m going to be so damn full, so heavy with their cum.

And I can’t wait!

“Yes, please, take me.” My voice doesn’t waver, filled with my newfound conviction.

What happens next is a blur. For all three of them to fit in me at once, I’m flipped onto my front and Dave—the winner of my begging competition—slides under me. His cock presses against my stomach and my mound, already wet. Garrett kneads my ass, sliding his cock between my cheeks. There’s some shuffling around when cool liquid hits my hole.

“Never know what can happen at one of these reunions.” Garrett winks when he sees me looking over my shoulder. “Always come prepared.” He smears the lube around my hole with his thumb, coating my ass and his shaft.

Brent scoffs, taking his spot near my head. He tilts my jaw up to lock our gazes. “Only prep you need here is to breathe for me.” His thumb slides across my bottom lip, parting my mouth.

“Say the word, Aaron,” Dave growls, angling his cock with my pussy. “You tell us to start and we’ll fuck your wife just how she likes it.”

My breath catches in my throat and my skin tingles, waiting for my husband’s word. I’m so wet and my nipples are peaked and in this angle, they’re grazing across Dave’s mouth. Garrett slides his thumb into my ass, pushing against the canal, relaxing my muscles for his cock.

The tension in the room is thick. For a beat, the only things we can hear are our heavy breaths and wet slick. Then, my husband says the magic words.

“Fuck my wife.”

The three guys push into me all at once. My body immediately floods with a mixture of pressure and relief. I’m so full, words don’t exist to describe the stretch, the tension, the tug at my core. Even if words existed, my mind wouldn’t be able to conjure them up right now. All I can think about is taking all this cock in front of my husband.

It takes my body a whole minute to let their cocks adjust. Brent slides a hand under my throat, caressing it so my muscles relax. Garrett takes it slow in my ass, grunting past the tight ring of resistance when Brent’s massage helps ease the other cock in. Dave pushes in right to the hilt—easy and full aided by my natural slick.

My body stutters when the three of them pull out to their tips, hold themselves in place for a long beat, and then slam back into me.

My eyes roll back as far as they’ll go and every inch of my skin prickles with heat.

I had no idea I could feel like this.

My inner slut flexes my muscles, urging on the guys’ movements. My walls, my canal, and my throat all squeeze. Their cocks twitch.

The guys played basketball in college, and their teamwork on the court is obvious here in bed. The three of them work so well together, fucking me until all other thoughts fall out of my head.

“Fuck,” my husband mutters. “You look so fucking perfect, Emily.” From the corner of my eye, I see the affect this has on him.

After all these years, I’ve known that he loves watching me get fucked. He loves seeing cum drip out of my holes. He loves me in any position with cocks in my holes.

But right now? Now, it’s something new. Something dark. Something decadent.

“Bet you’d tell your husband just how full you are if you didn’t have a cock down your throat,” Brent groans, rolling his hips. “You’d tell him how I can feel my cock through your tight throat.” The hand at the underside of my throat squeezes the tiniest bit to direct my attention where his tip bulges through me.

I moan as saliva drips past my lips and onto Brent’s sac. The vibrations make his thrusts turn erratic and my whole body follows his rhythm.

I get pushed and pulled in all directions as Garrett and Dave grip onto my waist and hips, fucking my ass and pussy in opposing reactions to Brent.

“So damn wet and…tight,” Dave grits through a tight jaw. “Fuck, I can almost feel the cock in your ass through your pussy.”

Garrett lets out a guttural breath. “You think her pussy is tight? Can barely move in her ass.” He slaps the fleshy part of my ass, sting of the impact dissolving into liquid heat.

“All her holes are squeezin’ us like she’s begging us to come,” Dave adds, moving his thumb onto my aching clit. He starts swirling and jolts of arousal shoot through me, making my limbs twitch.

“Do you want that, Emily? My gorgeous, slutty wife?” my husband asks, voice breaking to signal his own orgasm. He’s pumping himself hard and fast, wet slaps of his hand against his shaft competing with the thrusts and moans of the guys in me. “You want to be so full of cum, you’re dripping for days?”

I breathe in and out, slow and measured. My husband is talking about dripping cum for days, but I’m thinking much longer term. I want to be dripping in this much cum for the rest of my life. And, I want my husband right there with me.

My core tightens and my toes curl. My limbs feel so heavy that I’m pretty sure I’m only held up by the guys and their cocks. Pleasure is rippling through me, gushing out of all my holes. My mind is so hazy with all this pleasure and I let myself get used like a perfect, slutty toy.

With Brent’s cock in my mouth, it’s not like I can respond to my husband’s lingering question. I need to show him—show all the guys—that their cum is all that’ll take to push me over the edge now. I do the one thing I can think of—the one thing I still have some semblance of hot control over.

I squeeze.

Everything.

I hollow out my cheeks and swallow, constricting my throat around Brent’s cock. I tighten my thighs as hard as I can, pulling Dave and Garrett’s cocks in deeper than ever and holding them until my canals mold to their shapes.

“Fuuuuck,” all the guys groan in unison as their hot loads spurt into me.

The warmth spreading into all my holes pushes me over the edge and I spasm, muscles tightening and loosening in quick succession when I come. I don’t have to try to guzzle down the cum in my throat—it slides down all on its own with my boneless pleasure. The cum in my pussy and ass cling to my walls, soaking into my pores.

We stay there, suspended in the waves of our pleasure when my husband grunts softly.

Brent pulls out of my mouth and I stretch my jaw, looking over to the chair. I gasp at the delicious sight of my husband’s cum lining the bottom of his abs—his cock still dripping. Suddenly, I could use something to wash down Brent’s cum.

Something like…my husband’s cum.

Dave and Garrett slide their cocks out and my holes make an audibly wet sound. Cum drips out, coating my thighs and my pussy lips.

I give the three guys a shaky laugh. “I’m going to drip cum for days,” I say, voice hoarse from my raw throat.

“You did so well,” my husband comes up beside me, settling onto the bed. “You took three cocks—milked them all dry.”

“I could use some dessert.” My slutty little mouth moves to my husband’s stomach, licking a wet stripe up, following his happy trail.

My husband shudders and pulls me up into a heated kiss. The mixture of his own cum on my tongue and Brent’s cum coating my mouth makes me groan. My husband’s tongue laps it up, swallowing everything I have to give him.

“Fuck,” he growls. “You’re so insatiable. You’re not done yet, are you?”

I shake my head, feeling my energy surging again with the taste of my husband.

“Well shit,” Dave says with amusement. “Night’s not over yet.”

“We have plenty more cum where that came from,” Garrett agrees.

“I call her pussy next,” Brent growls.

My husband grins. “You heard the guys. This reunion isn’t over yet.”

My inner slut is never satisfied, but I’m the luckiest wife on the planet because I have a husband who loves to watch me try.


HOTWIFE ON EDGE

Love stories where husbands hear about a slutty wife’s adventures? Check out Hotwife On Edge!

[image: ]

My husband hands the key to my pleasure to his best friend. Can his best friend keep me warm while my husband is on a business trip?

My husband is so busy that he can't keep up with my raging hormones. Before going away on a business trip, he tells me that he's arranged for someone to keep me warm until he can come back. That someone turns out to be his best friend.

For my first time being a shared wife, my husband's best friend teases me until I'm on the edge and begging for release. Not to be left out, my husband watches on video, directing the two of us like we're the ones on camera.

Hotwife On Edge is the first of the Hotwife's Remote Roulette series, following the adventures of one couple's dive into wife sharing. Though best read in order, each story is still fulfilling on its own. All characters are consenting adults. 

Read Now: https://books.sierradumont.com/remote1


STAY AT HOME HOTWIVES

Love enthusiastic wife sharing stories? Love great deals? Check out the 5 story collection: Stay At Home Hotwives.

[image: ]

Five wives; countless men. All shared in the comfort of their own homes and the encouragement of their husbands!

From first times to freeuse, meet the neighborhood wives who take each of their relationships to the next level. These hotwives jump into wife sharing, taking man after man—and sometimes a woman! They're made mindless with pleasure and warmed up for their husbands. Their sizzling hot marriages will never be the same again!

Bundle collects the Hotwife Shared At Home series and includes:

	Used By Two Men While My Husband Is Away
	Filled By The Gardener While My Husband Watches
	Hotwife Takes The Nanny
	Hotwife's Freeuse Football Sunday
	Hotwife's Surprise


All stories are interconnected, but can be read as standalones. Every story features wife sharing with consenting adults.

Read Now: https://books.sierradumont.com/homebundle


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Sierra writes about women being passed around, used, and shared—all with the encouragement of their loving husbands. All stories are about the hottest wives being pleasured in every way possible, whether by one man or multiple!

Stay up to date on new releases and sales while also nabbing a FREE hotwife story by signing up for Sierra’s newsletter at https://sierradumont.com!
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