
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

Hotwife's New Toy
Copyright
Hotwife On Edge
1
2
3
4
Teasing The Hotwife
1
2
3
Spanking The Hotwife
1
2
3
Hotwife's Bliss
1
2
3
Hotwife Fulfilled
1
2
3
Hotwife's Gift Exchange
Hotwife's Freeuse Football Sunday
Hotwife's Frisky Adventures
About the Author



HOTWIFE'S NEW TOY

5 Wife Sharing Stories

By

Sierra Dumont


COPYRIGHT

Copyright © 2024 Sierra Dumont

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the author.


HOTWIFE ON EDGE


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.
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I toss and turn, smacking the empty spot beside me with a thud. It’s midnight and my husband isn’t in bed yet. With a sigh, I drag myself out of bed, loosely throwing on a robe. He’s in his home office—he’s an in-demand CEO of a tech company, so he’s always working late. But, lately, it’s been getting later and later. I’m beginning to feel a little neglected—in all parts of our marriage.

I knock on the door before peeking in. “Everything okay?”

His dark hair is messy and his normally intense eyes look tired. He glances at me, at the clock, and back to me. “Sorry—this is the last budget report for the board. I just have to get it done.”

I frown, pushing down the sinking feeling in my stomach. “You’ve been holed up in here a lot lately.”

My husband drags a hand down his face. “I know, Baby. Things’ll free up in a month when this big patent goes through. I’ll be all yours then.”

My fingers rap on the doorframe. “What’ll I do until then?” My voice is barely above a whisper—I don’t even know if I meant for my husband to hear it. It’s not like he doesn’t still love me. After all, his business is what gives us this comfortable life. It’s just that he’s busy.

But, I need my husband too.

I need his hands, his mouth, his everything.

Something flashes in his eyes. “Don’t worry,” he says, voice suddenly husky. “I’ll make sure you’re taken care of.”

I muster up the best smile I can. “I know, you’re always taking care of me. I’ll be fine.” I walk to his chair, letting my robe slide down my shoulder. The cool air hits the top of my breast and my nipple peaks.

My husband’s gaze dips to my curves and he licks his lips.

It’s confirmation that he still wants me. But, sex isn’t the only thing that keeps a relationship going—no matter how much I want it these days. And damn, do I want it more and more. I don’t know if it’s because I’m older and more settled into my own body now or something else entirely, but I feel like I’m turned on at the drop of a hat now. I’m like someone in the 1920s—getting hot and bothered just from seeing an ankle.

Thankfully, my husband shows off a lot more than that even if he’s usually too busy to keep up with me.

I slide my hands all over his chest. His pecs and shoulders are divine—he keeps his body as sharp as his mind. His muscles flex under my touch and I stifle a moan.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “I have the hottest wife and I barely have time to see her.” He wraps his hands around my waist, pulling me to his lap.

I gasp because under my ass is a raging hard on. Thick. Twitching. Throbbing. And it’s all for me. I can’t help the little moan that slips through my lips.

My husband chuckles and dips to the curve of my neck. “You like that? The effect you have on me? How hard I get?” His teeth graze down my neck, nibbling at the cusp of my shoulder. His hot breath tickles the small hairs on the back of my neck when he pulls away just far enough to let his voice rumble through me. “Think you’d like getting another man hard?”

Another man? It takes me a second to register what he’s saying, but I don’t have time to ask about more because in the next breath, he grabs my chin, draws me in, and dives into my mouth. He tastes like the heat of my body and the electric jolt of pleasure buzzing in my spine. His tongue flicks across mine, exploring every inch of my mouth like he hasn’t already mapped it out in full.

When I roll my naked hips against him, I leave a hot trail of my wetness over his pants. I’ll send them out to dry cleaning after this, but right now? I’m going to mark my husband in the pleasure that he inspires.

With a grunt, he pulls off. Half lidded and eyes darkened, he gives me a hungry look. “That cock won’t go down on its own, you know.” His voice is deep and commanding. I wouldn’t argue even if my mouth could do that right now. I’m so pent up, missing my husband’s touch, that when my husband has the time to fuck me, I’ll take it.

I slide my hands down my body, letting my robe completely drop to the ground. My nipples are puffy and ready to be touched. I pinch both of them, tugging them and rolling them between my fingers. A soft blush creeps up my chest and my husband’s gaze follows its path.

“So needy,” he growls, grabbing the plush of my ass and grinding me harder against his clothed cock. “So damn needy that I just can’t keep up.” He’s tilting and moving my hips, hitting my clit over and over again on the seams of his pants. “Might have to outsource your orgasms.”

I want to laugh at his wording—mixing his business with my pleasure—but, I’m stuck at the insinuation again. He couldn’t mean…could he?

My thoughts vanish as abruptly as they came because my husband presses into my swollen clit with his thumb and my sudden orgasm rips through me. My back arches just as my nails grazes against my hard nipples. Head thrown back, I let out a low and long moan. I’ve been so damn pent up that even masturbating wasn’t helping. This quickie release from my husband is just the thing.

All the pleasure and arousal surge through me in waves. It takes me a full few minutes to get back even a little bit of my coherence. My husband is rubbing slow, feather-like circles onto my clit. Even oversensitive, my body builds that delicious pressure in my core again.

“You’re going to be the perfect, insatiable wife I know you are and you’re going to bounce on my cock until you come again, aren’t you?” Keeping on hand on my clit, he taps my ass with the other, signaling for me to lift it just enough for him to unzip. “Aren’t you?”

I look down to see his thick cock pop out of the opening in his boxer-briefs. My mouth waters almost as much as my cunt. “Yes,” I mewl. “Yes, fuck, yes. I’m going to ride you until I’m screaming on your cock.”

My husband grins and my heart pounds with the same fervor as my pussy. Even after all these years, that lopsided, devilish grin still makes my core flutter. I wrap my fingers around him, reveling in the silky, velvety skin. His cock twitches when I slide my thumb over the tip, coating him in a salty-sweet sheen. He watches so intently when I line us up, parting my pussy lips for the head to notch at my entrance.

I take my time, sinking into him. Who knows when we’ll have the time to do this again. I need to take my minutes where I can. He’s so big that it takes me much longer than anticipated to take him all the way. I let gravity do most of the work, taking deep breaths with every inch.

“Fuck, Baby, that’s so good,” my husband moans. “You’re so damn tight—squeezing me like your pussy’s life depends on it.” He makes a garbled sound when our hips meet. Fully sheathed inside me, I’m stretched to the brim. His cock nestles in so deep. My pussy flutters, molding around him.

I let out a sigh of relief. I don’t know what’s happened to me in the past few months with my sex drive raging out of control, but my husband’s cock is the perfect pacifier. Sitting on him, slowly rolling my hips, pressing flesh against flesh, I finally feel whole.

Just as I get used to his size, he bucks into me. I squeak and grab onto his shoulders. My husband licks his lips and does it again, watching my breasts bounce, movement rippling through my skin.

“Look at you—look at how you love bouncing on a cock.” My husband grips my hips tightly, pounding into me faster and harder. “Just couldn’t wait, could you? You needed a cock so bad, you had to have it in the middle of the night.”

My nails dig into his muscles and my mouth falls open. With every thrust, he’s hitting that perfectly sensitive spot deep in me. The spot that he knows so well. “Yes! Yes! I couldn’t wait! I needed to be fucked so bad!” I’m babbling in barely coherent words—a sign of my husband’s job well done.

“Hate that I can’t be there all the time. But we’ll get you other cocks to bounce on. You want that? You want to embrace your slutty side?”

My head spins as sounds of wet skin slapping against skin fill the air. There’s a dull voice inside me that screams to embrace my slutty side, but I’m so caught up in this moment that I can’t trust all those parts of me. Does my husband really mean it? Does he really want me to sleep with other men? What does that mean for him? Will he be sleeping with other women?

Before I can spiral, my husband’s head dips and he peppers light kisses across my chest. Biting, growling, nipping. He’s showing me that I turn him on as much as he turns me on. All of my previous concerns wash away and I let myself give into the pleasure.

My husband’s woody scent. His alternating hard and soft touches. His grunts and sharp gasps.

Then, his cock smashes into my g-spot and I can’t contain myself any longer.

Where the first orgasm was a release of everything I’ve been keeping in, this one is a deep, reverberation through my body. This one claims me from head to toe. This one makes my whole body turn rigid before slumping into a lump of boneless satisfaction.

My head falls onto my husband’s shoulder, sweat making his shirt stick to my skin. His come gushes into me, cock twitching as my pussy milks him dry. Fuck. I’ve missed the feel of his hot seed painting me. I’ve missed getting fucked out of my mind. My body has missed all this release.

My breathing slows and my lids droop. Now that I’m sated, I finally feel like I can get some sleep. My husband chuckles and stands, lifting me with him. Only then does his cock slide out of me, dripping cum across our hardwood floors when he brings me to the bed.

Tucked in and tingling with the aftershocks of my orgasms, I drift into sleep, wondering what my husband meant when he said he’ll get me other cocks to bounce on.
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Bouncing on my husband’s cock last night at least helped me fall asleep. But, when I wake up, tangled and sweaty in my sheets, I’m roaring to go again. Sadly, my husband is already out of bed and well on his way to a business trip out of town. I snake my hand down my body and between my legs, sending a shiver through my body. My index finger makes a tentative circle around my clit. I bite my bottom lip when I give myself a couple more swipes.

I mewl but it just doesn’t feel the same by myself. I need my husband. I need a cock!

Goddamnit. My sex drive is really out of control!

I drag myself out of bed, thankful that I don’t have work today. With my husband’s high-powered job, I get to live my dream of being a florist. But today, I’ve closed up shop to run errands. Not the most glamorous day, but after last night, maybe it’s exactly what I need to quench some of my need.

My bra’s fabric brushes against my nipples when I get dressed and I shiver. Okay, so maybe my need isn’t something that can just be quenched with mind-over-matter. I sigh and just as I’m about to leave, I see a small box at the edge of our hallway table. It’s right beside where keep our keys. It’s a small box with a pink ribbon on it. When did my husband have the time to get this? I carefully unwrap it and pull out the contents, nearly dropping it when I realize what I’m holding.

Inside the box is a wearable vibrator. It’s sleek, smooth, and just sliding my finger across the silicone makes me so hot.

The small note has a single sentence scribbled on it—my husband’s handwriting.

Your pussy is mine to do with as I please.

Holy shit. This isn’t something we’ve discussed, but reading it out on the note? So firm and clear? Yes. Yes, my pussy is my husband’s to do with as he pleases. And, if he wants me to wear this, then I will.

What else does he want me to do with my pussy?

Who else does he want in my pussy?

His eager words from yesterday rush back to me, hitting me like a train. He said he would get me a cock for when he can’t be around. He said that he wants me to embrace my slutty side.

The little voice from last night ignites. He wants me to sleep with other men? He wants to be in charge of my pussy? My knees knock together, seeking any sort of friction it can. I’m already dressed, but my body aches to have this vibrator in me.

I haven’t been fucked in what…eight hours? And this is how I feel? I let out a wry laugh. I’ve already embraced my slutty side—my husband is just enhancing it.

I rush to push this vibrator in, inserting part of it inside and nestling the external head against my clit. I barely have time to get my hands out of my panties when it buzzes to life.

I gasp and clutch the closest wall.

Holy shit.

There’s no way that I’m already pent up enough that ten seconds with a vibrator would make me orgasm. Right?

Well, I don’t get to find out because as quickly as it came to life, it stops.

I growl, clenching my fists and slamming against my leg. My husband is teasing me!

Huffing, I call him. He’s probably on a plane right now, but this is important enough for a real conversation!

“Did you find my gift?” That’s how he answers the phone. No greetings, no asking about how things are going. Straight to the matter of what’s in my pussy.

“I found it,” I say, holding my voice steady.

I can practically feel the smugness radiating through the phone. “And?”

“And, you turned it off before I could get off!”

My husband makes a raspy noise. “Who says I have the remote?”

My breath catches in my throat and the small hairs at the back of my neck perk up. So he’s really leaning into what he said last night. I half thought that it was just something he mentioned in the heat of the moment. But, he’s had plenty of time to think. He’s even had enough time to give someone else the remote.

But who?

“You…you want someone else to control my pussy?”

There’s a brief pause before my husband answers, “Baby, I still control your pussy. But, it’s mine to lend out. It’s mine to gift.”

Oh shit. Yes. A new gush of wetness forms, soaking my panties through.

“Are you wet from hearing that?”

“Yes,” I whisper. But, I don’t want to get too carried away here. I don’t want to do anything that would hurt my husband. If my husband needs it, I’ll hold out until he gets back. I’m a big girl. I know how to take care of myself. “But…are you sure? You want me to fuck someone else?”

Another pause. “Fuck yes.” His voice is husky and dark. If he were here right now, I’d have to jump his bones. That deep voice does delicious things to me. “I want you to ride another cock like you rode mine. I want you to get off when I can’t tend to you. I want you to be the real hot slut you are.”

I’m breathing in short, staccato puffs. Each word that comes out of my husband’s mouth warms me more than the last. “What about you?” My voice breaks when I bring up my biggest fear.

He snorts. “Your pussy’s the only one for me.”

“And…you’re into this? You’re sure? You want to share me?” Is each question higher pitched than the next or is it just my imagination?

“Hell yeah. I’ve been thinking about it for a while, but when you came to me so needy and dripping last night…it just convinced me to go for it. I wanna make sure every fucking man on Earth knows how hot my wife is. I want them to feel you squeeze around their cocks. I want them to know that that pussy is mine!” He growls the possessive like it brings out his feral side.

So, it’s true. He really does want to share me! I open my mouth, but the vibrator buzzes again. All that comes out is a low moan.

“Sounds like someone wants your pussy’s attention,” my husband growls. “Better go find out who, Baby.”

“Okay,” I whimper, catching my breath as the vibrator turns off again. “Even if it’s taken care of, this pussy’s going to be waiting for you. I love you after all.”

“Oh I know. Other guys just get a turn. I get a whole life to fuck you because I fucking love you too.”

The line clicks off and I slide my hand down my body, tapping at the vibrator. So, my husband has given the remote to someone. If he wants a cock in my pussy while he’s away, then it must be someone I’d actually see. My husband knows that I’m off work today. It’s kind of like a scavenger hunt—the remote is the prize and my pussy is the clue. Maybe the answer is in my errands list.

I scan it and snag on one line.

Return the golf clubs my husband borrowed from his best friend.

It seems like my pussy’s starting off with a bang.
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I make it to my husband’s best friend’s house in record time. The vibrator only goes off once—right before I step out of the car. I catch my breath against the car door, standing in the driveway.

The vibrations run through me from the inside-out. The inner part rubs against my g-spot and the external bit is pressed right against my clit. My hips gyrate on their own and my pussy squeezes. The insertable is nowhere near as big as a cock and my pussy is begging for more.

Legs wobble when I try to get the golf clubs out of the back. I can’t believe that I’m standing in front of my husband’s best friend’s house, holding a set of borrowed golf clubs, and trying my best not to break down and moan as I drip all over the driveway.

Not exactly where I expected my life to go, but with the delicious way the vibrator harmonizes with my pussy’s pulsing, I have nothing to complain about.

Every step toward the front door intensifies the vibrations. The impact of shoe on pavement thrums in my veins. The sound of the doorbell is nothing compared to the buzzing in my body.

And, as soon as the doorknob turns, the vibrations stop.

“Cady,” my husband’s best friend greets me with a sly grin.

I follow the line of his muscled body up. He rests an arm against the doorframe, toying with something small. Something that looks an awful lot like a remote to a vibrator I have shoved up my pussy.

“Evan,” I greet him in return. As much as I don’t want to give him the satisfaction of checking him out, it’s impossible. I’m already turned on and it’s making my hormones go haywire.

Evan is hot. There’s no denying that. Sleek, dark hair. Chiseled jaw. Shoulders that prove his athleticism. But, he’s the type of hot who knows he’s hot. Which makes him extra cocky.

I bet it just made his day when my husband handed him the remote.

I roll my eyes and shrug the golf bag up, squinting in the high sun. “Are you going to invite me in or are you going to make me sweat out here?”

He gives me a toothy smirk and moves aside just enough so I have to squeeze past him. The heat from his hard wall of muscle palpably changes the crackling between us. When I get inside, I know I’m not leaving without being thoroughly fucked.

Just how my husband wants it.

“I can make you sweat whenever I want, Sweetheart.” His tone is a hot stone massage rubbing across my goose-pimpled skin.

I have a retort ready to go on my tongue, but when I face him, I see him running the damn remote over his knuckles. He’s twisting and turning it like he knows exactly how to use it. The wet spot at my crotch is already proof of that.

I clear my throat and set the golf clubs down. “Dan borrowed these. It’s on my list to give them back.”

His cool blue eyes glide over to the clubs and snap right back to me. He licks his lips and crosses his arms, pushing up his pecs. “What else is on that little list of yours?”

How does he make everything he says into something panty-dropping?

I groan internally. Maybe he doesn’t. Maybe it’s just because I’m my husband’s slut that I’m eying this man up and taking every little thing as a come-on.

I must take longer than I think to answer because he clicks his tongue and hovers his thumb over the button on the remote. “I can tell you one thing on that list.” His thumb presses down and I swear, I see it happen in slow-motion.

The soft click of the button is instantly followed by the sharp buzz of the vibrator and a gasp ripping from my throat. Did he change the intensity while I wasn’t looking? My thigh muscles clench so hard that I set my hands on my knees and take a big breath. The vibrator might not fill me up like a cock, but the way it frames both my clit and my g-spot at the same time has me overwhelmed.

Evan watches me with the intensity of a thousand suns. His gaze dark, he’s looking over every inch of me.

My nipples pebble under my bra and my clit is already so swollen. I don’t know how much more of this teasing I can take!

Like he’s reading my mind, he turns the vibrator off. “Fuck,” he mutters. “Dan’s loss is my gain.” He takes a single step to close our distance. Index finger under my jaw, he tips my face up so I have to meet his eyes. “So slutty that you need more than one man to take care of you, huh?”

The point where his fingerpad touches my chin radiates sparks of arousal. “Yes,” I say, breathy and heavy.

He chuckles and steps back, walking through his house and gesturing me to follow. “Good. Your pussy might be Dan’s but until he’s back”—Evan waves the remote over his shoulder—“it’s mine.”

My pussy clenches at the idea of taking a new cock. I would never do something like this without the encouragement of my husband. So, him telling me to really embrace this new side of myself…it’s everything.

He wouldn’t give his best friend the key to my pussy if he didn’t want us to enjoy it. I know how hard my husband was when he blurted this out during our session last night. I can only imagine how much my husband is getting off on the idea that his best friend is getting a taste of his wife.

We make it to Evan’s bedroom and he leans against the wall. He’s deciding just how to take me—what to do to me.

And fuck, I’ll take it all. I’m desperate and aching. The stopping and starting of the vibrator has edged me enough that I might come just at the sight of Evan’s cock.

“I dunno how the two of you do things, Sweetheart, but I’m not going to fuck you like I love you—got it?”

I roll my eyes. For people who don’t know Evan, he comes off as rough and demanding. In reality, he’s one of my husband’s most loyal friends. I’ve caught glimpses of the softer side.

The only thing that should be soft in a bedroom is the mattress.

“I want you to fuck me like you mean it,” I tell him, holding my voice steady like I’m not about to break into an orgasm with a feather-light touch.

His face splits into a feral smile—predatory upon seeing his helpless prey. “That I can do, Sweetheart.” He holds up the remote, makes eye contact with me, and presses the button.
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The vibrator is so strong, buzzing sharply in my pussy. My walls have contracted around it so I’m fuller than I ever have been without an actual cock in me. I stumble back and hit Evan’s bedroom wall. My head hits it with a thump and I splay out my hands to hold my body up.

“Fuuuck,” I moan as my hips start to grind. My shorts feel tighter by the second and my nipples are about to poke right through my bra. Through hooded lids, I catch a look at Evan.

I’m ready to see that cool exterior, knowing exactly how to handle the fact that his best friend’s wife is dripping onto his floors. But, I’m pleased to see that I’m affecting him as much as he’s affecting me. His cock tents his jeans and the midday sun highlights the outline of his shaft.

Holy shit. He’s big.

Like, really big.

My pussy flutters like it’s taking a steadying breath. The vibrator seems so small now. Did my husband know about the size of his friend’s cock? Is that why my husband chose this man to be my first shared wife experience?

“Think you’re ready to take me, Cady?” Evan growls, palming himself. His hand is already big—reflecting his massive frame—but when he grabs his cock, somehow, his cock overshadows even those long, thick fingers.

“Yes,” I whisper. “I need it. I need your cock.” I’m now grinding against the wall behind me because the pressure building up in my core needs to go somewhere. I’m buzzing with as much energy as the vibrator imparts into me. I’m desperate to release it.

“Yeah, I bet you do.” He turns off the vibrator, making a show of clicking the button on the remote.

Without the vibrator, my energy is sapped. All the blood that’s rushed to my clit has nowhere to go and nothing to do. I’m edged to my limit and my frustration boils over. “Just…fuck me!” I’m pleading. Begging. Whining. I don’t even care. I need a cock and I need one now.

“Bet you didn’t know that Dan told me not to fuck you till you were begging for it.”

What? My husband left instructions for how I should be fucked? My husband made sure that I would be taken care of—thoroughly. I didn’t think that I could love my husband more than I already do, but my heart is as full as my pussy is empty of cock.

Evan turns on the vibrator again and all my thoughts disappear. I let out a garbled scream, clutching at my pussy through my shorts. “Please,” I mewl. “Please, fuck me. I’m begging. Please!”

“There we go. That’s my best friend’s wife right there.” Evan finally closes our distance, grabbing the back of my neck and drawing me in for a heated kiss. It’s different from my husband’s. My husband knows my mouth. Evan is just discovering it for the first time. He’s eager and hard, not caring about being sloppy.

It’s not enough. I need more than just a kiss.

I grab for his waistband with more fervor than I thought I had. His button and zipper are undone in seconds. My fingerpad tracing the outline of his cock, Evan growls before pulling away. His eyes are blazing now and his nose flares before he wraps those hot hands around my waist and throws me onto the bed.

I bounce once and the impact coupled with the vibrations against my clit make all my muscles tense up. “Close,” I mumble. “So damn close!”

The vibrator shuts off just as my vision blurs at the edges.

“Fuck!” I slam my fists into the mattress.

Evan’s laughter fills the room, curling around every nerve in my body. “You don’t get to come until I make you come. Your husband might’ve had plans with this little toy, but nothing’s getting you over the edge except my cock.”

I growl in frustration. Sweat clings my clothes to every curve, but Evan finally takes it on himself to undress us. He’s out of his shirt and jeans in record time, and I get a better view of that massive cock stretching out his boxer-briefs.

Can I even take a cock like that? I haven’t slept with anyone other than my husband since we got together, and that was so many years ago now. Do I even know how to take another cock at this point?

Evan raises a brow. “Think your husband wants to see his wife getting fucked? Maybe I should call him. We’ll give him a real show. Bet he’d like a break from his fucking investor meetings.”

My body tingles at the prospect. If my husband didn’t want to know about me fucking other guys, then he wouldn’t have trusted his best friend with the remote to my pussy. When I meet Evan’s eyes, I notice something that wasn’t there before—a softness, consideration, thoughtfulness. He thinks that having my husband on screen will make my mind feel as comfortable as my body is.

“Yes,” I say, breathless. “I think Dan wants to watch.”

Grinning, Evan uses one hand to push up my shirt, finally giving my tits the attention they deserve. The other hand drops the remote onto the bed and grabs his phone. It takes a minute for my husband to pick up on the other end.

“Fuck,” my husband growls. “You called me in the middle of fucking my wife?”

“Damn right. Thought you should see her taking another guy’s cock.” Evan turns the screen toward me so I see my husband on video.

It’s dark, so he must be in his hotel room. I’m not sure if we woke him up, but the look on my husband’s face says he doesn’t mind even if we did. His hair is messy and his eyes are hot.

“Look at you—my needy, slutty, gorgeous fucking wife.”

I had no idea how much hearing his voice would help me through this. All my concerns about whether he’d enjoy this as much as me are gone. The husky, gravelly need in his voice can’t be faked. Evan pushes down my bra, and my tits jiggle, freed from their cage.

“Your wife has the best damn tits,” Evan says.

“She has the best everything.”

“And you’re gonna watch me fuck her.”

My husband inhales sharply. While Evan kneads one breast, pinching a nipple to make my chest push out toward the camera, I wait for my husband’s response. His enthusiasm is as important as mine here.

“Damn right I am.” My husband gives us permission and that’s all it takes for Evan to snap out of his thin rope of control.

One-handed, he easily snaps open the button of my shorts and tugs them halfway down my thighs. I wiggle to push them down further. I don’t even notice that he’s pushed my panties down along with my shorts until the cool air hits my bare pussy.

“You were right”—Evan’s finger slides through my folds, pressing against the soft silicone—“best damn pussy too.” He massages the insertable and it clings to my walls. My fingers claw into Evan’s blanket as I writhe.

Finally, the touch and heat of a person rather than a toy.

“Her pussy’s so pink and wet already. Bet you teased her real good, didn’t you?” my husband asks Evan.

Evan shoots me a knowing grin. “One more round, and I bet she would’ve come so hard, I’d have to mop up the floors.”

“Instead, you’ll just have to change your sheets. Pull out that toy—she deserves a cock by now.” My husband is directing us, and his involvement makes me even more pliable.

I let my legs fall open, giving both Evan and my husband a better view.

“That’s my slutty wife,” my husband says.

Evan hooks his finger around the bend of the vibrator and eases it out. He holds it up, angles his phone so my husband can see, and licks it clean. His tongue laps up every drop of my pussy juice that’s leaked onto it. He licks his lips, popping them with an audible sound. “Fucking delicious,” he growls, dropping the toy beside its remote.

My short whimper is cut off by a searing kiss as Evan’s fingers slide around in my wetness. My own salty-sweetness clings to his tongue and I tip my head back, eager for every last drop of myself.

“How do you taste on his tongue, Baby?” my husband asks when Evan pulls away.

“So…horny,” I reply with a pout. “I need to be fucked. Please. My pussy’s so empty!”

“You heard her. Fuck my wife.” My husband’s tone leaves no room for argument—not that anyone would have given any.

Evan nods, pushes down his boxer-briefs and wraps his hand around his cock.

“Fuck,” I whisper. “You’re so…big.”

My husband chuckles. “What do you think all the vibrator warm up was for?”

So my husband knew all along. I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised—guys locker rooms and everything. But, it means that my husband knew that this monster cock would be in me.

“You can do it, Baby. You can take him. I know you can. He’s going to keep you nice and warm until I’m back. You want to be fucked, don’t you?” my husband coos.

Slowly but surely, I nod. “I do. I want to be fucked so bad. I can do it. I can take you.”

“‘Course you can. I wouldn’t have said yes if I didn’t think you could.” Evan angles the phone so my husband can see the point of entry, lines us up, and pushes my pussy lips apart with his cock.

“Deep breath, Baby,” my husband says, voice hoarse.

I purse my lips and breathe as Evan’s tip pushes in.

“Oh fuck,” my husband groans. “You’re taking him so well, Baby, keep going.”

I tilt my hips, urging Evan deeper. It takes him a solid minute, letting my pussy flutter to accommodate him, but when he’s fully sheathed in me, I let out a delicious sigh of relief. I’m so full and stretched out, it’s bliss.

“I think she likes it,” Evan says with a hitch in his voice. His cock is twitching inside me, ready to move, ready to pound into me and leave me breathless.

“I love it,” I respond with a heady chuckle. “But, I need you to move!” I roll my hips, urging him to let go even more.

“You heard my wife. Fuck her.” My husband demands nothing short of the best in his line of work, and he demands the same in the bedroom. Especially of his trusted best friend.

Evan doesn’t need any more encouragement. He pulls out of me and snaps back like lightning. The first thrust alone sends jolts of pleasure up my spine and down my toes.

“Harder,” my husband demands.

Evan laughs. “Your wife isn’t going to be able to walk after I’m done with her.” He grabs my hips and pounds into me. Hard. Fast. Rough.

Exactly how I want it. How my pussy needs it.

His sac slaps against my pussy lips, my thighs burn from stretching around his thick body, my pussy gushes in a new wave of wetness with every thrust.

It’s so much better than the vibrator.

But, it’s still not enough.

“More!” I shout. “Give it to me! All of it!”

With a harsh growl, Evan throws the phone and it lands right above my head. With his cock still inside me, he pushes up my legs to my chest, and flips me so I’m on all fours. The phone points right at my face so my husband can see me when I get taken like this.

One hand tangles into my hair, tugging it into a makeshift ponytail. My head tips upwards and I catch my husband’s eager gaze. This time, I notice something new.

My husband’s phone is pointed so I can see him pumping his own cock in time to Evan’s thrusts.

“You like this, Baby?” my husband growls. “You like being fucked by my best friend while I watch?”

“Yes!” I cry out. “Yes! I love it! My pussy loves it!”

Evan gripping me tight and thrusting hard enough to make the bed’s headboard slam against the back wall is exactly what I need. Being able to see just how much my husband loves this is icing on the cake.

Finally, the pressure that’s been building in my core comes to a head.

“Come for me, Sweetheart,” Evan commands, leaning over me so I can feel the vibrations of his words from his chest to my back.

“Come for him,” my husband agrees.

How can I let these two men down?

I give into the thrum of my release, letting the waves smash into my body. My vision blurs, my toes curl, and I let out a low moan that’s sure to alert the neighbors. I tremble and my hands buckle, but Evan is there to catch me with his free hand. Holding me up with a hand flat across the middle of my chest, he pumps into me three more times before stilling.

Hot cum fills me and my thirsty little pussy drinks it all up. I squeeze Evan so tight that I can feel the thick vein pulsing along the underside of his shaft. His seed drips out even with his cock still in me, pumping until he’s completely empty.

By the time I’m recovered enough to look at my husband in the video call again, I can see a sheen of white coating his now bare abs. He shoots me a lazy grin. “That was so good, Cady. Fuck. Almost as good as when I’m the one fucking you.”

Evan snorts, undignified, but totally fitting of his personality. “That was fucking great.” He slowly pulls out and slaps my ass on the way.

I squeak and fall onto the bed, boneless as the ripples of my orgasm’s aftershocks flood my system. I return my husband’s smile. “That was so good,” I moan. “Guess you really were serious when you told me last night that you wanted to share me.”

My husband nods. “Wasn’t sure if you wanted to try it.”

“I’m on board now.”

Evan comes back with a warm, wet towel to wipe between my legs. “And I have you for the rest of the week.” The towel grazes against my engorged clit, punctuating his point.

“Take good care of her till I’m back.” He drops his voice so only I can hear. “And when I’m back, I’m going to see who else is good enough for your pussy to wield that remote.”

My pussy clenches in excitement at the thought of being passed around at my husband’s whim. “I can’t wait,” I tell him, drifting into thoughts of my new, shared wife life.


TEASING THE HOTWIFE


NOW THAT I’VE taken his best friend, my husband gifts my pleasure remote to his intern! The younger man teases and stimulates me until I’m begging for him.

I’m so excited for my new hotwife life that when my husband comes back, my arousal gushes out like a waterfall—soaking us in hot desire. Too bad he has to leave again!

Thankfully, he gifts me to another man—this time, his young, hot intern. I’m squirming and panting when he pleasures me over and over again. I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve finished, but it isn’t until he records a video of us to send to my husband that I’m coming undone for good.
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“Honey, I’m home!” my husband calls out as the front door opens. He doesn’t always come home like we’re in a 50’s sitcom, but this time, it’s special. This time, he’s coming home to a whole new wife.

A shared wife.

I’ve decided to surprise him with dinner in bed—by dinner, I mean me. He’s taken such good care of me by gifting me to his best friend that I can’t help but do everything I can to show him just how much I appreciate this gift.

I’m in his favorite lingerie set—it’s strappy, it’s red, and it leaves just enough to the imagination to make him go feral—and I have the toy he gifted me inside and ready to go.

“Bedroom!” I shout, guiding him to me.

I haven’t seen my husband in a couple days, but I’ve been kept warm by his best friend this entire time. My skin tingles in anticipation of getting to see my husband in person again. I rub my knees together and realize that I’m already wet.

Looks like taking my husband’s friend multiple times this week hasn’t actually decreased my need for my husband. I didn’t expect anything less. I’ve been so insatiable as the years have passed that I’m only getting started. My husband is going to have to put in the work to keep up with me now.

“Well, fuck. That’s the best sight to come home to.” My husband pauses in the doorway, eying me up.

His gaze is alight and he’s slowly unbuttoning the sleeves of his dress shirt. I can’t tear my eyes off his thick fingers working those buttons. He knows exactly what he’s doing and the effect he has on me when he rolls up those sleeves and flexes. My husband has kept in shape all these years and when his sleeves are up to his elbows, my mouth waters at the sight of his forearm veins bulging.

My legs fall open and my husband’s eyes fix between my legs. Through his favorite lingerie panties, he can see the slight bulge of the insertable vibrator. I point to the night stand where the matching remote sits.

He doesn’t wait to pick it up, caressing the smooth surface with his thumb before building my anticipation by tapping on the buttons without actually turning it on. “Look like you had fun with Evan.” His voice is husky and laced with the same budding need as me.

I nod. “He fucked me, filled me, and worst of all, he teased me until I was begging for his cock.” I fake a pout.

My husband chuckles. “Worst of all, huh? Didn’t seem like you minded begging when he showed off that first evening.”

Heat crawls up my body, flushing my skin to match the lingerie. “Okayyy, so maybe it wasn’t the worst thing.” I slide my hand to the edge of the bed, toying with the bedsheet. “Maybe it was kind of the best.”

My husband must have the willpower of…well, something with a ton of willpower because he still doesn’t give in. He takes a page out of Evan’s book to tease every exposed expanse of my skin, starting with my outstretched arm. He trails the vibrator’s remote down my arm, leaving a wake of raised gooseflesh. I shudder with the cool touch of the remote and the thought of what its capable of.

“You liked fucking my best friend, then?” my husband asks. His eyes flash hot, but there’s no jealousy. Only intensity. My husband found it hot more than anything else.

“I liked fucking whoever you wanted me to fuck. I liked giving over control of my pussy. I liked being gifted by you.” I can’t imagine saying these words even just a week ago, but now, they’re my reality.

My husband is a busy, busy man. He has a company to run and with new and emerging technologies, every day is busier than the next. With my raging libido, it’s been hard for us to get the time to fuck like we used to in college. Honestly, if we had the time, our sex today would any previous sex out of the water.

Being older means being more secure—in my skin, in my marriage, in my pleasure. I’m not afraid to chase what I need and give into what I want. My husband showed me that he’s the same when he gifted me the insertable vibrator and gave the remote to his best friend.

It kicked off this new shared wife lifestyle.

At least, I hope it’s a lifestyle and not just a one-off. Watching my husband come through a video call while I took another cock got me hot like never before. From the look on my husband’s face, he felt the same.

My husband smirks and trails the remote up to my collarbone, down my sternum, and he taps the vibrator head pressing gently against my clit. “Would you like to be gifted to other men?”

Before I can answer, my husband clicks on the remote.

“Ahh, yes!” I blurt in the surge of pleasure and in response to his question. I don’t know how, but even though the toy is the same, it feels completely different when operated by my husband.

“My slutty wife wants to take more cock, does she?” My husband presses the button again, changing the vibration pattern. A long buzz is followed by a short pause. Then a jolt of harsh buzzing before a mere second to catch my breath. It keeps going, building the thrumming in my core.

Before today, I’d always been annoyed at the different vibration patterns. I don’t need to read Morse code with my pussy. But, my husband wields the remote both like a key and like a whip. I’m into both. The vibrations break for a beat, but I know they’ll be back. The short moment gives me just enough time to catch my breath and respond to my husband. “Please,” I say. “I need all the cock. As much as I can get!” The vibrations roar back to life and the hum resonates from my canal.

Finally, my husband gives in and touches me with his fingers. His heat has nothing on me now. My body is on edge, being pushed and pulled around like a toy itself. He alternates light touches and hard presses, coming up from my calves to my thighs. Hungry for more, his face dips to my hips, tongue tracing the lace of my panties. “You’re so hot when you’re needy,” my husband growls into my skin. “Beg me like you begged Evan.”

I roll my hips and thread my hand through my husband’s hair. I direct his face closer to my pussy where the vibrator sits. His nose grazes it, amplifying his guttural groan. “Fuck me,” I whimper. “I need your cock!”

The pressure from the vibrator is building and dropping with this pattern, but my wetness is consistently growing. I’m so damn soaked, I’m surprised the vibrator isn’t just sliding right out of my pussy.

“Love hearing you beg.” My husband grabs the waistband of my lace panties with his teeth and tugs them down to reveal the sleek vibrator. My hands fall away to my side when my husband turns the vibrator off and slowly pulls it out. “Don’t think this toy is a one-time use.” He winks.

Warmth rushes through me. I was just worrying about whether this shared wife thing would be a whole lifestyle change or just a one-off. I don’t have to worry anymore.

Now, I just have to worry about getting off because without the vibrator, my pussy feels so empty.

My husband senses my need and quickly shoves three fingers into my pussy. I gasp with the delicious touch of skin on skin. Silicone gets the job done, but there’s nothing like the size of a man. As my pussy walls clench and flutter around him, his free hand snakes up my torso. His trail leaves a scorching path of desire, burning hot through my flesh. Fuck. Did my time with Evan make me even more insatiable? Even more slutty?

My husband lands at my bra. A matching set, this is lacy too, but just over the nipples. The sheerness only tints my peaked nipples as they try to burst through the fabric. Thin straps frame my tits from my shoulder to my back, pushing out my round mounds like they’re aching to be squeezed.

My husband obliges, wrapping his full hand around a tit and squeezing.

My eyes roll all the way back to my head. My husband knows exactly how to handle me. He lets go and all the blood rushes straight to my nipple. The lace brushes against it, giving me a taste of the delicious, rough friction I crave. My husband gives me the rest.

Pinching my nipple between thumb and forefinger, my husband watches me writhe. “That’s it, Baby. You’ve been so patient, waiting for me to come back.” His fingers thrust in me, keeping time with the ministration of him toying with my nipple. “I’ve been too damn busy for my own wife.” He shifts to give the other nipple some attention. “But the way you looked, taking another cock.” He lets out a rasp and his fingers press hard into my g-spot. “So fucking good.” One more tweak of my nipple and I’m keening, coming undone.

All the pressure that’s built in my core gushes out—literally. Before I know it, I’m squirting all over my husband’s arm. It’s a good thing he’s rolled up his sleeves already. I’ve ruined the sheets and stained the edges of my panties where my squirt reached.

I’m catching my breath but my husband is just getting started.

The sight of my glistening skin spurs him on. He growls, pulls his fingers off me, and unzips.

Fuck. I’ve missed his cock so much. Taking his friend’s cock was great, but every cock is different. My husband’s cock is muscle memory for my pussy now.

He pumps himself, staring at my pussy. Half-lidded and fully-hard, my body sings with readiness.

“Fuck me,” I whimper. “Please. I’ve been waiting for your cock.”

The snap of my husband’s control is palpable. He grabs my ankles, pulls me to the edge of the bed, and finally slides my panties completely off. Our eyes meet and in one, swift thrust, he’s pushed into me to the hilt.

“Fuuuuck,” I moan. Even though I’ve already come, and I was warmed up by the vibrator and his fingers, his cock stretches me out to my limit. My pussy welcomes him in with the wetness and quick tensing of my walls. He’s so big. Hard. Throbbing. His cock twitches like it has a mind of its own when my husband starts pounding into me.

“This pussy’s so perfect, it needs every damn cock to keep up with it.” My husband’s nails sink into my waist so he can thrust with reckless abandon. “So slutty, so needy. Fuck. Squirting for me like that? Want another man to make you squirt?” He’s slamming into me hard enough to make the bed hit the wall.

My mind is reeling in the heady pleasure. Every part of me swims in the sea of my husband. His animal desires, his scent, his skin. It takes me a minute to realize that he’s asked me something. “Please. Yes. Need to squirt on another cock. Need you to gift my pussy again!”

My husband grins wide, teeth gleaming in the dim night light like a predator. My body shudders, elated to be his prey. “Fuck yea, Baby. I’m gonna share you. Gonna give this pussy out. Gonna hand that remote to whoever I want and make them play you like an instrument.” His thumb presses hard into my clit, and with the next thrust, I’m tipped over the edge again.

Oversensitive and soaked, my body trembles when I come. The waves in my pussy squeeze my husband’s cock so tight that he’s left with no option but to come with me. Hot seed lines my walls and even after squirting, it’s like my parched pussy is guzzling up all the cum it can get. Feeling myself pulse around my husband’s cock as it twitches is the best feeling in the world.

I sink into the mattress, boneless with pleasure when my husband slides out. The audible, wet sound of our arousal mixing together together gives me a lazy, goofy smile. This is the life right here.

Too bad I know my husband will be gone on another trip soon. But, if being a shared wife spurs him on like this every time he comes home, then I can’t wait to see what cock is next.

I watch him undress fully with my forearms on the bed. “Did you mean it? The whole gifting out my pussy to people while you’re busy thing?”

My husband pulls off his shirt—peeling his soaked sleeves off his bulging forearms—and turns to me with a cocked brow. “I meant it. It was hot as fuck seeing Evan fuck you. I dunno if I’ll be able to video in every time, but the thought of my slutty little wife being kept warm by another man?” He growls like an animal. “Fuck. The thought alone gets me hard.”

My pussy clenches from hearing my husband’s feral noise. There’s something so animalistic, so free about the way he’s talking about sharing me. It turns me on as much as taking his cock turns me on.

“What about when you’re not busy?” I ask. “What about after your deal goes through?”

His gaze darkens and he looks me up and down. Without panties, I’m fully on display for him—nothing he hasn’t seen before, but in a conversation like this, it makes me feel extra vulnerable. “When I’m not busy, I’m gonna be in the room to make sure you’re fucked how you deserve.”

My breath hitches at the prospect. “You…want to watch in person?”

My husband nods. “If you’re okay with it.”

“More than okay.” My voice comes out hoarse with my eagerness. “That sounds…perfect!”

My husband lets out a hard breath. “Glad to hear it. We didn’t exactly have a whole chat about this before Evan, but he was the right choice for your first.” He resumes pulling off his work clothes and he grabs a damp towel to wipe off my thighs.

“He took really good care of me.”

My husband flashes a heated grin. “And he’s just the first. They’ll all take good care of slutty wife and her perfect pussy.”

If my husband says it, I believe it. My pussy flutters in anticipation as I drift off to sleep—for once, at the same time as my husband.
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My husband is already gone when I wake up—it’s getting to be a habit that I don’t love. But, he leaves my toy, cleaned and sanitized, on the night stand. Now this is a habit that I definitely love. There’s a note scrawled beside it instead of the remote.

I’ll make sure you’re taken care of.

After last night, I have no doubts about that. I loved taking my husband’s friend’s cock while he watched on video, and sliding my finger across the smooth silicone again gets me excited for today. But, I don’t have the day off this time. Is my husband going to send someone to my work? Who is he going to give the remote to this time? I wouldn’t mind taking Evan again, but I’m also eager for a new experience—a new cock.

I shower and slide the toy into my pussy, half expecting it to magically turn on right as it sinks in. I’m disappointed when it doesn’t. Whoever has the remote now obviously has more patience than Evan.

Thanks to my husband’s high-powered job, I get to live out my dreams with my own flower shop. It’s not like it’s a money-sink or anything, but it obviously doesn’t make as much as my husband’s tech company. Still, I love being able to work with my creativity in putting together arrangements. Maybe unlike a lot of florists, my favorite time of year actually is Valentine’s Day. I can’t help but get a kick out of the frantic husbands trying to pick up last-minute gifts for their wives.

My husband knows better than to order his flowers from my shop.

I set up the displays for the day and open up. Every step around the shop reminds me of the vibrator sitting in wait. I feel a little like Cinderella trying to find her prince, but instead of leaving a glass shoe, it’s a vibrator remote. And, instead of a prince, I’m looking for someone my husband has picked for me to fuck.

The vibrator still hasn’t gone off though.

Did my prince forget about me?

I pout and try to go through the orders for the day. My body is already heating up as the well of my husband’s cum runs dry in my pussy. Fuck, I can’t believe this is how far my libido has jumped. I’m really just horny anywhere now.

I should probably be thankful that I’m one of those women whose sex drives skyrocket with age, but the pressure building in my core at the start of my work day is so distracting. I need my remote wielder to turn this on and get me off already! My husband promised that he’d take care of me!

With a sharp exhale, I pull out my phone. I’m ready to give my husband an ear-full about keeping my pussy pulsing like this when the door opens and the overhead bell chimes. Maybe this customer can be my distraction.

“Welcome! Can I help—” My words die on my tongue when I get a good look. The man who’s just walked in is nothing short of a model.

Tall, broad shouldered, clean-cut, and it’s all packaged in a sleek suit. He’s looking around with a soft look, taking in the floral displays. I clear my throat when his gaze turns to me.

I open my mouth, trying my best to be professional even when my clit throbs, but just as I greet him again, the vibrator roars to life.

A choked moan escapes my throat and I have to grip the front counter to not fall over. My legs are like jelly and my hips gyrate on their own, seeking more pressure. Fuck. That feel so good! Exactly what I’ve been looking for.

But, not with a customer in my shop!

As I’m catching my breath and trying to not let on just how much I’m writhing in pleasure, the man’s eyes dip to take in my body. It’s like he can see right through my clothes, knowing what I have inside my pussy, when he shoots me a sly grin.

“What kind of flower would a husband send his wife if he was going away on a business trip and wanted something to give her company?” His voice is sweeter than sin and richer than chocolate. One hand stays in his pocket and the other raps on the counter in a steady rhythm.

Maybe the thrumming emanating from my pussy is clouding my judgment, but it’s worth it. The man is probably a decade younger than me and the way his words slide off his tongue make my toes curl in my flats. Did he just say something about a husband going on business and a wife needing to be kept company?

“Umm”—I look around the shop the best I can, trying to not keel over and whimper—“roses always work.” I catch my breath as the vibration grows even stronger. “Pink!” I blurt it out to hide a moan. “Pink for promise! Like he promises to come back and….” I trail off, biting my bottom lip. Am I really going to come in front of this man?

Why did the vibrator start so suddenly when it’s been quiet all morning?

The man leans on the table and he’s so close that his hot breath skates across my nose. My nipples perk up and my mouth waters. My clothes feel way too tight on my skin as my breathing picks up. I’m as close to coming as this man is to my face.

“And what kind of flower should a man get when he’s fucking his boss’s wife?”

My half-lidded eyes fly open wide and I come—hard. My whole body turns rigid and I slump onto the counter. The man easily grabs me and pulls me to his chest. The hard wall of muscle behind me coaxes out ripples of pleasure, prolonging this orgasm.

Fuck. I don’t know whether I should be mortified or elated. I’ve just come in front of a customer.

A customer who’s now wrapping his arms around my waist and grazing his nose down my neck. “When Mr. Stiles gave me this remote and asked me to keep his wife warm, I didn’t imagine a face as gorgeous or curves as lush as yours.”

Mr. Stiles…my husband! Hearing my husband’s name makes awareness rush back into me. I gasp and turn to meet this man’s eyes. He finally pulls out the hand from his pocket to reveal the sleek remote, making a show of turning it off.

My oversensitive clit revels in the small break as my mind rushes to catch up.

The man takes a loop around the small space, pulling down the blinds and turning my shop’s sign to closed. “I’m Connor—your husband’s intern.” He grins. “And I’m here to fuck you on behalf of him.”
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My breath catches in my throat. “Intern?”

Connor holds up a hand to placate me. “Paid internship right out of my Bachelors. Working for your husband’s company is the dream job.”

I don’t know too much about my husband’s day-to-day professional dealings, but it warms me to know that people think so highly of working for him. “And…fucking his wife is part of the job description?”

He snorts and easily places a hand on my waist. “Nah, that’s just a perk.” His gaze roves over my body like he’s memorizing me. His thumb rubs small circles at my hip. These actions come so easy to him with a woman he barely knows that it really emphasizes our age difference. “Unless you’re not into this.” He raises a brow.

Heat floods my body. “Oh, I’m into it…I just didn’t know you were my next man.”

“Damn,” Connor mutters, “Mr. Stiles is kinkier than I thought. This a regular thing between you then?”

I nod. “Regular enough.”

“So, you’ll tell me if there’s something that’s not included in the package, right?”

I give him a puzzling expression and he responds with an amused one.

“Kissing, coming in you, spanking…,” he says.

Evan and I kissed and he came in me. He also spanked me and gave it to me rough and hard. It’s how I like it. My husband watched, and clearly didn’t mind. “It’s all fair game.”

Connor licks his lips, tightens his grip, and holds up the remote again. “Good. Because I’m going to make you come over and over again until you can’t take it anymore.” He takes a step forward. “And then, I’ll make you come some more.” The button clicks, the vibrations rip through me, and Connor’s games begin.

My clit and pussy have barely had enough time to recover from their first orgasm when they’re pounded with the vibrations again. At least now, I know who’s in charge of my remote. So, I let myself revel in the feel of the new waves of pleasure.

I’m moaning and panting as I grip the counter to keep myself upright. The flowers around the shop fade into small bursts of color as the pressure in my core builds. All this time, Connor is just watching me. He’s slowly taking off his suit and his jacket is draped across the back of my chair. His stare is intense, like he doesn’t want to miss the exact moment I come apart.

It works because I don’t last another second.

My body shudders and I let out a low mewl. I quiver in delight as my second orgasm ripples through me. Slumping over onto the counter, the cool, smooth surface is the perfect comfort.

Even though Connor talked big, I half expect him to turn the vibrator off now that he’s seen me come twice. He doesn’t. He just grins, leans on the counter, and runs the back of his hand along my jaw and cheek. “I bet anyone would have a hard time keeping up with you.” He says it so confidently. “You’re just not the type of woman who could ever be satisfied with one man.”

I can’t help the weak chuckle that slips past my lips. “Can’t help it. The pussy needs what it needs.”

“And what it needs is more orgasms.” Connor changes the setting, making the vibrator run even harder.

Holy shit. If I thought I’d come hard before, Connor has definitely taken the training wheels off now. The latest orgasm barrels into me and I need Connor to hold me through it. He keeps going until I’m squirming and my pussy juices are soaking through my clothes.

“You can always tell me to stop,” Connor whispers.

If I had the energy, I’d laugh. Stopping is the last thing I want. My husband made me squirt last night, and today’s overstimulation is getting me there again. I need everything Connor will give me. My pussy can take it. “Don’t stop!” I whine.

“Fuck,” he mutters, pushing off the counter and holding my gaze. He’s palming himself, watching me come over and over again.

My nipples are so tight and my clit is throbbing, but my mind sings in the harmony of pleasure. I can’t think of anything other than how much arousal is coursing through my body.

It’s hard for me to focus on what Connor is doing and before I know it, he’s reaching under his dress pants, languidly stroking himself. Fuck. He’s big too. How does my husband know so many men with massive cocks? Is there a club he’s a part of?

My pussy is so wet that I’m confident I could take him, but my walls are fluttering from coming so many times. As much as I love the vibrator, something is still missing.

“Touch me,” I beg, voice breaking as another orgasm rips through me.

“Where do you want me to touch you?”

Where? Fuck. Everywhere. Anywhere. My body is hotter than hell and the vibrations can be felt in my toes by now, but it’s still focused on my pussy. “My tits,” I moan, stifled and restrained by my tight bra.

Connor gets me out of my shirt and bra faster than I thought possible. His cock is raging hard, but he’s turned all his attention to me. The hand he was stroking himself with has a shimmer of precum, and it’s deliciously cool against my nipple when he finally grabs my tits.

“Your nipples are so sensitive,” Connor growls. “Mr. Stiles is a lucky man to have a wife like you.”

I’m writhing under Connor’s touch as he tweaks and pinches my peaked buds. The heat of his fingers remind me how much I want a cock—need a cock. Not just any cock, but one that my husband has picked out for me.

“Fuck me,” I whine in a shuddering breath. “Fuck me harder than this vibrator could!”

Connor smirks. “I was wondering when you’d beg for my cock.” He leans in close enough so I can see a light dusting of freckles across his face. “You won’t be done coming just because I stop the vibrator. You’re going to come on my cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes.” The puff of air vaguely in the shape of a word barely leaves my mouth before Connor’s lips are on mine.

He growls, nibbles, and pushes his tongue right down my mouth. He’s hungry and he has no idea whether he’ll get seconds. He’s devouring as much of me as he can while he has this opportunity. My head spins by the time he pulls away. My lips chase his—seeking any sort of human touch. But, his mouth has already moved lower.

His head dips to my chest and he slips a nipple in my mouth while his fingers play with my waistband, pushing down my skirt to let it pool at my ankles. His tongue is warm and wet and my back arches to push my nipples farther into his mouth. My husband has been right all along—I’m so needy. My body is so slutty.

And I love being able to embrace myself like this.

I’m about to come again when the vibrator finally clicks off. I gasp and grab Connor’s shoulders. Without the reverberations, I have to recalibrate my footing. My muscles ache and pulse from being turned on and kept on for this long.

The silicone pulls out of me with an audibly wet sound. Connor drags it up my body, spreading my slick all over my bared skin. A shiver runs up my spine. How much longer can my wobbly legs hold me up?

I don’t have to wonder for long because Connor grabs my hips and spins me around. He stands behind me, setting down the remote and the vibrator where I can see. My hands are flat on the counter and I’m on my tiptoes, baring my ass and tilting my pussy up toward him.

He unzips with one hand and slides the other through my folds. I’m so wet that it doesn’t take him long to spread my juices all over my pussy lips. By the time he’s lined up with my entrance, I’m gyrating my hips, begging to be fucked with a real cock.

“Can’t wait to tell Mr. Stiles how eager his wife was to be fucked.” His cock slides into me like I was made for him. My pussy is exhausted from coming over and over again, but it welcomes him with fluttering walls and a new gush of wetness.

“Fuuuck,” I moan, “wish Dan could see this.” I want my husband to experience this with me.

Connor freezes, sheathing his cock all the way in. “Really?”

I let out a weak chuckle. “Last time I was kept warm for him, his friend got him on a video call to watch us.”

Connor’s finger taps against my hip before it reaches in front of me to grab my phone. He holds it up to my face for the unlock and quickly navigates to the camera. “Mr. Stiles said he’d be unreachable all day, but that doesn’t mean we can’t record the fun for him.” He flips the camera and angles it so my face is visible but Connor’s isn’t. His abs and the peek of his pelvis that hints to the disappearance of his cock into my pussy, on the other hand, is very visible. “If that’s what you—and Mr. Stiles—want.”

Oh fuck, yes. My husband and I have never made a sex tape—technically, this wouldn’t be a sex tape with my husband but for him. “Please,” I whimper, wiggling my hips and notching his cock even deeper. “I want to show my husband how well I can take his intern’s cock.”

Connor chuckles and slaps my ass, making me squeak. At the same time, he hits record, letting my voice be the first thing the video captures. It’s proof of how much pleasure I can take.

In the front-facing camera, I can see the effect Connor’s teasing has had on me. My eyes are dark, my lips are full, my hair sticks to my face with sweat. I look so fucked-out, and the actual fucking has only just started!

“See how slutty your wife is, Mr. Stiles,” Connor demands as he slowly pulls out and slams back into me. “So fucking tight!” His grip around the top of my ass cheeks tightens. “Your wife’s pussy has been begging for a cock and now it won’t let go.”

My body heats the more Connor talks. He’s so uninhibited, so filthy. My lips part and my moans grow louder. The video captures all of it. It sees how red my chest is—how my tits bounce along the smooth countertop. It gets the tightness of my nipples and my curling fingers.

“You’re gonna come already, aren’t you?” Connor says between thrusts.

I answer with a muffled mewl. Yes. I’m about to come. I’m about to come harder than any of the times before. Fuck. I’m going to come like I did for my husband last night.

I’m—

My thoughts empty as Connor’s cock slams against my g-spot and I drench the side of my counter in a gushing squirt.

“Fuck yeah!” Connor shifts the camera, angling it so it gets the sheen of pleasure on my thighs. He follows as I’m shaking and my pussy keeps clenching. The heat of his cum soothes my cunt even more as it finally gets to quench its thirst.

We stay there for a beat, catching our breaths. Connor stops the recording and gives me the phone back. I gather all my energy to straighten out my clothes before turning to my phone. A little part of me wants to replay the video to see how I’ve just come undone, but a bigger part of me wants to send it directly to my husband.

My fingers are shaky and sweaty as they hover over the screen. Connor’s hand wraps over mine, his large fingers eclipsing my dainty ones. Am I really sending my husband a sex tape of his intern fucking me? I know he’s into the idea of me being fucked by Connor—my husband is the one handing these men the remote to my vibrator. But, does my husband want a recording of this? To keep—possibly forever?

“Your call,” Connor says like he’s reading my mind. “You know your husband best.”

Right. I do know my husband. I trust my husband. He wants me thoroughly fucked—he loves it as much as I do. He’s going to love this video too. I nod and Connor guides my thumb to the send button, and I watch the email fly away.

I tell myself not to check my inbox for a reply, but even with his busy schedule, my husband doesn’t keep us waiting at all. It’s a simple one-line response, but it eases all my nerves and gets me riled up for his return.

I can’t wait to fuck you with this playing in the background.

Holy shit. I couldn’t have imagined that he’d be into the video that much. My thighs clench with need. I’ll make sure to clean up our movie room for a viewing as special as this.

Connor chuckles and zips up. “I’ll take that bouquet of pink roses.” He winks. “Promise of a second time—if you and Mr. Stiles are up for it.”

Cum drips past my pussy lips and my exhaustion turns to excitement. My hotwife life is only beginning, and I can’t wait to see who my husband wants me to fuck next.


SPANKING THE HOTWIFE


AWAY ON ANOTHER business trip, my husband gives my pleasure remote to his trainer! His trainer spanks me into shape, leaving me panting and begging for my release.

My husband takes me with my last video playing in the background. His frisky side comes out when I’m spanked and delightedly sore all bent over on the kitchen counter. I don’t want this to end, but he has to go on another business trip!

When I meet with his trainer, I’m worked hard and taught some much needed gym etiquette! My husband’s trainer captures all the sights and sounds of me dripping in pleasure, sending to my husband after we’re done.

My hotwife life is just getting started, and I couldn’t imagine ever going back to not being shared!
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After my husband sends me Connor and I respond with the video, it still takes a couple days for our schedules to line up again. My body is empty and wanting, waiting for my husband to make good on his promise. I need him to come home and take me with the video playing—just like he promised.

I’m in the kitchen in just an apron, cooking dinner for my husband who’s undoubtedly going to come home in the middle of night, exhausted from work, when I hear the front door open. My blood runs cold. Is someone breaking in?

I grip my frying pan tightly and ready a swing. Heavy footsteps creep toward me. I take a deep breath at the turn to the hallway and raise the pan—

“Surpri—shit!”

I scream and drop the frying pan. Metal clatters to the ground just before I accidentally smack my husband in the face. The two of us stare at the frying pan before turning to each other. My husband breaks first, spluttering into a fit of laughter.

“You thought I was breaking in?”

I groan, letting my nerves ease. “You’ve been working late all the time, how was I supposed to know?”

He holds up a dangling set of keys. “I think people who break in usually…you know…break in instead of unlocking the door.”

I stick out my tongue in a tease and pick up the frying pan. “We still need this for dinner,” I wave it and my husband feigns a dodge. It’s nice that we can joke around like this even when he’s so busy that he has to send me other men to keep me warm!

Thinking of keeping me warm, when I turn around to walk back to the kitchen counter, my husband’s palm makes firm contact with my fleshy ass.

In the heat of the moment, I totally forgot that I was only wearing an apron.

“So, were you going to intimidate a burglar with dinner or your body?” My husband smirks, undoing the buttons of his dress-shirt and slowly rolling up his sleeves. “I’m good either way—I just need to adjust my kink-brain.”

Every inch of his sleeve that rolls up reveals deliciously thick forearms. I have the urge to lick up his bulging veins from wrist to elbow. But, my husband is being a tease, so I won’t give him the satisfaction! I put a hand on my hip, jutting it out so he can see the curve of my ass past the apron. “Do you want me to seduce a burglar?” I ask him, raising a brow.

He licks his lips. “Only if I get to hear all about it after.” His voice drops to something husky and filled with promise. He takes a single step toward me and runs the back of his finger down my bare hips. A shiver runs up my spine and goosebumps raise to meet his touch.

Even if my husband is sending me men to keep my body occupied while he’s away, it doesn’t take away from the fact that I crave his touch. I lean into his warmth, grazing my interested peaks over his chest. “Just hear about it or do you want to watch it?”

My husband growls and grabs my hip, fingers sinking in deliciously to my rounded flesh. “I watched that video with you and Connor so many times, my dick has been ready and hard for days.”

I mewl when my husband pulls my hips toward him, rolling them flush so I can feel his words in action. Right as he says, his long, hard shaft stands tall and proud, tenting his pants. “Does that mean you want to watch it again?” My breathy voice comes out like a reverent whisper.

“I meant what I said—I wanna watch it and fuck you while it plays.”

I can’t stop the gush of heat that completely envelopes my body. My pussy pulses, my muscles tighten, and my mind is screaming to get my husband’s cock out of his pants and deep in me.

I grab my phone, find the video, and quickly cast it onto the TV across from the kitchen counter. Grunts from my husband’s intern and moans coaxed from my throat fill the air. Even though I’ve sent this video to my husband and I’ve lived it, I haven’t watched the whole thing.

I’m greeted with my face—my fucked-out-and-loving-it face. My lips are parted and swollen, glistening with the spit of my arousal. The video has perfectly captured my chest and my tits. My puffy nipples caress the sales counter top at work, and with each thrust, a new rush of red floods my skin.

“Fuck,” my husband whispers, palming himself. “Look at you—taking Connor’s cock so well. I knew you would. I knew you’d be the perfect wife to pass around.”

His words shoot right to my pussy. “I love being passed around.” I slide my hand down his torso—starting from his rigid pecs and following the peaks and valleys of his muscles down to his twitching cock. “But, I also love being fucked by you.”

A deep rumble emanates from his throat and in an instant, his hand is flat on my back, between my shoulder blades, pushing me to bend over the kitchen counter. His fingers trace my spine, undoing the bows of my apron along the way. The fabric falls aside and I’m standing bare, letting the cool air around me heat with the desire of our bodies.

“This is how you took him,” my husband says, punctuating his words with a sharp slap to my ass.

I let out a mix of a squeak and a moan. The dull sting makes my pussy clench in the best possible way. “Yeah,” I whimper. “Is this how you want to fuck me too?”

My husband chuckles. “You know me too well.” Another slap.

Fuck. That one jiggled my ass, rippling the vibrations all the way to my head. Every impact of my husband’s palm is perfect. Measured. Hard. Solid. It reminds me that it’s him back there—the man I’ve committed to and the one who knows and trusts me well enough to share me.

Focusing on the spanking makes my head spin in delight. All thoughts and worries of the day fall away. All that remains is the sounds of my own pleasure echoing through the video. Fuck. It all feel so damn good—being surrounded by my own arousal from all angles!

“You getting wet from watching yourself?” my husband asks as his hand slips lower. His fingers slide between my folds, catching droplets of my dripping pussy.

“Yes, fuck, it’s so hot!” My hips are gyrating, trying to catch my husband’s fingers on my clit. But, my husband continues to tease me, swirling around everywhere but my sensitive nub. My thighs are covered in slick and my back arches to push my ass out. I’m angled so that my husband has a direct view of the base of my pussy like this.

My husband groans and grinds his clothed cock against me, rubbing against my ass and my pussy lips. “This how you show off to the guys? To Connor?”

“Mhmm, just how you wanted when you gave me that toy.”

“Fuck yeah, Baby. They get to see this perfect pussy taking that toy before it swallows their cock.” My husband’s finger finally lands on my clit. He’s covered in my slick, lubing up the tight circles he draws against my sensitive nerves.

“Ahh! Yes! Just like that!” My body jolts the moment my clit is pressed. It pushes my ass back onto his cock and my husband groans in delight.

“That’s my wife,” my husband spurs me on with his husky and needy tone. “Taking everything I give her. Taking my fingers, my cock, and other men. You’ll never be satisfied, will you? You’re going to take everyone until there’s nobody left.”

My husband’s blabbering whatever comes to his mind and I’m so taken by the sensations emanating from between my legs that I don’t notice how he’s pulled out his cock until it’s sliding between my pussy lips.

“I’ll take it all! Anyone! Anything!” My words tumble out like a promise—a vow in addition to the ones I said at the altar. My husband has never steered me wrong and even when I don’t know who I’ll get to fuck, I trust him fully.

With a grunt, my husband’s cock finds purchase in my pussy. His thick mushroom head tip stretches me, fills me, overwhelms me. His fingers working my clit make my pussy even tighter and my husband has to work to get his cock all the way in.

The added friction sends sparks behind my fluttering lids. Ever since this sharing adventure started, I keep feeling like I’m being fucked for the first time when my husband enters me. The excitement of taking him after I’ve taken a new cock makes my stomach do backflips. My pussy has to form to his shape like new each time.

“So…full,” I moan when he sheaths himself fully. His balls smack my pussy lips and our hips are seated flush. There’s so little space between us that his cock practically creates an air-tight seal in my pussy.

“Fuck, Baby. You’re so tight. So worked up from watching yourself getting fucked while I fuck you.” My husband chuckles, sweat dripping onto my bare back. The bead rolls down my spine, cooling a single stripe from the surrounding heated flesh.

Instead of moving, my husband stills with his cock buried in me. The pressure of the stillness builds more than I would’ve expected.

“Move!” My voice is hoarse with my simmering desire.

My husband chuckles and his free hand goes back to my ass, rubbing gentle circles with his palm. He still doesn’t move.

I whine and wiggle my body, urging him to start pounding into me. I’m getting impatient as the pressure in my core plateaus.

With a loud smack, it all comes roaring back. Instead of thrusting, my husband is using well-timed spanks to shift his cock around in my pussy. Another spank right in that sweet spot and my pussy clenches around his cock.

This isn’t what I had planned for today, but I’m not complaining. The sweet sting perfectly complements the way my husband slowly pulls out and slams his cock back in. Finally, he’s pounding into me.

My pussy, my ass cheek, and my clit are all thrumming in mind-numbing pleasure. Fuck. I’m going to come. I’m going to come harder than ever!

The words must’ve escaped my lips in my haze because my husband quickens his pace. “You’re going to come for me even harder then you did in the video,” he commands. “Let that tight pussy milk my cock for everything I’ve got. Come for me.”

One more sharp thrust accompanied with a spank and I’m coming undone. My orgasm rips through me—overshadowing the one playing on the screen. The tremors make my pussy squeeze so hard that my husband’s cock twitches and spills its hot seed. He massages my ass cheek, languidly pumping his cock until it empties in me completely.

We stay there for a beat until my husband starts shifting around. I look over my shoulder and see him reach for the freezer—softening cock still in me. My juices glisten on his fingers, but it doesn’t stop him from grabbing the bag of frozen peas. The bag crinkles and he grins, gently dabbing it on my ass.

I can’t help the giggle that splutters out of me. I’ve just taken my husband while bent-over on the kitchen counter, and he’s spanked me enough for my ass to need a bag of frozen peas as recovery. All while a sex tape of me taking his intern was playing in the background.

And it was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had.

“So,” I start, clearing my throat, “you think I could’ve seduced you if you were a burglar.” I look over my shoulder and give my husband a cheeky grin.

My husband scoffs, rubbing the bag of peas around, massaging my ass cheek. “One look at that bare ass cooking dinner? Hook, line, and sinker.” He whistles, low and long. “But the real question is, you think you can seduce the next man I give your vibrator remote to?”

My face flushes with heat. “I know I can. I can take anyone you send my pussy’s way.”
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My husband gets to work from home for the next couple days, and I’m thoroughly spanked, teased, and fucked for all of it. When he leaves for his next business trip, I’m obviously a little sad, but my body is buzzing in temptation. I know the routine by now. My husband goes out of town, and I get to be shared with a man of his choosing.

The insertable vibrator sits on my side table the morning that he leaves. It comforts me like an old friend now. The weight, the size, the soft silicone feel. My pussy flutters the moment I lay eyes on it again. Even my body knows what’s coming.

Like always, the remote is missing. My husband must have handed it to someone already. Who is he sending me today? I have the day off and the only thing on my schedule is a long and hard gym session. I’m meeting with my husband’s trainer for the first time. My husband likes to stay in shape, so his trainer has made him a routine that works even between meetings. I’m new to the gym, so my husband thought it would be a good idea to meet with someone he’s already comfortable with. I can’t help but agree.

I roll the silicone around in my hand and slide it between my pussy lips. The thought of taking someone later today hardens my nipples and the silicone is easily coated in my wet juices. A puff of air rushes through my chest when I slide it in. My walls squeeze around it, welcoming it back in. My finger glistens when I pull away and in a move driven solely by the heat in my core, I slide it along my lips like gloss.

Fuck. I hope I get to take someone soon or my body is going to overheat with anticipation!

I throw on a front-zip sports bra—hoping for easy access—and leggings that make my ass look out of this world. I arch my back in the mirror, examining my curves. I’m not wearing panties under these leggings because I hate visible panty lines—and they always bunch up when I’m moving around—so I’m surprised to see that vibrator inside me isn’t visible either. The base sits flush against my pussy lips. The only indicator that I’m not completely bare underneath my leggings is the soft moan coaxed from my lips when the soft fabric brushes against my sensitive bits.

I get to the gym and find the private room where I’m supposed to meet my husband’s trainer. It’s a small training room with a small weight setup, stretching mats, and pilates equipment. The thought of my husband bouncing around and doing pilates makes me giggle.

“Laughter is always a good sign.” A voice booms behind me.

When I meet the trainer’s eyes, my jaw drops open. Okay, my husband is definitely part of some club that only lets in hot men. This trainer is sizzling. Deep green eyes, curly brown hair, muscles for days. My mouth waters just looking at him, and my pussy squeezes as a reminder of what’s lodged in me.

He holds out his hand by the time I’m able to pick my jaw off the floor. “Seth,” he introduces himself. “You must be Dan’s wife, Cady, right?”

“Yup, that’s me!” My voice comes out higher than it should and my face flushes in embarrassment. Now is not the time to be regressing to a hormone-addled college student! I’m a grown woman who can totally control her sexual drive! This man is here to train me—that’s all.

I have to remind myself of all that multiple times when his massive, rough hands take mine. Our warmth collides and leaves my core heaving in its wake.

Fuck. Controlling my overactive libido is going to be harder than the workout!

Seth looks me over like he’s taking in all of my curves. He licks his lips and something shifts in his eyes. “Nice to meet you, Cady.” His voice drops—low and lethal. “Ready to be worked rough and hard?”

I gulp. “As ready as I’ll ever be.” Could he be the next holder of my vibrator’s remote? I desperately want him to work me rough and hard so I can tell my husband all about it.

And then I’m promptly disappointed when we move to the weights area.

I was really hoping that this man would turn on my vibrator.

“Let’s start with some basic movements to see where you’re at.” He gestures to the dumbbells. “Pick a weight that’s challenging but not so much that you’d be out of breath from holding onto it.”

I purse my lips and pick a medium-sized dumbbell.

“You’re going to try a goblet squat.” Seth moves behind me, holding my gaze in the mirror in front of us. His hands hover over my hips for a beat before making contact. A muscle in his jaw twitches before he speaks again. “Hold the weight to your chest—however you feel comfortable—and squat down, trying to keep your hips activated and your chest high.”

I do as he says, but it’s hard to focus on the movement with his hands on me. I wish they’d sink a little deeper, push a little harder, and find their way into me. “Ahh, shit!” In my distraction, I drop the dumbbell on my fourth squat. It clatters to the ground as I jump backwards in fright.

Seth’s arms wrap around me, thumbs playing at the edge of my waistband. His hot breath tickles the tops of my ears. My back instinctively arches and something thick and hard prods near my ass. Is he—

“Dropping weights is a big no-no, Cady,” he growls. “Even if you’re distracted, you need to learn to bail safely.” He steps back and removes his hands. “Looks like I’m going to have to be more strict in your training after all.”

Strict? What is he talking about? It was just a mistake! “I’ll…I’ll focus next time!”

Seth laughs and walks over to his gym back. Rifling through it, he pulls out the familiar, sleek remote that my pussy has been craving. “I bet you will because every time you don’t”—his thumb flicks on the button—“your husband has instructed me to spank you while this is on.”

The vibrations rip through my body like a tornado. My walls swell, pulsing with the beat of the toy. My breath catches in my throat and with outstretched arms, I fall to the nearby flat bench. Holy shit. Are the vibrations even stronger this time? Was there some limiter that my husband has found a workaround for? The tremors reach my tingling toes and to my throbbing temple.

Seth smirks and stalks over to me like a prey meeting his predator. Even his gait is hot. The bench shifts slightly when he takes a seat beside where my hands are holding me up. “Your husband said you’re a needy woman.” Seth’s gaze turns sharp. “I think he was underestimating you. I think your pussy is more needy than he thought.” He licks his lips and trails his index finger up the back of my thigh. “Your ass too. Your whole body is begging to be spanked, isn’t it?”

Oh my fuck. I can barely concentrate on his words and now I’m supposed to answer him too? Don’t tell me he’s going to still make me work out after this! All I can think about his his hands all over me. I want my husband to see me like this, taking his trainer’s spanking while the vibrator ripples through me.

“I won’t turn it off until I get an answer, Cady,” Seth tilts his head with a shit-eating grin. “Are you ready to be spanked? Ready to be taught a lesson for dropping the weights?”

“Ahh, yes! Please! Fuck! Spank me!” I’m squirming and shouting, thankful that this private room is just soundproof enough to keep my horny noises in. It does also mean that all my moans and whimpers are echoing in here, bouncing between the walls and feeding right back into our needs.

My relief comes in the thick impact of Seth’s palm against my ass. I moan, guttural and loud. My eyes roll back so far into my head, I’m shocked that I can open them again. The sting is decadent and firm. And coupled with the vibrations still ringing out in my pussy? Fuck. I’ll be coming in no time at all!

“What a slutty moan,” Seth growls. “Your husband is such a lucky man.” He sets the remote of my vibrator down between us on the bench almost like he’s daring me to touch it. “I heard your husband got a video of your last fuck”—he pulls out his phone—“think he’d like another one?”

With a weak and heady chuckle, I nod. “He’d love it. Show him how you spank me.” I'm actually pretty proud that a whole, coherent sentence can slip past my lips, but I’m also excited for the moment when I can’t. Seth knows how to push my husband’s training hard, and I’m hoping that he’s going to push me even harder.

The next smack across my ass comes when he hits record. Like the last time, the first thing captured on video is my low moan. But this time, Seth adds his own commentary.

“Look at your slutty, needy wife, Dan.” The video shifts to capture the round of my ass. Looking over my shoulder, I watch the path trail down between my legs. “She’s so wet, she’s leaking through her workout leggings,” Seth says. “Too bad you have to work”—another smack—“but Cady is in good hands here. I’ll make sure she’s thoroughly trained by the time she gets back to you.” Seth’s next spank freezes his hand on my ass. He feels the ripples like an earthquake chaser, groaning as he watches me break.

I’m panting so hard that I might as well have run a marathon. Sweat pools between my tits, dripping down my hard nipples that poke through my sports bra. I’m ready for the next spank. I can take it—I’m desperate to take it. Just one more and I know I’ll orgasm hard enough for stars to shine behind my lids.

But, the last spank doesn’t come.

Instead, Seth turns off the remote and vibrations disappear along with the warmth of his palm. He’s still holding the camera up with a grin. “I told your husband I’d train you. Since you can’t be trusted with weights right now, give me five air squats. Let’s tire out those muscles.”

I let out a garbled noise of frustration. “I was so close!”

Seth shrugs. “Give me those air squats and you’ll earn your release. If your form is good, you’ll even earn my cock.”
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My legs wobble, my hair sticks to my face, and my whole body is flush with a mix of hot desire and endorphins. Seth keeps the video on and smirks, knowing that the inferno of need raging in my core is getting recorded for my husband to see. Well, I’m not going to leave here until I’m thoroughly fucked. I huff and pull my hair back again. “You want squats? I’ll show you squats.”

I turn so my ass is facing Seth and the camera. I pop out my hip, giving the camera and Seth the perfect view of my roundness. In the movement, my pussy lips graze against the fabric. Shit. He’s right. I really am soaked all the way through. That just comes with the territory of not wearing panties. Not that I’m ashamed or anything. It just means that the view is even better than I initially thought.

I take my time going down into the squat. With my ass jutted out and my back hyperextended, I’m sure it’s not the best form, but something tells me Seth still won’t be able to keep his cock in his pants after I complete the set. My legs burn on the way up. Who knew that just getting spanked would be a workout in itself?

“One,” Seth says with a smug look.

Only four more left. This should be easy-peasy.

I’m midway down my second one when the vibrator buzzes back to life.

“Ahh!” I drop to the bottom of my squat and take a deep breath. “Fuck. That’s so…I’m….” I can’t even find the right words to express what’s going through my mind and body.

“Don’t stop now, Cady.” Seth’s thick tone challenges me.

I purse my lips and breath, pushing back up.

“Two.”

This isn’t how I expected today’s hotwife sharing to go, but something about being on the edge of frustration actually ignites a new level of pleasure in me. My determination is mixing my desire and I make it down to the next squat. In the bottom position, the vibrator shifts around in my pussy, hitting the sweet, sensitive patch. My eyes pinch shut and I moan.

“Like what you see, Dan?” Seth is talking to the recording video. “Your wife is so needy, she’s willing to workout with that vibrator deep in her pussy.”

I stand back up, ignoring Seth’s naughty teasing. Without waiting, I complete another squat.

“Three and four.” Seth hums in a newfound appreciation. “Your wife is doing all this for cock.”

I can just imagine how turned on my husband is going to be when he sees this video. He loves it when I show off my curves, and now? Showing off my curves and waiting to be fucked? I’m going to be fucked so well by him! I can’t wait till he comes back home!

“One more, Cady. You can do it. Make your husband proud.”

With Seth’s encouragement, I push through tight muscles and finish the last one. A full gush of wetness seeps past my pussy lips when I turn to Seth, mirroring his smirk. “I did it,” I say, panting. “I think I’ve earned my cock now.” Taking his cock is not just a reward for me but also my husband.

“Fair’s fair,” Seth says, “now let’s see how wet you really are under there.”

I look right into the camera, bite my lip, and hook my thumbs around my waistband. The vibrations are still going and my first attempt to pull my leggings down has my fingers slip. I’m really this keyed up all from a simple workout!

“I think your wife needs a hand,” Seth says, wrapping a large hand around my thigh and pulling me back to him. He doesn’t tug my leggings off right away, instead deciding to tease me even more by grinding the massive tent in his pants against my clothed ass.

I whimper, arching back into him. “Please, fuck me!”

“You wanna be fucked on camera so your husband can watch later?”

I nod. “Yes! I want to show him how much of a slut I am!”

Seth reaches around, holding his phone with one hand, angling it toward my chest, and uses his other hand to slowly unzip my sports bra. My tits bounce free, nipples peaked and flushed a deep red. My mouth falls open and my head lolls back to hit Seth’s chest.

“Look at your wife’s tits—you’re really the luckiest man alive. A gorgeous woman like this?” Seth whistles and grabs one breast, rolling a nipple between his index finger and thumb. “And she’s so sensitive too!”

It’s true that I’m always pretty sensitive—I’ve only gotten more sensitive and horny with age. But, with the vibrator buzzing in my pussy, rattling my body, I’m more sensitive than ever. My nipples are so hard, they’d give diamonds a run for their money. But, it’s not enough. I need my pussy touched—filled. I need to be fucked!

“Hear that? She’s begging to be fucked.”

Did I speak my thoughts out loud? I’m so overwhelmed by the sensations that I didn’t even realize it! I’m grateful for my mouth moving before my mind because Seth’s hand finally moves lower. He tugs my leggings down where my fingers fumbled.

My pussy finally touches cool air and I realize that I’m not just wet, I’m practically a damn waterfall down there. My pussy lips are drenched, but my thighs are coated all the way down to my knees. The vibrator has been working overtime to keep me gushing!

Seth slides a finger between my folds and it pushes the vibrator up.

“Ohhh fuck! Right there!” I blurt.

Thankfully, Seth gives me what I need, sliding his finger through my wetness again, rubbing into the vibrator before dragging upwards, swirling at my clit, and pulling his finger away. “Damn, your wife gets so fucking wet. You’re really livin’ the dream here.” Seth shows off to the camera. “But, I think I’ve teased her for long enough. She did the squats and she’s learned her lesson about dropping weights.” Seth takes a small step back to undo his pants. “Cock is just what she needs to finish off her training.” His pants slide down his legs and his cock is finally visible.

Holy shit. My mouth waters just looking at it. Thick. Solid. Leaking. I need it in my pussy right now. I arch my back, pushing out my ass similar to how I did on my squats. It gives him and the camera my best “fuck-me” angle with the glisten of my pussy lips and the base of the vibrator.

Seth catches my hint, slowly pulling the vibrator out, twisting and turning it along the way to catch all of my inner sensitive patches. My pussy flutters when its all the way out, exhausted from keeping up with the buzz. Without my walls to muffle it, the vibration noises mix with my breathy pants.

“No use letting this little gift go to waste.” Seth brings the vibrator around to my front, hovering it over my clit. It’s not making contact, but the ghost movements send my clit throbbing. “You ready for your last set?”

I can’t help but let out a sharp scoff. He’s been teasing me this whole time, watching me soak through my leggings and now he’s asking if I’m ready? “So ready. I need to come!”

The wet vibrator makes contact with my clit the moment his cock slides into my needy pussy. In a single motion, he’s sheathed in me all the way. Hips flush, I can feel all of him. His massive length fills my pussy so much better than the vibrator, and I have to take a deep breath. The vibrator now emanates out from my clit and the pressure in my core builds from both inside and outside me.

What makes it even better is knowing that my husband is going to see this video. He’s going to see how his gifted toy is getting used. He’s going to see my pussy stretched around his trainer’s cock. He’s going to see me finish even when he’s away. I wonder if this’ll make him touch himself in his hotel room. I hope so, and I hope he fucks me to this video too just how he fucked me to the video of his intern fucking me.

“You’re so damn tight!” Seth says through gritted teeth. “Your pussy’s so worked up, it’s squeezing my cock like a damn vice grip.” He slowly pulls out, pressing the vibrator into my clit to make up for the temporary emptiness of my pussy.

I hold my breath in tight anticipation until he slams back into me.

Stars shoot through my vision as fireworks spark behind my lids. “Harder!” I egg him on. “I can take it!”

Seth gives me a wry laugh. “Oh I know you can take it. Your ass is still red from where you showed me how much you can take.”

The stinging from his spanks has faded into a dull throb now, but his thrusts are reigniting that spark. The delicious pain blends perfectly with the pleasure thrumming from my clit and my pussy. My mind goes into a heady haze and Seth has to carefully wrap an arm around me, angling the camera at where we meet while holding up my pleasure-ridden body.

“You gonna come for me, Cady? Come on camera for Dan. Show him that how that gorgeous pussy gushes.” One more sharp thrust and that’s all I need.

I moan so loud and low that I don’t know if the soundproofing can hold it all in. My pussy clenches around Seth’s cock, pulsating to pull all his hot cum out. My walls soak it in, mixing with my juices. I tremble until my overworked thighs finally give out.

Seth is there to catch me and guide us both to the flat bench. He gives me a solid rest period, setting his phone down now that we’ve both come. When his cock pulls out, his cum slowly drips down my leg. His drippings take the path of my already wet thighs and I revel in the warm and cooling temperature changes.

“Fuck,” I let out with a satisfied breath. “Dan is going to love this one.”

Seth fiddles with his phone and looks back up at me with a wide smile. “I just sent it to him with the spreadsheet for his next workout plan.”

A spluttering laugh escapes me. “I hope I’m his next workout plan.”

“After this show?” Seth grabs a workout towel to wipe me off. “I don’t expect to see him in the gym for at least a week.”

I sure as shit hope that my husband spends that week balls deep in my pussy, reclaiming me over and over again because my inner slut is only getting started!


HOTWIFE'S BLISS


MY HUSBAND'S BUSINESS partner hears about my new shared wife life, and he wants a turn!

Brad, my husband's hot-headed business partner learns about how I'm being kept warm while my husband is away. When my husband finds out, he's more than happy to share me again and hear all my breathy moans and hot mewls while I'm pleasured into a mindless bliss!

When my husband comes back, I greet him with the evidence of my needy desires dripping free. He's so eager to take me and show me just how much he loves this wife sharing lifestyle!
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“Special flower delivery for the husband who didn’t even tell me he was back in town and already at work—” I push my husband’s office door open with my hip and my jaw falls slack.

The man at the desk is definitely not my husband.

He smirks and looks me up and down. “He’s coming back later tonight. Told me his flight was delayed.” He holds up his phone like he needs to prove the fact that he has his business partner’s number. “His phone is running out of battery so I told him I’d tell you myself.”

“And you thought ordering flower delivery here would be the best way to break the news that my husband’s flight is delayed?”

He chuckles and stands up, pushing my husband’s chair under his desk. “What’s the fun in doing things the normal way, Cady?” Something about the way he says my name makes goosebumps raise on my arms.

I roll my eyes. “It’d save me a trip for a fake order, Brad.” I drag out his name to signal just how unimpressed I am.

Brad is my husband’s business partner. And, by business partner, I mean friend from college who’s parents left him an insane amount of money, so now he flies around the globe doing whatever the hell he wants. I’m just glad whatever the hell he wants includes investing heavily in my husband’s business.

His shoulders fall and he throws on a facade of a pout. “It wasn’t fake—Dan is meeting with the big board in a couple days. Flowers make people feel like opening their wallets. That’s what the business needs.”

I sigh and set down the big vase overflowing with a special arrangement. “Fine, it wasn’t fake. And, I know about that big meeting. They’re coming over to our place for dinner.”

“A little wine and dine?” Brad eyes me, licks his lips, and carefully adjusts his gold cuff-links. He’s asked me a question, but his look tells me there’s more he wants to add. “A little wine and dine…and something else?”

Now, I’m getting impatient. My foot taps on the ground. “Something else? Like what?”

“A little birdie told me what you and Dan are up to.”

My body tingles and I straighten. Does he mean how my husband has been sharing me? How my husband gifted me a remote-controlled vibrator, and he’s been handing out that remote when he’s away on a business trip for another man to keep me company?

First, I took his best friend, Evan. Even when my libido was raging, I was still nervous taking another man outside of my marriage. Evan and my husband were so understanding that my husband got on video-chat with us to encourage us. I loved taking Evan’s cock even more knowing that my husband was pleasuring himself on the other end of the call.

Then, my husband sent his intern to my shop. The younger man took me bent over on my check-out counter and recorded the best parts for my husband’s viewing pleasure. When my husband came home after that trip, we played the video while he took me in the kitchen.

This trip, I’ve already taken my husband’s trainer. I was supposed to meet with the trainer, Seth, for actual training. It turned out that Seth’s training was more impactful than I anticipated. I haven’t had a chance to see my husband’s reaction to this new video, but I know it’ll be worth it because I left sore and so satisfied!

The point is, my husband is the one who’s been deciding the fate of my pussy.

I clear my throat after waiting a little too long, lost in my own thoughts about my new lifestyle. “What exactly did you hear? What do you think we’re up to?”

Brad smirks—it’s a good look on him. He’s tall and built. All his suits are custom, and he has that hot, millionaire-but-likes-home-renos appeal. His stubble frames his sharp jaw and his deep blue eyes feel all-knowing. “I heard,” he starts, taking a single step toward me so his deep voice reverberates around my husband’s office, “that Dan has been letting other guys fuck you senseless.”

It’s not that I don’t like Brad—he’s super loyal to my husband and does actually have great business instincts. He’s just…forward. More than any of the other guys my husband surrounds himself with. Dealing with Brad tends to throw me off kilter.

“I wouldn’t exactly call it that,” I reply.

He cocks a brow and takes another step toward me. “No? What would you call it?”

He’s so close that his breath billows out my hair, his warmth makes me itch to touch him, and his rough, masculine scent makes my head spin. My sex drive really is out of control!

“He…we like this lifestyle. Dan is away so much, and he loves knowing how I’m taken care of. It’s not just about getting fucked senseless—it’s about not denying our kinks.” Obviously, it is also about getting fucked senseless, but it’s not just that. I’ve never felt more loved and taken care of than when my husband started sharing me. It might be weird, but becoming my husband’s shared wife has filled me with more than just cum. It’s filled me with trust and love for my relationship!

His eyes soften for a split second before he throws up his hands in surrender. “I didn’t mean to imply you were sleeping around on him or anything. You guys are unbreakable. That’s why I wanted to hear it from you—or Dan, but you know how hard it is to get a hold of him.” He sighs and fixes his tie. “Can’t say I wasn’t a little hurt to not be put on this list of…men who take care of you.”

My jaw falls slack. “You asked because you wanted to be on the list?”

He looks at me again—really takes his time now. His gaze snags on my chest and my hips, taking in my ample curves. His fingers twitch and his breaths pick up. I’d miss all the signs if I weren’t paying attention. “I’ve always told Dan he’s a lucky man.”

Heat crawls up my face. “Well, if you want on the list, you’re going to have to talk to him.”

Right on cue, my phone rings. “Oh, it’s Dan!” I say with excitement before picking it up. “Hey honey, I thought your phone was dying.”

“Found a charger,” my husband says. “Guess Brad told you I’ll be a bit late—my stupid flight got delayed.”

I frown. “I know, I heard. It sucks, but it is what it is, I guess.”

“We talked about more than just your flight, Dan,” Brad shouts loud enough so my husband can hear through the phone.

I sigh and put my husband on speaker.

Brad holds my gaze as his voice oozes a smug, satisfied tone. “You know, I always believed that sharing is caring, but I didn’t know just how much you believed that, Dan.”

My husband is silent for a beat before a raspy laugh breaks through. “Are you jealous that I haven’t tasked you with fucking my wife, Brad?”

I put up a hand to my mouth and snicker. I have no doubt that my husband and Brad are great friends, but this little argument over my pussy is both arousing and amusing.

“I thought I was supposed to be the jealous one,” my husband adds.

“Can you blame me? I’m looking at your wife right now and…fuck. Always told you you were a lucky man.”

My body heats with how my husband and his business partner are talking about me. It’s like they’re having a business negotiation to decide whether Brad will get to fuck me.

My knees knock together at the thought of taking this man on my husband’s desk.

There’s just one problem—he doesn’t have the remote!

My husband growls on the other end of the line. “You always speak your mind, Brad. Somethin’ I’ve appreciated in the boardroom more than once. Now, you’re saying you wanna fuck my wife?” He chuckles. “What do you think, Cady? You wanna take him right there in my office? You wanna spread wide on my desk?”

Fuck. I really do. I didn’t realize how much I needed to be taken until my husband opened the door to it. “I…I don’t have the remote,” I say. Sure, it’s not like we really need it to fuck, but it’s been tradition for my husband’s sharing ritual now.

My husband hums and I hear soft noises like fingers hitting the glass of his phone screen. Suddenly, a buzz starts from inside my purse. My brows shoot up to my hairline when I reach inside and grab the vibrator I’ve been carrying around—just in case.

“I always had the app—just thought an actual remote would be more fun to pass around,” my husband says. “Why don’t you be a good, slutty wife and spread your legs for Brad now? Have him put the vibrator in and don’t let him take it out until you’re begging.”

Brad grabs the vibrator from my hand as I’m left there frozen to take in my husband’s words. “You wanna listen in, Dan?” Brad asks, sliding his fingers over the softly vibrating silicone. “Hear your wife come around my cock?”

My husband’s breath hitches. “Can’t think of anything I want more.”
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“You heard your husband, Sweetheart. Hop on that desk for me.” Brad’s commanding tone leaves no room for questions.

My pulse races and my muscles squeeze with every step toward my husband’s desk. The top of his desk is mostly organized—papers are piled up in a corner, a large calendar with his to-do list is under the heavy glass top, and his monitors are angled toward his chair even when his laptop is with him at the airport. I ease myself onto the desk, patting down my flowy skirt in the process.

“Have you ever fucked your wife in here, Dan?” Brad asks my husband.

“Not yet—guess the two of you get to christen my office.”

Brad’s fingers wrap around my dangling ankle and he presses the vibrator against the dip of skin above the bone. I gasp and curl my fingers around the edge of the desk. Who knew that spot would be so sensitive?

“I’d put you on video so you could see your gorgeous wife’s reactions, but we don’t need airport security to kick you out.”

My husband chuckles. “I trust you to take care of her. I can hear those sexy little breaths pick up already.”

My husband isn’t wrong—my breaths are turning shallow and quick. Liquid heat is pooling at my core and I’ve barely even been touched! Have I really been this pent up even after getting spanked by my husband’s trainer recently?

Brad pushes the vibrator a little deeper around my calf and my leg twitches, jolts of a new form of deep pleasure rippling through me. He slides it up my leg. His movements are so slow and deliberate—how long has he known about this new development in my relationship? Did the intern tell him? Did he see the remote somewhere?

The questions disappear when the fabric of my flowy skirt is pushed up. I gasp when the cool air kisses the growing damp spot on my panties. Brad whistles and traces the seam of my panties with the vibrator.

“Ahh, fuck!” I bite out, throwing my head back. “That’s…I’m….” My eyes pinch shut at a loss for words when the vibrator slides over my clothed pussy lips. A ghost of the vibrations reach my clit and my hips buck.

“You hear those, Dan?” Brad’s voice has turned low and dark. “Your wife is so fucking wet—this how you fuck her?”

My husband’s heavy breaths from the other end of the line mirror mine. “She’s perfect, isn’t she? Always wet, always ready.”

“I haven’t even put the vibrator in yet.” Brad pushes aside my panties using the tip of the vibrator. “Fuck, that’s a gorgeous pussy. Wet, pink, puffy.” Brad groans, parting my lips and sliding the vibrator in enough to make my pussy clench.

With the vibrator now halfway into me, the buzzing sound changes. It’s like it echoes through me, pitched lower and resonating all the way down to my toes.

“Your husband said to make you beg,” Brad teases, pushing the vibrator in inch-by-inch, “but I’m playing a different game.” The vibrator is pressed along my walls like he’s charting out my body. “You’re going to come and you won’t stop coming.” The vibrator goes in all the way but Brad’s hand is still on the base, guiding it to hit my g-spot. “Now, come for me, Cady. Let your husband hear how you sound when you’re undone.”

“Fuck!” I blurt when my orgasm crashes into me. I’m like a boat lost in a storm at sea, waves and waves of pleasure overwhelming my senses. My toes curl and my knuckles are turning white with how hard I’m gripping my husband’s desk. My nipples are tight to the point of poking through my simple blouse and my pussy is pulsing, pushing out more and more slick while pulling the vibrator in as deep as it can go.

“That’s it, Baby,” my husband whispers hoarsely. “Keep count of how many times he makes you come. I’m taking that as a challenge for when I get back.”

I’d say that it takes me a long while to recover, but the truth is that I don’t get to recover fully before the next orgasm starts to build.

“This toy got settings, Dan? It’s time to take your wife up a notch.”

Brad’s words are followed by the soft thud of my husband’s thumb touching the app settings and the vibrator’s purr turns into a roar.

Pleasure courses through my veins as my legs twitch to tighten and close together. Brad nestles himself between my legs, so my thighs just wrap around his waist instead. He’s pumping the vibrator in and out of my pussy with a devious smirk, and his phone—still on speaker with my husband stuck in the airport—is beside my ass on the desk.

“Your pussy is so thirsty, it’s sucking this damn toy right back in every time I pull it out.” Brad drives home the point by sliding it out and holding up his hands. The vibrator is easily sucked back in all the way to the base.

My mind scrounges up the last of hits coherent thought in a tease. “Guess it means I haven’t come enough yet.” I barely recognize my voice—laced with this immense need and arousal.

“You heard my wife,” my husband commands over the phone, “you’re going to have to work harder than just one orgasm to fill her.”

“I plan on it,” Brad says and moves his hand between my legs. His fingers land on my clit and the meat of his palm pushes against the vibrator. He swirls my sensitive nub as the vibrator clings to my g-spot.

My walls flutter and the vibrator’s sound deeps as more of my slick floods into my canal.

“A man could drown down there and he’d thank you for it,” Brad groans, hand practically soaked.

“Damn right he would,” my husband chimes in. “Make her come again and you’ll see just how fucking wet she can get.”

I don’t know whether it’s the way that the two men are talking about me and my pussy like I’m not even here or if it’s the throbbing cascading all over my body, but I come again in a rush of moans and boneless pleasure. My limbs twitch and sweat drips down my neck, pooling where my collar bones meet. It’s so much and not enough all at once.

“More,” I whine, “please, I need to be fucked!”

My husband chuckles. “Guess you had her begging anyways.”

Brad smirks and stares right into my eyes—its intensity keeps my attention locked. “One more and I’ll give your wife’s hot cunt what it needs.”

I growl and buck my hips at the same time that I pull him toward me with my ankles. My wetness seeps past the base of the vibrator and visibly dampens his crotch. With the shades of wetness, the outline of his cock is now glaringly apparently.

Holy shit. He’s hard and he’s massive!

My pussy squeezes tight, finding only vibrator and sulking. It’s like my pussy can see Brad’s cock this close and is urging the rest of me to pull it out and get fucked. Before I can move to obey my pussy, Brad’s free hand is tugging up my blouse, palming my skin until he gets to the bottom curve of my breasts.

The first brush of his thumb heats my skin even through my bra. “Touch me,” I whimper. “Hard. Rough.”

My husband groans and Brad stills for just a beat. Then, the air crackles and something shifts. Brad’s eyes turn dark and feral, and in an instant, my bra is yanked down. The cups notch under my curves and tits bounce free. Blood rushes to my already pert nipples—they’re aching. Begging. Throbbing.

“Your wife has some fantastic fucking tits,” Brad growls. “Puffy nipples”—he rolls one between thumb and forefinger to punctuate his point—“heavy tits”—his palm cups my curve—“she’s going to come for me again when I suck these tits.” Keeping his hand on one breast, his mouth dips and the other nipple is slipped in, tongue swirling to greet me.

If I thought I was overwhelmed before, I’m over-overwhelmed now. So beyond whelmed that I can’t do anything but moan, squirm, and pant. The vibrator beats like a drum in my pussy with one of Brad’s hands strumming my clit. The other hand plucks my nipple while his mouth rhythmically licks across the other. Every single nerve in my body is on edge—tingling, surging in heat.

“I can tell you’re close, Cady. Come now. Come for us,” my husband encourages, speaking over some background airport announcement.

Not come for him. Come for us.

My husband loves hearing my sounds as his business partner gives me orgasm after orgasm.

I’m not coming just from the sensations alone. I’m coming from the fact that my husband is loving every second of this as much as I am.

This orgasm hits like a truck. My moans echo through the space and my hips tilt so the vibrator buzzes against the desk. It’s loud, it’s wet, and it’s perfect. My pussy squeezes so hard that the vibrator is pushed out. Brad grazes his teeth across my nipple when my back arches.

And, my husband?

“Fuuuuck, they called my flight now—I can’t wait to fuck you when I come back. I want her so damn full of cum, she’s dripping when I’m home.”

Brad pops off my breast and grins at me. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

The line with my husband clicks off and so does the vibrator. Brad doesn’t waste time replacing it with his fingers. My pussy squelches with the skin-on-skin contact.

“Don’t think we’re done yet—you heard your husband. He wants you dripping, so that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I’m going to fuck this needy pussy—fill you up. You want that, don’t you? Even with three orgasms, you’re not done yet.” My panties are finally tugged down and thrown to a corner of his office—I bet my husband is going to love finding that during a boring work day.

The weak chuckle that escapes my lips is raspy but sure. “I’m not done yet. My pussy isn’t done until it’s overflowing with hot cum.”

Brad groans and shakes his head. “Dan is the luckiest fucker on the planet.”

I can’t deny that, but he’s not the only lucky one. Even after being shared a few times now, I’m still in awe of how my husband loves embracing my slutty needs. Even if my husband is now on a plane—hopefully resting up so he can fuck my brains out when he lands—he wants me to be dripping in cum.

The vibrator is thrown to a corner of the desk and my face flushes with the damp spot it leaves behind. A little treat for my husband to find. Brad grabs my legs and in a single, swift motion, he throws them over his shoulders.

“Wha—” My squeak is cut short as my skirt flips over and the soft fabric brushes against my still-bare nipples. My back hits the cool glass-top of the desk with a soft thud and I inhale sharply when velvet-covered hardness slides through my pussy lips. “Oh, fuuuck,” I groan, surprise of the movements replaced with anticipation. I can’t help my curiosity when I lean up on forearms and gaze upon the shaft between Brad’s legs.

Even from this angle, I can tell that he’s big. Thick. Long. My orgasm addled brain can only come up with one-syllable words, but my body provides the rest. My hips roll and his tip slides through my wetness—mixing and gleaming with his own precum. Brad’s breath hitches and I let my gaze drift up.

A smirk graces my face when I realize that he’s so eager to fuck me now that he’s still mostly clothed—pushing his dark pants down just past his hips to free his cock. Eyes darkened, lids at half-mast, he’s focused only on one thing.

My pussy.

“Don’t keep me or my husband waiting,” I say, breathy and eager. “I need to be filled, remember?”

Brad’s nose flares and he angles his cock to line up with my entrance. “What’s better than three orgasms?” His tip slides in, stretching my entrance and making my walls flutter. “Four orgasms.” His hips snap and he’s sheathed to the hilt.

Stilling with a sharp inhale, we stay there for a beat. My pussy throbs from the stretch. I’m used to taking the vibrator now, but with every new cock, my pussy is stretched and fill all over again. The pulsing pressure of my walls accommodating every inch of him makes me hold my breath.

Brad takes his time when he pulls his cock out, leaving me stretched with only his tip, until another snap and he’s thrusting.

“Oh, fuck, yes, right there!” My hips tilt so his tip slams against my g-spot before pushing in nice and deep. Any pressure from the stretch has faded into a delicious, hot throb of pleasure. I’m overstimulated and exhausted, but having a cock in me has revitalized my senses.

“So damn wet…tight,” Brad grits out with a delicious moan. There’s just something about a man’s moan that makes my pussy squeeze with pride. It makes me feel powerful—I’m the one causing this even if Brad is the one who’s made me orgasm three times already.

And, like he’s planned, the fourth is building up way faster than the rest.

He grips my hips tight and pounds into me with so much vigor that the desk screeches across the floor but my body doesn’t move. Wet sounds of his cock squelching into my pussy fill the air and his sac slaps my pussy lips and ass cheeks as pleasure drips out of my canal.

“I’m…close!” I gasp with my eyes pinching shut.

“Come on my cock, Cady. Come just how your husband wants you to.”

I come undone with my body trembling and my throat hoarse. Brad stills in me as my pussy clenches tighter than ever. My walls milk his cock to the very last drop, coating my insides with his hot, wet, warm seed. Fuck. My body really was thirsty—my muscles roll in waves of tightness and release like its drinking up all his cum.

It takes us a full minute to recover and for Brad to slowly pull his cock out. His cum starts leaking, coating my lips and my thighs, but Brad pushes me back onto the desk so my hips are angled upwards.

“Fuck,” he mutters, tucking his spent cock away. “That’s exactly how you should greet Dan.”

With all my remaining strength, I push up on the desk to get a better idea of what he’s suggesting.

I'm lying on my husband’s desk, heels teetering on the edge and knees having fallen apart. My skirt is a mess of sweat as it clings to my otherwise bare nipples—my bra still digging into my ribs with cups down. Pussy lips glisten and cool with Brad’s dripping cum, and I can only imagine the view my husband would get walking through these office doors when he’s back.

Before I know it, Brad senses my response and fires off a quick text—I assume to tell my husband to come directly here. He grins, sliding a finger through my pussy like it’s nothing. Coming away with a digit coated in our mixture, he sucks it clean, groaning in delight. “Like I said, your husband is a lucky, lucky man.”
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I’m glad my husband’s plane lands shortly after Brad fucks me because Brad is right—I do want to greet my husband like this. My husband works way too hard in this office and it’s time to bring a little fun into his office. It’s past work hours, so when I hear heavy, rushed footsteps approach the door, my breath hitches.

It’s definitely my husband, and he’s so ready to see what I have in store for him.

The door creaks open slowly to reveal my favorite person.

This time, I’m not greeting him with a frying pan, ready to swing. He’s not shouting “honey I’m home.” There’s no delicious smell of dinner stewing in the back.

It’s just my husband—looking hungry and bedraggled from hearing my moans—and my pussy—leaking with the cum of another man.

With his hectic schedule, he hadn’t actually gotten the chance to see me like this. He’d only gotten videos and pictures—one of which he still hasn’t fucked me to!

“Fuck,” he whispers, “this is how I wanna start all my work days.” His voice is a mixture of exhaustion and heat. Even after the ordeal of the day, he’s licking his lips and undoing the buttons of his sleeves. I can’t tear my eyes away when he rolls up his sleeves to reveal those delicious corded muscles of his forearms.

My pussy clenches and a new gush of cum leaks out. “That can be arranged—I’m sure Brad wouldn’t mind fucking me before you come into work every day.”

A rumbling noise bounces around the room and the door to my husband’s office clicks shut. He still doesn’t move from his spot, dropping his bags and shrugging off his jacket. “Hearing your sounds—hearing you coming undone with another man—fuck, Cady. It was so damn hot.”

My face flushes and I tilt my hips so my husband gets an even better view. The movement makes my pussy lips—sticking together a little because of all the cum—part. “You’ve already seen me taking other guys, remember?”

My husband’s nose flares. “It’s different every time. Not being able to watch—made me focus more on those perfect little moans. The wet sounds of your pussy. The buzz of that damn vibrator—best fucking gift I’ve ever gotten you.”

I give him a teasing shrug with one shoulder. “The wedding ring can be a close second.”

That pulls a sharp chuckle out from my husband as he turns his ring around his thick finger. “You know I can see your pussy squeezing when you’re layed out like this.”

I smirk. “Really? I had no idea.” I definitely had an idea. “I guess that after four orgasms with Brad, it’s just begging to be fucked by its favorite cock.”

“Four,” my husband growls like he’s repeating it just to himself. “Guess he left the rest to me.”

My bottom lip snags between my teeth and my body warms. “The rest? How many are you planning?”

My husband huffs and finally steps toward me. “However many it takes for you to lose count.” His hot hand grips the back of my calf and he squeezes. “Tell me everything—I saw the video from Seth too. You’ve had a busy week, haven’t you, my slutty, needy wife?”

I open my mouth, ready to regale him with my stories just how he likes, but all that comes out is a ragged gasp. My husband’s hands have moved from my calves up to my thighs. His thumb grazes my damp pussy lips and I realize just how sensitive I still am.

“Use your words, Baby.” My husband grins and shifts that thumb to my aching clit.

I was ready to come again multiple times with my husband, but I didn’t think the dam would break this fast. My husband presses his knuckle into my sensitive nerves and swirls—cum and slick helping lube his way. My back arches and pleasure thrums through my veins as my hands seek his body for purchase.

“Use your words and don’t forget to keep count,” my husband teases.

“One!” I shout with a sharp inhale.

“That’s it. Did you like being spanked by Seth?”

I hastily nod, unable to trust my voice.

“And Brad really filled you up, didn’t he?”

I nod again.

“Use those words.” My husband keeps his thumb on my clit and slips two fingers into my pussy.

“Ahh, fuck, yes!” I moan as Brad’s cum is displaced by my husband’s hand. He pumps those two fingers deep into my pussy, swiping like he’s finger-painting my walls with his business partner’s cum. “He filled me up and kept me coming!”

My husband grins and adds a third finger. “How did he keep you coming?”

I’m panting hard and my vision blurs. I think my husband asked me a question, but the pressure in my core rises again. My mind is swimming in the heated arousal, trying its best to grasp enough words to form a coherent sentence. “Vi…vibrator,” I manage to say. “Came on the vibe.” So much for a coherent sentence.

My husband spots the vibrator on the desk now and his gaze sharpens. “You’ve covered my desk in your hot juices.” His finger pads massage my g-spot. “But, it’s not enough. Not yet.”

The second orgasm hits with a vengeance. A whole new wave of slick accompanies my skin searing in response to the waves of heat. My body literally shudders—enough to make the desk under me vibrate. My ass slides around the new wet patch between my legs but my husband stabilizes me, pulling those fingers out of my pussy and planting them on my hip.

He traces light circles along my hip bone and my wetness trails with a cooling kiss. Slowly, he drags his hand up, over my skirt and lands onto a nipple. Wet fingers slide around the puffy areola until he rolls a sensitive, peaked bud between thumb and forefinger.

“Now, I think we’re gettin’ there,” my husband says. “Every time I come in here, I’m going to think about how I found my wife sitting on my desk, legs wide, dripping with my business partner’s load.”

I squirm under my husband’s firm and delectable hold. Every movement makes my nipples tweak just right—a light pinch building into a throbbing pleasure.

“I’m never going to get any work done.” He unzips, languidly pulling out his cock and wrapping thick fingers around the shaft.

Just knowing that my husband’s cock it out and ready to be thrust deep in me gives my body another gust of pleasure. My pussy is excited and my breaths come out in short, staccato puffs. “Please,” I whimper, “need you…need your cock!”

“You just had a cock.”

I roll my eyes, exaggerating the movement. “We both know there’s never enough cock.”

My husband snorts in amusement and slides his shaft through my lips. It gathers Brad’s cum and my wetness, coating the familiar hardness in new seed. “Such a slutty wife. Of course there’s never enough cock. You ready to come on mine now?”

I’m nodding furiously—enough to get a neck workout. “Please, yes!”

“How needy are you? Are you going to come on my cock the second I enter that tight, hot cunt?”

Fuck. I could’ve come right there just from his words! “Yes!” I manage to moan. My pussy is fluttering rapidly, waiting to pull him in.

And the second it happens, I break for a third time with my husband.

His stretch is delicious. Thick. Searing. It’s the stretch my pussy can’t forget. It’s the stretch I’m looking for every moment of my married life. This is the stretch that makes me moan and forget all my thoughts. Ripples of my orgasm emanate from where my husband joins with me, and the more he pushes in, the tighter and faster these ripples get.

“Three,” I moan weakly.

“Fuuuck, I could feel your pussy come with that one!” His hips stutter before he sets a rhythm, thrusting in and out of me, easily lubed up with all the wetness in my pussy. “One more, Baby. You’re going to give me one more.”

I’m exhausted and my limbs are tingling, but with my husband coaxing me, there’s nothing I can’t do. “One more. Fuck me hard!”

My husband is grabbing onto every part of exposed flesh he can find. My tits, my clit, my ass. I’m wrapped around his waist and with every thrust, I’m pushed onto my shoulder blades. He goes deeper and harder and I’m moaning around him. It’s the perfect cock—my walls mold to him, tracing every vein and twitch. He’s ready to come undone just like me, and I want my last orgasm of the day to be in sync with my husband.

“Come with me,” I plead, turning his words against him.

My words do the same trick that his do for me. He snaps his hips to meet mine one last time and my pussy fills with the delectable hot seed. Right as his cock spills into me, my walls contract and pulse for my final orgasm.

This one builds up from cinders to a raging inferno. Every moment my husband spurts a little more seed into my pussy spurs on a lick of my orgasmic flame. Every muscle in my body tightens and release in a slow roll.

We stay like that and my husband plants his hands beside my head. He stares down at me, panting as the swirling desire in his eyes shifts to something more affectionate. “Fuck,” he breathes, “I love coming back to cum dripping from your pussy.”

My face flushes. It’s amazing how he can say that with sheer love. “This doesn’t have to just be a thing for your business trips then.”

My husband hums in thought before a slow smirk crawls onto his face. “You’re right. My wife’s pussy needs all the cock—she’s damn well going to take all the cock.” He places a soft kiss on my forehead that makes my stomach flip. “And I know just the meeting where there’s going to be multiple cocks. Think you’re up for it?”

My mind races with the possibilities. What’s an upcoming event with a lot of men? I gasp in realization. The investor meeting? The dinner where they’ll all be over at our house? My pussy clenches through the fatigue. “Fuck yes,” I whisper, “I want to take as many cocks as I can, and I want you to watch.”

The growl that rumbles from my husband’s throat tells me he feels exactly the same.

Guess I have the investor dinner menu figured out: my pussy.


HOTWIFE FULFILLED


I’M HOSTING A dinner party for my husband’s investors. What’s for dessert? Me!

My husband’s business project is wrapping up, and tonight is the dinner with four hot men. I serve them dinner before serving myself up in a sweet silicone filled adventure! They take turns, handling the remote of my pleasure before diving in for a piece themselves!

I’m open wide and eager when fill all of me, icing me their hot desires. My husband watches, encourages, and spurs everyone on. He makes sure I’m never left wanting, and when he promises that I’ll get to be a shared wife even after this business project is over, I’m overflowing with pleasure!
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My husband finally gets to be home for more than just a day at a time with his recent meetings all in town. Soon enough, his schedule will clear up. After this deal goes through—after we host the investors for dinner—he’ll be all mine.

But there’s one thing we haven’t discussed yet.

Will I be all his after he’s less busy? Will he keep sharing me like how he has while he’s been away on business trips?

He’s only briefly mentioned how he wants to keep sharing me, but that was in the middle of some heated times.

Just thinking about it makes me bite my bottom lip. I take a steadying breath and put up my hair in a high ponytail. Right now, I’m in work mode and I can’t be thinking about my husband and everything between his legs!

Today’s work is special, though. I’m making sure that the flower arrangements for my husband’s workplace are finalized. I’m bringing some home for the investor dinner too. It’s a small gesture, but optics mean a lot in his industry. Having a put together workplace is important.

Which is why I’m engrossed in cutting stems and placing little vials of water and flower-nutrition on the flowers when my husband comes home and holds up something that would definitely make his workplace seem…unprofessional.

“Did you leave these behind for me to find?” My husband wraps his arms around me.

I startle a little before sinking into his warm touch. “Leave what behind?”

He grabs familiar fabric from his pocket and holds it up with a single finger. Oh shit. My panties!

My face heats and my back arches on its own. My curves brush against my husband’s hard lines. Those panties are from when I took my husband’s business partner in my husband’s office! In the midst of all my pleasure—first by his business partner and then by my husband—I had completely forgotten all about it! I came home dripping of the pleasure of two men, so sated that I had no care in the world.

I swipe for my panties but my husband uses his size and puts it out of reach. “Hey!”

My husband chuckles. “Oh no, I’m sayin’ I love it. I’m going to start a collection of everything you leave behind in my office now.”

I cock a brow. “Everything? You mean we’re going to have a follow up round there?”

“Definitely.” His face dips into the crook of my neck. He sniffs deep enough to send a shiver up my spine that turns into a full-body shudder when his tongue joins the fray and licks a wet stripe up from the base of my neck to the back of my ear. “Once this damn deal is over, I’m going to claim you everywhere.”

His hot breath and the rumble of his voice feel so damn good! My legs weaken and my core pulses in anticipation. My husband has done such a good job of sharing me—sating me. Taking care of me while he’s away. But, being in his presence always sends my libido into overdrive.

“And what about Brad?” I ask, thinking about how his business partner gave me pleasure after pleasure right on my husband’s desk—while my husband listened in on the phone.

My husband growls and the sharp edge of his teeth joins his tongue. A nip at my lobe and I’m done for. “I’m gonna watch him fuck you next time. I’m gonna watch everyone fuck you now that I’m not runnin’ around the fucking world on business trips.”

A flutter in my stomach joins the pressure of my core. “You…you want to keep sharing me? Even if you’re not away?”

My husband’s single-arm hold on me tightens. “Fuck yes—if you want. It’s hot as hell thinking about how well you can take all these other cocks.” He pulls away for a more chaste—romantic—kiss to the side of my temple. “Plus, I get to fuck you after and claim you over and over again.”

My hips roll and behind me, he’s already hard.

“Do you want that?” he asks, bringing the hand holding my panties down between my legs. “Do you want to be my slutty, shared wife for the rest of our lives?” Hot fingers slide up my skirt and the fabric of my left-behind panties graze along the prickled skin of tight thigh muscles.

His question almost gets lost in my quickly building desire. He asks it like it’s another proposal. Like it’s our new vow to each other. Do I, Cady, accept to be my husband, Dan’s, shared wife? To be shared how he sees fit and to get pleasure by fucking man after man as he watches, listens, and participates?

“I do,” I whisper.

Our new vow is sealed when the hand not holding my panties cradles my jaw and tilts it up to meet his lips. My husband captures them, swallowing my moans and diving his tongue into my mouth. He kisses me like it’s our first kiss as husband and wife.

Well, I guess it really is our first kiss after deciding to make this shared wife thing permanent!

The hand between my legs ghosts over the damp patch building at my entrance. “Good,” my husband growls, hooking a finger under my panties. “Because I’m going to need to add this to my collection.” Using just that finger, he tugs my panties down.

I can’t be bothered to think about how he’s stretching out the elastic when my panties drop around my ankles and the cool air hits my wet pussy lips. My extremely wet pussy lips. Soaked.

My husband follows the panties down, kissing hot trails down my side, my thighs, my calves. I step out of the panties and he gathers it with the one I left behind in his office, putting them both in his pocket.

How is it so hot that my husband is building a collection of my panties? We live together! He has access to literally all of my underwear! But the way he’s taking them off me or finding them in places where they shouldn’t be makes it almost like we’re back in college—fucking anywhere and everywhere we can!

“Fuck, you’re so damn wet.” He licks his lips, eyes dark and blazing as he stares up at me from my ankles. “I need a taste.”

I squeak when my husband suddenly shifts us. He’s on his knees and I’m leaning against the kitchen counter. Instead of standing, though, my legs are dangling over my husband’s shoulders. He tugs so his head disappears under my skirt, hot breath skating along my sensitive pussy lips.

“Ahhh, fuck!” My hips roll on their own, seeking the release I know is coming.

“That’s coming too.” My husband chuckles and darts his tongue out. His wet tip parts my pussy lips. He licks up my slit, tracing my entrance before landing at my throbbing clit. “Fucking delicious.” His voice is muffled under my skirt, sending vibrations up my sensitive nerves.

My pussy pulses rapidly with every lick. I’m scrambling for purchase, hips bucking and hands flailing. With a soft mewl, I manage to tug my skirt up to reveal my husband’s messy hair. My fingers thread through it, scratching his scalp. Soft. Warm. Eager.

He hums when I tug, starting to grind against his tongue. Holy shit, even after decades of marriage, I’m undone so easily! My husband’s tongue knows my body better than I do. He teases the base of my clit before sliding along my lips. He teases every inch of skin between my legs until I’m a trembling mess.

“Please,” I whimper.

“What do you need? What does my slutty, horny, soaked wife need?”

I can feel his damn smirk against my thigh! He knows exactly what I need! “I…I wanna come! I need to come!”

“You’ll come when I think you’re ready to come.”

My breath stutters and my eyes pinch shut. My husband has moved from teasing to building me up brick by brick before holding me on the edge. Two fingers slide into my pussy, scissoring against my walls. My pussy squeezes in anticipation of the impending orgasm, but my husband holds me in place.

“More! I need more!” I’m whimpering and squirming in this delicious, heated pressure.

“I love hearing you beg,” my husband says, placing light butterfly kisses on my mound like he isn’t currently finger-fucking me. “I love how your pussy takes anything I give it.” Fingers pump into me, squelching loudly with my waterfall of arousal. “And I'm going to love having you come on my mouth.” He curls his lips around my clit and sucks at the same time that his fingers curl into my g-spot.

I come with a shuddering moan.

It rips through my body—I couldn’t stop it even if I wanted to. My thigh clench like earmuffs around my husband’s ears, I grind my pussy against his mouth and his fingers map out my walls. It all happens in an instant, but my husband stays there, sucking and licking me from recovery into over-stimulation.

“Is that all you needed from me?” His husky voice feels like it floods through my pussy to my ears.

I shake my head. “Need…need your cock. Please,” I whimper, “my pussy needs it!”

With a huff, my husband is on his feet.

But my legs are still on his shoulders!

I’m pushed fully onto my back on the counter, legs flying in the air so high that when my husband leans his massive frame against me, my pussy leaves a smack of wetness against his shirt.

He smirks, chin glistening with proof of a job well done. “What my wife wants, my wife gets.” He unzips and at the back of my thighs, I can feel that familiar hardness.

“Damn right,” I moan, “and your wife needs it hard and fast!” My breaths come out in short puffs as the anticipation spirals into this intense level of desperation. My husband wants to keep sharing me even after his business deal is done. I’m going to keep taking other cocks, and my husband loves it!

I’m so filled with love that I’m ready to burst…but what I want more is to be filled with cum.

My husband lines himself up with my entrance. His tip parts my pussy lips, gently prodding at my entrance, swimming in my wetness. The feel of hot skin against skin makes me wiggle my hips. I’ve never been particularly patient, and all this teasing is driving me nuts!

I nudge the back of my husband’s neck with my ankles and reach for his hips. I’m pawing at him like a feral animal. There’s no putting me back in my cage now. “Fuck me!” I beg.

My husband finally gives me what I need. He pushes in and I feel his ass flex as my hands tightly wrap around his hips. My jaw falls slack and my eyes roll to the back of my head. The stretch is perfect! His engorged tip makes way for his throbbing shaft. My pussy clings to every delicious inch of him as he moves. With a grunt and a short snap of his muscles, he’s sheathed all the way and our hips finally meet.

“Your pussy is squeezing me so damn tight,” my husband grinds out. “Fuck, you’re really this excited to be shared?” He growls and plants one forearm beside my head, leaning his weight on me to capture my lips again.

I hold his cock deep in me—bottomed out to the point where his tip kisses my cervix. My nipples are peaked and every slow roll of my body against him makes them brush against the soft fabric of my shirt. I’m so sensitive from the orgasm my husband has just given me…I’m practically ready to come again right now.

Then, my husband pulls away, slides his cock out all the way to the head, and then slams back into.

“Ohhhh myyyy fuuuck!” My words blur together in the heady ecstacy as my husband pounds into me harder and harder. It’s just how I wanted—his fingers gripping into my skin, his cock slamming my cunt, and his words falling free.

“Fuck, such a slutty damn wife. Can’t get enough cock, can you?” My husband’s balls slap against my ass cheeks as wetness coats us both. “The damn investors are gonna open their wallets and their pants thanks to you.”

My pussy squeezes even harder at the thought of being passed around by the investors.

“You’d love that wouldn’t you? Your pussy loves that. You’re going to be so damn full! So hot! So fucking tight!”

There we go. My husband is at the point where he’s just blurting out everything that comes to mind. This is what I love about fucking the most! Every thought drops out of our heads other than the feel of our bodies. The slide of cock against cunt. The sounds of hot moans. The taste of sweat.

“Please! Yes! I want that! I want them all to fuck me!” The moment I finish encouraging my husband, his cock smashes against my g-spot and my second orgasm rips through me. It thrums in my veins making my limbs twitch and my back arch.

My pussy clenches around my husband, molding to the raised vein running down the underside of his shaft. He grunts, stills, and I get my first reward of the rest of our lives.

Hot cum paints me like I’m claimed. My walls soak it all up, pulsing rapidly in time with his cock’s twitches.

We take ragged breaths, running our hands down each other’s sides and through our hair. There’s an audibly wet suction noise when my husband finally slides out of me. He groans when he sees how much of a mess I am—laying on the kitchen counter and presenting myself like I’m his feast. Cum drips down my pussy lips and my husband absentmindedly brushes his thumb through it, smearing it on my skin.

“As much as I fucking love seeing you with my cum dripping from that sweet cunt”—his eyes gleam with a salacious smirk playing on his lips—“I can’t fucking wait to see how you look with the cum of multiple guys.”

I shoot him a lazy, sated smile. “I can’t fucking wait either.”
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When the dinner with the investors rolls around, I’m a little antsy. My husband and I have had a routine in this wife sharing turn.

He goes off on a business trip and leaves me the wearable vibrator. He hands off the remote to a man he wants me to fuck. His instinct is never wrong, and somehow, he knows what I need before I know.

But this time, the investors are coming to our place for dinner. We’re basically buttering them up to make sure they pour money into my husband’s business. My husband will be there too.

It’s not like the other times. The first time I was shared, I was with his best friend. He video-called my husband and my husband watched as his friend got me off. My husband’s encouragement—and hard eagerness—was exactly what I needed that first time. Then, he sent his intern to bend me over at work. The recording of me coming on the intern’s cock served as the perfect backdrop for when my husband fucked me after his business trip. I’ve been spanked until I’m sore and dripping by my husband’s trainer, and then his business partner demanded a turn. A turn that both my husband and I were more than happy to give.

Now that my husband has agreed to share me even beyond his business trips, everything feels new again.

This will be my first time with multiple guys.

It’ll be my first time with my husband actually in the room.

It’ll be my first time…used however the men see fit.

My bottom lip slides between my teeth as blood rushes between my legs.

If I had been asked at the start of my marriage, what part I was most excited about, never in a million years would I have been able to say being fucked by other men in front of my husband.

But now? It’s the thing I look forward to the most!

My husband watching with his keen eye as I’m coming undone.

I have to take a steadying breath so I can finish preparations for hosting them. The formal dining room is all set up—for the first time ever, really. It’s one of those rooms that we thought would be great to have when buying our first home together, but we’ve never actually used it.

Now, it’ll get used just how I will.

My husband comes out of the shower and finds me bent over the table, fixing the centerpiece. “That’s how I wanna be greeted every damn day.” He growls and comes up behind me, sliding a hand down my spine. His fingers catch on the gold clasps that hold this dress together.

Low back, slinky and silky fabric, a lush green with gold chains to adorn the way down to the curve of my ass. Yeah, this is a dress I’m meant to be fucked in.

I giggle and shimmy my hips. “We could make that happen—you’re going to be home so much more after this deal is done.”

“I’m gonna be home and you get to keep taking all the cock your heart desires.” His voice is low and heady, making my head spin in conjunction with the oaky scent of his fresh aftershave. He chuckles, noticing the rippling affect of pleasure his voice has on me and slides his hand down to my thigh.

My eyes widen when what I feel isn’t his skin, but silicone.

“Don’t think I forgot about our little game.” The wearable vibrator traces the seam where my legs meet my pelvis. “No panties this time? Afraid I’m gonna steal all your pairs?” He chuckles.

I would roll my eyes, but all my attention is diverted to my pussy.

“All the investors have the app and the code to make this toy work.” My husband parts my pussy lips with the tip of the silicone. “You’re this wet already? Fuck. I’m the luckiest goddamn man on the planet. The universe even.” The tip of one end of the crescent vibrator pushes into my entrance.

I’m still bent over, flush against the dining table. I can’t wear a bra with this dress, and I figure there’s no point to pasties if I’m wearing this to get fucked anyways, so my nipples poke through—hard enough to leave divots on the wooden dining table. My husband’s hand explores my pussy, finger tapping at my clit and sliding through my wetness, before he settles the vibrator in the right position. One end is at my sensitive bundle of nerves and the other is deep inside me, pressing my g-spot.

“These men…they love fighting for control. I bet they’re going to fucking love competing with each other for control of this pussy.”

I let out a shuddering breath. “Too bad my pussy belongs to you.”

My husband hums appreciatively. “Damn right. They just get to borrow it.” There’s a hard, intense look in my husband’s eyes. It’s like he wants to fuck me right here and right now. Before the investors get here.

His nose flares with a hot huff when he looks at the time on my phone screen. “Keep that safe in your perfect pussy until they get here, will you?” His hand pulls out of from under my dress and he smooths out the fabric like he wasn’t just knuckle deep in my cunt. “They’ll be here any minute.”

I finish setting up the room—every step reminding me of what’s hidden deep within. I don’t know most of the men who are going to come to dinner tonight, but if they’re anything like the men I’ve already been shared with, I bet I’ll have the best night of my life.

The doorbell rings and my husband greets everyone inside. I stand beside the dinner table with my jaw slack.

My husband seriously has to be in some sort of club that only lets in hot men. Four of them walk in, dressed to the nines, but even in their tailored suits and sleek ties, outlines of their muscles are easily visible.

They introduce themselves and I’m scrambling to focus on learning their names instead of just ogling them like a horny virgin.

Repeating them over and over again in my head, there’s Liam with dirty blond hair and sharp brown eyes. Next is Dylan, who used to be a pro football player until an injury took him out. Then there’s Nick, who is apparently an old friend of my husband’s but I’ve never met him. Finally, there’s Cole, who’s intense blue eyes are pinned on me.

My husband said that all of these guys have the app and the code to link it to the vibrator currently in my pussy. That must mean that all the guys know what’s on the menu tonight—me.

“Dan’s told us a lot about you, but he missed out on some key points,” Nick breaks the ice as we dig into dinner.

“Like what?”

Nick smirks and looks me up and down—unashamed of his lingering gaze around my chest. “Like how incredible you look in that dress.”

Cole snorts. “Fucking understatement of the century there, Shakespeare.”

“I think there’s more important things than what Dan’s wife is wearing on the outside.” Liam licks his lips with a knowing gleam in his eyes.

“Yeah, like what’s going on underneath.” Dylan snorts, leaning back on his chair and throwing an arm over the back to show off his size.

The rest of the guys shoot him an unamused look.

Dylan shrugs. “I ain’t one of these Ivy league business guys, Sweetheart.” He’s talking to me and narrowing his gaze. “I’m not about to sugarcoat shit. Dan told us about your little…arrangement.”

I raise a brow. “Good. I like the men who fuck me to know that I’m happily married.”

There’s a sharp intake of breath that silences Dylan’s teasing and builds up the snickering of the other guys.

“He’s just messing with you,” Nick says, clearing the air. “All of us are here because we already know we’re going to dump money into your husband’s company. We believe in him and his product.”

Liam nods. “That’s happening even if you change your mind after seeing us.”

My face flushes and I sneak a peek at my husband. He wears a lazy smile when he looks at me. I already figured that getting shared with these men would have no actual influence on their business decisions, but it’s nice hearing it confirmed out loud.

“I’ve been looking forward to this dinner ever since my husband said I’d be shared here.” I dab the napkin at the edge of my lips, careful not to smear off any of my deep red lipstick. “If Dan’s told you all about our arrangement, you all know how…needy I am.” My voice drops. “I’ve been dripping and ready to be filled, passed around, and used all day.”

In my periphery, my husband’s breath hitches. He shifts in his seat as his Adam’s apple bobs. Oh he’s definitely hard right now.

Silence hangs between all of us for a beat, broken by the metal clang of a fork on the table. “Well, shit. If this is what gets both of you off, I’m not about to turn this down.” Dylan eyes me but his words are directed at my husband. “Any man who turns down a woman like your wife is a fucking idiot.”

The other guys nod and my husband smirks. “Glad to have all of you on board. If you’re done with dinner, I suggest we get started on dessert.”

I don’t have to wonder how this is going to go because the moment I push my chair out, I gasp.

The vibrator starts buzzing deep in my pussy, leaving me gripping the dining table as it echoes through my seat. All of the men have their thumbs on their phone screens, so it must be one of them controlling my pussy right now.

But who?
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I don’t normally love social deduction games, but trying to figure out who’s controlling the vibrator in my pussy out of four hot guys who’ve come here to fuck me? Now that I can get behind.

With all his comments, I think that maybe it’s Dylan. But he sets his phone down on the table, nose flaring, when the vibrator turns on. I look around the table and realize that only one of them is actually moving his thumb over the screen.

The buzzing intensity increases and the edges of my vision blurs. Nick leans back in his seat with a smug look. My pussy pulses so hard, trying to keep up with the rhythm of the toy. It’s him. It’s definitely him. My husband’s old friend becoming well acquainted with me while he’s seated across from me.

“Fuck,” I whisper, dropping my head. My hair shields my face like a veil and my toes curl tight in my sleek pumps.

“That’s the plan…eventually,” Nick teases. “We’re going to have to warm you up first if you want to stand a chance at taking all of us.”

Liam raps his fingers on the table. “Look at that pretty blush riding up her neck.”

“You guys can sit around, but I’m getting a closer look.” Dylan is at my side, lifting me up as my legs wobble.

Cole clears off the table faster than I can even take my mind off the vibrations and I’m plopped on there by Dylan.

“How does it feel, Cady?” Nick asks, holding up his phone and exaggerating the movement of his thumb across the intensity slider.

“So…good!” I barely manage to grit out. I can practically feel these vibrations in my throat when I’m flanked by Dylan and Cole. Rough hands grip my legs, pulling off my shoes and sliding up my calves. My nipples are hard as diamonds and my back arches when all this jostling around pulls the vibrator snug against both my clit and my g-spot. “Ahh…I’m…I’m gonna come!”

“Don’t hold back here, Baby.” My husband’s voice gives me something to focus on. “You’ll come more times than you can count by the time they’re done with you.”

“Your husband is right,” Liam finally chimes in after carefully watching and assessing. His finger drags down my spine, hitching against the gold chains of my dress. “You won’t want to hold back here. We’re going to take turns with you—give you just what you need. We’re going to flip you, fill you, fuck you.” His calm and collected voice reads more like a promise than a simple statement.

And that promise helps me let go. My legs wobble, catching the armrest of the chair I was sitting on. My dress is pushed up by Dylan, who gets the best view of this first orgasm. My pussy clenches and even with the vibrator still inside me, I can feel a new gush of arousal dripping past the silicone.

“Fuck,” Dylan mutters. “Such a pretty, pussy. I’m not even in you and I can see how tight you’re squeezing around that damn toy.”

Right as the crest of my orgasm peaks, something happens to the vibrator inside me. It stutters for just a second—like the app needs to reconnect to a new owner. It roars to life, stronger and harder.

“Ahh I’m…it’s….” I moan, unable to find words for my euphoria, body starting to shake as my arms give out. I’m coaxed down on the table, lying on my back with my legs up as I’m coming. And coming. And coming.

Holy shit. This orgasm doesn’t seem to be stopping!

“Dan’s already set the precedent—sharing is caring,” Cole says smoothly. He holds up the app so I can see that the vibrator is now firmly under his control.

These are all high-powered, high-earning men in their fields. They’re used to being the ones in control. They’re used to being able to play games and toy around. This is no different. They’re passing around the control of my vibrator, holding my rope of desire taut from every angle of their web.

It’s like I’m only here to be fucked and used.

And with the way my body shakes, sustaining this orgasm for longer than ever before, I’m loving every second of their game.

I’m not their pawn. I’m their queen.

Another beat of silence and another change of hands. This time, the vibrator changes into one of the morse code settings. Hard. Hard. Soft. Hard. Soft. Hard. Hard. My pleasure ebbs and flows, the soft down beats giving me a chance to breathe and gasp for the air that’s being pulled out of my lungs. My vision blurs and my skin heats so much that I need my tight dress off. I need to be touched. I need…. “Oh fuuuck, yes!” The hard, strong beat makes my back arch.

My pussy squeezes so tight and I’m so wet that the unthinkable happens.

The vibrator gets pushed out, hitting the wooden table with a thud and dripping in a harsh buzz.

The sudden emptiness in my pussy makes me whine, but I can’t believe how hard my walls would’ve been pulsing for something like this to happen. I’ve been my husband’s shared wife for a whole month now, and that vibrator’s remote has been passed around to multiple men. I’ve walked around with this vibration, I’ve done squats with this vibration, I’ve been bent over multiple times with this vibration!

It looks like my pussy’s tipping point just happens to be four hot men who have been invited over by husband to fuck me.

Dylan’s nose flares. “I didn’t get a chance to control that sweet toy, but don’t think for a second I’m missin’ out on a pussy like that.” He’s the first one to undo his belt, push down his black dress pants, and pull out his cock. “Last chance to back out,” he growls as his fingers wrap around his shaft.

My husband answers for me when I only have the strength to let my legs fall open. “Don’t think my wife has had enough yet,” he says, leaning back, still seated. His eyes blaze with a heat I haven’t seen before. He’s watching every move these investors make.

And the tent in my husband’s pants twitches when Dylan spreads me even wider, pushing my dress up far enough to reveal my whole pussy to the table. I’m tugged down to an edge, legs dangling when Dylan lines his cock up with my slit. My pussy lips are parted by his tip and I gasp at his hard warmth.

Just when I think this will be an assembly line of fucks—something I would happily be a part of—a hand cups my jaw and tips up my face so I’m locking eyes with an upside-down Liam. Well, I’m the one who’s upside down. His thumb traces my bottom lip, parting my mouth. “Such a pretty mouth too. We promised that we’d fill you up…just how filled do you want to be?”

“My wife’s lips look so fucking good wrapped around a cock,” my husband supplies, voice hoarse.

My eyes widen and when Liam leans over my face, I see that his cock is out too! My mouth waters seeing that hard, long, leaking tip. The bead of precum is drips and coats the deep red when he gently squeezes his cock. How full do I want to be? The limit really doesn’t exist. “So full,” I whimper, “please, I need it. I need your cock.” I glance around the room. “All of your cocks. Fuck me, use me, fill me.”

It’s not like the men haven’t already known that they get free rein of me tonight, but after I’ve confirmed it, something snaps the tension that’s been built up from the vibrator game.

Suddenly, it’s all hands on deck. And by deck, I mean my body.

The slinky top of my dress is pushed down to meet the bottom half, pooling around my waist. My breasts are finally free, nipples hard, puffy, and rosy. I try to look down the length of my body—my lust driven gaze only catching my flushed skin and Dylan’s ragged breaths—when Liam brings my face back to him.

Angled so he’s leaning over my face, Liam’s cock slowly drips warm droplets of his seed onto my lips. I lick it up, reveling in the way Liam’s Adam’s apple bobs when he watches me. Liam’s tip is brought to my lips and at the same time as Dylan finally makes his initial push into my pussy, Liam slides into my mouth.

Immediately, the euphoria of taking it from both sides shakes my core awake. I’ve already orgasmed on this table—multiple times if we’re counting the prolonged duration—but I’m inching closer again.

With these two guys at my pussy and mouth, I half expect Nick and Cole to grab my tits or my ass with the same vigor, but both of them are showing an eerie amount of restraint. They flank either side of me, ghosting the backs of their hands down my breasts. The barely-there heat makes goosebumps rise and loosens my body.

“Oh fuck, you weren’t kidding,” Liam grits out, “your wife’s mouth was made to take a cock.” He’s talking to my husband, but the compliment warms me.

I love being slutty and I love that my husband encourages this side of me. Of course I’d take pride in being able to take a cock well!

Dylan gives a shaky laugh. “Her pussy’s fucking perfect too. So damn tight and wet.” He grunts, slowly rolling his hips. My walls clench tight around him and his cock twitches.

Being filled and used like this pushes all other thoughts out of my mind. I don’t have to be worried about bills or taxes. I just have to take cock. And damn if my body doesn’t love that.

The first thrust comes from Liam. He pulls his cock out of my mouth just enough for me to see my own saliva dripping down his shaft. His sharp brown eyes meet mine and his hips snap. His cock dives down my throat without resistance as my nose meets the sensitive patch at the base of his cock.

“Her pussy squeezed even tighter when you did that!” Dylan’s excitement spurs on his quickening thrusts.

Cole and Nick’s hands ghosting down my sides finally turn firm. Nick rolls a nipple between his thumb and forefinger as Cole gently rubs his hand along my neck.

“Can feel your cock through her throat,” Cole says like he’s in the presence of a literal miracle. “Fuck, that’s so hot.”

Liam’s thread of control starts to snap when he pumps harder and faster—Cole’s hand resting on my throat serving as the perfect target. I love watching men come undone like this—under the touch of my body. I can’t help but reach down and gently massage his sac at the same as I hollow out my cheeks and create the perfect seal.

Liam spills almost instantly and my smugness travels down to my pussy. I’ve clenched so hard that Dylan’s thrusts are slowed to a crawl.

“I knew I didn’t stand a chance when that vibrator got squeezed so damn hard that it got pushed out.” He stutters and before I know it, I’m guzzling down hot seed from both ends.

As much as I love orgasms from my vibrator, the feel of a man’s cum is something else entirely. My pussy and my throat soak it all in, and in my sensitive haze, the next orgasm shoots through me like the mens’ loads. It ripples out from the point of contact with these cocks—emanating from both ends to crash at my core. I gasp and when my mouth falls open, Liam pulls out. A dribble of his cum falls onto my lip and before I can lick it clean, he smears it around like it’s lipstick.

And fuck, it might as well be because I’d wear proof of tonight like a pearl necklace.

In fact, I might get that wish exactly because when Dylan’s cock slips out of my pussy, I’m shifted around on the dinner table. Nick settles between my legs, staring at my pussy in awe before sliding a thumb up my slit. Dylan’s cum coats everything, but with Nick’s deft fingers, I’m writhing in hot pleasure again within seconds.

“When Dan told us that he likes sharing you, I didn’t get it at first.” Nick pulls out his cock, firmly pumping it once. Twice. Thrice. “But seeing your pussy with another man’s cum?” He chuckles. “Damn, turns out I’m a fan of marriage after all.” His cock easily slides into my pussy, squelching audibly as Dylan’s cum squeezes out to make room.

Cole makes a choked noise from somewhere down his throat. Is he thinking about a turn with my pussy too? “As tempting as your pussy seems, seeing that cock down your throat”—he growls in a feral, throaty way—“I need to coat that hot neck in cum.” He grabs my tits, squeezing and kneading. “And I’m not leaving these beautiful tits untouched.” He hops onto the table, straddling my chest and pushing my tits together.

My breath hitches at the view. Cole is on his knees and between us, I can see Nick at my pussy. Nicks cock is pushing and pulling my whole body with each thrust and when Cole whips out his cock, stuffing it between my tits, he doesn’t even have to do anything but hold my tits in place. Nick’s thrusts are doing enough for them both.

If I didn’t already love being a shared wife, I’d be a convert now.

Cole’s cock easily glides between my tits, skin coating in leaking precum. His tip pushes up to my lips whenever Nick tugs me in for a thrust at my pussy. It’s like my whole job here is to be fucked and used however the guys see fit.

However my husband wants them to fuck me.

“She’s close again,” my husband says. “Make her come—I don’t want her to stop coming.”

Is there anything better than a supportive husband?

Nick chuckles. “You heard the man.” His finger presses into my clit and he lets himself go completely. He’s thrusting and pounding into me so hard that my pussy is having a hard time keeping up. My walls flutter rapidly, accommodating more of Nick’s cock each time.

Cole shifts his grip on my tits so his thumbs can make hot, tight circles at my clit. My mouth falls open with the searing waves of pleasure and his cock tip kisses my tongue. I tease him like he’s teasing me by flicking my tongue against that delicious redness.

“Come for us,” my husband commands, and I shatter.

My whole body clenches tight and Nick’s cock stutters to a halt. It’s so sudden that his gaze is like a deer in the headlights. He wasn’t expecting to come this quick either. Cole on the other hand seems perfectly content with the timing. One more thrust between my tits and a wave of warm, viscous liquid spills right onto my lips, chin, and clings to my neck.

There’s that pearl necklace I wanted.

I tremble as I come down from the hardest orgasms of my life. The guys climb off me and I’m gently lifted so my dress is finally completely off and the fabric isn’t completely stained with cum.

“Needless to say,” Nick says in a hoarse voice, tucking away his cock, “dinner was fucking delicious.”

I grin lazily as the guys clean me up just enough so I can move around again. I look over to my husband and take in his flushed skin and the white knuckles curling around his arm rest.

“You did so well, Baby,” my husband practically purrs. “Looked so good taking all the guys.” His gaze is half-lidded and when I trail down his body, I gasp. His cock is still in his pants—untouched—with a damp patch growing right at the tip.

Holy shit. I just made my husband cum in his pants like it was his first time! All because of how turned on he was from watching these guys take me!

Instead of being ashamed or hiding away from me, my husband takes it as a mark of pride. “That’s proof of just how well you did.” He reaches out and tugs me off the dinner table and onto his lap. His voice drops into a low, heady growl. “I can’t fucking wait to see you take as many cocks as you can.”

One final heated kiss with the love of my life and I’m in bliss.

All the men are spent and my body hums with my sated pleasure. I know that my pussy is going to start throbbing for more cock soon—my libido is a bottomless pit. With the business deal signed and sealed by all of our juices, my husband will be home more often, which only means more and more opportunities for me to be passed around, fucked, and thoroughly fulfilled. But for now, I’m happy just curling up in my husband’s lap, reveling in our heats, dripping in cum, and sighing softly, dreaming of our next sexy adventure.


HOTWIFE'S GIFT EXCHANGE

Love first time hotwife stories? Check out Hotwife’s Gift Exchange!
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My husband's gift to me? Asking me to be his hotwife!

My husband's gift to his new, hot client? Me!

This Christmas, my husband is treating is new client, Lucas, and me to a weekend at a fancy ski chalet. I'm ready to shack up with him all weekend, but then he suggests that I become his hotwife and my first time shared be with his client!

My pulse races and my core heats when my husband wraps me up, presenting me to Lucas. Lucas takes his time unwrapping his gift, teasing and tasting me until I'm writhing in pleasure! I'm panting and begging until I'm filled and dripping with desire!

When I'm re-gifted to my husband at the end of the night, he reclaims what's his in a way that has me moaning louder than ever! Being a shared wife is the best Christmas present I could've hoped for!

Hotwife's Gift Exchange is a standalone erotic story featuring an insatiable wife shared for the first time!

Read Now: https://mybook.to/hotwifegiftexchange


HOTWIFE'S FREEUSE FOOTBALL SUNDAY

Love wives being shared by multiple men? Check out Hotwife’s Freeuse Football Sunday:
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My husband’s friends know the drill—once they’re in our home, my body is fair game. In every possible way.

My husband and I have an arrangement—every Sunday, his friends from college come over to use me to my body’s fullest. They fill all of me, teasing and pleasuring every inch of skin.

My husband watches and directs the show until it’s his turn. He uses me, pushing the desires of all his friends back into me. Before I know it, I'm mindless and thrumming in delight as I gush onto him, drenching them all in my desire. Our tradition is the best way to end a week.

Hotwife’s Freeuse Football Sunday is the fourth in the Hotwife Shared At Home series. Every story can be read as a standalone, and featured hotwives may reappear in future standalone adventures. All stories include explicit scenes and focus on hotwife/wife sharing where all characters are consenting adults. 

Read Now: https://mybook.to/freeusefootballsunday


HOTWIFE'S FRISKY ADVENTURES

Love enthusiastic wife sharing stories? Love great deals? Check out the 5 story collection: Hotwife’s Frisky Adventures.
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One frisky wife opens wide for so many men!

This hotwife loves to be shared where she least expects it! From taking two men when her car breaks down to taken under the stars by her husband's friends, this wife is filled, thrilled, and satisfied, leaving her ready for her husband's touch!

Bundle collects five stories from the Hotwife Adventures series and includes:

	Hotwife Shared With The Mechanics
	Hotwife Goes Camping
	Fireworks With The Hotwife
	Hotwife Takes The Farmers
	Hotwiife Filled At The College Reunion


All stories are interconnected, but can be read as standalones.

Read Now: https://mybook.to/friskyadventuresbundle
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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 and nab FREE hotwife stories by signing up for Sierra’s newsletter at https://sierradumont.com!

OEBPS/image_rsrc185.jpg
FIRST TIME WIFE SHARING

SIERRA DUMONT





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc186.jpg
HoTwire SUARED ATHOME WS}

FREEUSE FOOTBALL
SUNDAY
SIERRA DUMONT





OEBPS/image_rsrc187.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc188.jpg
DDDDDD





