

MANDY NEEDS MORE

Mandy and Bart have been happily married for a little over five years. There is just one problem. Bart can’t last long enough to give Mandy a satisfying sexual experience. He is happy to give her orgasms orally, something he’s gotten good at. She also makes regular use of her vibrator. But she wants more. She wants to be able to cum on some stud’s cock. When she confesses her desire to Bart, he is threatened, fearing a divorce. Mandy, however, assures him she loves him. She doesn’t want other guys instead of her husband; she wants other guys in addition to him. He is so devoted to his gorgeous wife (and also a bit submissive) that he agrees to explore the hotwife lifestyle with her. Soon the couple are diving deep into the hotwife world. Bart gradually realizes Mandy does indeed love him. She just needs more. She also discovers her exhibitionistic streak, and Bart realizes his voyeuristic tendencies. Their non-monogamous arrangement brings them closer together as their libidos take off. This is a 19,000-word work of fiction. All characters are consenting adults. What begins as a tentative foray into hotwifery soon builds into frequent sex with multiple partners and a happy hotwife couple.


CHAPTER 1

Bart was pounding me hard, and I was starting to feel it. He’d already cum once, so I was hoping he’d be able to last long enough this time to get me off. He has a hair-trigger cock though, and I was often left unfulfilled and irritated.

“C’mon, baby, give it to me. Fuck me, fuck me, never stop fucking me.”

I was getting close. I urged him to keep it up, but just before I could cum, he came again. Too soon. Always too soon. I urged him to keep fucking, but he quickly grew soft in spite of his efforts and rolled off me with a sigh.

“I’m sorry, honey. It’s just that you turn me on so much, I can’t help it.”

“I know, Bart. Hand me my vibrator.”

He dug out Old Reliable, and we got into our usual position after he came and left me wanting more. He leaned back against the headboard and I leaned back against his chest. He reached around me and cupped my breasts, gently tweaking my nipples the way I like. I turned on the vibrator and moved it around my pleasure button. He planted sweet kisses on the back of my neck and told me how much he loved me.

“Mmmmm, honey, I love you too. Squeeze my tits. I’m almost there. Yes, like that. Oh, yes. IT FEELS REALLY GOOD, BABY. KEEP SQUEEZING. HARDER, SQUEEZE ME HARDER. I’M CUUUUUMMMMING.”

I collapsed against Bart and just lay there with him kissing my neck. I turned the vibrator on again and took myself through another orgasm, which was nice. Nice but not as satisfying as cumming on a cock. I had always been one highly sexed woman. I had masturbated since I was a child. I lost my virginity when I was a sophomore in high school. I made sure he used a rubber. After that my enlightened mother got me on the pill.

In college, I was pretty much of a slut, but I also wanted a stable relationship. I guess it’s a big overgeneralization, but lots of guys want to fuck a whore but marry a virgin. At least that was my experience. So, when I started my senior year, I started scoping men out for more than their bods. Bart was a bit of a nerd but not bad looking. He was smart and kind and wasn’t an asshole like a lot of the big men on campus. And he was so intellectually curious I figured I’d never be bored with him. And I haven’t been. We have a good marriage, and I have a good life. Except I’m perennially frustrated sexually.

I’d been doing some on-line research on sexually frustrated married women. Maybe now was the time to do something. I pretty much had the upper hand in our brief marriage. I was confident I could get Bart to do what I wanted to keep me happy.

“Bart, I love you, and I love my life with you, but I’m constantly frustrated in bed.”

“I know, honey, and I feel terrible about it. Just tell me what I can do, and I’ll do it.”

“I want to fuck other guys.”

“Oh, honey, do you want a divorce? Please, not that.”

“No, Bart, I do not want a divorce. I meant it when I said I loved you. We have a very good marriage. I think what I have in mind will actually strengthen our marriage by addressing the one thing that bugs me. And it bugs me a lot. I have a high sex drive. I’m not sure you realize just what a horny girl I am. I want more satisfaction. I need more satisfaction. Do you know what a hotwife is?”

“Sort of. A wife that screws around.”

“Not exactly. I do not want to cheat on you. This is something we could do together. If I fucked somebody else, when I got home, I’d tell you in graphic detail what we did while I was fucking you. You could even watch me fuck other guys. We could have threesomes. Maybe some moresomes. Uhoh, I think somebody’s getting excited.”

Sure enough, Bart was getting a boner. I could feel it growing hard against my butt cheek. I turned around, grabbed his dick and took it into my mouth. It was still wet with both our juices, but that was OK with me. I looked up at my husband and smiled while I slowly stroked his cock.

“The idea of me fucking somebody else turns you on, doesn’t it? That’s what will make this work. It’s going to be hot for both of us, which is what has to happen in a hotwife relationship. You know how turned on you get when we watch porn. I can be your very own porn star.”

“When you put it that way, it doesn’t seem so bad.”

“Honey, your hard dick is telling me that it’s going to be really, really good.”

I took him back into my mouth and got him even harder. I told him to scoot down so I could straddle him. I slotted his prick in my wet folds and easily slid down all the way. I began rubbing my clit as I slowly fucked him cowgirl style.

“Just think, baby, when we get another guy, you can watch me do all kinds of nasty things. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“It’s a little scary, but, I’ll admit it turns me on.”

“You want to watch me suck another guy off, don’t you. You’d like to see some guy with a really big dick stick it all the way up my cunt? You’d like to see that, wouldn’t you? And then I’d fuck you. You would reclaim me. From what I’ve read about hotwife marriages, when the husband reclaims his wife, it’s incredibly hot.”

“Jesus, Mandy, you’re turning me on. I can’t believe how close I am to cumming again.”

I rode him a little harder and faster while I continued rubbing my clit. And before long, I was cumming, and then Bart came too. Just thinking about me fucking other guys had helped get us both off.

“Damn, Mandy, I’d never thought about you fucking other guys as a way to keep you satisfied. I’ll admit the idea of you being a hotwife is a turn on, but I do find it somewhat threatening. I don’t want to live in constant fear of losing you to some stud with a big dick who can last all night.”

“Baby, I’m not looking for other soulmates. I’m looking for more sex. You’re my husband. I love you. We have a good marriage. If we do this right, it should add some spice to our marriage and also bring us closer. All I ask is that we give it a try. We’ll need to be completely open and honest. No secret affairs. If you need to be reassured of my commitment to you, just ask me.”


CHAPTER 2

After much discussion and a lot of persuasion on my part, Bart agreed to ask Ted from his workplace to join us in bed. I’d met Ted at office parties and felt there was a strong mutual attraction. He was six feet tall, blond, and weighed 180 pounds. I’m not sure how he and Bart had become friends since Ted was in sales and was gregarious while hubby was in IT and shy. I imagine it was awkward for Bart to ask Ted to fuck me, but somehow, he pulled it off. If you’re wondering abut my appearance, I’m five feet six inches tall with brown hair. I’m more cute than beautiful, but I have a good bod with C cup tits and a tight, round ass.

Tonight was the night. We were drinking wine in our living room, and Ted was regaling us with stories about some of his more difficult customers. We had made a big dent in the half gallon bottle, and even hubby was feeling a little loose. I didn’t want anybody drunk, so I figured it was time for the real party to start. I stood and invited the guys to join me in the bedroom. Once there, I told the guys to get naked while I started peeling off my own clothes. I told Bart to sit in a chair and watch the first round. I was already tingling with excitement as Ted and I climbed onto our king-size bed.

Ted looked even better in the nude. He obviously worked out because he was all muscle without being bulky. He had a bigger than average sized dick, and I was betting he knew how to use it. We started making out, hot kisses with lots of tongue. I began stroking his growing erection while he fondled my pussy. He said the best way to get him going was to 69, which I was happy to try with him. He lay down on his back with his head toward the top of the bed. I sat on his face, leaned forward and began kissing the head of his cock. Hubby was stroking his own cock and was already fully erect. I blew him a kiss and asked him to come nearer so he could see me suck off his friend up close and personal. He knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed. He would be able to see every nasty detail. I looked hubby in the eye and slowly took Ted’s dick as deep as I could into my mouth. I bobbed up and down slowly, making it a point to slurp noisily. I pulled off the cock briefly so I could talk to Bart.

“Oh, honey, your friend is eating my pussy really good. And I really like his cock. It tastes so good. Do you like watching me suck cock?” Yes, very much. “I think I’d like him to cum in my mouth. Would that turn you on if Ted came in my mouth? What if it was a really big load? I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Yes, honey, that would be hot. “And then you’d probably want me to eat it wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Mandy, I want to watch you suck Ted off.”

“I just might do that if you begged me. Will you beg me to suck off your friend? And eat his cum?”

“Please, honey, suck him off. Please eat his cum.”

“Since you’ve asked so nice, I guess I have to, don’t I. I can see you’re jerking off really hard, baby. Don’t cum until I show you Ted’s cum in my mouth. Mmmmmm, I’m getting close myself.”

I took the head of the cock into my mouth again and began stroking the shaft hard and fast. It didn’t take long before he was shooting fat ropes of really thick cum onto my tongue. He redoubled his efforts on my clit with his tongue until I was cumming too, but my focus was on Bart. I wanted him to enjoy this as much as I did so he’d be fully on board with the whole hotwife thing. I squeezed and sucked the last of Ted’s huge load into my mouth. I opened my mouth and tilted my head back so none of the cum would fall out. Still looking into my husband’s eyes, I began gargling the cum. I blew some cum bubbles. When he started shooting off onto his own chest and stomach I swallowed with a loud gulp. Then I pulled his head forward and gave him a very wet, cummy kiss.

After recharging our batteries, I directed traffic and took us all through the usual threesome stuff: alternating back and forth between blowing one man and stroking the other, getting spit roasted with the guys switching positions several times, riding each guy cowgirl, and finally getting plowed missionary.

“Fuck, I’m loving this. I should have become a hotwife years ago. Keep fucking me, Ted. Oh God, it feels so good. I’m going to cum. Please don’t stop, Fuck me, YES, I’M CUMMING. CUMMING SO GOOD.”

I came two more times, and each guy got off once more. Ted was considerate enough to leave after he came the last time so Bart and I could process what had just gone down. I snuggled up to Bart and kissed him as sweetly and tenderly as I knew how. I told him how proud I was of him for making it all happen and that I loved him more than ever.

“I was afraid I’d feel rejected, Mandy, but somehow you made everything OK for me. Thanks for making me feel like you still loved me. I love you so much.”

“It makes me so happy to hear you say that. And you know, sweetie, I want this to be a regular thing.”

Bart was at a loss for who else to get, so I called Ted the next day to thank him for a wonderful time. I told him I’d like to see him again, at least once a week. Ted was more than happy to fill in my dance card, and Saturday nights became hotwife nights. After a few delightful weeks with Ted the bull, I was able to persuade Bart that twice weekly would provide even more fun. You might think poorly of me, but I knew I held the upper hand with hubby. He thought he had married well above anything he deserved, and I intended to take advantage of that. In my reading of hotwife blogs, it was not uncommon for a FLR to develop. That’s Female Led Relationship if you’re not acquainted with hotwife terminology. I had no intention of denying or demeaning Bart, but I was going to call the shots when it came to sex. And I intended to take good care of my sweetie, so he’d support my licentiousness.


CHAPTER 3

It wasn’t long before I figured it was time to raise the stakes again. I asked Ted if he knew of any other potential playmates for me, and, of course, he did. The other guy turned out to be Chuck, a frat brother of Ted’s back when they were in college. I wasn’t too sure about fucking frat rats, but Ted had proved to be a nice guy so maybe his pal would be too. And he was. Having two guys was even better than one. Chuck brought some pot, and we all got buzzed. This time I had Bart undress me for my bulls. I loved the symbolism of the act – my supportive hubby getting me ready for my fuck buddies.

Bart pulled my T-shirt over my head and tossed it aside. I had to sit down on the couch and raise my butt so he could pull off my tight jeans. I stood and he knelt in front of me to pull down my white thong. I found this to be quite erotic too. My sweet hubby kneeling before me. He stood to unclasp my bra, and I was butt naked, ready for my first threesome. OK, not my first, but I wasn’t counting a drunken menage at a party back in college. Neither was I counting the threesomes with Bart and Ted and me. This was going to be different – fucking two guys not my husband at the same time while he watched.

“Well, guys, see anything you like? How about you join me in my boudoir?”

This was said in my best Mae West voice, and it certainly did the trick. The guys were right on my heels as we made our way into the bedroom. I shimmied my hips a little to further improve their mood. I flopped down on the bed, spread my legs lasciviously and began fingering my already wet pussy. The more I engaged in hotwifery, the more I was learning about myself. Some hotwife couples never played in their marriage bed, but I reveled in it. Of course, I fucked guys in the bed I shared with Bart. It was what I wanted. It symbolized our non-monogamous relationship.

I instructed the guys to get naked with me. As they hurriedly shed their clothes, I reflected on how far Bart and I had come in just a little over a month. At first, he had been afraid of losing me. Now he got off on watching me. I liked being naked in front of men. I loved being desired. I had discovered a strong exhibitionistic streak in me. I especially found it exciting to fuck a guy in front of my sweetie. Even better, he got off on watching me. What a perfect couple, a voyeur married to an exhibitionist. I had hubby sit in his voyeur chair and asked my two playmates to join me in bed.

They didn’t have to be asked twice. They were all over me, kissing me, sucking my nipples, squeezing my ass. I asked to be eaten, and Chuck quickly got to work. Not a lot of buildup, which was fine by me. He tongue-fucked my cunt and sucked on my love button. He began fingering me while he worked on my clit. I pulled Ted’s dick toward me and started licking. Again, not a lot of subtlety, but I was not after tender romance. A tongue in my pussy and a dick in my mouth. Wow! This was so hot. I began moaning around Ted’s cock and before long was cumming. I rested up briefly and asked Ted to fuck me. Chuck had prepped me well, and Ted slid in balls deep in one stroke.

Ted banged me hard in missionary while I blew Chuck. Ted pulled out and turned me over on my hands and knees so he could fuck me doggie. I liked this because it was now easier to suck Chuck’s cock as he knelt in front of me. If either guy got close to finishing, they switched places. This enabled them to last a long time which is exactly how I liked it. I came several times before each of them came in my cunt. We rested up a bit. I checked on hubby and blew him a kiss and told him I loved him. He was hard as a rock, so I figured he was in good shape with what was going on.

My bulls then DPed me. I’d never had a cock that big up my butt before, but Ted’s friend took it slow and easy. It hurt at first, but then I was able to relax and it felt OK. He began to move in and out, slowly at first. Gradually, I started to feel really good. Then Bart knelt in front of me and fed me his dick. I was airtight, and I loved it. I decided then and there, I wanted more group sex in the future, preferably often. After we all had some more orgasms, my bulls left, and I fell asleep in Bart’s arms.

When I woke up in the morning, I felt great. Last night had been thrilling for me. Bart watching me get spit roasted on two nice cocks, the guys switching back and forth every couple of minutes, over and again. I came big time again and again. I was going to have to break the news to Bart, but I pretty much called the shots. He would have to accept it, and I knew he would. We loved each other, but I had finally come to realize who I was and what I was. He lay beside me, stretching and yawning. It was time to lay down the law.

“Bart, honey, did you enjoy our little orgy last night?”

“Yes, darling. It makes me happy to see you so happy.”

“It did make me happy. Very happy. I’m learning things about myself. What I want. What I need. And I think I’m learning things about you too. Anyway, we are just getting started. I want to fuck more guys, and I want to do it more often. Twice a week isn’t enough. Two guys may not be enough. No one man can satisfy me. I guess I’m a nymphomaniac. Can you still love your nympho wife?”

“Yes, honey. I’ll always love you. And I’ll do anything within my power to please you. Surely, you must know that.”

“OK, buster, this is what I want. You will find me other bulls. Don’t worry, no more guys from work or friends we know. There are all kinds of hookup sites on-line. You will create an ad, filter the replies, vet the prospects as best you can and build up a harem for me. You can also take me to strip clubs and sex clubs. No shortage of horny men in those places.”

He pulled me to him and kissed me deeply. He moved his hand down between my legs, but I grabbed his wrist and pushed him away.

“No dear. No nookie for you until you get started on my harem. You’ll still get all the pussy you can manage but only after you’ve earned it. So, get busy.”

“Gee, honey, I’m not sure I like the sound of that.”

“Baby, I love you. You love me. We are going to have an exciting hotwife life together. I am committed to you. Helping me get what I need sexually demonstrates your commitment to me. If you don’t want a frustrated bitch of a wife, you will do this. I will make out a list of websites for you to explore. Then, I’m going for a run. When I get back, I want a full report. Capiche?”

I put on some running shorts, a sports bra, and a tee. I got into my Nikes, hit the bathroom and then was on my way. I’m a believer in LSD when it comes to running – Long Slow Distances. I also do yoga and some light weight training to stay toned. I like feeling fit and healthy. And sexy.

You might think I’m being a total bitch with Bart, but I honestly do love him. He’s sweet and caring. He’s not bad looking, but he’s awkward. Let’s face it: he’s a geek, an actual computer geek. He makes good money. I pretty much picked him out and made our relationship happen because he was too shy to approach me. I’ve brought him out of his shell socially, and I’ve basically trained him to be a decent lover. I don’t think he ever went down on a girl before me, but with a little coaching from me, he was able to give me orgasms. He’s always had trouble with control, but he’s usually able to get it up a second time after a bit of a wait. Then he is able to last longer, and sometimes he even makes me cum. But I’m oversexed. I need more. Plus, I’ve come to realize that Bart is really pretty submissive. He gets off on serving me sexually. So, I’ve decided to take it to the next level. I’m going to finally get satisfied, and I honestly think he’s going to enjoy our new lifestyle as much as I am.

Thinking about having a steady supply of dicks to fuck was turning me on as I pounded my way through a lovely park near our house. My tee was clinging to my sweat stained body as I ran on. Some cute high school boys were passing a football back and forth, but they stopped to check me out. I liked guys looking me over. I guess I was a little too young to be a MILF, and I wasn’t a mommy yet anyway. It felt good to be desired.

I checked my watch. I’d been running for 45 minutes. I slowed down to a walk and headed home. Bart was in his study, working on our “project” I hoped. I wolfed down a fruit yoghurt, then jumped into the shower. I massaged my breasts and tummy, then my legs. I felt seriously horny and began sliding my hand over my mons and dipped my fingers into my vagina. I had felt so sated last night with three men, but I was already hot to trot again. I rubbed one out, then another one. Finally, I got out and dried off. Rather than getting dressed right away, I headed into Bart’s office in the nude.

“OK, hotwife of mine. I have signed us up for year-long subscription to one of the websites you gave me. I’ve composed an ad. Before I post it, I want to run it by you. Here goes:

Hotwife seeking bulls. I am a damn fine 5’6” blonde with a hot bod and a strong sex drive. You should be age 25-40, handsome, healthy, and in good shape. I don’t cheat, nor do I want any cheaters. My husband watches and participates, and I like taking on multiple men, so you should be comfortable sharing with others. If you think you’re a match, send me your contact information.

What do you think, honey?”

“I think my sweet husband deserves a good fuck. That’s what I think.”

I certainly got no argument. I sat him down on the couch and pulled down his sweats and briefs. He was already getting hard. I knelt between his legs and commenced giving him one of my patented sloppy blowjobs. Periodically, I paused my ministrations to talk dirty to him.

“You like getting me bulls, don’t you, baby? I thought you did. Just think, soon you’ll get to watch me do the nasty with all kinds of hot dudes. That turns you on, doesn’t it, baby. I’m going to fuck so many guys, and then I’m going to make love with my wonderful husband. Thank you, darling. I’m so lucky you’re my husband. We’ve always had a wonderful marriage except for the sex. Now we’re going to have the perfect marriage.”

I was turning him on so much he came big time. I showed him my mouthful, swallowed and smiled. I led him back to bed and soon had him hard again. He was able to last long enough with me riding him that I even got to cum before he did. Life was good, but now it was time for another progress report.

“So, sweet hubby of mine, how’s it coming?”

“Responses are already coming in. It’s going to take a while, but we’ll get there. I also phoned Ted and Chuck. They are enthusiastically on board with our arrangement.”

“When is my next date with them?”

“They want to be on-call. Whenever you’re in the mood, give ‘em a ring.”

“Excellent, honey. Only I want you to do the calling. I’ll tell you when I want to fuck them. What else have we got going?”

“Chuck has some frat brothers who live in the area. He’s pretty sure they’ll want to be with you.”

“Does Chuck understand that I only want other guys for sex? I don’t want real dates. I don’t want emotional attachments. That’s just for you and me.”

“He said his frat brothers banged girls at their parties whenever they found a willing girl.”

“Super. That’s what I’m looking for.”

I bent over and kissed his cheek. He grabbed me by the ass and pulled me against him, burying his face in my pussy. I giggled and pushed him away. Although I was tempted to let him eat me, I wanted to keep him motivated.

“Uhuh, honey. No more fucky sucky until you bring me some guys. But it looks like our new lifestyle turns you on. It does, doesn’t it?” He nodded sheepishly. “Tell me, honey. I want you to be a part of this too. “You like watching other guys fuck me, don’t you?”

“Yes, honey.” He looked down, embarrassed because of his own desires.?”

I grabbed him by chin and told him to look me in the eye.

“You like finding guys for me to fuck, don’t you?” Yes. “You like watching me fuck them, don’t you?” Yes. “It turns you on to see me suck guys off, doesn’t it?” Yes. “Do you want to see me swallow their cum?” Yes. “It would turn you on if I opened up my mouth and showed you several loads inside, wouldn’t it?”

“God, yes. I don’t understand why, but it turns me on something crazy. Last night when I put my dick in your pussy which was full of other guys’ cum, it was like I’d gone to heaven.”

“So, you want me to fuck other guys, right?” Yes. “Lots of guys, right?” Yes. “Then beg me, honey. Convince me this is what you want too.”

For a few seconds, he looked like the proverbial deer in the headlights. Then he composed himself and spoke. “Please, Mandy, fuck other guys in front of me. I want to watch you fuck them, cum with them, eat their cum, take it up the ass.”

“And how often do you want this to happen?”

“Often. As much as possible.”

“Like just about every day, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, every day.”

“And sometimes, all weekend long.” Yes. “And sometimes, we’ll rent a big house on the beach and invite a whole bunch of guys to join us, and I’ll be their fucking whore for an entire week. And you’ll be getting sloppy seconds and thirds and tenths every day. That’s what we’re going to do, isn’t it?” Yes.

Monday came, and it was back to the grind. Over the next few days we got a ton of responses to our ad. I was not surprised that many were no go, but I was confident we’d eventually strike gold. On Thursday night I had Bart give Ted and Chuck a booty call. They were enthusiastic about answering our call, and I enjoyed another wild threesome with a little playtime with Hubby thrown in for good measure. Come Saturday, we still didn’t have any sure candidates from our ad, but hubby sprung a nice surprise.

“It’s Saturday. I could take you to a strip club tonight.”

“I’d love for you to take me to a strip club. Let’s do it.”


CHAPTER 4

That afternoon I visited a sex shop and bought an ankle bracelet. If I was going to be a hotwife, I intended to look the part. Back home I showered again and then had Bart shave off all my pubes, something I’d thought about doing for a long time. I liked the way it looked. Very hot! When I showed my hotwife anklet to Bart he noticed there was no clasp. What if I wanted to remove it? I told him I had no intention of ever taking it off. This would be our new life together from here on out. Obviously, I could get it cut off, but I liked the symbolism of being a permanent hotwife. I was having too much fun.

There were six strip clubs in our city, and we agreed to go to the one with a cover charge, figuring it would be patronized by a better class of horndogs. I wore a tight wraparound red dress that flattered my curvy body. Bart whistled when I twirled around for him. On the way over I told him what I wanted to happen and what I wanted of him. He promised me he would comply with my wishes, so I leaned over and kissed his cheek and whispered in his ear that I loved him. When we got to the club, he paid and we walked in.

There were three stages in the large interior of the club. Each had a girl dancing and stripping. One was already completely nude, cupping her breasts and rubbing up and down her thighs while she rocked her pelvis back and forth. Pretty hot, actually. Bart spotted an empty table for us, but I told him to wait. I wanted to scope things out first, get the lay of the land, and see if there were some likely prospects for me. I sent him off to get us drinks. When he returned, I pointed out a table with three decent looking men dressed in business casual. I bet they’d let us join them.

I was not surprised when they welcomed us. Looking sexy has its privileges. The oldest guy, probably in his early forties, held a chair for me. Bart fetched another chair and squeezed in. Everybody introduced themselves, and I smiled, but paid no attention to their names. They all worked sales at a car dealership nearby and were easy to talk with.

“Honey, why don’t you tell them why we’re here.” I grabbed Bart’s hand and kissed it and gave the guys my sexiest smile. Bart took in a deep breath and began.

“Mandy here is the love of my life, but I can’t satisfy her by myself. No one man can. She likes to party with a group of guys. She liked the way you all looked, so here we are. Are you interested?”

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?”

“Go ahead, honey, make it plain what we want.”

I stroked Bart’s cock through his slacks, figuring that would keep him highly motivated. I gave the guys my best smile, looking each in the eye in turn. Bart took in another deep breath and went on.

“She wants to fuck you all. I’ll watch at first but participate after a while. What do you say?”

The guys looked at each other. Then, “Count us in.” We all laughed.

“Our place isn’t terribly far from here. I can give you the address or …”

“Honey, why don’t I ride with them and guide them to our place. You go on and fix some drinks. We’ll be there in no time. Gentlemen, shall we?”

It turns out they each drove, so I wound up riding with the youngest guy who was a real hunk. The other two cars followed. I stroked his leg on the way. I wondered if he’d ever done anything like this. He’d had one threesome, but this was one of his fantasies. We pulled into our driveway and waited for the others. Once everybody was there, I led them through the front door and into our living room. Bart welcomed us all with gin and tonics.

I motioned for the men to sit down on the couch. I took a big swig of my drink, stood in front of the guys and nodded to Bart. I’d given him his instructions earlier this afternoon. He stood next to me and undid my wraparound dress and pulled it off so that I was down to my high heels and matching black bra and thong. Then he unclasped my bra and tossed it aside revealing my breasts, probably my best assets. The guys looked on in silence as I kicked off my heels. The oldest licked his lips. I had long since forgotten their names. I liked it better that way, the idea of fucking complete strangers. Bart knelt behind me and pulled down my thong to my ankles so I could kick them off.

“Gentlemen, I have undressed my lovely hotwife for you. I am giving her to you for the next two hours. Her mouth, her cunt, her asshole are yours to use as you like. I very much want this for her. She definitely wants this for herself, but she has veto power. If she says stop, everything stops, OK? If you can go twice, so much the better. If any of you can get it up a third time, she will eagerly fuck you a third time.”

“Come on, guys, I don’t want to be the only naked person here. Lose your clothes and join me in the bedroom. In my marriage bed,” I added with a giggle.

The guys stood and quickly disrobed. Bart did as well, and then they all followed me into the bedroom. I motioned for Bart to sit in an easy chair we had strategically placed for his viewing pleasure and climbed onto our king-size bed. I liked that it was happening in our home, in our bed, the bed in which Bart and I had so often made love. Even though Bart often left me sexually frustrated here, being with three strange guys in our marriage bed seemed especially naughty. And I loved being naughty. I especially loved being naughty while my loving husband watched. Yes, this was our new life together, and I was thrilled with it.

“Any of you dudes up for eating my pussy?”

I lay back and spread my legs as wide as I could. Then I spread my pussy lips open with my fingers, exposing myself even further. I was already getting wet. I didn’t have to wait long before the oldest one dove into my snatch face first.

“Mmmmm, Bart, sweetie, he’s eating me out really good.” I began slowly fucking the guy’s face. I motioned for the other guys to come closer. They knelt on either side of my face, and I grabbed onto their pricks and began stroking them. I pulled the two cocks to my lips and began kissing them, watching them grow before my eyes. I put one in my mouth and sucked, then switched off to the other one. I went back and forth, making each cock hard. It was difficult to concentrate on my cocksucking because I was being eaten so well. The guy going down on me started fingerfucking me while he licked my clit. I wrapped my legs around his head and humped my way to an orgasm, then pushed him away.

“I’m ready to get fucked. Somebody give it to me.” One of the guys whose cock I was sucking moved down between my legs and slotted his dick between my lips and moved it up and down, teasing me. “Fuck me dammit, pleeeease fuck me.”

Finally, he slowly slid inside, and I let out a deep sigh of satisfaction. I looked over at Bart who was now stroking his own very erect cock.

“Look, honey, this nice man is fucking your wife. Did you watch his dick go into my pussy?”

“Yes, dear. It’s really hot. You’re so wet. It looked like it went in really easy.”

“Oh, it did. I’d like you to grab hold of my ankles and spread me wide open for this nice man. Yes, like that.”

My new playmate started thrusting back and forth faster and harder. Our bodies slapped together as I thrust back to meet him. God, I loved this. I felt like I could fuck all night long and still want more. I started to moan as my arousal grew. I told Bart I didn’t need him to hold my ankles any more. I wrapped my legs around this man whose name I didn’t even know and urged him on. “Fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME. OH, FUCK, I’M CUMMING.” My orgasm triggered his own, and he blasted his cum inside me. He rolled off me and I begged for another cock. Each stranger fucked me for about five minutes before cumming. While I waited for my three new lovers to recover, I called Bart over for a turn.

“See, honey, the more guys I fuck, the more I want to fuck you. Now give it to me.”

Not surprisingly, hubbie didn’t last very long, but I didn’t mind. I was getting filled with cum which I find very arousing. We kissed with lots of tongue and whispered our love of each other. He rolled off me, and we all rested up for what I hoped would be at least one more round from all the guys. I volunteered to suck the new guys hard again so we could have more fun. They were all up for that so I tossed a pillow onto the floor, knelt, and opened my mouth. Their cocks were still a little slimy with cum which was fine with me. Bart resumed his vigil from the easy chair as I launched into a mini blowbang, taking one cock into my mouth while I jerked off the other two. As I moved from one cock to the next, I’d blow kisses at Bart, wanting him to feel included in my little gangbang.

I asked two of the guys to spit roast me which they were happy to do. Then the third man rotated in. I loved this system: first guy fucks my face while the second guy plows by pussy from behind and third guy jerks off. After a few minutes, the three guys switched places while hubby watched and pounded his prick. After several rotations and several orgasms from me, I asked Bart if he wanted to rotate in, but he said he just wanted to watch until I was finished with the three. Forty minutes later each stranger had cum another time, one in my ass, one in my mouth, and another load in my pussy. I kissed them all good bye and asked them to leave their contact information with Bart who thanked them and showed them out. When Bart returned to the bedroom, I was still on my back with my legs splayed out and cum running out of my cunt and asshole. I asked him if he enjoyed the evening.

“I did, honey. A lot. Now I want to fuck your cummy pussy.”

“I’d love for you to fuck me, sweetheart. Oh, my, you’re already hard.”

He knelt between my legs and slid his cock right into my loose and gooey cunt. He began thrusting slowly in and out. I reached up with both hands and caressed his face.

“See, honey, when you get me other guys to fuck, you get to reclaim me. As much as you want. Any way you want. You can have my ass, my mouth, or my cunt. And I’m so proud of how you handled yourself at the strip club. You hardly hesitated at all. You just told them straight out what we wanted, and we fucking got what we wanted. I think I came six times. I feel so satisfied, so happy, so in love with you. Oops, did you just cum?... I thought so… No, don’t worry, honey. I don’t feel frustrated at all. I feel… I don’t know… complete, fulfilled. And I absolutely adore our new arrangement.”

I pulled him into a long, wet kiss and told him again and again how much I loved him. He said he was starting to get used to the way things were between us now. He figured the more we practiced our new lifestyle, the better he’d be at it. I kissed him some more, and then he rolled off and pulled me close so my head was resting on his chest.

“Did you get their contact information, honey? So I can party with them again some time?”

“Sure did. I also asked Todd, the older one, if he thought they had any other guys at the dealership who would be interested in getting together with us. You know, in groups for you. He said definitely.”’

“Honey, you sweet man. You are starting to take such good care of me. Did he say anything about how many?”

“He said probably three more from sales and management. Another six or seven who worked in maintenance and repairs. I told him they had to be willing to work together, no one-on-one dates. You’d probably want at least three at a time, but maybe more.”

I began licking his nipple, then moved to his other one, sucking it and giving it playful bites. I slid my hand down his abdomen and fondled his cock. It began to grow.

“Wow, honey, you’re getting hard again. You’ve cum three times tonight and you’re ready to go again. You can fuck me again if you want to.”

I moved down and kissed the head of his cock, then licked my way down to his scrotum which I licked up and down. I sucked one ball into my mouth and nursed on it while I stroked his dick. Then, the other one. Then both at the same time, swirling my tongue all over his sack. Quite the feat if I do say so myself, but I wanted to reward my sweet husband for accommodating my needs so well. I moved up over him, straddling his waist, and then I lowered myself down on his rock-hard prick. I was still juicy and loose after the pounding I’d gotten earlier, so it slid right in all the way. My cunt made a little squelching sound from all the cum inside, which made us both giggle. I began raising and lowering myself on his cock, which made more slopping noises. I fucked him slowly, bringing us both pleasure.

“Watching me fuck other guys turns you on, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, it does. I felt kind of threatened at first, but I now I realize I like our new arrangement.”

“Oh, honey, that’s wonderful. I think this will bring us even closer together. And another thing, I think it turns you on to find guys for me, to tell them you want them to fuck your wife. It does, doesn’t it?”

“Oh fuck. Yes, it does. It was hard approaching those car guys at the strip club, but once they were all here, I knew they wanted to fuck you so I felt more confident. Stripping you in front of them and turning your body over to them to use gave me a huge hard-on.”

“That is so awesome, Bart. I know it sure turned me on. I couldn’t wait to get ahold of their dicks. Let’s make that part of our schtick. You strip me for whichever guys are going to fuck me. And then tell them that all my holes are available for their pleasure.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“Bart, I know our new lifestyle would seem weird to most people, but I absolutely love, love, love it. And knowing that you love it too, just makes me fall head over heels in love with you. I want to fuck as many guys as I can, but I only want to love you. Now let’s fuck.”

I began humping harder and faster, my thighs slapping against his thighs. Bart gradually began meeting my movements with thrusts of his own. He reached up and began kneading my tits. I reached down and diddled my clit. God I was horny. Jesus, I felt good. I could feel a climax approaching and began fucking even faster. I rubbed my clit hard and came. When I collapsed on top of Bart, he rolled us both over without withdrawing and commenced to fuck me in missionary. Hard. Fast. For a long time. Since he’d already cum three times, he could last. He pounded me harder than he ever had before, and I came again. Shortly after that he shot another load into my messy cunt. We held each other tight. Both of us were crying because we were so happy and so deeply in love.


CHAPTER 5

We woke up late Sunday morning and rolled into each other’s arms. We cuddled and kissed, and I felt his cock began to harden up against my leg.

“Uhoh, somebody’s getting a stiffie.” We both laughed and kissed some more. “You know something strange?”

“What, honey?”

“Last night I felt so sexually satisfied. I came so many times, including twice with you. But I’m already horny again. The more I get fucked, the more I want to fuck.”

“I feel exactly the same. Do you want me to get some guys over here today?”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I want.”

“Then I’ll see what I can cook up. Next question: how often do you want to do this? How many guys do you want at a time?”

“Hmmm, honestly, honey, I’d love to fuck a different guy or, better yet, several guys every day. It may take us a while to establish a large enough harem, but so far, you’ve been a fucking champ at finding me bulls. And I am so grateful. Let’s keep on keeping on. Why don’t you set something up for this afternoon? At least three. While you’re doing that I’ll check to see if anybody new answered our ad. The hotwife blogs weren’t kidding when they emphasized the challenges of finding good bulls. They don’t have to be porn stars, but I don’t want to fuck any geezers or uglies or assholes.”

We kissed again and got out of bed. I grabbed some juice and a peach yogurt while Bart had coffee and a muffin. I got on my computer. Bart got on his cell. Our ad kept bringing in new applicants. I eliminated any with poor grammar or lots of misspelled words. Some had portraits pics; some had dick pics; some, no pic at all. I wanted a pic that showed their face and some of their body. A couple of hours later I had flagged seven candidates for us to consider. When I checked with Bart, he had arranged for four of Chuck’s old frat buddies to drop by around 2:30 this afternoon. God, hubby was turning out to be my hero. Monday night, Chuck and Ted were coming back for another round. Wednesday night the three sales amigos were returning. Friday night, five of the car dealership managers would visit. Saturday, a bunch of the mechanics from the dealership would join us. Bart added that the three amigos all assured him that the mechanics would be clean and decent looking.

I fixed us some sandwiches for lunch. After we ate, we took thorough showers. It’s always a good idea to be clean before sex and squeaky clean before group sex. I found myself grinning while I bathed. I was going to get all the sex I wanted, and Bart was on board with it, which only served to make him all the more sexually appealing to me. After I toweled myself dry, I slipped on a mumu with no bra or panties underneath. While we waited for our guests to arrive, Bart made a check each other out date for Tuesday evening with four of the most promising guys who had answered our ad. We had every day covered except Thursday. I was in heaven. We had barely entered our new hotwife gangbang routine, and we were already turning my nastiest fantasies into reality.

Chuck’s old frat buddies turned out to be good looking and OK guys. Bart slipped off my mumu, and gave his spiel, which he was getting quite good at.

“Fellas, my sweet wife is one horny lady. I am not able to satisfy her all by myself, so I bring in extra dicks for her to enjoy. We do have some rules. If you don’t follow them, you’re out. Neither of us wants to be humiliated. She is not into pain. Everything else is on the table. Or should I say on the bed. She loves to suck cock. She loves to eat cum. You can cum on her or in her wherever you like. She takes it up the butt if she’s well lubed and you give her time to adjust. If you’re not sure about something, ask her. She will tell you whether she wants it or not, and if she ever says stop, you damn sure better stop.”

I led everybody into the bedroom and instructed them to get naked. They certainly didn’t hesitate. I asked Bart to go down on me to get me ready for what was sure to be an orgasmic fuckathon. I lay on my back, propped my head up on a pillow so I’d have a good view, and spread my legs. Bart took his time, teasing me with kisses on my inner thighs. Then he began planting kisses on my labia which soon led to his tongue probing inside. He licked my clit and then sucked on it gently. I was soooooo turned on. I grabbed onto his hair and pulled him tighter against me. I started humping his face.

The frat boys were standing around the bed, slowly stroking themselves. I was in hotwife heaven. I could feel an orgasm building. I began chanting “eat me” over and over and humping harder. The frat boys were all in good shape. No monster cocks but no teeny weenies either. I couldn’t wait to get fucked, hopefully several times by each. I screamed as I came, and it was a big one. I needed only a minute’s respite, and I was raring to go. I asked Bart to take his voyeur’s chair and told my four newbies to “let the games begin.”

Immediately, all four were all over me, kissing me, sucking my nipples, squeezing my ass. They slapped my face with their dicks and fingered my twat. A couple of the guys vied to get their dicks in my mouth. I switched back and forth, then tried to cram both in at once. It didn’t really work, but it was exciting to try. The guy with the biggest dick settled in between my legs and slid right in balls deep. Hubby had prepared me well. I was wet and loose and juicy. Holy fuck, I loved this.

I let them take all my holes, which they really appreciated. Best of all, Frank, the alpha male of the bunch, said he thought some mid-term hiatus was coming up at the university. Most of the frat brothers left campus, but there were always a few who stayed at the house. If I was interested, he was sure he could set something up. Damn straight I was interested. How many did I want? At least five, no more than ten. He would get back to me as soon as he worked something out. Since we all had such a good time (I came seven times, all the guys came twice), Bart asked if they were interested in becoming regulars. Boy, were they ever. They agreed to party with us every time we gave them a booty call. They would arrive earlier next time so we’d have more time for the fun and games.

My first week as a group-sex-addict went even better than I could have hoped for. I woke up horny every morning. I had boundless energy for my book keeping job during the day, wolfed down a light supper when I got home, and then got my brains fucked out at night. I went to bed exhausted but satisfied and happy. I believed that Bart remained in favor of my ongoing hotwife debauchery, but I thought it was time for a heart-to-heart talk with my sweety. Communication is paramount in any non-monogamous marriage. I sat him down on the couch and snuggled up to him. Not surprisingly, he wanted to make out, but I was having none of that. I needed for us to think with our big brains for a change.

“Baby, we’ve had a lot of wild sex lately. I’m sure you could tell how much I enjoyed it. You seem cool with everything, but I want to make sure this is really working for you too. I love you and want our marriage to thrive.”

“I’ve been thinking a lot about our arrangement…” He paused for awhile before continuing. “Sometimes I wonder what the fuck I’m doing, we’re doing. But Jesus, honey, I love you more than ever. I feel closer to you than I ever have. I don’t think I could handle our arrangement if you didn’t continue expressing your love for me. It also helps that you include me while you’re fucking other guys. Like looking my way, blowing me kisses, telling me you love me, talking dirty. I find that very reassuring. When I feel we’re in this together I can relax and enjoy the show.”

“So, it really does turn you on? Watching me?”

“God, yes. Can’t you tell?”

“I think so, but I want to be sure.”

“Honey, I feel like I’m constantly aroused, wanting to fuck you, wanting to watch you fuck other guys… One thing that has surprised me is how happy I feel when you’re happy. You’ve probably read about compersion in the hotwife blogs. I was skeptical, but that’s exactly what I feel. I am absolutely thrilled when I see you lost in passion while some guy is fucking you senseless. And when you cum with another guy, it’s all I can do to keep from cumming myself. In fact, sometimes I do cum.”

“Oh, baby, that’s the most romantic thing you’ve ever told me. I’m… I’m so grateful for you giving me your blessing to be a hotwife. It is kind of unexpected, but I also feel closer to you than I ever have. We should have started hotwifing from the gitgo.”

“Better late than never, honey. I guess you’re going to have to fuck even more guys so we can  fall even more deeply in love.”

“You bring me the dudes, baby, and I’ll fuck’em.”

Bart added that he felt like he was more creative and productive in his job too. We were both getting a lot of sex which basically made us want still more sex. Who knew? And, even though we were seldom having sex with just the two of us alone, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. We were more in love than on our honeymoon.

I began to keep records. How many guys? How many times for each guy? How many orgasms for me? I also rated each guy A-F. Anybody who was the least bit unpleasant, unclean, or uncool would not be asked to a return engagement. After three weeks we had several days scheduled with a regular group. A few nights dates were broken, and sometimes we had to switch groups to different nights, but I was getting lots of dick. Plus, Bart was getting lots of access to my pussy which made him a very happy camper. And he seemed to really love watching me fornicate while he stroked himself. Moreover, since he was cumming several times virtually every day, he could last a lot longer and give me orgasms while he fucked me.

So, ladies, do you want to strengthen your marriage? Become a gangbang girl. Guys, procure as many studs for your significant other as possible. I’m being facetious, of course, but not completely. I’m sure our lifestyle isn’t for everybody, but Bart and I really were happier as a couple than we’d ever been. It was probably related to the fact that I’m seriously over-sexed, and Bart, apparently, is not far behind me in that category.

Anyway, it was now Saturday. We didn’t entertain any groups the previous two nights for a change to build up our libidos, and boy oh boy were they on fire. Tonight was my “date” at the frat house. First thing Saturday morning, I had Bart shave off any signs of pubic hair which we both found titillating. We bathed. I gave myself an enema. We ate a light lunch, and Chuck picked us up. He assured us the guys would love me but respect my limits. I was excited, and so was Bart. We had discussed in detail how we wanted to start things off. This would be my biggest group of men to date, but that was exactly what I wanted.

With most of the students on break, the campus was quiet. We pulled up in front of a large, two-story brick building with Greek letters over the front door. Chuck led us inside and introduced us to Tad, a strikingly handsome man, who was the fraternity president.

“So good to meet you, Amanda. If there is anything you need, you just let me know,” he said with a twinkle in his eye. “Come with me. The brothers are waiting downstairs.”

Even though I had signed up for this, I felt some nerves along with being super horny, but that didn’t make any difference. There was no turning back now. The four of us clomped down the stairs and entered a large rec room filled with young men slouching on threadbare couches, drinking cans of beer. Including Tad, there were fifteen guys. Chuck and Bart made seventeen. They clapped and cheered to welcome us, to welcome me really. I was the slut. Tad shushed the guys and spoke to me.

“I know, I know, you said ten max, but word got out and a few more guys wanted in. Please don’t be scared. Anytime you want things to stop, things will stop. Nobody is going to rape you. You can take a break any time. You can leave any time. We all just want to have fun, and we especially want you to have fun.”

He grabbed some beers out of a cooler and handed them to us. I pulled the tab on mine and gulped down several big swallows. Bart put his arm around me and asked if I wanted to leave, but I told him hell no. I had done eight at a time and wanted to try more. This would be my chance. In the middle of the room a plastic covered mattress lay on the carpeted floor. Tad nodded at Bart and me. I was wearing a pale-yellow shift with nothing on underneath it. Bart reached down and grabbed the bottom hem and pulled it over my head. I raised my arms so he could easily remove it. More cheers and applause. Bart held up his hand to quiet the young men. He had become increasingly confident as we moved ever deeper into our debauched lifestyle, and I very much appreciated that.

“Guys, this is Mandy. Check out the anklet she’s wearing. It means she’s a hotwife. My hotwife whom I love dearly. I can’t satisfy her by myself. No one man can. So, she’s been fucking groups of guys for over a month now, and she loves it. Honey, why don’t you tell these nice young men who you are and what you want.”

I took in a deep breath and began. “Like my husband said, I’m a hotwife. I’m way oversexed. I need lots of dick. Every day. My husband is not a cuckhold. He lets me fuck other men because he knows that’s what I need, and he loves me. And I love him. So, please don’t disrespect us. We do this because, frankly, I’m miserable if I don’t get lots of sex. Now, how come I’m the only naked person in this room?”

The guys cheered again and started taking off their clothes. I lay down on the mattress and spread my legs as wide as I could. With my fingers I spread my labia open for the guys. “I sure wish somebody would eat me. I haven’t cum in several days, and I really need to have my cunt licked.” A naked Tad knelt between my legs with a huge grin on his face. I guess the president got to go first. He dove in without any teasing which suited me just fine. He licked me hard, making up with enthusiasm what he lacked in finesse.

I beckoned for more guys to draw near. A couple sat on their haunches near my face, and I began stroking both their cocks which rapidly hardened. Others came over and played with my tits, then began sucking my nipples. I pulled the cocks I was stroking toward my mouth and slipped one past my lips. I’d suck on one, then the other, back and forth. All around me clean-cut young men were jerking off, keeping their dicks hard, eager for a chance with me. When I was a college student, I’d heard about frat boys banging girls who had drunk too much. These guys seemed comfortable jacking off together. They’d done it before while waiting their turn, only now my pussy was the goal. I tried to fit both cocks into my mouth at the same time, but it was the wrong angle. I began humping Tad’s face. I was so fucking turned on. I wanted to cum a thousand times. Abstaining for a couple of days was paying off big time. My pussy was on fire. I moaned and began pumping against Tad’s face harder and harder.

“Eat me, eat me, EAT ME, EAT ME, MAKE ME CUM. YES, YES, FUCK, I’M CUMMING, AND IT’S SO GOOD. SOMEBODY FUCK ME. PLEASE FUCK ME. FUCK ME, FUCK ME FUCK ME.”

Tad moved up and slid right in. He immediately started pounding me hard. I met his thrusts with my own. Over the last month I had learned that things were hotter for everybody when I fucked back. Our bodies slapping together brought a familiar sound that I loved to hear. It did not take long before Tad pushed into my cunt as far as he could and blasted me with his cum. He pulled out and was immediately replaced by another. Four more guys fucked me hard and fast and came inside me in rapid succession. My cummy cunt began making squelching noises, another sound I loved for its erotic quality. I came again on some nameless dude’s dick. Before the next guy could fuck me, Tad called a time out.

“You Ok, Mandy?”

No, I’m much better than OK. I’M IN FUCKING HEAVEN. I WANT MORE DICK.”

“Mandy, you’re finally going to get all the dick you want. May I suggest something?” Sure. “Ever been spit roasted?”

“I FUCKING LOVE BEING SPIT ROASTED. BRING IT ON.”

The guys all cheered while I got on my hands and knees. Cum was pouring out of my cunt and running down my legs. Tad organized two lines, one leading to my pussy and one to my mouth. Nobody lasted very long. They fucked me hard doggie style in back, and I blew the ones that shoved their cocks at my face. Some came on my face. Some came in my mouth which I ate. All the loads seemed pretty big. I guess the guys had saved up for me which I thought was pretty sweet. After every man had come, including Bart and Chuck, and I had cum four times, Tad called another time out.

“How’s it goin’, Mandy? You alright?”

“No, I WANT TO FUCK SOME MORE.”

There was another round of cheers and applause.

“Mandy, we will fuck you as long as you want to be fucked. The rest of the afternoon and all night and all day tomorrow if that’s what you want.”

“Let me rest up a few minutes. Then, let’s do at least one more round.”

Tad tossed me a towel, and I proceeded to mop up the cum running out of my pussy and wipe off my face. Bart came over and kissed me on the cheek and told me I was totally awesome and he was completely in love with me. I drank some more beer. Then I was ready for round two. I invited several of the guys to take my ass. Other guys wanted my mouth or pussy. I came several more times, and all the guys came again. I was getting tired. Tad called another time out.

“The brothers have had a fabulous time with you, Mandy. I hope you’ve had a good time too. You can take a shower and be on your way, or we can order some pizza, all get recharged and go some more.”

I looked over at Bart. He shrugged his shoulders and told me it was my call.

“Fuck it, I’m hungry. I’d like to eat, and then I’d like some more dick.”

The guys cheered and clapped louder and longer than ever. I peed and took a shower. When I returned, the pizza had arrived, and we all chowed down and swilled beer. It was surreal being the only woman with all these men, everybody naked. We talked matter-of-factly about school and majors and career plans. We talked about sports and travel. Gradually, the talk turned to sex and how I came to be a hotwife. Finally, it was time for round three. I asked them if the guys had any fantasies they wanted to live out. The consensus was a bukkake. I was cool with that but only if I got fucked some more. So, each guy would fuck me missionary one more time, but not cum inside of me. After everybody had a turn, they’d all jack off on me. Although I’d had my share of facials, I’d never done a bukkake and was curious what it would be like. Cum turned me on, so I thought I would enjoy it.

I lay on my back and spread my legs, a position I’d assumed a lot that afternoon. I asked Tad to go down on me again to get me lubed up for all the cocks that would shortly enter me. I encouraged him to go a little slower and gentler for a while before he really started chowing down. He followed my every suggestion, and I began feeling really good. I looked above me and saw all the brothers gathered around me stroking their cocks. There was a lot to be said for fucking college men. They were always horny and could get it up over and over with a little rest between rounds. Bart smiled at me and blew me a kiss which I returned. I motioned him over. He lay down beside me. While Tad continued pleasuring my pussy with his cum, I pulled Bart into a very wet kiss. I told him I loved him as I gazed into his loving eyes.

“It’s so nice making out with you while somebody else is eating, baby. I feel soooo good. I’m going to cum pretty soon. I want you to look into my eyes while I’m cumming. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“God, yes, honey. Cum for me. I want to watch you cum from Tad’s tongue licking your married cunt. Will you do that for me?”

“Yes, baby. I don’t think I could stop now if I wanted to. I FEEL FUCKING WONDERFUL. I’M ALMOST THERE. EAT ME, TAD, EAT ME. FUCK, I’M CUMMING, BABY. It’s a really big one. I love you. I love being your hotwife. Now, stay with me while these nice young men fuck my brains out.”

You might think it’s weird, but he seemed as happy as I was and so very proud of me for being the very best hotwife ever. And I was equally proud of him for being able to accept me as the insatiable slut I was. I was ready to pull a train. Boy, was I ready.

“OK, guys, I want to be fucked, but remember not to cum inside me. Save it up for the grand finale.”

The guys cheered and formed a line, and Tad moved up and slammed right into my cunt. I guess I was still a little loose. Although they were young and full of testosterone, they’d already cum twice, so each one was able to pound my pussy for a good while without cumming. But I was practically an orgasm machine. I came over and over again, finally losing track of the number of climaxes I was experiencing on their nice young cocks. My sweet hubby was with me the whole way, kissing me, caressing my face, telling me how hot I was, how much he loved me. You might be amazed at how I was able to keep going without getting too sore. I had always gotten very wet very easily while fucking, and it certainly stood me in good stead for gangbangs. The multiple loads in my swampy cunt also helped keep me well lubricated. By the time the last one pulled out of my pussy I was ready for my first bukkake. I got up on my knees, cupped my tits and urged them on. It gave me a thrill to look around and see all these hot young men jacking off just for me. I felt like a goddess. A sex goddess.

“C’mon, boys, I want some cum. I want lots of cum. Give it to me. Cover me.” The first guy stepped up with a groan and blasted my face with a surprisingly large load. “Yes, yes, yes. Cum for me, PLEASE CUM FOR ME. CUM FOR ME. DROWN ME IN CUM. PLEASE, PLEEEZE GIVE ME ALL YOUR CUM.”

Seeing the first guy blast off on my face, fired up the rest of the guys and soon one after the other stepped up to shoot off thick ropes of cum everywhere. Some went on my tits and tummy, some went into my hair, but most of them went off on my face. I spread my legs a little and began masturbating. Soon both my eyes were sealed shut with cum which only heightened my other senses. I could smell the pungent odor of all their semen. I could hear the sounds of them jacking their cocks. When I licked my lips, I could taste their salty, acrid spunk. I could feel it streaked across my body, running down my face and dripping onto my tits. So, I did what any hotwife would do, I came again myself.

Finally, I could hear no one jerking off. I was no longer being hit with streamers of cum. I pushed the gummy mess out of my eyes so I could see. Bart was kneeling in front of me and taking a video of me with his phone. Soon other guys found their phones and began shooting videos and pics. I struck a few sexy poses for them and asked for a mirror. Soon I was presented with one which I held up in front of me. Holy fuck! Even I couldn’t recognize my own face. There was a lattice of cum streaking my brown hair. It dripped off my nose and chin and tits. I opened my mouth and my lips were connected by thin strands.

The guys began clapping and cheering and then broke into a chant: WE LOVE MANDY, WE LOVE MANDY, WE LOVE MANDY. They were so sweet. I had enjoyed the wildest sex of my life with all these guys, and not once had I felt violated. Only pleasured. Tad brought me a towel, and then he and Bart led me up the stairs and to a bathroom. Bart and I showered together. I was so tired from my sextravaganza that I let him apply the soap, lather up my body, and shampoo my hair. It took a while, but I felt good when I dried off all squeaky clean.

I put my shift back on. Bart got dressed, and we joined Tad and Chuck in the living room. Tad thanked me on behalf of the boys, and told me it was the best time the fraternity had ever had. I would be a welcome guest in their house any time I wanted, whether I wanted to fuck them again or not. I thanked him and told him I had had a great time too, as had Bart.

“Seriously, Mandy, we would love to party with you again. I can get you more guys next time, fewer guys, particular guys, whatever you want. You know, one way that might appeal to you is to do the whole fraternity, all 53 guys. But each guy does you just once. That way you wouldn’t get worn out or sore. You could, of course, call a stop to the proceedings any time you wanted.”

“Wow, that does sound exciting. First, I need to recover from today. I did truly love it, but I am one tired lady. Give me a call in a few days, and we’ll talk. What do you think, Bart?”

“It’s up to you, honey, but today went way better than I expected. I worried things might get out of hand, but the guys pretty much let you call the shots. It’s not my decision, but, if it was, I’d vote yes. Plus, whenever you were in the mood to take on a larger group, this would be a fun, safe place to do it with guys you know you can trust.”

“You’re right, honey. I’m sure I’ll want a return engagement. I just need some time to sort out what I want.”

“That’s awesome to hear, Mandy,” Tad said, giving me a big, friendly hug. “We’d be thrilled to party with you as often as you want, however you want, with as many as you want. And you’d be in control. I’ll call you in a few days, and we’ll set something up.”

I slept in the back seat all the way home. We thanked Chuck, staggered into the house, pulled off our clothes, and plopped onto our bed. I told Bart I loved him. He said the same to me. We fell asleep in each other’s arms almost immediately.


CHAPTER 6

When I awoke Sunday morning, Bart was no longer in bed, but I could hear him in the kitchen. I felt like I’d gone ten rounds with Mike Tyson. I was sore all over, but honestly not in any significant pain. I actually felt pretty good. I was rested. I was relaxed. For once, I wasn’t horny. I had finally fucked my way into total satisfaction! Since I’d been fucking guys in groups for a couple of months, I no longer felt any guilt or shame. I didn’t want society to know about our hotwife lifestyle, but that was because I didn’t want to lose my job or get Bart into trouble.

The more I thought about it, the more I realized I felt good about myself. I was proud of what I’d accomplished. I had an inordinately high sex drive, but rather than hate myself for it, I had come to accept it, embrace it really. I was no longer frustrated and irritable all the time. I no longer resented Bart. In fact, I loved him more than ever, and he seemed to return my love in equal measure. I was happier than I’d ever been. I loved myself for getting what I needed to be happy.

Bart carried a large tray with bacon and eggs, juice and toast, into the room. Wow, my sweet hubby was serving me breakfast in bed. I pecked Bart on the cheek, and we chowed down. I was ravenous. While we were eating, Bart told me we had missed a couple of utility payments. Between work and all the group sex, we were letting things get out of hand. The yard needed work, the house needed cleaning, and we needed to catch up on our bills. He suggested we cancel our regular Sunday group grope and start catching up on all the little chores that life requires of us. I agreed. He made a couple of phone calls, and we had the rest of the day open.

“Another thing, honey, this is not a big house. The bedrooms are small. If you’re going to want to do any large groups at home, we need more room. I’m thinking we could finish the basement and turn it into one large play room. Our orgy/gangbang room. We could put in thick carpet, a big flat screen TV for porn, and add another bath.”

“Oh, honey, I love it. Yes, yes, yes. Let’s do it. I’ll check out some contractors online today.”

“OK, but after we take care of our chores. And one more thing. I like our new wild life together, but there’s one thing that bothers me. You usually will fuck me only while we’re with other guys. I love watching you fuck other guys. Yesterday, was probably the most exciting day of my life when it comes to sex. I definitely want us to go back to the frat house. I’d like to set up regular dates there. But only if you want to.”

“Oh honey, I do want to go back too. And the idea of having regular gangbangs there is thrilling. I just need to figure out what kind of a set up I want. How many guys, how many times with each guy. I’m sure I’ll figure it out. And I want you to have same say in this too. You know, what you’d like to see me do and so on. As far as our fucking by ourselves, I don’t know. I’ve really come to love taking on multiple guys. The more I think about it, I’m sure I want to fuck the whole fraternity sometime. While I’m getting banged, I love seeing you jerk off with such an expression of love on your face. I’m beginning to realize I’m pretty much an exhibitionist. I like fucking in front of you. I like fucking in front of all the guys while they wait their turn. I’d never do it because it might complicate our lives, but I’d love to be a porn star. I’d like to perform in a live sex show. It makes me want to be extra nasty for all the voyeurs, show them what a shameless, slutty hotwife I am. I don’t want to give up my gangbangs. I just won’t do that.”

“Sweetie, I love you, and I love watching you get gangbanged. I just want to be able to make love to you sometimes when it’s just the two of us. I don’t think that’s unreasonable.”

“I don’t think it’s unreasonable at all. Tell you what, let’s get some chores done. I’ll start checking out contractors. Then we’ll make sweet, tender, romantic love. Deal?”

We worked together all day long and got a lot done. We paid bills, cleaned house, straightened up, and started in on the yard. We decided that we would curtail our gangbang lifestyle a bit. I’d still be fucking guys in groups, but we’d devote Sundays to keeping our home shipshape. Wednesday evenings we’d do bills, manage our correspondence, and keep our lives in some semblance of order. I researched local contractors and arranged for three to look at our basement and give us bids on turning it into a comfy rec room. Of course, it would be our gangbang/orgy room, but they didn’t need to know that.

After a take-out Chinese dinner, I lit some candles in the bathroom and we took a bath together. I’m not usually big on romance, but I wanted Bart to feel special. I was so grateful he had embraced my nymphomaniacal desires and was getting off himself on what we were doing. When we finally climbed into bed, I explained how things were going to work.

“Honey, I love you, and I think it’s a good idea for us to have some private romantic time together. But, and this is a big but: I don’t want to wind up sexually frustrated like what used to happen. So, I’m going to suck you off first thing. After you recover, you’ll be able to last at lot longer, and I should be able to cum on your cock. And, by the way, you’ll be eating me out while you’re recovering. I want at least two orgasms before you start fucking me. I had Bart lay on his back while I knelt by his side, perpendicular to him. I know how visual guys are, especially my sweet husband, so I wanted him to watch the world class blow job I was about to administer.

I held his hardening dick in my hand and smiled at him. I kissed the crown tenderly, then kissed my way down to his balls. I licked his scrotum while I slowly jacked him off. I sucked one ball into my mouth, spit it out, and then sucked in the other one. I opened my mouth wide and managed to enclose his entire nut sack, balls and all. I winked at him and swirled my tongue all over his balls making him groan with pleasure.

“Does that feel good, honey? Do you like watching me suck you off?”

“God, yes. I’m not going to last long.”

“I want you to cum in my mouth, baby. Will you do that for me? I really want to eat your cum. I hope you have a really big load.”

I took him into my mouth and slid down on it as deep as I could go. Then I began bobbing up and down, sucking hard on the upstroke, while I jacked him off with my right hand. It didn’t take long before he was blasting thick ropes of cum into my mouth. I held just the head in my mouth and sucked gently, keeping his orgasm going without irritating his now sensitive cock. My, it was a really big load, which made me very happy. I love pleasing a guy, especially Bart. It makes me feel sexy, desired. When I had finally sucked out the last drop of cum, I sat up on my haunches and drooled the entire load out into my cupped hand. Then I slurped it back up, maintaining eye contact the entire time. I swallowed it all in one big gulp and sighed.

“Wow, honey, that load was huge. Thank you for letting me eat it all up. It was yummy. Now eat me. Make me cum.”

I straddled his chest and moved up farther until I was crouched over his head. I lowered my wet cunt to his mouth and began fucking his face. He licked and sucked and nibbled. He’d always been good at oral sex.

“Oh, honey, you eat me so good. You’re going to make me cum if you keep it up.”

This only made him lick faster and harder. Soon I was cumming, but I was so horny I just kept on fucking his face. I continued humping against him through another orgasm. Only then did I roll off him and lay panting by his side. All this had gotten Bart almost fully erect again.

“Please, honey, make love to me. I spread my legs for him and he climbed on board missionary position which we both found to be the most romantic way to couple. I was so wet from his eating me that he easily slid in all the way. He began slowly pumping in and out. I reached up and gently stroked his face with both hands.

“I love you, Bart. Do you love me?” Yes, he did. More than anything. “Do you even love me when I’m fucking other guys?” Yes, very much. “So, you want me to keep fucking other guys?” Yes, he did. “Are you sure? I’m a very horny girl. I’m going to need to fuck a lot of guys.” If that’s what I needed, then he wanted me to fuck other guys. “Bart, I’m not sure you really mean it. Convince me you want me to be a really nasty hotwife and get gangbanged regularly.”

“Mandy, I love you. And it makes me so hot to watch you fuck. Please don’t stop. I want you to keep getting gangbanged. Will you please keep fucking groups of men? I want you to do it for me as well as you. Please, honey, please. PLEASE BE MY HOTWIFE. PLEASE KEEP FUCKING LOTS OF GUYS. PROMISE ME YOU’LL NEVER STOP DOING GANGBANGS.” We were really going at it now, pumping into each other fast and hard. “I want you to go back to the frat house and fuck the whole fraternity,” Bart whispered as he gazed into my eyes. “Every fucking guy there. Promise me, Mandy, please promise me you’ll fuck them all.”

“I will, Bart. I promise.”

We came together hard while looking into each other’s eyes. Bart was so overcome with emotion, he began to cry, which made me tear up as well. We kissed and snuggled and whispered our undying love for each other. We collapsed next to each other, panting hard, but very satisfied. After a couple of minutes, Bart reached over to the nightstand and grabbed his cell. He handed it to me.

“I entered Tad’s number before we left yesterday, Mandy. Find it and call him right now. Tell him you want to fuck the whole fraternity.”

So, that’s what I did.

We settled down to doing two or three gangbangs most weeks. Five guys including Bart seemed to be the ideal number for me. Each guy usually did me twice. I allowed all my holes to be open access, and I ate cum and took facials. Several weeks later, we went back to the frat house, and Bart watched fifty guys fuck me. Tad had secured the services of three sorority sluts to serve as fluffers, so I just lay on my back and pulled a train. I came so many times I lost count. My pussy became a small lake, and I was lying in a pool of cum by the time the last guy blasted off inside my flooded cunt. I writhed on the cummy mattress, luxuriating in my decadence. I would have jumped into a bathtub full of cum if there’d been one available. After I showered, we talked with Tad and agreed to regular gangbangs on a monthly basis, but with smaller groups – the pledges, the actives, the officers, guys the fraternity was rushing. Non-participants could watch and jerk off. If I was still horny, I could invite others to join in. I was thrilled with the arrangement, as was Bart.

The basement got finished. We had the contractors put in a small bathroom with a shower and a wet bar. We put in a large flat screen TV on the wall, and Bart fixed it so we could access the web and show gangbang and bukkake videos. We invited ten of my favorite lovers over on a Saturday afternoon, and they fucked me repeatedly until I threw in the towel about midnight. The next day, Bart asked me if there was anything else I wanted to do, some kinky fantasy that we could turn into reality. After some reflection, I told him what I wanted. We discussed what I had in mind, and Bart had some suggestions to make it even hotter.

We rented a large beachfront house for a week and I invited eight of my favorite men to join us. My fantasy was an entire week of non-stop sex with good looking guys with big dicks and plenty of stamina. After everybody got there and got settled in, Bart called us all together. First, he pulled off my sundress and removed my underwear.

“Gentlemen, you’ve all fucked my lovely wife numerous times in the past, but she’s always been in charge. This time, it’s going to be a little different. I’m selling this whore to you for the week. She’s yours. Her cunt, her mouth, her tits, her asshole are all yours. She’s such a slut she doesn’t charge very much. You each owe me, her pimp, $300 for the week.”

This was really a charade. The money was their share of the week’s rent and groceries, but we thought it would make my whoredom look more realistic. Greg, one of the regulars we found online, approached me with a large tote out of which he produced a couple of knee pads.

“Put these on, whore. You’re going to spend a lot of time on your knees this week. I hope you like eating cum ‘cuz you’re going to be eating a lot of it. As a matter of fact, we’ve discussed this, and we’ve decided to put you on a cum diet. For the rest of this week, you get just one regular meal a day. The rest of the time, you eat nothing but cum. You get hungry, just suck one of us off. You get real hungry, suck all of us off.”

I felt a whirlwind of emotions spinning inside of me. I genuinely liked eating cum, but could I subsist on it for a week? And how else would these guys use me? I had come to like them all, and I trusted them not to hurt me. I would play along and count on Bart to take care of me if things started to get out of hand. And frankly, I found playing the whore exciting. I would never do it in the real world because I didn’t think it would be safe, but this was a way for me to live out the fantasy without risking danger. I slipped on the kneepads and knelt down. They would work just fine. I thanked Greg for being so considerate of my comfort. Next, Greg pulled out a black plastic collar and instructed me to put it around my neck. Putting it on meant I accepted my status as their whore/sex slave for the week. So, there I was, totally naked except for my hotwife anklet, kneepads, and slave choker, surrounded by nine horny guys who owned me. And I absolutely loved it. I hadn’t cum for several days, and I was incredibly horny. I was eager to get started. You might think this was strange or maybe even sick, but remember, I’m basically a nymphomaniac. I loooove sex, and I was going to wallow in it for a whole week.

Greg unzipped his jeans, pulled out his sizeable cock and shoved it in my face. “Suck me off, whore,” was all he said.

I took him into my mouth and began sucking. My whoredom had started. I tingled with sexual energy all over. Greg asked one of the others to bring him a cereal bowl from the kitchen. When he was about to cum, he pulled his dick out my mouth and jacked off into the bowl. Before he had finished shooting off a really big load, I already had another dick in my mouth. I blew all nine guys, each one cumming in the bowl. My jaw was tired, but my sexual arousal was growing to ridiculous heights. I was informed the guys had abstained from cumming for at least five days, some of them for two weeks, in order to build up their cum supply. I was ordered to cover the bowl with plastic wrap and store it in the fridge. Since I’d already had a sandwich for lunch, I was assigned the task of eating a bowl of cum for dinner.

A couple of the guys brought out a mattress from one of the bedrooms, and they all fucked me. Even though they gave no consideration to my sexual pleasure, I nonetheless came twice. After each guy deposited his load of cum, I was instructed to squeeze it out onto a plate. When I finished pushing out the last load, I was ordered to slurp it all up and lick the plate clean. Which is exactly what I did. I was informed that I was going to stay naked and available for the entire week. The only exception would be when I went outside, and I wasn’t going to spend much time outside.

The guys grilled some burgers for dinner, and we all sat around the large table. I was the only one without clothes on. It was strange carrying on a conversation under the circumstances, but we talked about the usual shit – sports, the weather, favorite restaurants, and so on. Greg had briefly nuked my dinner in the microwave, so, there I was, eating a bowl of cum with a spoon while everybody else was chowing down on real food. I was also allowed a beer for which I was grateful.

After dinner, Greg put on some gangbang porn to “get everybody in the proper frame of mind.” I blew a couple of guys for some “sperm pudding desert,” and then they took turns on me again. This time I rode most of them cowgirl and got DPed several times. Without being told, I always pushed out the cum onto a plate when Greg handed it to me. This time I licked it all up while briefly looking each guy in the eye. I was really getting into playing the nasty whore which only served to impress the guys.

Bart and I were too fucked out to screw when we went to bed, but he was very affectionate which meant a lot to me. I asked him how he liked being married to a whore. He liked it a lot, and he loved me, his whore of a wife, more than ever. He wanted to know if I was OK with everything that had gone down, and I was.

“It’s weird, but I really like being a whore. It’s a huge turn-on. I’d probably feel differently if I were whoring for strangers, but these guys are our friends and I trust them. They’re my fuck buddies. I had plenty of orgasms today. I still feel a tiny bit horny, but I feel good, happy, complete. We both know I’m a nymphomaniac. I guess I feel fulfilled…. My only reservation is the cum diet. I’m hungry now. How hungry will I get by the end of the week?”

“Do you want me to call off the cum diet for you?”

No, at least, not yet. I actually think it’s pretty hot. I’m already thinking about sucking everybody off so I can get something to eat. Jesus, I’m such a pervert.”

Bart pulled me closer and kissed the back of my neck. He suggested I drink plenty of fruit and vegetable juice and also beer to keep my energy up. Plus I would get one regular meal daily. The guys should be OK with that so long as I gave them plenty of blowjobs. On that note, we fell into a deep sleep.

After using the bathroom and showering, I put on my knee pads to get ready for another day as a whore. The guys cooked up a big mess of bacon and eggs for their breakfast. A few grumbled when I joined them with a large glass of OJ, but they were mollified when I explained that I needed plenty of energy to keep up with such strong, virile men. Several rolled their eyes at my BS, but were satisfied when I asked to add some cum to my OJ. I sucked off five of the guys and got my breakfast supplement.

A mattress was brought out to the living room for the day’s festivities. I lay down and spread my legs. When no one accepted my invitation, Greg left briefly and returned with his tote and tossed me a large vibrating dildo.

“It’s kind of early for us guys, whore. Why don’t you use this plastic dick on yourself? That might get us in the mood.”

I fucked my mouth as though I was giving a blowjob, applying plenty of saliva. I slotted the dildo in my folds and began working it in. I turned it onto low and started fucking myself. “Mmmmm, this feels good, but some real cocks would sure feel better.” A couple of the guys took off their clothes and joined me on the mattress. I was told to get on my hands and knees and was soon being fucked doggy style. The other guy knelt in front of me and fed me his hardening cock. Spit roast is probably my favorite combination, and I found it especially arousing when they switched ends several times.

While I was being spit roasted, two of the guys were watching ESPN. Another was reading a thriller. Two left to go fishing. A couple idly stroked themselves while they watched me. Both the guys on the mattress with me came in my cunt. Nobody gave me a plate so I pushed the cum into my palm and slurped it up. Waste not, want not. The whole scene was utterly bizarre – guys fucking me, guys watching me fuck, guys watching TV. Guys coming and going. I have no idea why, but I found it all incredibly erotic. My sexuality was completely infused into the beach house and would be for the entire week. One of the strokers told me to sit on his cock which of course I did. I rocked back and forth until he came. Then he passed me on to the other stroker. That’s how the entire day went. There would be lulls in the action, but I got passed around from guy to guy over and again. Sometimes I was sitting on a cock while the guy watched the news. Other times I was on my knees sucking somebody off while he read a book.

I began to realize something about myself. While I liked being in charge and controlling who and how I got fucked, there was a part of me that got turned on by being treated like a cum dump. I had a submissive side, and I felt it was safe to explore it with these men whom I counted as friends.

That night was more of a real gangbang. We started off with a blowbang to get the guys hard, and then they all fucked me in all my holes. I got spit roasted by three different pairs. They got me airtight for a while. Then they decided I needed two cocks in my vagina at the same time. I guess I could have stopped them, but it seemed hot. I honestly wanted to try something I’d never done before. Bart lay on his back, and I straddled him. By this time, anybody could enter me with virtually no resistance, and I easily slid down all the way on his hard cock. I leaned forward onto hubby, and another guy began pushing his way inside my pussy.

“Oh, honey, it’s going in. It only hurts a little… Hey, back there, go slow. That’s right, all the way in. Oh, Bart my pussy is so full. I like it. Yes, I like it a lot. Fuck me, whoever you are. Yes, fuck me. C’mon, fuck me. FUCK ME, FUCK ME. GOD, BART, I LOVE HAVING TWO COCKS IN MY CUNT. I’M NOT SURE ONE WILL EVER BE ENOUGH AGAIN.”

My dirty talk fired up the guy who was deep in my cunt, and he began fucking me harder. In between moans I asked Bart if he could feel the other guy’s cock inside my pussy along with his.

“Of course, baby. It’s sliding back and forth right on top of mine. It actually feels very goooooooood. God, Mandy, you are such a whore. You like being a whore, don’t you?”

“No, honey. I loooooove being a whore. FUCK ME, PLEASE FUCK ME. EVERYBODY, PLEASE, PLEEEEZE FUCK ME. FUCK YOUR WHORE. I LOVE BEING YOUR WHORE. I WANT TO BE YOUR WHORE FOR THE REST OF MY LIFE.”

Several more guys double fucked my pussy, but it was hard keeping both cocks inside me at the same time, so I ended up on my back, legs spread as wide as I could hold them open. I pulled a train for these sweet guys, one after the other fucking me hard and then dumping his load of cum inside me. I came again and again. It was like my orgasm switch had been left on, Several guys came twice, but finally, unfortunately, they ran of gas. Or at least, cum. I lay on my back, a pool of cum forming between my thighs, panting like a race horse. Finally, sexually satisfied, I was told to push all the cum out of my swampy cunt. Naturally, I complied. A couple of the men lifted me up, turned me around, and put me on my hands and knees. I looked down at the pool of cum that had poured out of my cunt and knew what was expected of me. It was what I expected of myself as their whore, what I completely and totally wanted for myself. I was hungry. I needed to eat, and I was on a cum diet.

The guys gathered round to watch as I licked my lips and lowered my face into the cum pool. I began sucking up the cum, making loud slurping noises, then gulping it down noisily. From time to time, I’d let a string of cum drool out of my mouth and then suck it back inside. I’d raise my head and gargle cum and blow cum bubbles. The guys urged me on, complimenting me on what a good whore I was. I had never been so happy in my entire life. It was as though my hunger for food and for sex had become fused in my perverted slut mind. All I wanted was to fuck and eat cum.


CHAPTER 7

A couple of days later, I was finally invited to go outside for a swim. I put on a sexy red bikini and grabbed a towel. Greg, who had become the unofficial spokesman for the group, told me I was way overdressed. I told him I was not about to go outside naked and get arrested. He reached into his tote bag of sexual perversion and pulled out the skimpiest bikini I had ever seen. What was the old joke about the ultimate bikini consisting of two band aids and a cork? This white bikini covered only marginally more. I put it on and then checked myself out in one of the large bathroom mirrors. The two tiny triangles of cloth comprising the bra barely hid my nipples. The bottom barely covered my pussy. I looked obscene. I also felt my pussy tingle.

We walked together through the sand to the water. Perfect temp, cool but not chilly. We all splashed around, swam a little, and did some body surfing. We finally got out. The guys had brought a couple of beach blankets and a cooler of beer. All the guys were ogling me. My white mini bikini had become translucent now that it was soaked. My nipples and labia were clearly visible. Oh well, I was their whore. Not too surprising they’d have me dress like one.

A bunch of young men, probably college kids, had set up a volley ball net nearby and began playing. They were quite good at their sport in addition to being fit, handsome young hunks. We were all watching their athletic prowess on display, when Greg asked if I was hungry.

“All the fucking time on your damn cum diet. Nine guys can’t keep a girl well fed.”

“Well, we’ll have to do something about that, won’t we. Can’t have our whore go hungry.”

He held out his hand for me, pulled me up and led me over to the volley ball players. On the way, he gave me my instructions. God, this was going to be embarrassing, but also pretty fucking hot. When a lull came in the game, Greg called the young athletes over. They gathered around us, eyeing me lustfully.

“Hey guys, this is Mandy. She’s our whore for this week.” He nodded back to our group. She wants to ask you something.”

I took in a deep breath and began. “Greg’s right. I am a total whore, and my owners over there have put me on a cum diet for the entire week. I only get one regular meal each day. Trouble is, I’m not getting enough cum, and I’m hungry all the time. If any of you want to drop by our place over there, Ill be more than glad to suck you off. I could really use some more cum.”

After a moment of disbelief at their good fortune, the young athletes all exclaimed their enthusiastic assent to my offer. They played club volley ball at a nearby university. One sweet young man took me aside and asked if I was OK. I thanked him for his concern and let him know I was just an oversexed hotwife acting out a fantasy. My guys were all good friends. My husband was with me, and I was safe and happy and having the time of my life. This sweet college student assured me I could count on plenty of cum.

For the rest of my week of whoredom, I was gifted with surplus cum. Lots of surplus cum. The college kids were young and loaded with testosterone. They were also good-looking hunks. The first time they dropped by our huge rental house, they were a little shocked to see me naked except for my kneepads, blowing a couple of my men. My guys welcomed them with beers, and their awkwardness soon evaporated. Before long I was blowing one of the visitors with the rest lined up behind him. It wasn’t long before he blasted an enormous load into my hungry mouth. It was especially thick and globby and it took me two gulps to get it all down.

“Wow, that load was huuuge. Thank you so much. Next.”

I sucked off three more and was rewarded with three more super-size loads. By then I was getting tired and my jaw ached, so I asked the rest of the college kids to jerk off into my mouth. They were glad to comply, and for the first time in several days I no longer felt hungry. I thanked them all and encouraged them to return as often as they liked. They returned that night, and the next day they stayed at our place from morning to midnight. I can’t tell you how many cum loads I ate, but it was a lot. Watching me perform would turn my men on which meant they’d all fuck me. Watching me getting fucked would turn the volley ball players on which led to more blow jobs. On the last full day at the beach, with permission from my owners, I fucked all the college guys to thank them for feeding me so well. Between the two groups, I was pretty much fucked all day long. I lost count of how many times, but I know I came more times in one day than I ever had before in my entire life.

That night my men took me to the nicest restaurant in the area, and I stuffed myself on the seafood platter. Back at our beach house, all the guys thanked me for a wonderful six days. I’d been their whore for the week. Now, they were my whores and sex toys for our last night together. I had each man eat me out until I came, and that was enough. Bart and I fell into bed and snuggled up together.

“Are you happy, Mandy?”

“Very happy. Thanks for making it all happen. I love you.”

“And I love my whore of a wife. Would you ever want to do something like this again?”

Absolutely. At least every few months. I even liked the cum diet once I started getting enough. I wasn’t sure at first, but all the guys treated their whore well. Even when they were ordering me around, I never worried they’d hurt me or make me do something I didn’t deep down really want to do. I now know who and what I am. I used to worry I was destined to be a nympho-slut. Well, I am, and I’m glad that I am. I get more sexual gratification than any other ten girls combined. And it means so much that you support me. I don’t think most men could love me the way that I am, but you are strong enough that you can. This will be our life together from here on out, Bart. So, yes, I’m very, very happy. And I’m deeply in love with you.”

And then we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

THE END

I hope you enjoyed this novella. If you did, please check out my other e-books about voracious hotwives and happy swinging couples. All my stories involve happy couples whose non-monogamy strengthens rather than destroys their relationships. And please give me a rating. I also welcome ideas for making my writing better and any suggestions for future plotlines.

BILL WATCHMAN
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