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The Wedding Night
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Zach and I tumbled into the honeymoon suite as soon as we managed to fumble the door open between passionate kisses. Once we were inside, I pulled away to take a look at our luxurious accommodation for the night. It was a beautiful room with a stunning four-poster bed in the middle, that had sheer curtains hanging down around it. I couldn’t help but think it looked just like the kind of bed a princess would sleep in. And considering the beautiful and elegant bridal gown I was still wearing, I sure felt like a princess.

Turning back to Zach, I flashed him a dazzling smile. “Oh, my god. This place is amazing. Thank you for organising this, love!”

He grinned back at me before stepping closer and taking me into his arms. “No problem, Lily. I’m glad you like it. Sure, it was a little on the pricey side, but it’s our special day and I’d happily give you whatever you want.”

Zach looked fucking gorgeous in his tux, and I got to work on loosening his tie. While the sight of him in his suit was enough to soak my little lace panties, I had big plans for our wedding night and I wanted to get started.

I pressed my lips to his, gently at first, until I swiped my tongue against his soft lips and he opened them in response. Sweeping my tongue into his mouth, I moaned into the kiss, tasting the sharp tang of champagne mingling with his own unique taste. With hurried fingers, I unfastened the buttons on his shirt, eager to get him out of his clothes. While I worked, he wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling my body flush against his. With the thick corset style of my dress, it definitely felt as if there was too much clothing between us, even though his shirt was now pooled on the floor at his feet.

Zach held onto my upper arms and pushed me back slightly, before turning me around to face away from him. He was concentrating on unfastening the fiddly buttons on the back of my gown, and it took him some time. I tried to stand patiently, but the more I thought about all the delicious things I had planned for our special night, the harder it got to stand still. The heat in my pussy was burning out of control, and I pressed my thighs together, hoping it would relieve the ache, but somehow, it only made it worse.

Finally, Zach finished unbuttoning the gown, and he gently pulled it down, waiting for me to step out of it before draping it carefully over a nearby chair. While the gesture was sweet, it left me with the heavy feeling of disappointment in the pit of my stomach. I wanted passion on my wedding night. The kind of animalistic lust that meant my dress would be ripped off me, no matter what state it was left in afterwards. A polite fuck definitely wasn’t what I’d had in mind for my wedding night. Taking a quick glance at the clock on the wall, that disappointment was quickly replaced by excitement, though. It wouldn’t be long before the real fun could get started.

I turned my attention back to Zach as I noticed him coming towards me again. With a smile on my face, I opened the fastenings on his pants and pushed them down to the floor, along with his underwear. His cock was already hard, and I placed a kiss on the tip as I crouched down in front of him to help pull off his pants and socks, leaving him naked. With the way his cock bobbed with enthusiasm, I had no doubt Zach thought I was about to give him head, but I was too focused on getting my plan rolling to stop for that. I rose to my feet, wearing the white bridal lingerie I’d picked especially for tonight; a strapless lace bodice, matching panties and, of course, stockings to complete the look.

I took his hand and pulled him towards the large bed, guiding him to lie down on it before I climbed on after him. Straddling his waist, I leaned down to kiss him once more while wrapping my hand around his hard dick. Zach moaned in response to my touch, and his hips lifted beneath me as he pushed himself further into my hand. It would be so easy to pull my panties to the side and sink down onto his cock, and my cunt quivered with her need to be filled. Instead, I started stroking his thick shaft, delighting in the feel of his precum as it leaked from the tip and oozed down to my fingers, making it easier for me to jerk him off.

His moans filled the air as his cock throbbed in my hand, and I knew he was already lost to the feel of my hand moving up and down his length. Now was the perfect time. I leaned in closer to him, pressing my lace-covered tits against his bare chest as I brought my lips to his ear.

“I organised a special surprise for you tonight, love,” I purred, and his dick pulsed even more insistently within my grasp.

“Thanks, Lily,” he said, his voice almost like that of an excited child. “What is it?”

I paused for a moment, letting the anticipation grow for him, before I continued. “Do you remember that fantasy you told me about last week when you got home from your bachelor party?”

Zach’s body stilled, and when I pulled back, I saw a look of panic on his face. “No,” he said slowly, drawing out the word. “What did I tell you?”

I couldn’t help but laugh. His discomfort made me wonder how many more fantasies he was hiding from me. Oh well, I was confident that he would tell me them all in time. And I wouldn’t have to wait until he came home from parties too drunk to have any inhibitions, either.

“You told me you’ve always had a fantasy about watching me fuck another man.” I smiled down at him, watching his eyes widen, but there was no mistaking the way his dick suddenly grew impossibly hard in my hand. Oh yeah, the thought definitely turned him on. “And ever since then, it’s all I’ve been able to think about. It would be so hot to be on my hands and knees, kissing you deeply while another man is railing me hard from behind, making me cum on his massive dick. Don’t you think that would be hot, love?”

Zach moaned and nodded his head, relaxing once more as his desire overwhelmed any shame he might have felt about admitting his fantasy to me.

“And every time I’ve thought about it, Zach, it’s made me so horny that I had to make myself cum. I’d fuck myself with the dildo, cumming on it over and over again, all the while imagining it’s someone else’s cock inside me. Is that what you want to watch? Me being fucked hard and cumming harder than you’ve ever seen me cum before?”

“Oh fuck, yes,” he moaned out, his eyes closed as he bucked his hips beneath me, fucking my hand that was gently squeezing his dick.

With my free hand, I tugged one of his hands between my thighs. “Look how wet it makes me.” Zach let out a groan as he pressed his fingers against my dripping pussy through the thin lace of the panties. They were absolutely soaked, and I wanted him to feel that. “I want it, Zach. I want to be a hotwife who screws other men while my sweet, loving husband watches me. I fucking need it.”

My voice was breathless as my own lust grew overwhelming, and I pumped my hand faster up and down his cock. Seeing how turned on he was by my words while I jerked him off was only making me even more frantic. I needed to be fucked hard until I was a screaming mess. But still, I didn’t mount Zach’s cock. After he’d admitted his fantasy, I no longer desired his cock. I wanted someone else. Someone whose dick was much bigger than my husband’s.

“Will you let me be your hotwife, Zach? Do you need that as much as I do?”

“Yes!” he cried out as cum erupted from his cock to coat his stomach. “I need it. Fuck, yes.”

I watched with satisfaction as his body shuddered and writhed beneath me, his dick throbbing in my hand with each rope of cum that spurted from the tip. Zach’s confirmation that he wanted me to be his hotwife had me feeling more worked up than I had felt in a long time, and I couldn’t wait to get started on the fun new life we were about to have.

Once he had finished, I slipped off the bed and fetched a wash cloth from the ensuite bathroom to clean up the mess on his stomach. Zach seemed so relaxed with a sleepy smile on his face as I tenderly wiped away all the cum.

“So, as your gift, I invited Jude up to our room. He’ll be here in a few minutes.”

I smiled at him as I watched his reaction. He opened one eye, peeking at me to see if I was being serious, before opening both eyes wide. “Jude? My best friend? My best man?” His voice seemed to get higher with each question he asked.

“That’s right! I figured that if you were going to watch your new wife fuck another man, it should at least be someone who you trust. And we both know there’s nobody else in the world you trust more than Jude. Except me, of course.”

Zach gulped audibly and shifted slightly as he sat up on the bed. “I... ummm...” His face went red, and he looked absolutely adorable when he got all flustered. “Okay,” was all he could eventually manage to say.

Looking down, I noticed his cock was starting to harden again, and I leaned in to kiss him softly, whispering against his lips. “But seeing as I’m giving you such a special gift on our wedding day, there is something that I’d really like you to give me in return.”

He nodded his head quickly. “Of course. Anything for you, my love. What is it?”

I chuckled at his eagerness to please me. He may regret saying that soon, but it was too late now. Moving over towards the luggage stacked up in the corner of the room, I opened my case and pulled out a small gift box. Sure, it looked like I was giving him a gift, but the item inside the box was definitely going to be a gift for me.

I handed it to him, and he took it, looking confused that I was giving him something else. But when he opened it, his eyebrows shot up towards his hairline, and he seemed speechless for a long moment.

After a long silence, I picked the item out of the box and handed it to Zach. “It’s a chastity cage, my love.”

“I... I can see that,” he said, his voice quivering slightly. If I wasn’t mistaken, he seemed to be getting excited about this turn of events.

“The thing is, your biggest fantasy is to watch me with another man, and I am giving you that tonight. But my biggest fantasy is to keep your cock locked away, so that everybody knows it’s mine. So I thought that maybe tonight we could satisfy each other’s fantasies?” I flashed him my sweetest smile, and he squirmed while looking at the cage, turning it over in his hands to examine it from every angle.

“We could do that,” he said quietly. “Maybe it would be fun to wear this for you tonight.”

“Perfect! Thank you, Zach! I love you so much.” I kissed his lips hard, the heat between my thighs already getting so intense at the thought of him wearing the chastity cage for me. Something about it just made me so hot, and I couldn’t wait to see what it looked like on him. “Why don’t you put it on, then? I bet it’s going to look perfect on you!”

“What, now?” he whimpered, and I simply bobbed my head enthusiastically. “Okay. But where is the key?”

“Don’t worry about that. It’s safe and sound in my suitcase! You just put it on and let me worry about the key.”

I squirmed as I watched him pull the cock ring on over his shaft and balls, then slide the tube over his cock. It was a bit of a tight squeeze, but seeing his flesh peeking out of the small gaps in the plastic just made it look even hotter. He whimpered quietly as he fiddled with the pins that held it all together and then the small padlock, and by the time it was all locked in place, I could see his cock straining against its tight confinement.

“God, it looks so fucking perfect. Thank you.”

Zach opened his mouth to say something, but a knock at the door interrupted him.

“That’s Jude!” I squealed, jumping up from the bed. “Now the real fun is about to begin.”

I raced over to the door, flinging it open even though I was still only wearing my lingerie. Jude was standing there, leaning against the doorframe with his tuxedo jacket over one arm, his tie missing, and with the top buttons of his shirt open. There was something about the laid-back confidence he always exuded that always got to me. While I’d never have admitted it before, I’d always had a huge crush on him, ever since Zach had introduced me to him.

“Hi, Jude. I’m so glad you could come!” Taking hold of his hand, I pulled him into the room and shut the door behind him.

“My pleasure, beautiful. I was honoured to be asked to be best man, and I’m even more honoured to be invited to join in with the wedding night.” He grinned at me in a way that caused excitement to rush through my body, leaving a little tremble in its wake.

Jude turned his attention over to Zach, who was sitting naked on the bed with his arms down in front of him to hide the small cock cage he was wearing. He blushed and smiled at his best friend, apparently too shy to say anything. But Jude wasn’t too shy.

“So, you are on board with this, too, Zach? I’m not going to be causing any trouble by fucking Lily tonight?” He kept his voice soft, and it made me like him a little more. His friendship with Zach obviously meant a lot to him.

“It won’t cause any trouble. Both Lily and I want this.”

Zach’s grin spread even wider across his face. “I’ve known you all these years, Zach, and I never would have guessed you’d be into this kind of kinky stuff. But that’s a good thing. You always seemed too reserved for your own good. I’m glad to see you’re having some real fun. But now, I think it’s time to get started.”

He stepped closer to me, placing his hands on my waist to pull me to him. I couldn’t resist running my hands over his broad chest, my fingers instinctively moving to the opening of his shirt to play with the soft tuft of chest hair that was just visible. Jude let out a soft growl, and I started unbuttoning his shirt while looking up at him.

I could feel that Jude was already rock hard, his erection pressing against my stomach as I helped him undress. He moved his hands from my waist, up to my breasts, cupping them through the thin lace that covered them. His touch sent bolts of heat through my body, forcing a moan from my lips. My nipples were diamond-hard, and each time his palm brushed against them, it made me feel even more desperate to get his cock inside me.

A moan coming from the direction of the bed distracted me for a moment, and I glanced over at Zach, seeing the way he was watching us so intently. The look of desperate need on his face was so fucking arousing, and my panties were drenched, caused by a combination of Jude’s touch and the fact that Zach was obviously loving watching me with his best friend. When Jude pinched a nipple hard, I yelped and turned back to him, just as he brought his mouth crashing down on mine.

I kissed him back hungrily, our tongues colliding in a passionate dance. He lifted me up off the floor easily, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, letting out a moan as it brought my aching cunt against his hard dick. I waited just long enough for him to walk me over to the bed and lay me down on it before I started tugging his pants down, needing to see just how big he was. Judging by what I’d felt pressing up against me moments before, he was huge, and when his cock sprung free from his clothing, I certainly wasn’t disappointed.

With a moan, I reached down to wrap my hand around his thick cock, stroking him as he leaned down to lick and bite at my nipple through the lingerie. I arched underneath him, pushing my tit towards him as each touch of his mouth left me yearning for more. Even though my attention was fully on Jude, and all the sensations he created in my body, I never once forgot that my new husband was sitting on the bed watching us. He whimpered every time his friend touched me, and I was starting to think that might be one of my favourite sounds.

Soon enough, Jude stopped being so gentle with me, and my inner-slut could have wept with joy. He knelt naked on the bed between my legs, roughly palming a tit with one hand, while grabbing my lace panties and ripping them off me in one swift motion. Fuck, yes. This was exactly what I needed. He pushed two fingers against my entrance and thrust them deep, filling me instantly with the thick digits. Luckily, my needy cunt was oozing with sweet honey that made it easy for him to pump his fingers in and out.

When he parted the digits, opening me even wider, I cried out with both pleasure and pain. “I need to make sure you’re ready for my big dick, beautiful. It’s gonna stretch you wide, and I’m not going to be gentle with you.”

I rolled my hips as I listened to him, working myself against his fingers in a wanton way. “Fuck, yes. I need your cock, Jude. I want you to use me hard.”

“Oh god.” Zach’s voice was little more than a breathless moan, and it only added to the fire between my thighs.

“Good girl,” Jude growled. “You’re gonna take every inch of this huge dick like a good little slut, aren’t you, Lily?”

“Yes!” I cried out. “Just fuck me now. I need you inside me.”

Jude chuckled and pumped his fingers harder and faster into my wet cunt. He curled the digits, making sure his fingertips rubbed against that sensitive spot inside me with each movement. Through the haze of need, I felt a hand stroking my hair, and I turned to see Zach had moved closer on the bed. “Cum for him, my love. Oh god, you are so beautiful like this.”

His words moved through me just as a wave of pleasure washed over my body, consuming me with one of the most intense orgasms I’d ever experienced. My body shuddered, and my cunt clenched tight around Jude’s fingers as if trying to suck them deeper into my velvet channel. By the time my climax had faded, my voice was hoarse from moaning continuously, and I was breathing hard.

My entire body felt like jelly, and I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to move. But Jude leaned over me, wrapped one muscled arm around my waist and lifted me up, before turning me over and placing me back on the bed on my hands and knees. He moved me around easily, as if I weighed so little, and I had to admit his strength made me ache for him even more.

In my position on hands and knees, I spread my legs wider, making sure both my pussy and ass were fully exposed to him, doing what I could to tempt him to fuck me right now. I could feel my honey trickling down my inner thigh, and I knew I was more than ready to take his huge cock. My cunt was quivering in anticipation of being filled, and she was getting impatient.

Luckily, I didn’t have to wait much longer as I soon felt Jude lining up the head of his dick against my puffy folds, and I cried out as he pushed into me. He was right earlier about not being gentle with me. Jude pushed his cock into me, up to the hilt in one swift movement before he started pounding my pussy hard. My body rocked back and forth with the force of his thrusts, and soft cries emerged every time he filled me fully. He was so fucking big that I was being stretched uncomfortably wide, but I didn’t care. The slight pain mingled with the pleasure of his rippled shaft rubbing against my inner walls, and it made me feel like I was being ripped apart by the ferocity of his lust for me.

Jude wrapped my long hair around his fist, tugging on it so that my head was pulled back. Zach had moved to sit in front of me, and in this position, I was looking directly into his eyes as his best friend fucked me. The intimacy of that moment with my husband caused goosebumps to break out on my skin, and we both moaned loudly.

“That’s it, Lily. Look into your husband’s eyes while I fuck you. While I give you everything you need on your wedding night. Let him see how much you love my dick.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, unable to look away from Zach. He was looking at me as if he was in awe. As if he was seeing a side of me he’d never known existed. And that worshipful gaze made me feel sexier than I’d ever felt before.

I started moving, pushing back hard and fast against Jude’s cock as a feral lust consumed me. The sound of his hips slamming against my ass cheeks was loud in the hotel suite, and my cunt made wet sounds each time he thrust deep. But even with all the noise of our animalistic rutting, I could still hear Zach’s moans and whimpers clear as day, spurring me on to find my release.

And with a few more thrusts, I shattered apart, crying out as an intense orgasm washed over my body in continuous waves, until all I knew was pleasure. My arms and legs wobbled, and Jude leaned down over me, supporting himself with one hand, while bringing his other arm around me to pull my back up against his chest as he continued to pound hard and deep into my cunt.

The clenching and quivering of my inner walls pulled him over the edge with me, and I felt his hot cum fill my pussy. Jude’s moans were loud in my ear, but not as loud as Zach’s, as he lost himself in the pleasure shared between his bride and his best friend while he watched.

Jude eventually slowed the frantic pace of his hips as we both came down from the rush of our climax, and when he released his hold around my waist, I collapsed onto the bed with my head in Zach’s lap. He stroked my hair tenderly, breathing just as heavily as Jude and I.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” he said, his voice filled with just as much awe as I’d seen on his face a little earlier.

“Yeah,” I agreed, chuckling, as I was too out of breath to say much more than that.

I reached out to run a finger along the chastity cage, grinning to myself as I realised how much moisture had leaked from the tip. “I can see how much you enjoyed watching that. We might have to do it again some time soon.”

Jude moved up behind me, laid on the bed as he draped an arm across my body. “So long as I get to be the bull who fucks you again,” he said gruffly, before he noticed what I was playing with. “Holy fuck, is that a chastity cage?”

“Yep,” I said proudly, while Zach turned a sweet shade of red. “It was a deal we made. I’d make his fantasy of seeing me fuck someone else come true, if he made my fantasy of wearing the cage come true. And I think it worked out well!”

“But it’s time to unlock the cage now, right?”

I looked up at him from my position with my head in his lap, and I pushed my lower lip out into a pout. “But I really like the way your cock looks in its little cage. I want to keep you in it for a little longer.” Zach looked unsure until I added my next argument. “I just really like knowing it’s my cock that I can unlock whenever I want to use it or play with it. Don’t you like knowing I love your cock so much that I want to keep it all to myself?”

Jude chuckled as he listened, and I didn’t need to turn around to face him to know he had a smirk on his face. But Zach melted right before my eyes. “Okay, Lily. I’ll wear it longer for you. And thank you for my wedding gift.”

I sat up, pressing my lips tenderly to his. “And thank you for mine.”

“I love you, Mrs Michaelson,” Zach said, his lips curving up into a grin as he used my new name.

“I love you too, Mr Michaelson. And this is the start of a very exciting life together, where we make all our fantasies come true.”
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Getting Even
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Ifelt nervous as Ollie led me to the bedroom, despite the excitement that seemed to overflow from him. It would be nice if some of it could overflow onto me. He took me straight to the bed, and I laid down on it, before he lowered himself on top of me. Usually, I loved it when he kissed my neck; the skin there was so sensitive that the lightest brush of his lips would cause a little shiver of pleasure to run down my spine. But tonight, I felt nothing.

It was the first time I’d tried being intimate with Ollie since he’d admitted his infidelity to me two weeks ago, and I was still trying to process how I felt about letting him be so close when my trust had been broken. I wanted to forgive him. Really, I did. He had been nothing but repentant and had told me all about his drunken mistake on a boys’ night out as soon as he’d woken up the next day. Everything he’d done since then had been in an effort to prove to me just how sorry he was, and he was working hard for my forgiveness. Even tonight was one big show of how much he wanted to make it up to me.

A week ago, Ollie had suggested that maybe I’d feel better if I had sex with someone else too, because then we’d be even. And while my body had responded instantly to the idea of spending a night with someone else, I wasn’t exactly sure it was going to work. But I was willing to try. At the same time Ollie had suggested that, I’d also tentatively suggested that maybe he could wear a chastity cage for a while, and he’d agreed straight away, willing to do anything he could to earn back my trust. I know chastity seemed extreme, but it was the only way I could guarantee he wouldn’t break my heart by cheating on me again.

So that was how we found ourselves here tonight, with Ollie wearing a chastity cage and trying to get me in the mood before a friend of his arrived to help me even out the score. I’d met Carter a few times, and when my husband listed a few of his friends as potential fuck buddies for the night, I’d jumped at the chance when Carter’s name came up. If I was being completely honest, I’d always had a bit of a crush on him, and I was excited about getting a chance to be closer to him, even if it was only for one night.

“Don’t worry, Sophie. I’m going to get you so wet for Carter. By the time he gets here, you’re going to be dripping and ready to take his cock.”

I whimpered and nodded, not sure what to say to something like that.

As Ollie settled with his head between my thighs, I closed my eyes and thought about Carter. He was tall, with broad shoulders, and I’d always felt dwarfed when stood next to him. To be fair, I felt short compared to most people, but at 6’4", he seemed like a giant to me. I’d always been drawn to his hands, so big, yet gentle at the same time, and the thought that those hands would be touching me soon was enough to make me whimper. At the same time, Ollie was licking at my pussy, helping to build the heat between my thighs while I thought about his friend.

When his tongue circled my clit, teasing the sensitive little bud out from behind its hood, I moaned and writhed on the bed. In my mind, it was Carter’s fingers touching my pearl, drawing out all the sensations that were currently moving through my body to fill me with a warmth that left me breathless. Reaching down, I tangled my fingers into Ollie’s hair, holding him in place. I didn’t want him to move away just in case the loss of stimulation caused me to lose my daydream about Carter, but he took it as a sign of my enthusiasm for him.

Ollie moaned and slipped two fingers inside my wet cunt, and I quivered around the invading digits. The attention to my clit, combined with his fingers pumping in and out of me, felt so fucking good. I moaned and arched my back off the bed, my body relaxing as pleasure slowly filled me, easing all the anxious thoughts that had consumed my mind ever since Ollie had told me about his one-night stand. Tonight was about me, and my pleasure, and I vowed to myself that I would enjoy every moment of it.

As I writhed against the mouth and fingers working me up into a frenzy, I couldn’t help but wonder if Carter’s cock was as big as the rest of him. Not that it was important, I thought to myself as a whimper escaped my lips. But the thought of being railed hard by his massive dick caused my cunt to clench tight around Ollie’s fingers. I wanted to be filled and stretched, and to be made to cum on a cock that was big enough to leave me feeling sore for days afterwards.

Ollie slipped a third finger inside me, making me gasp. He never usually used three fingers, and the extra digit was enough to stretch me deliciously. I rocked my hips, fucking myself on his fingers while imagining it was Carter’s big cock inside me. Despite my frantic movements, Ollie managed to latch onto my clit, sucking it into his mouth while flicking his tongue against the sensitive bud. It was enough to send me crashing over the edge, my body bucking wildly as continuous waves of pleasure washed over me. My cunt clenched tight around his fingers, drawing out my orgasm until I was seeing stars behind my closed eyelids.

When the feelings had subsided, Ollie slowly pulled his fingers out of me and moved up the bed, coming to rest between my parted thighs. I was aware of the steel cage as he pressed against my pussy, and I writhed against it, enjoying the coolness of it against the heat of my cunt.

“Are you looking forward to your night with Carter?” Ollie asked, looking down at me with a heat in his eyes that I’d never seen before. It was almost as if he was enjoying the thought of me fucking his friend.

I hesitated for a moment before answering as there was a part of me which worried I’d hurt him if I was honest. But then I remembered the reason why we were doing this in the first place. Ollie hadn’t been concerned about my feelings the night he’d fucked a random woman, so just for tonight, I wasn’t going to be concerned about his, either.

“I am. I can’t wait to feel his cock inside me. When he fucks me, I bet it will feel amazing.

Ollie let out a loud moan, and he pressed his caged cock tighter against my pussy, grinding against me so that the steel cage rubbed through my slick folds. I watched in amazement, realising he was definitely turned on by what was happening. If I could see his cock, I’d be willing to bet good money that it was currently straining against the chastity device in its attempts to harden.

“I have to tell you something, Sophie.”

My heart stuttered at those words, before it started up again at a rapid pace. They were the words he’d used the morning he’d confessed everything to me, and I couldn’t imagine what else he had to confess. Or why he would choose to do so now. “What is it?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

“It’s just that... I go to the gym often with Carter. You know that, right?” I nodded my head, noticing the blush that was creeping across his face. Where the hell was he going with this? “Well, it’s not like I look or anything, but I have occasionally got glimpses of Carter in the shower after our work outs. And he’s huge. Much bigger than me, Sophie.”

I groaned at his confession, grinding myself harder against the little caged cock between my thighs. The tingle in my cunt had suddenly become so much more intense, and I needed relief. It seemed all my fantasies about Carter were right, and I was about to be taken by my husband’s well-hung friend. Fuck. But Ollie seemed just as turned on by it as I was, moving against my pussy as if he was fucking me. I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to cum like that, but before I could find out, the doorbell rung. We both stilled, breathing hard.

“He’s here,” I said breathlessly, the excitement so overwhelming that it was difficult to draw a full breath.

“Yeah, he is. I’ll go down and let him in, and then I’ll stay down there while... ummm... you two get better acquainted. Okay?”

I nodded my head quickly before Ollie jumped off me, quickly pulled on a pair of pants and then headed downstairs.

Now that I was alone, nerves and excitement whirled around inside me, making it difficult to sit still on the bed. I could hear voices coming from downstairs, although I couldn’t make out what they were saying. They were both laughing, though, so it didn’t sound as if this was causing any drama between them. That was good, I supposed.

I stood up from the bed, smoothing down my sundress so I might look at least slightly presentable when Carter arrived, despite the intense orgasm I’d just had. That was when I suddenly became aware of the fact I wasn’t wearing any panties. Ollie must have taken them off earlier, before he started eating me out. I looked around for them, feeling my honey dribbling down my inner thigh, but I heard heavy footsteps coming up the stairs, and I knew I’d run out of time to find my panties. I guess I was just going to have to do without them.

There was a knock at the door, and I took a deep breath to steady myself.

“Come in,” I called out, although my voice came out a lot more squeaky than I would have liked. Damn nerves.

The door opened slightly, and Carter peeked into the room, seeing me standing in the centre. “Hi, Sophie,” he said, a smile on his lips.

Oh god. He seemed even better looking than ever now I knew I was actually going to fuck him. “Hi!” I smiled nervously at him as he slipped into the room.

Carter strode over to me, carrying himself with an absolute confidence that I definitely wasn’t feeling right now, and he lifted me in his arms before taking me to the bed. I gasped, surprised that he was getting to work so quickly. But when we reached the bed, he sat on the edge of it and set me down on his lap. Instinctively, I snuggled into the warmth emanating from his large frame, feeling safe with him in a way I hadn’t expected when agreeing to this.

He tilted my face up towards his, forcing me to look into his blue eyes. “Before anything happens, we need to talk about a couple of things, okay?”

I nodded my head, squirming slightly in his lap. His closeness was intoxicating, and I was eager to get started.

“Ollie told me about what he did and why I have been invited here tonight. He wants me to help you get even for his one-night stand, and if you want that, I’m more than willing to help. But if you don’t want that, nothing has to happen. You don’t have to do something you don’t want just so that stupid fucker can ease his own guilt.”

I stared at him for a moment, my jaw slack. Carter was a gorgeous guy, with a huge cock, and he was all about consent. Fuck. I really had hit the jackpot with this one. But he seemed to mistake my awed silence for something else, and he continued talking.

“If you don’t want to do this, you can still get your own back on him, though. We could just bounce on the bed for hours, making loud moaning sounds, so he thinks I’m rocking your world in a way he never could.” His lips turned up into a grin, and he flashed me a mischievous wink.

Some of my shyness melted away as I laughed. “I don’t think that’s going to be necessary, Carter. I would really like to do this with you.” A blush heated my face, and he leaned in to brush his lips against my flushed cheek.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

“Yeah, I’m sure.” I lowered my eyes and cleared my throat before making my confession. “If I’m honest, I’ve always had a crush on you. I... I really want this to happen.”

Carter gripped my chin, lifting it until I was looking into his eyes once more. Those blue pools sparkled with joy, although there was something much darker hidden in their depths. “Good girl. And I’ve always admired you from afar, too. Although I’ll be the first to admit Ollie was a complete fool, perhaps something good can come out of it for the two of us.”

He leaned forwards, tenderly brushing his lips against mine. The sparks flew between us instantly, and I whimpered. Carter wrapped a strong arm around my waist and lifted me just enough to reposition me in his lap so that I was straddling his thighs. In this position, I could feel the bulge hidden within his jeans against my bare cunt. Every instinct in my body screamed at me to rub myself against his hard cock, but I was still feeling shy enough that it was hard to act on such a wanton desire.

Instead, I let Carter take the lead, letting out a moan as he slid one large hand up the side of my body, cupping my cheek for a moment before he grabbed a fistful of my hair. With his firm hold on my hair, he tilted my head back, exposing the slender column of my neck to his kisses. As soon as he started caressing the sensitive skin there with his lips and tongue, the fire within me grew, consuming me from the inside out. I ran my hands over his broad shoulders, then down over his chest, before sliding my hands up under the material of his shirt. His powerful muscles flexed under my fingertips, making me squirm in his lap.

I raked my nails lightly over his chest, and was rewarded with a low growl from him, just before he grazed his teeth against my neck to nibble at the delicate skin. A shiver of lust moved over my body, and as the desire within me grew, I felt my inhibitions melt away. I rolled my hips, moving instinctively to grind my aching cunt against his erection, and even through the thick denim, I could feel that he was big. But I needed to see for myself exactly how big.

Untangling myself from his tight grasp, I slid from his lap and lowered to my knees in front of him. He looked down at me with burning eyes as he worked the buckle on the belt and drew it slowly through the loops on his jeans. I whimpered, and quickly opened his fly before gripping the waistband, waiting until he’d lifted his ass off the bed for me so I could pull them down completely. I let out a long moan as I saw the outline of his cock through his tight briefs. Oh fuck, he was even bigger than I imagined.

Carter leaned down over me, kissing the top of my head before whispering, “I’ve seen Ollie in the shower at the gym, so I know I’m a lot bigger than you’re used to.” For some reason, I couldn’t stop a giggle from emerging. It made me squirm that Carter knew his cock was so much bigger than my husband’s. “Take your time, Sophie. We’ve got all night, and by the end of it, you’ll be lucky if you can walk.”

“Oh god,” I whimpered, fidgeting on my knees as the ache in my cunt became overwhelming. But rather than worrying about that, I turned my attention to Carter’s cock, running my hand along his thick length through his underwear. I felt him pulsing against my warm palm, and I noticed a tiny wet patch near the tip, and the thought that he was already leaking precum made my mouth water.

Looking up at him, I gathered my courage before speaking. “I want to suck your cock, Carter.” My voice was breathless with longing, and I was pretty sure I’d never craved anything more than I craved his dick right now.

Another growl rumbled through him, and I could feel the vibrations of it through the hand that was still gently caressing his erection. “Then do it, Sophie. I’ve always wondered just how heavenly your pretty little mouth would feel, so show me.”

I moaned. What the hell was it about this man? Every single word or touch was enough to shift my craving for him into overdrive. If I managed to get through the night without being fucking addicted to him, it would be a miracle. I gripped the waistband of his underwear and pulled it down carefully, watching as his cock sprung free of the material. Oh god, his dick was so perfect. I wrapped my hand around him, squirming as I realised my fingers couldn’t quite reach around his meaty shaft.

A drop of precum glistened on the tip and I lean in towards him, flicking my tongue against the swollen head to lap it up. The taste of him exploded in my mouth, and I needed more. I slipped my lips down over the head, suckling gently while stroking up and down his length with my hand, trying to milk out more drops of his sweetness.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “That feels good, baby. Keep doing that.”

I whimpered around him, and kept sucking, my hunger for him increasing with each moan that emerged from his lips. Pumping my hand along his length, I gathered the courage to take him deeper. I stroked my lips up and down his shaft, only able to take half of his cock at the most. But with my hand working the base, he seemed to be enjoying my attention.

It was getting hard to focus though, as I kept imagining how it would feel to slide down on his cock and feel this monster inside my needy little pussy. The ache between my thighs was so intense that I couldn’t resist reaching down under my skirt to touch my clit, rubbing the little bud in a circular motion.

“Don’t you dare,” Carter growled, and I looked up at him, startled. His cock popped out of my eager mouth and I was aware of a string of saliva trailing from my lips to the bulbous head.

“I... I don’t...” My mind went blank as I tried to work out what I’d done wrong, and I couldn’t figure out what to say.

He reached down and grabbed the hem of my dress, pulling it up over my head to leave me kneeling naked between his parted thighs. Once the garment had been discarded on the floor, he leaned to kiss my lips tenderly. “That’s better. Now, when you touch yourself, I’ll be able to see what you’re doing.” He grinned and sat up straight again, and I giggled once more.

Without needing any encouragement, I took his hot and heavy cock back into my mouth, moaning around him as I enjoyed the feel of his velvety hardness against my lips. I moved a hand back between my thighs, and started rubbing my clit as I sucked him, sliding my soft lips up and down his shaft. My folds were dripping with my honey, and I whimpered as I smeared the wetness around on my lower lips.

When Carter reached out to cup my tits in his hands, my body jolted as the pleasure from his touch overwhelmed my senses. I arched my back, pressing myself closer, marvelling at how his huge hands made even my generous tits seem small by comparison. His palms brushed against my nipples over and over as he kneaded the soft flesh, making me squirm even more. The heat between my thighs grew while I rubbed even more vigorously at my clit, and I was so close to the edge. But I didn’t want to cum like this. I needed him inside me.

I pulled back from his cock again, breathing heavily. “I can’t wait any more, Carter. Please. I need you to fuck me.”

Heat swept across my face as I spoke, knowing it was the most wanton I’d ever been. But something was different with Carter. He brought out a side of me nobody else had. Not even Ollie.

“God,” he grunted, gripping my arm and helping to pull me up onto the bed. He laid back, his huge dick standing up proudly from his body, and a moment of panic filled me. How the hell was I supposed to take all of that inside my tight cunt? Surely it was going to be impossible.

As if reading my mind, Carter reached a hand between my thighs, letting out a moan as he slipped a thick finger inside me. “Fuck, you are so tight, baby. But just slide down slowly onto me, take me inch by inch, and soon enough you’ll realise how good it feels and you’ll be riding me as if my huge cock is all you’ve ever known.” He grinned at me, but there was no mistaking the lust in his eyes.

I whimpered and nodded my head, moving to straddle his body. Before sliding down onto him, I took a few moments to grind the length of my slit along his shaft, coating it in my juices while the friction against my clit had me gasping with pleasure. With the tingles coming from that sensitive bundle of nerves, it was harder to be nervous. My body reacted instinctively, seeking the release it was so desperate for.

Holding onto the thick base of his cock, I lined the head up against my entrance before sinking down slowly. I let out a loud moan, and Carted grunted softly as my tight pussy engulfed him. But, surprisingly, it didn’t hurt like I thought it might. I was so fucking wet that I was able to take him relatively easily.

With a whimper, I started riding his cock slowly, my body trembling as his rippled shaft rubbed against my inner walls, creating sensations I’d never felt before. He gripped my hips with his powerful hands, helping to guide my movements, and I placed my hands on his chest for balance. “Good girl. Ride my cock just like that. Show me how good my dick feels by cumming on it.”

I let out a moan, speeding up the pace of my hips, crying out each time I slid all the way down on him. He was deeper than anything I’d ever felt, and it made me a little dizzy with the lust it created within me. “God, your cock feels so perfect, Carter. So much better than Ollie’s. Oh fuck, I think I’m going to cum soon.”

Carter let out a feral growl, and he used his grip on my hips to hold me still while he thrust up into me. He pounded my needy little cunt hard and fast, his shaft dragging against the walls of my tight cave to send bolts of pleasure shooting through my body. When he lifted his head to seal his lips around one of my nipples, sucking on the sensitive bud, it became too overwhelming, and I was left gasping for air as my orgasm washed over me in one intense wave after another.

He never slowed his pace, pumping into me relentlessly as I shattered apart, my cunt gripping his dick even tighter in its slippery embrace. I held onto the headboard, needing something to anchor myself as another tidal wave of pleasure consumed me. It was impossible to tell if it was the same orgasm or a different one, as it felt like barely a second had passed since the first one. There was a loud scream bounding around the room, and it took me a moment to realise the sound was coming from me.

It wasn’t long before Carter let out a loud moan, and I felt his cock throbbing inside me as he filled me with his cum. There was so much of it that I could feel the warmth leaking from my cunt even as he continued to release more within me.

When we were both sated, I collapsed down on top of him, panting hard, while he held me in his arms and stroked my hair. His cock was still inside me, even as it softened, but I was reluctant to lose that connection with him. Sex with him was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, and it made me feel sad to think this would be the only time it happened.

There was a quiet knock on the bedroom door, and Carter covered us both with a blanket before calling out to Ollie to come in. He slipped into the room and sat on the edge of the bed, watching us. I turned so I could look at him, and the movement caused Carter’s cock to fall out of me. I couldn’t help the little whimper that escaped at the sudden feeling of emptiness.

I sat up in bed, suddenly feeling shy about what had just happened now Ollie was here. How much had he heard? My face flushed at the thought of him being able to hear my screams of pleasure as I came hard on his friend’s cock.

Ollie cleared his throat, and I got the impression he was feeling just as awkward as I was. “I hope you enjoyed your night with Carter, my love. And I hope you know how sorry I am for what I did.”

My heart melted a little. He really did look sorry. Before tonight, I’d been so focused on the hurt I’d been feeling towards him that it had been impossible for me to see how hard he was trying to make it up to me. But he’d let me have this amazing night with Carter, and he still wanted to make things work with me. I slipped out from under the cover and crawled towards him, only vaguely aware of the cum dribbling down the inside of my thigh.

Wrapping my arms around Ollie, I kissed his lips softly. “I forgive you for what happened. I can see how sorry you are, and I know it won’t happen again. Tonight has been really special to me, so thank you for letting me have this.”

Ollie glanced between Carter and I, his face flushed. “I... I heard how much you both enjoyed it. Even from downstairs. If you two want to do this again, then I won’t stop you.”

“Are you serious?” I squeaked. I couldn’t quite believe what I was hearing.

Carter chuckled, and I turned to look at him over my shoulder. “He enjoyed hearing you fuck another man, Sophie,” he explained. “I think he’s turned on by the thought of it happening again.”

“Oh,” was all I could say, surprised by that little revelation. But when I turned back to Ollie, there was no denying his arousal. And there was a happy little flutter in my pussy knowing that tonight can and would happen again.

I ran my hand over his cock, expecting to find it hard before remembering it was locked away in the chastity cage. Caressing the steel device through his pants, I realised how much I enjoyed the feel of it in my hand. And, I had to admit, the idea of having control of his cock was hot. “I want you to keep wearing this, though, Ollie. Just until I can trust you again.”

He grinned sheepishly at me. “Well, that is your decision to make, my love. After all, you are the one holding the keys for it.”

I giggled and nodded. “You’re right. So I guess that’s decided then!”

Wrapped up in Ollie’s arms, with Carter close by, I was happier than I’d felt for a while. The future was suddenly looking brighter, all because of the two men in my life.
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Careful What You Wish For
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Imuttered to myself under my breath as I gathered together the clean laundry and started putting it away. It was all Daniel’s clothes, and he’d always insisted that he would put his own clothes away, but he always left them in the dryer. This was something we’d discussed so many times. For some reason, he hated me putting his clean clothes away, but he failed to realise that by not emptying the dryer, he was stopping me from sorting out my own laundry. Today I’d decided I was just going to put it away, and do what I needed to do, rather than nagging him about it again. Seriously, I had no idea why it was such an issue for him. Surely any reasonable man would be happy that his wife wanted to put his clean clothes away for him?

It’s not like it was a bad marriage or anything, though. After four years of marriage, this was the only thing we really disagreed about, so I knew I was lucky to have him. It was more of an annoying inconvenience than anything else. With a handful of his clean underwear, I walked over to his dresser and pulled open the drawer where he kept his boxers. I put the underwear away, and just as I was about to close the drawer, something shiny caught my eye.

I knew I should just close the drawer and mind my own business, but curiosity got the better of me. Maybe this was the reason he didn’t want me touching his laundry? I mean, it couldn’t be anything too bad, right? Pushing everything to one side, I gasped when I saw what he was hiding. I picked up the shiny item, confused at first, before realising that maybe I was holding a whole lot of fun in my hands.

I continued putting his clean clothes away and put my own laundry into the washing machine, then waited for Daniel to get home from work. He should be home any minute. I usually got home an hour before he did, and I’d already been home a little over that. Relaxing on the couch, I kept the item I’d found under a cushion, just out of sight. It was impossible to stop thinking about it, and it caused a definite ache between my thighs.

Finally, I heard the keys in the front door and I jumped up to greet Daniel. “Hi, love! How was your day?” I rushed over to him and almost pounced in my eagerness for a hug. He laughed and caught me in his arms, holding me in a tight embrace.

“Hey, Phoebe. It was okay. Only one boring meeting today, so much better than yesterday.” He grinned at me before pressing a tender kiss to my lips. “How about your day?”

“Oh, mine was amazing!” I answered enthusiastically.

Daniel looked at me, tilting his head. “Wow. Did something happen today? Normally, I get to hear about all the awkward customers you had to deal with all day.”

He was right, of course. Working in customer service was a thankless job. But today, I was too excited about the thing I’d found to worry about customer complaints and harassment. “Yep. Something happened. So I really needed to wash some of my clothes because I didn’t have any clean work shirts and I needed one for tomorrow. But you’d left your clothes in the dryer. Again. I decided to take care of it for you.”

A wide grin spread across my lips at the same time a look of dread appeared on his face. I didn’t think I’d ever seen him look so pale, and for a moment, I was concerned he might pass out. But two rosy red patched suddenly appeared on his cheeks and he rushed towards me. “Please tell me you didn’t put it all away? You could have just left it on the bed, you know!”

“I know. But I was just trying to help.” I flashed him a sweet smile, hoping it would placate him a little, before rushing back to the couch and grabbing the chastity cage from its hiding spot behind a cushion. Daniel’s eyes widened when he saw it, and he flopped into the armchair behind him. He didn’t say anything, though. He just hid his face in his hands and let out a sigh.

“Why didn’t you tell me you liked chastity, Daniel?” I asked with a soft voice, stepping closer to him. “If I’d known, I could have helped you with it. Maybe I could have kept you locked up in it. I mean, it’s not something I’ve ever thought about before, but now the idea is in my head, I think it could be fun.”

Daniel lifted his head, looking cautiously at me. “Really?”

I grinned and nodded my head. “Definitely. How long have you had the cage? Do you ever wear it?”

He shifted in his seat, apparently still uncomfortable with the conversation. “I’ve had it since before I even met you,” he whispered. “And I just wear it sometimes when you’re out. So never for more than a few hours at a time.”

“And would you like to wear it for me? I could look after the key for you.”

A small whimper escaped Daniel’s lips. “I... I think I’d like that, Phoebe. So long as you want that, too.”

Without hesitation, I handed him the cage, the little padlock and key attached to it. “Please, can I watch you put it on? It looks complicated.”

I sat on the edge of the coffee table, which put me at the perfect height to watch his every move once he was standing with the cage in his hand. Daniel quickly unfastened his pants and pushed them down to his ankles, along with his underwear. I was squirming, filled with excitement at this unexpected turn of events.

As I watched him fumbling with the cage, pulling the cock ring over his cock and balls, then trying to fit his hardening shaft into the steel tube, I parted my thighs and reached down between them, rubbing fingers over my clit in lazy circles. Wow, who knew chastity could be so hot? And knowing I would be in control of the key just made it infinitely hotter. The thought of denying Daniel orgasms while I could cum whenever I wanted gave me a feeling of power that was oddly thrilling.

I let out a moan as I rubbed harder at my clit, while Daniel secured the small padlock on the chastity device. He handed me the key, and unsure what else to do with it, I pulled off my gold chain necklace, added the key to it like a small pendant, then put it back on again. It would be easy to lose considering its size, so I thought that would be the best place for it.

Daniel reached out, stroking a fingertip over the key as it hung from my neck. “Oh god,” he moaned. “It looks good when you wear the key. How long will you keep me locked up for, love?”

I thought it over. Now I was in possession of the key, I wasn’t sure. Originally I had thought maybe a day or two, but now I could see him wearing it, I suspected that wouldn’t be long enough for me.

“Do you trust me to have control over your cock, Daniel? I don’t know when I will let you out, so I can’t make any promises.”

He whimpered again. “I trust you, Phoebe. You can keep me locked for as long as you want.”

I grinned up at him, then leaned in closer, pressing my lips against the cock cage while caressing his balls with my free hand. My other hand was still between my thighs, rubbing my pussy through my panties, with my skirt lifted high so Daniel could see. He let out a loud groan, and pushed his hips forward, the way he might have done if he was fucking my mouth. Except now, he couldn’t even get hard without my permission. I pressed harder against my clit, and a shiver of pleasure moved through me.

The more I caressed his balls, the more he leaked from the tip of the chastity device. I lapped at the liquid need, tasting his musk on my tongue. Moving my fingers more rapidly over my clit, I succumbed to the need which had been building within me ever since I’d made my discovery earlier. I let out a loud moan as my orgasm swept over me, making my body shudder with the intensity of my own pleasure. The sound of Daniel’s tortured groan as he watched me cum while he couldn’t even harden just made it more intense, and it felt as if my climax lasted for so much longer than normal.

By the time it had faded, I was breathing heavily, my panties soaked with my honey and my entire body trembling.

“Oh god,” he groaned. “I had no idea you were going to like it this much.”

I looked up at him, too breathless to speak, and simply flashed him a wicked grin.
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BEING DANIEL’S KEYHOLDER was even more fun than I’d originally thought it would be. Every morning, I’d wake up to him cuddled up behind me, humping his caged cock up against my ass, begging me to unlock him. Of course, hearing him beg only made my need more intense, and so most mornings I would push him down under the covers so he could make me cum with his talented mouth. He’d always quite enjoyed eating me out, but these days, he ate like a starving man who could never get enough. It always felt so fucking good, and I was starting to dread the day when I would have to unlock him.

One evening, a week after I’d first taken the key from Daniel, my car had broken down at work and my boss, Aiden, had offered to drive me home. I invited him in for a coffee, feeling it would be rude not to after he’d gone out of his way to help me. I wasn’t sure if it was just the lack of sex over the last week, but I was feeling so fucking horny, and I couldn’t help but notice how gorgeous Aiden was. It wasn’t something I’d noticed before, and I wasn’t sure why, but right now, with him standing in my kitchen, my pussy was aching and desperate for some attention from him.

“Why are you staring at me, Phoebe?” he asked, his lips twisted up into a smirk. Aiden had always been so confident that he bordered on arrogant, and usually it irritated me. But today I found it hot.

I felt a blush heating my cheeks. “Ummmm... sorry, Aiden. I didn’t realise I was.”

He stepped closer, closing the distance between us in my small kitchen. When he pressed his body against mine, trapping me against the kitchen counter, I could feel how hard he was already. Something about the feel of his rigid cock made me lose all self-control. It had only been a week since I’d last been fucked by my husband, but the need to be filled with a big hard dick was already so intense.

“Maybe you’ve seen something you need, and now you can’t look away?”

Unable to think of anything but my need to be used hard, my body reacted instantly, and I pressed my mouth to Aiden’s in a hungry kiss as my hands moved to open the fly on his pants. He reacted just as quickly, lifting me and sitting me on the edge of the counter top, bringing my legs around his waist. The movement opened me up to him, and I could feel his rock hard cock against my needy cunt through our underwear. The thin cotton barrier did nothing to hide the heat of our obvious need for one another.

Just as I was about to push Aiden’s briefs down to expose his cock, I heard a moan coming from the doorway of the kitchen. Fuck. In my frantic state, I’d somehow forgotten that Daniel was due home. I broke the kiss, pulling back from Aiden to look over at my husband. I was about to start begging for his forgiveness, but the look on his face made me stop. He was flushed and panting, watching me with a lust in his eyes that I’d never seen before.

Feeling confused, I pushed Aiden back and jumped down from the counter. “Wait here, Aiden. I need to talk to my husband.”

I rushed out of the kitchen, grabbing Daniel’s hand as I passed him to tug him into the living room with me, quickly closing the door behind us so Aiden wouldn’t hear.

“I’m sorry,” I said, unsure how else to start the conversation. And I was. I hadn’t meant to do anything like that, but something crazy had come over me and I had lost all control.

Daniel nodded his head, whimpering softly as he continued to breathe hard. “Is it because I haven’t been able to fuck you?” he asked.

“I... well, yes. But that doesn’t make it right. I was just so fucking needy that I apparently lost my mind.”

I stepped closer to Daniel, wrapping my arms around his waist and laying my head on his shoulder. In an instant, his hands were on my ass, pulling me even closer as he pumped his hips, grinding his caged cock against me. We both moaned.

“Did you enjoy what you just saw? With Aiden?” I asked softly.

He blushed and nodded his head, apparently too shy to admit it out loud. My cunt pulsed with desire at his admission.

“Do you want to watch me with Aiden?”

This time, Daniel’s only answer was a long moan. “Is it wrong that I get turned on at the thought of another man fucking you while I’m locked in chastity?” he whispered.

Oh fuck. In all the years I’d been married to Daniel, I never would have suspected that he had such kinky desires. But there was no way I was going to turn down an opportunity to experience something like this. Even if it only happened once, it would still be the wildest thing I’d ever done by a long shot.

“It’s not wrong at all,” I reassured him, lifting my head so I could press a gentle kiss to his flushed cheek. “Everyone has different wants and needs, and so long as we’re not hurting anyone else, then there’s no reason why we shouldn’t explore.”

“I guess you’re right. But does that mean you want to fuck Aiden?”

It felt a little strange admitting it, but it was obvious how turned on he was by the idea. And my pussy sure was excited about being filled by my boss’s big cock. “I do. But only if you are with me, watching us.”

Daniel moaned again. “God, that would be perfect. So what about Aiden? Do you think he’d want to do this?”

“Only one way to find out! Want me to ask him?” I grinned when he nodded, and I tugged him back towards the kitchen, saying a silent prayer that Aiden hadn’t got bored and left while we were talking.

I let out a sigh of relief when I saw him sitting at the kitchen table, casually sipping his coffee as if he hadn’t just been caught about to stick his dick into another man’s wife. Chuckling to myself, I had to admire his arrogance. If anybody was the type of man to fuck his employee in front of her husband, it was this man.

He looked up when we entered, one eyebrow lifted as he watched us. With a smile on my face, I slipped into the seat beside him, placing my hand on his thigh. My fingertips almost brushed against his cock, and he growled softly.

“Careful, Phoebe. Your husband is right there watching us. Or is he the type who enjoys watching you with other men?”

I glanced over my shoulder towards Daniel, and saw his face was crimson, but at least he didn’t leave. Turning my attention back to Aiden, I flashed him a wicked grin. “As it happens, he is.” That was all I said, letting my fingers do the rest of the talking as I slid my hand higher up his thigh, caressing his cock through his pants.

Aiden pushed his chair back suddenly, standing and taking his empty cup over to the sink. A moment of panic filled me. I must have taken it too far, and now he was going to leave. But instead, he leaned back against the kitchen counter, unfastened his pants, and pushed them down to the floor to reveal his cock. Both Daniel and I let out a moan.

“Then you should get over here and show your husband how you suck another man’s cock, Phoebe.”

Without hesitation, I rushed over to Aiden and got on my knees before him. While I parted my lips and slid them down over the bulbous head, I heard Daniel stepping closer, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw him get to his knees beside me. Whimpers were flowing continuously from my husband as I sucked greedily on Aiden’s meaty length, sliding my lips up and down his shaft as I took him as deep as I could. He was much bigger than Daniel, and it was a bit of a struggle to take all of him. But when I managed to push my lips all the way down to the base to fill my throat completely, the moans coming from both the men in the room made the struggle worth it.

Aiden reached down and grabbed my hair before pumping his hips, fucking my eager mouth. “Fuck, Daniel. Your wife is such a good little cocksucker. I’m not surprised you enjoy sharing her around.”

I moaned as he complimented my talents, the sound sending vibrations around his thick cock as it moved in and out of my mouth. Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth, wrapping his free hand around his shaft to jerk off while guiding my lips to his balls. Without needing to be told what to do, I sucked one of his swollen jewels into my mouth, giving it the same eager attention I’d just been giving his cock.

Beside me, I could see Daniel squirming in the corner of my eye, and he was leaning forward, watching me intently as I pleasured my boss. I turned my attention to the other side, suckling Aiden’s other jewel while he stroked his cock. Part of me wondered if he was going to cum like this, spraying his seed over my face, but I needed more than that.

Pulling my mouth away from him, I looked up at Aiden, moaning breathlessly. “I need you to fuck me. I want your cock inside me.”

Aiden grinned down at me and nodded, using his grip on my hair to pull me to my feet. He bent me over the counter and pulled my skirt up around my waist, exposing the curves of my ass in the tiny thong I wore. He let out a moan. “I’ve always loved watching your ass at work, Phoebe, and now I get to watch it while I fuck your wet little cunt. This is turning into a very good day.”

His words made me moan, my pussy clenching in anticipation of being filled by his huge dick. I felt his hands grabbing my panties, pulling them down and waiting for me to step out of them before discarding them, then he kicked my feet further apart, baring both my holes to him and Daniel.

“Now, Daniel, look how wet your wife is at the thought of my dick. Can you see how badly she wants it?”

“Oh god,” Daniel moaned. “Yes, she’s so fucking wet for you.”

“She is, but I want her even wetter.”

Turning to look at the two men over my shoulder, I watched as Aiden pushed Daniel’s face between my thighs. Suddenly, he was licking hungrily at my wet folds, dipping his tongue in and out of my honey pot. My loud moans filled the room as my husband ate my pussy in front of my boss, knowing that soon I would be getting fucked.

“That’s it,” Aiden growled. “Get her cunt ready to take my cock. She’s going to need to be really wet to take all of it, isn’t she?”

I felt Daniel nodding enthusiastically while his lips and tongue teased my needy pussy. I couldn’t fight the urge to move, rocking back and forth slightly to grind myself against his mouth, feeling the pleasure build between my thighs. But before I could cum, Daniel was pulled away, leaving me panting and desperate for relief. I opened my legs wider, displaying myself wantonly.

“I need to cum. Fuck, please make me cum.”

“Don’t worry, Phoebe. You will cum. But the only time you’ll be cumming today is when I’m pounding your pretty cunt with my cock. That’s what you need, isn’t it? Both of you need that.”

“Oh god, yes, Aiden. Fuck me. I need it so fucking badly.”

From beside me, I could hear Daniel saying please over and over, begging my boss to fuck me while he watched. The sound of that only made me even more desperate. When I felt the head of Aiden’s cock pressing against my entrance, I moaned with relief. And when he pushed his hips forward, filling me with one hard thrust, I could only gasp as he took my breath away.

Aiden grabbed my long hair, wrapping it around his fist, before he started pumping his hips. His cock slammed deep with each hard thrust, making me cry out. I moved as much as I could, pushing myself back onto his dick to take it even deeper, but his powerful thrusts pushing me against the kitchen counter made it hard to move at times. After a week without being fucked, I felt almost feral, grunting like an animal as we rutted against one another. Aiden’s cock felt so fucking perfect, stretching me wide, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he made me cum.

I tried to turn my head, wanting to look at Daniel on his knees beside us, but Aiden’s grip in my hair meant I couldn’t. It was like he’d taken complete control of my body, and the honey dribbling down my inner thigh showed me just how my body felt about that. After a few moments, I felt Daniel wrap his arms around my leg, pressing to me as I got fucked.

“That’s it, Daniel,” Aiden grunted between thrusts. “You’ve got the perfect view there of your wife’s cunt being filled with my dick, haven’t you? Don’t you dare look away. Phoebe wants you to see how much she is loving my cock.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Watch him fuck me, Daniel. It feels so fucking good, and knowing you are watching me makes it feel even better.”

“I’m watching, my love. God, your pussy looks so good stretched around him. And every time he pulls out a bit, I can see how wet his dick is.”

At that point, Aiden increased the pace of his thrusts, making it impossible to reply to Daniel as the merciless fucking left me gasping for air. His thick shaft dragged against the tight walls of my inner channel, sending sparks of pleasure shooting out all over my body. I no longer tried to move. It was impossible as my hips were slammed relentlessly against the counter top. All I could do was take the brutal fucking and let the sensations wash over me.

Daniel could see how close I was, knowing the way my body trembled as I neared my release. “Cum on his cock,” he moaned. “I want to watch you cum.”

It was as if his words opened a floodgate within me, and I screamed out as the most intense orgasm I’d ever experienced consumed me entirely. My cunt clamped down hard around Aiden’s huge dick as it pumped in and out of me, pulling him over the edge into his own climax. With a moan, I realised he was filling me with his hot cum, his cream making my pussy even more sloppy as he pounded it hard. My body shuddered and spasmed, until Aiden had wrung every last bit of pleasure out of me that he could, and then I went limp. The countertop, and his hand still gripping my hair tightly, were the only things keeping me upright.

As the fog of pleasure started to clear, I became aware of Daniel standing beside me, stroking my hair and kissing my cheek. “You are so perfect,” he whispered. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

I was still too breathless to speak, but Aiden apparently wasn’t. “Then maybe I should come round more often. I’d be happy to fuck your hot little wife every day if you want.” Looking over my shoulder at Aiden, I saw his smirk before he slapped my ass playfully and pulled out of me. “I need to use the bathroom, so I’ll give you two a minute alone.”

He left the room, and I turned to Daniel, wrapping myself up in his embrace. “Please, will you unlock me later, Phoebe? I need to fuck you so badly.”

When I lifted my head, I saw his face was a bright crimson, and when I ran my hand over the cage through his pants, he let out a moan. “But I really enjoy keeping you locked, love. It’s so hot to me.”

Daniel whimpered and held me closer. “I always wanted to tell you about my chastity fetish, but I was worried you’d think I was weird. And now you are refusing to unlock me and fucking other men. This wasn’t how I imagined things turning out at all.” He chuckled and kissed my lips.

“That just goes to show you should be careful what you wish for, love. Sometimes things will get out of control very quickly.” I laughed and returned his kiss.

“Oh no, this is better than I ever imagined. In fact, maybe you should invite Aiden to stay the rest of the evening, too?”

I let out a moan. “You’d really like that?”

Daniel grinned at me. “I would. And I think you would, too.”

Aiden walked back into the kitchen then, and Daniel and I both turned to grin at him. He looked at us, a curious look on his face, before understanding dawned on him. “Let’s go upstairs then. I want to fuck your wife in your bed next.”

We both followed him up the stairs, filled with excitement for all the fun and kinky adventures that would be in our future.
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Seduction At The Beach
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Istretched and let out a happy sigh as the sun’s rays caressed my skin. It was only the first day of my vacation with my husband, Harvey, and some time relaxing on the beach was very much needed. Work had been crazy for the last six months and I’d barely had time to rest. I’d been looking forward to this vacation, and it was proving to be just as heavenly as I’d anticipated.

Beside me, Harvey sat upright, blocking the sun. I glanced towards him, slightly annoyed at the way he was casting a shadow over me. I had been enjoying the warmth of the sun, and he was spoiling it. Although, judging by the smile on his face as he looked down at me, he didn’t realise he was being irritating.

“Leah, it’s time to top up your sun cream again. I don’t want you getting burnt.”

I chuckled at his words. “Are you sure you aren’t just looking for another opportunity to run your hands all over my body?”

Harvey smiled sheepishly, and I think he might even have blushed, although it was hard to tell when the heat had him looking flushed, anyway. “I just want to take care of you, Leah,” he said, and I might have melted a little. While my relationship with my husband was more than a little unconventional, he was very sweet, and I loved him.

I sat up on the towel laid across the hot sand and held one arm out to my husband. He squirted some of the sun cream into his palm and started rubbing it into the offered arm, smoothing it over every inch of my skin. While he did that, I let my eyes wonder across the beach. There weren’t many children around, which was to be expected. I always booked my vacations during school term times to make sure our favourite holiday destinations weren’t overrun by little ones. So it was mainly couples and single people, with a few groups of people who were drinking and having fun.

But my eyes were quickly drawn to one man in particular. He was laid on a towel not so far from where we were sitting, and one of the reasons he caught my eye was that he was already staring at me. Of course, the other major reason was because he was fucking gorgeous. My mouth started watering as soon as I saw him. His dark hair was shaved into a short buzz cut, and he had a small scar on his left cheek. That scar, paired with the tattoos covering most of his muscular body, gave him a dangerous air.

When he saw me looking back at him, one corner of his lips curled up into an amused smirk, but he didn’t even bother trying to hide the fact he was staring. That confidence wrapped up in such a hot-looking package had me squirming a little as my pussy quivered. Apparently, my needy little pussy liked what she saw.

While my attention was wrapped up in the nearby hottie, Harvey had finished covering my arms and legs in sun cream. He pushed my long hair over one shoulder and moved to sit behind me, lathering more of the cream into my back.

“Look at that guy over there,” I said. “He’s been watching me this whole time. Didn’t even look away when I noticed he was looking at me.”

I heard him whimper quietly. “I can’t blame him for staring. You look so hot in your new bikini.”

I couldn’t help but grin when he said that. My new bikini was no more than three small triangles held together with string. The two triangles on the top part only just covered my nipples, while most of my generous tits were left to spill out the sides. And the other triangle just about covered up the V between my legs. The whole outfit left me looking barely decent enough to be seen in public, but it turned me on, knowing how aroused Harvey would be every time he looked at me wearing it. The fact that it also seemed to catch the eyes of other men was definitely a bonus, though.

The gorgeous stranger and I were still staring at one another, and it didn’t seem to bother him that I was here with another man. I smiled over at him, but his lips remained in that ever present smirk of his. When he winked at me, though, it caused a very definite flutter of longing between my thighs. I was certain that the tiny scrap of material covering my cunt was wet by now, and I hadn’t even been anywhere near the ocean.

“I think he wants to fuck me,” I blurted out to my husband, and Harvey’s whimpers merged to become one long moan.

“Do you want to fuck him, Leah?” my sweet husband asked. By now, he’d moved his hands round to my front under the pretense of rubbing in more sun cream, but he was really doing nothing more than massaging my generous, over-flowing tits. His warm chest was pressed up against my back, and I knew he was struggling to keep control of his need. I could almost see his cock straining against the confines of the steel cage I kept it in, as it tried to harden.

“Of course I do, Harvey. Look at him. He’s just my type.”

Harvey moaned and slid his hands beneath the tiny triangles that attempted to contain my breasts. His palms moved over my nipples, back and forth in a motion that made them harden instantly. His touch sent ripples of pleasure through my body, adding to the flutter between my thighs caused by the gorgeous man who was still watching us.

The stranger’s gaze had dropped to my tits as Harvey massaged them, and I arched my back, making the large globes push out even more for his viewing pleasure. Even from this distance, I could see the lust written all over the other man’s face, and the smirk had finally disappeared from his face. He watched us with an intensity that aroused me almost as much as my husband’s touch.

There was no doubt in my mind that Harvey was also aroused by the other man watching us, because one of his biggest kinks was knowing that I would fuck anybody I wanted to, while I kept his cock locked away in chastity. He couldn’t fuck his wife, who he adored, yet others could. And often did. I was a flirt, and I had a high sex drive, so it was rare that I ever went more than a few days without visiting one of my fuck buddies. But here on vacation, I was going to have to find someone else to fuck. And I knew exactly who I wanted.

Harvey squeezed my tits together as he massaged them, pushing the mounds of flesh up and out to display them perfectly for the stranger’s ravenous gaze. I moaned each time his hands brushed over my sensitive nipples, and I couldn’t help but writhe needily as the pressure built in my eager cunt.

All of a sudden, the stranger lifted himself up from his towel and strode over to us, before lowering himself on one corner of my towel. Harvey pulled his hands away from my tits, and when I looked down, I noticed one hard nipple had escaped from my tiny bikini. I straightened up the triangles once more, making sure I was as covered as possible, then lifted my head to look at the new arrival.

“Hi, beautiful,” he said, his voice deep and dripping with sensuality. Fuck.

I flashed him a wide smile, despite feeling flustered and needy. “Hi, handsome. I’m Leah. What’s your name?” I held my hand out to him, and he enclosed it in one of his large hands. But rather than shaking it, as I’d intended, he simply held onto my hand.

“I’m Ryan. Leah is such a pretty name.” He smiled at me, and I felt my breath rush out of me in one loud whoosh. When I remained speechless, he continued speaking. “I couldn’t help but notice how much you two seemed to enjoy me watching you, so I thought I’d take a chance and come over to introduce myself.”

I squeezed Ryan’s hand gently. “I’m glad you did. In fact, I was hoping you would.”

One of his eyebrows shot up, and the confident smirk was back on his lips. “Oh? You were? And why was that?”

I leaned forward, bringing my lips to his ear. At the same time, my tits brushed against his arm, and I felt a growl move through him. “Because I’m looking for a fuck buddy here while I’m on vacation, and you are just my type.”

When I leaned back, Ryan’s gaze moved curiously back and forth between my husband and I. “And who is this?” he asked, pointing at Harvey. “Is he your fuck buddy, too?”

I laughed and shook my head. “Oh no. He’s my husband, Harvey. But we have an... arrangement, I suppose you could say. I keep him locked in chastity while I fuck whoever I want.”

Ryan laughed too, and it was a sound so sexy that it almost made my toes curl. He turned towards Harvey. “And you’re happy with this... arrangement?”

Turning to look at Harvey, I saw he was nodding vigorously. “Of course. My wife is stunning and deserves all the attention from men she desires.”

Ryan grinned again as he turned his attention back to me. “Then why don’t we go back to my hotel room and get to know each other a little better? Harvey, you can watch over my things, right?”

Without even waiting for an answer, he used the hand he was holding to pull me to my feet, and I followed eagerly as he started walking away from Harvey. I looked over my shoulder and blew a kiss to my husband, who was squirming so much that I had to imagine his cock cage was now painfully tight.

Ryan was tall, and had a long stride, so I had to walk quickly to keep up with him. We remained silent as we walked to his hotel, and I could feel his urgent need to get me alone. My body was burning for him, and I couldn’t wait to feel his touch. Luckily, his hotel was close to the seafront, and it only took us a few minutes to get there. Although when we walked into the fancy hotel in just our swimwear, I felt self-conscious for a moment, but then I realised that plenty of other people were in similar attire. I guess it was to be expected in a hotel near the beach in one of the biggest tourist resorts.

He pulled me toward the elevator and punched the button for the tenth floor. As soon as the elevator doors had closed, he pushed me back against the wall, bringing his mouth to mine for a savage kiss as he mauled my tits with his large hands. I responded instantly to his touch, parting my lips for him as he claimed my mouth. With a whimper, my body shuddered slightly as the pleasure of his touch moved through me. My nipples were so hard, and so fucking sensitive, and all I could think about was how I needed to feel his hot mouth on them once my pathetic excuse for a bikini had been taken off.

I moved my hand to the bulge in the front of his swim shorts, feeling how hard he was. Fuck, he was a lot bigger than Harvey, and I couldn’t wait to tell my husband all about that when I saw him later. It always drove him crazy when I let him know I’d fucked somebody much more well endowed than him. Ryan moaned against my lips as I felt his dick throbbing in my hand. Just as I was about to slide my hands into the front of his shorts to get a proper feel of him, the elevator doors popped open, and I let out a frustrated groan.

“Don’t worry,” Ryan said with a chuckle. “There will be plenty of time for you to play with my cock today. And maybe for the rest of our vacation time.”

“I sure hope so. How much longer are you here for?” I asked as I followed him down the corridor to his room.

“I’m here for another two weeks yet. How about you and Harvey?”

“We’re only here for another week,” I replied with a grumble.

“That’s a shame.” He paused for a moment and leaned down to whisper in my ear. “But that’s seven days of non-stop fucking, if that’s what you want. I can send you back home sore in all the right places.”

The grin on his face reawakened the fluttering sensation in my needy pussy. “That sounds perfect. But I think we should get started right now.”

Ryan laughed. “That’s my girl.” He picked me up and threw me over his shoulder, carrying me to his room.

Once we were inside, he threw me down onto the bed and quickly climbed on top of me. I wasted no time carrying on from where we’d left off in the elevator, and I pushed his shorts down until his rock hard dick sprang free. Letting out a soft moan, I admired how perfect his cock was. Long and thick, throbbing with an urgent need for attention. I was going to really enjoy playing with Ryan’s dick.

He shifted position, straddling my waist so that his erection was resting against my stomach. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, moaning with pleasure when I felt how hot and heavy he was in my hand. If he felt this good in my hand, I couldn’t wait to find out how good he’d feel when he was balls deep inside my pussy. I started stroking his dick, moving my hand in a slow motion up and down his shaft. Ryan moaned and started pumping his hips, working himself faster into my hand. When drops of precum started leaking from the tip, I knew I would have to taste him soon.

“If you like cock as much as I think you do, why do you keep your hubby’s locked away in chastity?” As he spoke, Ryan pushed my bikini top up and over my large tits, baring them properly to his touch. He stared down at them, a look of dark hunger in his eyes as he kneaded the soft flesh in his rough hands.

I let out a loud moan before answering, arching my spine to push my tits deeper into his palms. “Because it’s something we both enjoy. He loves knowing I have control of his cock while I do what I want with other men, and I enjoy seeing how needy and desperate he gets when I refuse to unlock him.”

Ryan laughed at my answer. “I think you enjoy being evil to your husband. But you’re not going to be a tease for me, are you? I can already tell how much you want my big dick inside you.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “There’s no way in hell I’m going to tease this fucking perfect cock of yours. I want it inside me as soon as possible. And I want to find out how good it feels in each of my three holes.”

A loud growl rumbled through him at that. “You think you could take a cock this big inside your tight little ass?”

With a whimper, I started pumping his cock faster, his words sending me into a frenzy of need. Looking at it, Ryan’s dick was definitely bigger than anything I’d taken in my ass before, but now I was viewing it as a challenge, I wanted him to take my forbidden hole even more.

“I honestly don’t know,” I replied. “But I’d do anything to find out.”

“Good girl. First of all, though, I’m going to play with these magnificent tits. I haven’t been able to keep my eyes off them since I first saw you on the beach. Once I’ve had my fill of them, then we’ll find out just how much of my cock you can take in your ass.”

Before I could even respond, Ryan dipped his head and took a nipple into his hot mouth, making me moan and writhe beneath him. He teased my other nipple with his hand, brushing the pad of his thumb back and forth over the hard little bud. The sensations were so intense as each pull of his mouth caused ripples of pleasure straight to my clit. I squeezed my legs together, trying to quell the ache, but it didn’t help.

As he sucked and teased my nipples, I released my hold on his cock, forgetting about it for a moment as the heat built within me. I brought my hands to the back of his head, holding him against my breast, and he sucked the hard button deeper into his mouth, sucking it with an intensity that was almost painful.

I could feel Ryan’s cock throbbing against my stomach as he leaned over me, my skin growing slick with his precum as it leaked from him. He rocked his hips, grinding his erection against the toned flesh of my stomach, and suddenly I forgot about the need to have my ass fucked. I wanted him fucking my cunt while he played with my tits, making me cum on his dick over and over. I tried to reach down, wanting to finger myself and get some relief, but the way he was straddling me made it difficult.

Ryan moved his mouth to the other nipple, sucking and nibbling on it until the little bud was tender. Even so, I couldn’t get enough. “Oh god. Fuck me like this, Ryan. Make me cum with your huge dick while you keep sucking my tits.”

He growled and bit down hard on the nipple in his mouth, making me scream out with a mixture of pleasure and pain. “Not yet, Leah. I’m not finished playing with these yet.” He spat on one breast and then the other, before spitting again on my cleavage. Running his hand over my tits, he smothered them in his saliva, then he shuffled further up my body until his cock was nestled in the deep valley of my cleavage.

I moaned and instinctively pushed my tits together, surrounding his erection with the soft, wet flesh. While looking down into my eyes, Ryan pumped his hips, sliding his cock between my breasts. I lifted my head from the bed, flicking my tongue against the swollen head each time it pushed up towards my mouth. The musky taste of his precum filled my senses, and I tried to slide my lips down around him, but it was impossible to get a proper taste as he fucked my tits. I could feel him throbbing, and my pussy seemed to pulse in time with it, needing to be filled with his enormous dick.

When Ryan brought his hands to my tits, pinching and tugging on my nipples, I moaned loudly and squirmed as it created the usual intense flutter between my thighs. The hard little buds were still feeling tender from his earlier ravenous attention, but it felt so fucking good. Squeezing my thighs together only seemed to make the sensations even more unbearable, and Ryan’s grunts and moans as he used my tits to make himself feel good just added to my frenzy of need.

“Just fuck me, Ryan. Please. I need your cock inside me. I can’t take it anymore.”

He grinned down at me and slipped his cock out from between my breasts. It was glistening with a mixture of saliva and precum, and it looked delicious. But I’d have to sample him properly with my mouth another time. Right now, all I could think of was my need to cum. Ryan flipped me over onto my stomach, making me squeal with surprise, then he pulled me up onto my hands and knees and pulled down my bikini bottoms.

He brought a hand between my thighs and ran his fingers over my slick folds, making me shiver with longing. “Oh wow. You really are wet. You are an eager little slut for my cock, aren’t you?”

I was too far gone to be ashamed or embarrassed by his words. “God, yes. So just fuck me already.” I could feel myself growing almost feral with my need to be used hard.

Ryan simply chuckled as he pulled his hand away from my dripping cunt, and he stepped away from the bed. Turning my head to watch him over my shoulder, I saw he was reaching into his bedside table for something. I moaned when I saw what it was - a bottle of lubricant. “You told me you wanted my cock in your ass, so that’s exactly what you’re going to get, Leah.” He grinned at me, and my entire body turned to jelly. “Is that what you really want?”

I was too needy and breathless to respond, so I nodded my head quickly. “Good girl,” he growled at me, while squirting some of the lube down between the cheeks of my ass. I flinched as the cold substance hit my heated skin, but his warm hand smoothing it around my tight hole helped to warm it up.

“Oh god,” I moaned on an outward breath. I pushed back against his fingers, and when one thick digit pressed against my asshole, slowly entering me, I thought I might cum then and there.

Ryan moved the finger slowly in and out, pushing it deeper each time in preparation for his cock. Not that it was going to prepare me too much, seeing as his dick was a lot thicker than just one finger, but at least my hole would be lubed up for him. He continued to fuck me with his finger for another minute or two before pulling it free. I whined softly, not ready to be left empty yet, but when I looked at him again, he was smearing more lubricant over his cock.

I let out a moan as I watched him and spread my knees further apart on the bed to open myself up to him. Ryan climbed onto the bed, settling on his knees behind me, and I let out a loud moan when I felt the thick head of his cock rubbing against my puckered star. The little hole tightened instinctively, as if knowing this might hurt a bit, but I took a deep breath and tried to relax as much as I could.

“Tell me if this hurts too much and I’ll stop, okay?”

“Uh huh,” was the best I could manage, along with a quick nod of my head, and then the tip was pushing against my asshole, slowly forcing me to open and stretch around him. I cried out softly as he stretched me wider than I’d ever been stretched before, but I was surprised to find it didn’t really hurt.

Ryan paused for a moment, but I needed more. I pushed back against him, taking his cock deeper, moving slowly to let my body adjust to his size. He moaned as I engulfed his dick with my tight hole, and he gripped my hips hard.

“God, you feel so fucking amazing on my cock, Leah. I’m going to make good use of this perfect little fuck hole during our vacation.”

“Yes!” I moaned. “Fuck my ass, Ryan. I need it so fucking badly.”

He growled, then suddenly started pumping his hips, pushing himself deeper with each thrust until he was bottoming out each time. I couldn’t fight the urge to move with him, slamming my ass back against him so that he was thrusting even deeper inside me. My liquid desire was dribbling down my inner thigh, and just as I was about to reach down to finger my pussy, Ryan reached around me and slid two thick fingers into my cunt.

I cried out, so fucking close to the edge. Ryan thrust his cock and his fingers at the same time, filling both my holes in a way that had me panting like a bitch in heat. I slammed back against him over and over, lost in a frenzy to reach the climax I was so desperate for. Each time he pulled his fingers out of me, the digits dragged against my clit in the most delicious way, adding to the pleasure between my thighs that was quickly spiralling out of control.

Ryan leaned down over me, his bare chest pressed against my back, and he growled in my ear. “Come on, Leah. I want to feel you cum on my cock. I want to know how good it feels when your tight little ass clamps down hard on my dick.”

He pounded harder into my ass, his fingers thrusting into my pussy wildly, until I came apart, screaming out his name as the orgasm wracked my entire body. At the same time, Ryan roared in my ear as he pumped his cum into my ass, filling that tight hole with his warmth. Our bodies shuddered and convulsed in rhythm with one another as continuous waves of pleasure washed over us. And when we were spent, we collapsed on the bed, breathing hard as we recovered in one another’s arms.
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WE SPENT THE REST OF the afternoon in Ryan’s hotel room, exploring each others body’s before heading back to the beach. Harvey was exactly where we had left him, although he’d fallen asleep in the heat of the sun. I flopped down onto the towel next to him, waking him up, while Ryan grabbed his towel, which he’d left behind earlier, and brought it closer to ours.

Harvey scrambled upright into a sitting position, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. “Hi, love. Did you have a good time?”

I leaned closer to him to press a soft kiss to his lips. “We had an amazing time, didn’t we, Ryan?” I turned to look at him and he nodded, a huge grin spread across his face.

Harvey whimpered quietly. “I’m glad. You’ve been working hard and deserve some fun on your vacation.”

“I’m glad you feel that way, Harvey, because Ryan here will be taking me out for dinner tonight. But don’t worry. We’ve already agreed that we’ll be spending the night in our hotel room, so you will be able to watch while we spend all night fucking. Aren’t you lucky?”

He let out a moan and nodded. “I can’t wait, love.”
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Ex Appeal
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Ifaked a laugh at my boss’s bad joke for as long as I could before looking around the room for some kind of escape. Unfortunately, all I saw were even more men in suits standing around in groups talking and laughing with one another, while the women all stood around the edge of the function room, barely speaking to anyone. I brought my glass to my hips and threw my head back, swallowing the rest of my wine. This was going to be a long night. I hated the usual Christmas parties that the company held, and I was usually able to avoid them. But this party was being held to celebrate the massive jump in profits, and my boss had all but insisted I had to come.

Just as I was considering faking an illness just to get out of this hellhole, I spotted someone I hadn’t seen for a long time. Elijah was standing near the doorway, watching me with a wry smile on his face and looking hot as ever in his suit. We’d worked together several years ago, and we had even dated for a few months, but then the company transferred him to another branch and we’d ended things when he moved away. Not long after he’d left, I had met Robert, who was now my husband, so it had worked out well in the end. But now he was here, looking at me with those gorgeous brown eyes of his, excited flutters appeared in my stomach.

“I’m sorry,” I said, turning my attention back to my boss for a moment. “I just saw someone I need to speak to. Please excuse me.”

I didn’t even bother waiting for his response before I started weaving my way through the crowd towards Elijah. He stayed where he was, waiting for me to reach him, and when I did, he pulled me towards him for a big hug.

“Hey Abi! It’s great to see you again after so long. How have you been?”

“I’ve been really well. Working too hard, as usual. How about you? I can’t believe you’re here!”

Elijah’s lips curled up into a smirk. “Yeah, I can’t believe I’m here either, but I was told my presence was not optional. So I am back in town for a couple of days.”

Laughing, I leaned in towards him to whisper in his ear, surprised at how comfortable it felt to be close to him again. “ I was told the same. I usually avoid these work functions like the plague, but now you’re here, I’m glad I came.”

When I pulled back again, he was staring at me with a look on his face that left me feeling flustered. Luckily, we were interrupted by a server offering around trays of drinks, so I took a glass, downed almost all the wine, and then looked back at Elijah, feeling better now I’d consumed a little more liquid courage.

Elijah only held my gaze for a brief moment, though, before his eyes travelled lower, down to the generous amount of cleavage displayed by my low cut dress. I felt my face grow hot as he eyed my body so shamelessly, and I couldn’t deny that the flutters in my tummy had somehow morphed into an ache between my thighs.

“What’s this?” he asked, pointing to the tiny key dangling from a gold chain around my neck. I breathed a sigh of relief. At least now I had an opportunity to mention Robert without it seeming like I was trying to force him into the conversation.

“Oh, it was a gift from my husband,” I said with a small laugh. “It’s the key to his heart.” It was a line I’d said many times before, and people always believed the key was nothing more than a romantic gesture of love. But judging by the way Elijah looked at me as he lifted his gaze back up to my face, I had a feeling he wasn’t going to fall for it.

“The key to his heart? Are you sure? It’s looks more like a key to a cock cage.”

He watched me with an intense stare, that smirk playing about his lips again, and I knew there was no way I’d be able to lie my way out of this one. I laughed and shrugged, trying to appear more casual about this conversation than I really felt. “Maybe. It’s just a fun game we like to play sometimes.” And that was true. I didn’t always keep Robert locked in chastity. It was just something we experimented with from time to time. We’d come to find that the temporary denial caused us to crave each other more once I unlocked him again, so it had become a harmless way to spice up our marriage.

“Good for you,” he said. “If it makes you both happy, then keep doing it. Nothing wrong with a bit of kinky fun, right?”

Elijah winked at me, and my stomach somersaulted. I’d had Robert locked in his cock cage for the last two weeks, and apparently my body was starting to protest being made to go that long without being fucked. My pussy was aching with a need to be used, and I could already feel that my panties were soaked. Considering the fact that just a few moments earlier, while talking to my boss, my cunt had been drier than the Sahara desert, Elijah’s presence was having quite an effect on me.

“But what about you, Abi? How do your needs get taken care of when your hubby’s dick is locked away?”

He slipped an arm around my waist and pulled me close. I whimpered, and although a part of me knew I should back away, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. His closeness was even more intoxicating than the two glasses of wine I’d drunk, and I had no idea how to answer his questions. I wasn’t dissatisfied with my marriage, as such. Chastity was just a fun game to play. But now my body was pressed up against Elijah’s, the heat of his body and his scent enveloping me in so many steamy memories of him, I felt like I was going crazy with my need to be fucked hard.

When I didn’t answer, he tried again with a different question. “Do you ever have sex with other men when you’ve got your husband locked in chastity?”

“Not usually,” I replied, before snapping my mouth shut. Fuck. With the way he was looking at me, with a grin playing about the corners of his lips, I knew he’d picked up on my mistake. I should have just said no. After all, I’d never had sex with another man since I’d met Robert. But my response let it slip that I was considering letting him fuck me.

With our bodies close together, I could feel his erection pressing against my thigh, and my pussy quivered with its desire to be filled by his hard dick. Elijah lowered his head, his lips brushing against my earlobe as he whispered in my ear. “And do you want to fuck me tonight, Abi? Do you remember how good I used to make you feel?”

All I could do was whimper and nod. The need for him was so intense that it took away my ability to think straight. Yes, I wanted him to fuck me. Every part of my body was tingling with a need for his attention. But I knew that was wrong. My husband was sitting at home waiting for me to return to him. I’d even told him I might unlock him later tonight so that he could fuck me, and I knew he’d be almost feral after two weeks once he got his hands on me.

But when Elijah’s lips trailed down to my neck, leaving a line of gentle kisses, I temporarily lost control of myself. I melted against him, tilting my head to the side to expose my neck to his kisses. My entire body was on fire, and I craved him with an intensity that was frightening.

All of a sudden, a man who’d been attempting to get past us to the entrance stumbled and bumped into us, bringing me quickly back to my senses. I stepped away from Elijah, my face flushed and eyes wide.

“I’m sorry. I need to go.”

Elijah watched me, concern written all over his face. “Look, Abi, if I went too far, I’m the one who should be sorry. And I am. Please don’t go. We can just drink and catch up with everything that’s been going on in our lives. You don’t have to leave on my account. I promise I’ll be on my best behaviour from now on.”

I considered it for a moment, but I knew it was too dangerous. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust Elijah. I didn’t trust myself to resist the temptation that he presented.

“I can’t. It was great seeing you again, though.” I stood up on tiptoes to kiss his cheek, then rushed out of the room.

Once I was standing outside the hotel where the party was being held, I took a deep breath. The cool evening air was refreshing, and it helped to clear my head. When I thought about Robert, guilt flooded me. I needed to tell him, and I wasn’t even sure I could wait long enough to get home and do it.

I pulled my phone out of my purse and dialled his number. He answered on the third ring. “Hey Abi! Are you having a good time?”

I could almost hear the smile on his lips as he said it. He knew I’d been dreading tonight and had been expecting it to be beyond boring. “No, not really,” I replied. Even though I tried to keep my voice steady, it still cracked, and he knew straight away that something was wrong.

“What happened, love? Do you need me to come get you?”

“No, no. I’m fine, Robert. It’s just that...” I paused, taking a deep breath while I gathered my courage. “Elijah is here.”

There was silence on the other end of the phone for a moment. I had told Robert about Elijah not long after we’d first met, when we’d had a conversation about past lovers, but I wasn’t even sure if he remembered who he was.

“Okay. That’s the guy you dated at work until he moved away, right?”

“Right,” I said, feeling grateful that he’d remembered. “He’s here, and we flirted, and he made it clear he wanted to fuck me.”

The silence after that statement went on even longer, and I found myself holding my breath until Robert said something.

“Do you want to fuck him as well, Abi?”

“What kind of question is that?” I screeched into the phone.

Robert laughed, and I frowned with confusion. He seemed to be a lot more laid back about this than I’d expected.

“It’s a valid question,” he replied. “Look, Abi, I know how it must have felt having him turn up unexpectedly, and I know that if he hadn’t moved away, that the two of you likely wouldn’t have broken up. If you want to have sex with him before he goes back to wherever he’s living now, I don’t mind. I know you love me, and it would just be for old time’s sake. But there would be conditions.”

My mind was spinning as I tried to process what he was saying, and it took me a long moment to realise he’d mentioned something about conditions. “What conditions?”

“The first is that when you get home later tonight, you tell me all about it. I don’t want secrets between us, okay?”

I nodded my head, completely bewildered by what he was suggesting, before remembering that he couldn’t see me. “Okay,” I responded hesitantly.

“And the second is that you unlock me when you get home and let me claim your hot little body as mine all over again.”

His voice was a low growl that sent a shiver of longing through me. “Are you being serious?” I asked incredulously.

“About my conditions? Of course, I think they seem like fair things to ask for. Don’t you?”

I laughed, feeling like I must be losing my mind. “Well, yes. But I mean, are you serious about letting me fuck my ex? That’s crazy, surely?”

This time, it was Robert’s turn to laugh. “I don’t think it’s crazy. I trust you, Abi, and I know you love me. If you want to reconnect with Elijah while he’s in town, do it. It doesn’t upset me. If anything, I think the idea of sharing you with another man is hot.”

I paused, thinking it over for a moment. “Really? Is your cage feeling tight just thinking about me with Elijah?”

Robert growled into the phone. “My cock is so fucking swollen in its cage right now, both from the idea of Elijah fucking you and the idea of reclaiming all your holes again when you get home.” I whimpered softly. It was obvious from his voice that he meant it, and that he was incredibly aroused. “So, I’ll ask you the same question I asked at the beginning of the conversation. Do you want to fuck him, Abi?”

“I do,” I whimpered.

“Then go and do it. Enjoy it, knowing you have my blessing.”

“Okay. I love you, Robert.” My voice was choked up with emotion as I said it. I couldn’t believe he loved me enough to let me do this.

“I love you too, Abi. Have fun.”

He hung up then, leaving me staring at my phone in shock at the conversation we’d just shared. A voice from behind me startled me out of my daze.

“I’m sorry,” Elijah said, and I spun around quickly to face him. “I know I shouldn’t have listened in on your conversation, but I was worried I’d hurt you and I followed you out because I wanted to make sure you were okay. When I heard what you were talking about, I couldn’t seem to pull myself away to give you your privacy.”

“You... you heard?”

“Yeah. I heard that your husband gave you permission to fuck me if you wanted to.” His lips curled up into a slow grin that made my knees weak. “I’m certainly open to one last night together for old time’s sake. So long as you want that too, of course.”

In response, I did something I’d been wanting to do ever since I spotted him earlier in the evening. I stepped closer to him and kissed his lush lips. He groaned softly and quickly took control of the kiss, gripping my hair to tilt my head to just the right angle so he could devour my mouth with his. I parted my lips eagerly, my tongue seeking his as passion overtook us.

After a few long moments, I pulled back, breathing heavily as I looked up into his deep brown eyes. “Where should we go?” I asked.

Elijah grinned and turned back towards the hotel where the party was being held. “Here. I booked a room for the night so I wouldn’t have to travel back home straight after the party finished.”

“Perfect!” I said. At the same time, he grabbed my hand and pulled me back towards the entrance. We quickly walked past the conference room we’d left just a short while ago, loud music blaring from inside, and he led me to the elevator instead.

I gripped his hand tighter as we went up in the elevator, my mind instantly moving to thoughts of all the parts of my body that ached to be touched right now. Elijah glanced down at me, leaning to brush his lips gently against mine. I ached for more, and wanted to deepen the kiss, but apparently he had much more self-control than I did.

We hurried towards his room, neither of us saying anything as the sexual tension swirled around us. As soon as we were inside, Elijah turned and pinned me against the door with his body, while his hands roamed up my thigh and under my dress. He moved his fingers straight to my damp panties, and the aching flesh hidden beneath them. I moaned and pushed my hips forward, pressing my needy cunt against his thick fingers, almost grinding myself against them.

“Fuck, you’re so wet, baby,” he growled. “I think you need my cock inside you, don’t you?”

I nodded quickly, almost too breathless to speak as the need grew within me to an almost unbearable level. “God, yes,” I moaned. As if to prove my point, I reached out and grabbed his cock through his pants, slowly moving my hand up and down his thick length. He was already so fucking hard, and my pussy quivered in anticipation of having him inside me again after so long. “I need your cock, Elijah. Please.”

He let out a groan and nodded. While he continued to stroke my pussy with his fingers, I unfastened his pants, pushed them down to his ankles, and then did the same with his underwear. When his cock sprang free, I let out a moan and wrapped my fingers around his dick, feeling how thick and hard he was. “Fuck, I’ve missed you, Elijah. And your cock.” I looked up at him through long lashes and flashed him a playful grin.

Elijah slipped his hand out from under my dress and brought it to my shoulder, pushing down slightly until I got the hint and lowered myself down onto my knees. “Open that pretty little mouth of yours, Abi. I want to find out just how much you missed it.”

He grinned down at me, and I opened my mouth without hesitation, holding out my tongue as I waited for him to use the offered hole. The ache between my thighs was intense, and I couldn’t stop squirming on my knees. Each time I squeezed my legs together, hoping to quell the ache, the sensations only seemed to grow even more.

As I watched him, Elijah wrapped his hand around his meaty shaft and started stroking it, while he gripped my hair firmly in his other hand. He let out a moan, his eyes locked onto my open mouth. I whimpered, wanting him to start fucking my mouth already. The sight of his cock was driving me feral with lust, and I wasn’t sure I could be patient much longer. I tried to lean forward, wanting to slide my parted lips down over the swollen head that was already leaking precum, but his hand in my hair stopped me from being able to move enough to do so.

“Are you this eager when hubby wants his dick sucked, Abi? Or are you only this greedy for my cock?”

I whimpered as a blush spread quickly across my face. Of course I loved sucking Robert’s cock, too, but something about fucking my ex while my husband waited at home for me felt so taboo that it just added a whole new layer of desire to what I usually felt. “I love sucking his cock,” I whispered. “But I just want yours even more. Please let me suck your cock, Elijah.

I parted my lips again, hoping the sight of my red lips forming the perfect O would make him finally take what he needed from me. Elijah continued stroking his cock, making it throb right in front of my face. After a few more moments, he moved forward, pushing the thick head past my lips into the wet heat of my mouth. As soon as I felt his hot flesh against my tongue, I sealed my lips around him and began sucking hungrily, moving back and forth as I stroked my lips along his shaft.

Elijah let out a groan, placing both hands on the door behind me to brace himself as he began gently thrusting his hips, pushing his dick deeper into my mouth. I moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating against his flesh in a way that made him growl. “Fuck, baby. You’ve got no idea how many times I’ve jerked off to memories of just how good you are at sucking cock. And now I get to experience it one more time. Don’t you dare stop sucking, Abi. I’ve missed this so fucking much.”

His words increased the ache between my thighs, and I focused all of my longing into sucking his dick, taking him as deep as I could each time I slid my lips down his shaft. I gagged as he filled my throat, stretching the tight channel. I could feel him throbbing as he pumped his hips, fucking my mouth hard as he surrendered to his own desires. Letting my hunger take control, I gripped his ass cheeks to help guide his thrusts, trying to pull him even deeper into my greedy mouth. Saliva was leaking from my lips, coating his cock and dripping down my chin, but I didn’t care. My attention was focused solely on him.

As he kept thrusting, Elijah pushed my head back against the door I was leaning back against, taking away my ability to move my head as I sucked him. Instead, he took control, fucking my mouth at the pace he needed. I moaned, the sound completely muffled by his thick cock as it moved in and out of my throat. Occasionally, he’d pull out for a few seconds, letting me gasp for air before going back to pounding my mouth hard. My panties were soaked, and the ache in my pussy was growing more intense by the second. I needed to be fucked soon, but right now, I was sucking desperately on Elijah’s throbbing length.

Suddenly, he pulled his cock out of my mouth, but before I could protest, he leaned down, bringing his mouth down hard against mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck as I surrendered to his kisses, holding him close. He pulled me to my feet, then lifted me straight up off of them as he carried me over to the bed and laid me down on top of it.

Elijah broke the kiss then, standing at the edge of the bed, looking down at me. I was so fucking needy that I shamelessly pulled my dress up around my waist and brought a hand between my parted thighs to tug my panties to the side. When my dripping pussy lips were on display, he let out a loud groan and quickly started shrugging out of his clothes until he was naked. While I waited for him, I slipped a finger inside my cunt, dragging it slowly in and out, savouring the wetness that showed I was so ready for Elijah’s cock..

When he was undressed, he grabbed my panties and tugged them off completely, forcing my finger away from my pussy as he did so. Elijah grinned down at me when I whined in protest.

“Be patient, Abi. I’ll be inside you soon enough. And let’s be honest. It’s my cock you want, isn’t it? Not just a finger.”

I moaned at his words and nodded enthusiastically. “Fuck me, please, Elijah. I need to cum, and nothing has ever made me cum harder than your cock.”

He laid down on top of me, then paused, teasing me with the feel of his rock hard cock resting against my inner thigh. “Not even your husband’s cock?” His lips quirked up into a grin as he looked down into my eyes.

I bit my lip, hesitating to answer his question. While I loved Robert, our sex life had declined in the last couple of years to the point where only the denial caused by chastity would liven things up for a few days. Then things would go back to normal again. But with Elijah, things had always been exciting. We hadn’t been able to keep our hands off each other, and I’d felt that same chemistry tonight as soon as I’d seen him.

Even though I didn’t answer, Elijah seemed to hear everything he needed from my silence. “Tell me. I want to hear that I satisfy you better than your husband does.”

Guilt rushed through me. Even though I’d had his cock in my mouth just moments earlier, this conversation felt a lot more like cheating than anything else I was going to do with Elijah. But I couldn’t deny that being made to compare my ex to my husband sent a rush of arousal through my body, ending between my thighs in my quivering pussy that was so desperate to be fucked.

“Oh god. Your cock feels so much better than Robert’s. And you’ve always fucked me so much better. I need you to fuck me now, and make me cum harder than my husband ever has.”

A growl vibrated through him, and within moments, he’d pushed his cock all the way inside me, impaling me completely with it. I cried out with the way he stretched me, writhing on his cock as I adjusted to his size. The last time I’d had a cock as big as this inside me was my last time with Elijah before he’d moved away, and I’d forgotten just how good it felt.

“Good girl. I’m going to fuck you so damn hard you’ll be lucky if you can remember your husband’s name by the end of it.”

With that, he started pumping his hips hard and fast, pummeling my needy pussy with his cock. I moaned loudly, writhing beneath him as I tried to move against his cock, needing to feel every inch of him.

“Harder,” I cried out, and Elijah happily obliged, grunting with each thrust as he gave me exactly what I needed.

My pussy was already quivering around his dick, the pleasure building with a speed I hadn’t experienced for so long. Before I realised it was about to happen, I was clamping hard around his cock while an orgasm rushed over me in waves, the intensity stealing my breath away. I clung to him desperately as he kept fucking me relentlessly through my release, drawing it out until I felt lightheaded and breathless.

By the time my orgasm had passed, he was still rock hard, fucking me with a raw and feral need which felt so damn good. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him in deeper, crying out each time he thrust all the way inside me.

“Fuck, your pussy squeezed my dick so fucking tight while you were cumming. I thought I was going to fill you with my load, then.”

I let out a groan. “Then keep fucking me. I want you to fill me with your cum.”

“Your wish is my command, baby.” He grinned down at me before he starting thrusting even harder, pounding my pussy in a merciless rhythm that might have been painful if it didn’t feel so fucking good.

Elijah’s body was tense, and sweat beaded his brow. I knew he was close, and I was feeling greedy. I squeezed my cunt around him once more, moaning as I felt his veiny dick dragging back and forth against my tight inner walls. It only took a few more thrusts for him to lose all control, and he moaned loudly as I felt his cock pulsing and filling me with his warmth. He grabbed my wrists roughly, pinning me to the bed while he fucked me as hard and as fast as he could, and I fell over the edge once more. My body bucked and shuddered beneath his when another intense orgasm hit me, consuming my entire body with the pleasure that only he could give me.

After the final thrust, Elijah collapsed down on top of me and I wrapped my arms around him while we both gasped for air.

“I want you to do something for me, baby,” he whispered in my ear.

“Anything for you,” I said, my body limp as I basked in the warm afterglow that always followed sex with Elijah.

“I want you to find out if your husband would be willing to let this happen regularly. If he is, I will drive down on the weekends and fuck you as often as I can.”

“Oh,” was all I managed to say. I hadn’t expected that, and I honestly had no idea what Robert would say. But after tonight, I was willing to talk to him about it at least.

“Would you like that to happen?” he asked.

“I’d love it. I can’t guarantee Robert will agree to it, but I hope he will.”

“Good girl,” he said as he rolled off me and pulled me against him. I nuzzled into the heat of his body, and let the possibility of what might happen in the future fill me with excitement.
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