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PART ONE
Month of Freeuse



Chapter One



After a few years of marriage, my husband, Bill, and I decided it was time to start a family. For most couples, this would simply involve dumping the birth control. With us, there was a second consideration— my lover, Daniel.

Ever since Bill's bachelor party, we've had an open relationship. Well, a partially open one. Bill is monogamous, but I've taken a lover or two. I considered Daniel a steady boyfriend. He and I hooked up every couple of months. My husband and I even took him on our honeymoon, but that's a whole other story.

Once we decided to bring children into our lives, we knew we'd have to end my playdates with Danny. Before I stopped taking the pill, we decided to have a blowout month. It was Bill's idea. He loved watching me fuck his best friend almost as much as I loved fucking his best friend.

"So, what do you have in mind?" I asked the night my husband suggested we do something special to celebrate our decision.

"Well, Monica…" Bill paused. "I was thinking about trying something new."

"Really? I'm intrigued." I thought we'd done just about everything. I fucked Bill's best man at the bachelor party and his groomsmen on our wedding night. I've been fucked in every hole. We even tried a little light BDSM. I wasn't sure there was anything else I'd like to try.

"Do you know anything about the freeuse kink?"

"No."

"From what I can tell, it means a person is available sexually to another person at any time."

"Sounds a little impractical." But, while Bill explained what he wanted to do, I found myself getting extremely aroused.

"Yeah, but think about it. We tell Daniel he can have you any time he wants, any way he wants you. He can come over any evening and tell you to blow him, or fuck him, or eat his ass, and you'd have to do it."

"I won't lie, Bill. I think that sounds hot." And I did. I loved being a hotwife and I wasn't looking forward to giving it up. I think doing something wild like this would go a long way to sate my desires.

"Should we have any limits on this?" I asked. I didn't want any, but I wanted to make sure Bill's feelings were considered.

"Nope," he said pretty quickly. "As long as he doesn't force you to do anything illegal, like strip in the middle of church, I've got no problems."

I grabbed my husband's face and planted a big wet kiss on his mouth.

"I love you, Bill, and this is the best, hottest, sexiest gift you could ever give me."

"And Monica, you're the best hotwife any guy could ask for."

So we called Daniel and told him our plan. He was all in, of course. What red-blooded heterosexual man wouldn't love to have a woman at his constant beck and call? We called him on a Friday night. It was the last evening of the month. Starting Saturday, he would have full access to my body at any time for a full month. After that, I'd be a one-man woman.

Saturday morning, I woke up buzzing. All night I dreamt of Daniel using my body, forcing me to my knees to suck his cock, bending me over to fuck my pussy or ass. I was sweating when the alarm went off.

Bill was up already. The smell of coffee awoke my senses as I entered the kitchen.

"Can you get me a cup of coffee while I dish out these scrambled eggs?" my husband asked. "You want bacon or sausage?"

"How about both?" I said as I handed him his coffee.

"That's my girl."

While we ate, we talked about what the month would bring.

"God, I am so fucking aroused right now," I said. "You know if Daniel is coming over today?"

"He didn't tell me anything. And he doesn't have to. I gave him a key to the house."

"What!"

"Yeah. Freeuse is free access. He can come by any time. So you'll have to be ready and available."

"Do I have to stay cooped up here for an entire month?"

Bill thought about it for a moment.

"Nah, that would be stupid. We'll go about our lives just as before, but be ready for him to show up any time."

"Sounds like a plan."

We cleaned up the dishes and spent the rest of our Saturday afternoon doing chores around the house. It was like any other weekend, except I was in a state of constant arousal. The thought of my lover coming over at any time to fuck me kept my body buzzing.

Around six o'clock, I started to get the feeling Daniel wasn't coming over, but I was horny as hell. Since Daniel wasn't here to use me, I threw myself at my husband.

Bill was sitting at the dining room table, working on the New York Times crossword. I took his hand and pulled him up toward the bedroom.

"Come on, hubby, that'll wait. Your hotwife needs some attention," I said in my most sultry voice. "I've been wound up all day and if I don't cum, I'm going to explode."

Bill didn't argue. He followed me to the bedroom, his cock forming a tent in his shorts.

When we got upstairs I pushed him onto the bed and pulled off clothes. Bill scooted back on the bed. After stripping myself, I followed him on my hands and knees. I licked my lips as I watched my husband slowly stroke his erection. I licked up the drop of pre-cum that oozed from the tip.

"You ready to fuck my mouth?" I moved to engulf his cock when I saw his eyes open wide.

I just had time to register his surprise when I felt a pair of strong hands grab my waist.

"Good, you're ready for me."

Daniel wasted no time with foreplay. He simply lined his nine-inch erection with my opening and drove it home. I never even heard him come in or open his zipper. Luckily, I was ready. My kitty had been wet and willing all day, and it was a relief to finally have her filled.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed myself as Daniel fucked me fast and furiously. All thoughts of my husband and his needs vanished from my mind.

"Slow down," I said as I leaned down on my elbows so I could feel my lover's entire length take me.

Suddenly, I felt Daniel grab a fistful of my hair and pull back. I let out a yelp as he fucked me harder.

"Your body is mine, Nikki," he said, using his special nickname for me. His breath seething as he thrust into me like a machine. "Free. Use. Means. Your. Ass. Is. Mine." Each of his words was punctuated by a deep thrust.

"Oh, fuck. Danny. Shit. That feels.. so.. good. Use me."

I didn't know what was coming over me. I was overwhelmed by pleasure as Daniel used my body with no thought to my pleasure.

I reached down to play with my clit, but before I could touch myself, Daniel grabbed my wrist.

"Your body is mine, woman. No touching unless I say."

"Fuck, I need to cum." I pulled my hand away and grabbed my husband's cock instead. Bill was zoned out, lost in his own fantasyland of watching his wife being fucked hard. His cock erupted as soon as I gave him one stroke.

"Gawww" he grunted. His penis became a fountain of white pearly cream.

"Shit, man," Daniel laughed. "Thought you'd save that for when I was done."

He never stopped pounding me. I needed stimulation. I needed to cum. Since I wasn't allowed to play with myself and Daniel wasn't hitting the right spots, there was only one thing I could think of.

Luckily, I was straddling Bill's leg, so I collapsed and started humping his knee. Daniel followed me. Now I was sandwiched between the two strong men.

"I know what you're trying to do," Daniel whispered into my ear. We were in a race. Who would cum first?

"I'm close," I said. But not close enough.

"You're too late, Nikki." Daniel drove himself deep, holding my ass tight against his groin. I felt his cock pulse inside me and the warmth of his cum spread through my core.

"So close," I sighed. I tried to rock my hips, but Daniel held me fast as he emptied his balls inside my kitty.

When he was done, Daniel stood up and pulled me with him.

"Now, clean me."

My body buzzed with excitement as my lover forced me to my knees and shoved his flaccid penis between my lips. I licked and sucked all of his semen and my juices from his cock. I loved servicing my lover and wished he'd let me cum. But I guessed I'd have to wait for him to leave.

I was so wrong.

When Daniel was satisfied, he told me to stand up.

"I'm done for now." Daniel tucked his penis back into his pants. "No, wait. First, I want you to go give your husband a kiss."

"Time out, dude," Bill said. "You have freeuse of Monica, not me. I'm not kissing her with your cum on her lips."

I knew that was a lie. He'd done it before and loved it. Why he was so squeamish now, I couldn't tell.

"Fine, be that way," Daniel said. "In that case, she's not allowed to cum for the next thirty days unless I say she can."

"Wait," I said.

"What?" Bill said.

"Yeah. She cums when I say she does." Daniel said. "I was going to insist she could only fuck me for that time, but I'm not that evil."

"Thanks for letting me make love to my wife, Dan."

"You're the one who gave me freeuse. See you guys later."

Daniel left the way he came.

"You had to give him a key, didn't you?" I said, falling back on the bed in frustration. I'd been fucked hard and still was the only one who hadn't climaxed. It wasn't fair.

"It's what I read."

"What you read. Hah."

We changed the bed sheets and both took showers.

"Feel like going out for dinner?" Bill said.

"Sure, why not? Maybe it'll take my mind off the fact. I'm horny as hell."

It was going to be a long fucking thirty days.


Chapter Two



Stephi was our waitress. She was a cute young woman who looked half-Korean. Her short black hair was in pigtails. I ordered a chicken Caesar salad, and my husband ordered a Caprese sandwich. I knew if Bill didn't have a hard-on thinking about me and Daniel, he'd have one now, watching Stephi's ass as she walked away.

"I should deny you sex for the next month," I said.

"Wha?" Bill's attention was immediately drawn back to me. "Why would you do that?"

"If I'm not allowed to cum, maybe you shouldn't either."

"Hey, you're the freeuse hotwife, not me. Besides, he didn't say you wouldn't be allowed to cum, he just said you need his permission."

"Yeah, that's much better."

"So, do you want to call it off?"

It didn't take me long to answer that. Ever since Daniel left me a quivering mess, my body had been buzzing. Yes, I wanted to cum, badly, but I was amazingly aroused and loved every second of it.

"No, fucking, way."

Bill smiled and took a sip of water.

"So, you're enjoying yourself?"

"Yup."

"We'll see."

"What do you mean⁠—"

"Scoot over," Daniel said.

I was immediately wet as soon as I heard the words before I even turned to see who said them. My body knew. I moved around in our both until I was sandwiched between my husband and my lover. Daniel put his arm around my shoulder.

"Anyone else planning to join you guys?" Stephi asked as she set down an extra silverware setting in front of Daniel. "What can I get you?"

"No, I'm not staying for dinner," he said. "Just dessert."

Stephi smiled and shook her head as she went to wait on another table.

"Danny, what a surprise," Bill said, the sarcasm dripping from his lips like molasses.

"Hey, I didn't want to leave my Nikki hanging."

My kitty purred at the implications of what he said.

"Are you going to let me cum, finally?" I asked.

Daniel laughed. "It's only been an hour."

"Yeah. And you're back for more," I said.

I gasped when he slapped his hand on my crotch under the table. I moaned as he rubbed over my skirt. I looked around, hoping no one was looking at us. They weren't, yet.

Daniel moved closer so he could whisper in my ear. "I'm going to make you cum, right here. And in return, you're going to blow me."

"Sure thing," I sighed.

Daniel worked his hand under my skirt and grabbed my panties. Luckily, they were an older pair because he tore them off and handed them to Bill.

"I should have told you this before. You shouldn't wear any undies for the next thirty days. I need to have free access to that pussy."

His demands sent a shiver up my spine. I could smell my sex and wondered if anyone else could. I don't know why being told what to do aroused me so much. If my husband talked to me like that, I'd slap him, but when Daniel did it I wanted to submit to him.

"Now, where was I?" Daniel reached back under my skirt and started rubbing my labia with his fingers. My body tingled as he played with my moist folds. I gasped when he penetrated me and started pushing his middle and ring finger into my kitty. "You like that, don't you?"

I couldn't answer coherently, so I just nodded and closed my eyes.

"Are you okay, miss?" Stephi said.

"Oh, she's fine," Bill said before I could answer.

I was glad he did because I was embarrassed as hell. I knew our waitress wasn't an idiot. She knew what Daniel was doing to me and she was letting it happen. If she thought she was getting any of what I was having, she'd be sorely disappointed. But I'd make sure she got a good tip. A cash tip.

As Daniel fingerfucked me, I could feel a tingle in my core. I felt my hips begin to shiver and I slumped back in the seat. It was a good thing Bill was there to support me as Daniel assaulted my pussy.

"Oh. god. I'm. I'm going to…" I mumbled softly, hoping not to alert the entire restaurant to what was happening.

"That's it, be a good girl, Nikki," Daniel said. "Cum for me. Cum for Daddy."

Suddenly, my body was no longer mine to control. My pussy pulsed around Daniel's fingers as I came. Hard. Daniel held me tight with his free hand as the fingers of his other worked my clit like an artist.

"That's it. That's it. Let it out, my Nikki. Let it out."

And I did. As softly as I could.

"Oh, Danny. Oh, Danny." But I couldn't hold it any longer. "DANNY!!!!"

I screamed. The couple at the table not far from us laughed. I'm glad they were entertained. My face was red from arousal and embarrassment. Later, I would feel mortified as hell, but for now, I was basking in the afterglow of my orgasm. I slumped back and Daniel pulled his hand from my lap.

I thought he was done with me, but he wasn't. Daniel brought his hand to my mouth. His fingers were sticky with my juices.

"Open that pretty mouth of yours," he said. He stuck his fingers into my mouth and I licked them clean. I was finishing up when Stephi came back.

Our pretty waitress smiled at me. "I'll have what she's having," she said. There went her tip.

I was sure Daniel was going to offer her a taste of my kitty, but he didn't. He did write down his phone number on a napkin and slipped it to her. I felt a twinge of jealousy when he did. That was a reaction I would have to consider later.

"You said you wanted dessert?" she said after she tucked his phone number into her bra. "Anything on the menu you fancy?"

Now she was just openly flirting and if I had enough energy, I would confront the bitch. Instead, I moved a little closer to Daniel, despite Bill sitting right next to me. Since I'd become a Freeuse Hotwife, his concerns were secondary.

"What I'd like is not on the menu, but you can get my friends here a warm chocolate chip cookie with a scoop of vanilla ice cream."

"Good choice," Stephi said as she walked away.

"You know I’m lactose intolerant," I said to Daniel. "We've been over this."

"Oh, the ice cream is for Bill and I. You will be feasting on my cum." Daniel put his hand on my shoulder and started pushing me under the table.

I was about to protest, but I remembered I didn't have a choice. Bill chuckled and shrugged. He was finding out just how devious his friend was.

Luckily, there was a long tablecloth, so no one would be able to see what I was doing. Daniel helpfully opened his legs and I carefully crawled between them. I was unzipping his jeans when I heard Stephi arrive.

"Where's your wife?" she asked.

"Uhm, she went to the ladies' room," Bill said. Although I think she was probably asking Daniel.

"So, you won't need this second spoon?"

"I'll take it," Daniel chimed in. "I changed my mind."

"Sure, whatever." Stephi sounded like she'd had enough of our little game.

I pulled out Daniel's cock. I could never tell Bill this, but every time I saw it up close, I was reminded how much I loved it. Even in the darkness under the table, I could tell it was a thing of beauty. Long and thick, it felt nice and solid in my grip. I stroked my hand along the length, feeling every veiny inch. I captured a drop of pre-cum on my tongue and swirled it around the head.

"Oh, that's good." I heard Daniel say, "And the cookie is pretty good, too."

Daniel never missed a chance to rub my husband's face in the fact his wife was a slut for his cock. Bill seemed to thrive on the teasing. And I was glad because I did love Daniel's cock. From the night I first fucked him, at Bill's bachelor party, I knew I'd never get enough.

I engulfed half of Daniel's length into my mouth. I flattened my tongue to let it glide as far into my throat as I could take it. I hummed, knowing my men loved the vibration.

I bobbed my head for a bit and was rewarded by Daniel putting a hand on my head to guide my motion. I loved it when he took control. He was always able to get just a little bit more of his length into my mouth when he forced it.

"Oh fuck, dude, I'm loving this freeuse month. I'm going to be sad when it ends."

"Don't tell my wife I said this," Bill said. "But I think she'll be sad too." He was trying to be quiet, but I could still hear him.

I was about to laugh when Daniel started using two hands and began forcefully fucking my face. I relaxed my throat and took it. Saliva spilled from my lips and I couldn't help but gag.

When I thought I couldn't take anymore, I felt Daniel's cock pulse and his warm semen filled my mouth. I swallowed as much of it as I could, but I could feel some trickling down my chin.

He pulled out and I licked his cock clean without him asking. I loved the taste of cum.

"Here," Daniel said as he slipped a napkin under the table. "Use this to clean your face."

"Always a gentleman," Bill said.

This time I did laugh.

Daniel's penis quickly deflated and I was able to tuck it back into his pants.

"Is it safe?"

"Yes," I heard Stephi say.

"Fuck." I climbed out from under the table and sat back in my seat. I stared our waitress directly in the eye and made a show of wiping a lingering dollop of cum from my lips. I knew the hussy would have loved to be in my place and had no doubt Daniel would give her a call sometime in the near future.

Daniel slipped away just as suddenly as he arrived.

"Not even a goodbye kiss," I said, reaching for a small remaining piece of cookie.

Before I could grab it, my husband took my chin and kissed my lips, not caring if I tasted like cum.

"Myka," he said. "Daniel may have freeuse this month, but you will always be my hotwife."

I've never felt more loved. I nearly started crying.


Chapter Three



"Hey, Monica," Bill called out from the foyer. "Could you water the flower beds for me?"

Bill had just planted a new batch of flowers along the house in our backyard. He was going in to work on a rare Saturday, and that left me to get started on the weekend chores. After that, I needed to do some grocery shopping and start planning for next week's pool party.

I took a quick shower and threw on a light brown sundress before heading out back.

Our yard was about average for our neighborhood. A seven-foot-tall fence ran along the back of our property and a six-foot-tall hedge separated our plot from our neighbors. Speaking of our neighbors, Stanley, a fifty-something widower, was out doing yard work. I couldn't see him, but I could hear him snipping away with the hand shears.

"Hey, Stan," I called out.

"Hey, Monica," he called back. "Bill, have you out doing his chores again."

This wasn't unusual.

"Yeah. His boss called yesterday," I said, as I went out to our small utility shed to grab the hose. "Some big project."

Our neighbor laughed. "You're not afraid he's cheating on you?"

"Absolutely not. He gets all the sex he needs from me." Oh, if our neighbor only knew.

Our chatting dwindled off soon after I finished watering the flowers and Stanley went to work on the hedge on the opposite side of his yard.

It was a good thing too. I was winding up the hose when I felt familiar hands grab my waist.

"It's only been a day, Danny," I said without even turning my head around.

"I don't know how long it will be before I'm able to have you again," my lover whispered into my ear. "So I'm going to take advantage of my freeuse while I have it."

I smiled to myself. I would never admit it to either Bill or Daniel, but I was so loving being my lover's fuck doll, available whenever he wanted to take me. I loved it so much that I planned to let Bill have a turn when I stopped my birth control.

There was something so thrilling about never knowing when a man is going to grab you and fuck your brains out.

"Let's go inside," I said. I was worried about Stanley hearing us.

"No." Daniel pushed me up against the shed with his elbow. I dropped the hose and slapped the wall with a loud metallic thud. With his free hand, he lifted my dress and smacked my bare ass. "Good girl. You listened."

"Yes, Sir," I said quietly.

"Everything okay over there," Stanley yelled from the other side of his yard.

"Guess you better be quiet. Don't want the old neighbor to know how much of a slut you are."

"Monica?" It sounded like Stanley was moving toward our property line. He'd have to go around to the front to get to the yard, but nothing would stop him if he thought I was in trouble.

"Better say something," Daniel whispered into my ear. "Because I am going to start fucking you right now, and if you want this little game to remain a secret…"

Daniel was being so fucking mean, and I loved it. The thrill of getting caught cheating on my husband started my kitty weeping. I could feel my juices collecting on my labia. I tried to move, but I couldn't.

"Monica. Are you okay?"

"I'm fine, Stanley. Really. I just dropped the hose and ahhhh fuck."

Daniel was fingering my kitty. He was making a wet, fleshy noise, and I was sure Stanley could hear. I wanted to be quiet, but I couldn't help but moan as Daniel probed me. If I was lucky, maybe our neighbor would just think I was masturbating.

"Really, Stan." I paused to catch my breath and keep from crying out. I could feel my arousal building. I couldn't think in complete sentences while Daniel was playing with me. "I'm… fine… really."

"Well, I'll be here if you need me."

I was caught. I wanted to cum so bad because of what my lover was doing to my body, but I didn't want to alert the neighborhood to what we were doing.

"Hear that?" Daniel whispered into my ear. "Your neighbor will be just on the other side of that hedge while I fuck the shit out of you."

Daniel flicked my clit a few times and my body started convulsing. My lover kindly shoved his hand into my mouth to keep me from screaming. I eagerly sucked on his fingers like they were his cock. I tasted my juices on my fingers and that almost set me off again.

"Stick out your ass for me, Nikki." Every time Daniel used that nickname, waterworks flowed in my kitty. "Good girl."

He slipped his cock inside with one smooth thrust.

"Ahhhhhhhh." Daniel stretched me wide and there was no way I was going to be quiet.

My mind was focused on controlling my orgasm, but my body didn't care. It was a war of wills and my body had the upper hand.

Daniel began urgently pounding me. "Let it out, Nikki, let it out."

His words tempted me. I wanted to please him. All I had to do was give up and let my body have its climax.

Daniel was pushing deep. His thrusts were hard. His words came in a harsh staccato beat.

"I. Want. You. To. Scream. My. Name."

I was close. My hips quivered. My knees were shaking. My breath came in short bursts. I would soon be coming and I would not be silent.

"That's it, girl. Cum with me."

I felt Daniel's cock expand inside me. His words broke my will. Damn our neighbor, so he knows. At the moment I didn't care if he thought my husband was a cuckold. I just cared about my needs, my pussy, my climax.

Suddenly, Daniel gave a final hard push and held it. His cock pulsed and I could feel the warmth of his seed spreading inside me. I could no longer hold it. I came.

"Fuck meeeee, Danny," I cried out. Then I screamed as my climax exploded from my body.

My mind was focused on my pleasure, but a little sliver of me was still Bill's wife and felt guilty about what I had done. Letting our neighbor know our secret.

Luckily, it had all been drowned out by Stanley's lawnmower. He must have started it the moment I came.

My husband had been spared my betrayal.

As I realized our secret was safe, I lost my strength and I went limp in Daniel's arms. My lover settled me to the ground and bent down to kiss my forehead.

"I love to hear you scream my name," he whispered into my ears. "I plan to hear it a lot more over the next few weeks."

Daniel tucked his cock away.

"See you later," he said before leaving me, my body saturated in sweat and my mind wracked with guilt.

I couldn't wallow in pity all day. There had been no harm done to our reputation. Our secret was safe. Besides, I still had grocery shopping to do. And, of course, I was going to have to change my dress.


Chapter Four



As I was getting ready for work Monday morning, I kept reliving my encounter with Daniel in my mind. I loved how this freeuse scheme was going. I was getting all the sex I could ever want from my husband and my lover. I didn't have to ask either of them. I just had to be ready and available, hence I didn't put on any panties, as I had been instructed.

I wore a gray suit jacket over a white blouse and a matching pencil skirt that went down just past my knees.

"You look pretty hot in that suit," Bill said as he kissed my cheek. "Your bosses ever hit on you?"

I gave my husband a dirty look.

"Honey, I don’t know what goes on in their heads, but they are never anything but professional around me and Sally." Sally was the only other woman who worked in our office. They only employed two women, so I'm sure they wanted to avoid the scrutiny a sexual harassment lawsuit would bring.

I blew off Bill's question, but on the way to work, I couldn't help but think about what I'd do if Alex, my boss, ever made a pass. He knows I'm married, but so is he. He's older, in his early fifties, but hot as hell with his salt-and-pepper hair and striking green eyes. When I was single, I would have kept my distance, to avoid any blowback from work. But now that I was married and my husband liked to call me his hotwife, I might actually consider it.

I was imagining what it would be like to have Alex bend me over his desk when the elevator arrived. I was late to work and the only one waiting. I got in and pressed the button for my floor. As the door was closing a hand shot through and stopped it.

"Fuck," I sighed.

"Yes," Daniel said, smiling as he entered the car. He was wearing a black suit and a white shirt.

I moved to the rear of the car, facing my husband's best friend. "You have a meeting?" I asked.

"With you."

"Daniel, I'm at work."

The elevator doors closed and the car started moving up. My office was on the 55th floor so we didn't have a lot of time. I'm sure Daniel wasn't planning to use his fuck-me-anytime pass right now.

He moved closer to me and I felt myself getting wet. Even though I knew he wasn't going to take me, my body was ready for him.

"Nikki," he said. My heart skipped a beat and my pussy pulsed at the sound of my nickname. "My time using you is limited. I told you I planned on having you as often as I could before Bill cut me off."

"Bill and I."

"Right."

"Dan!" I yelped as he reached under my skirt.

"You're fucking dripping."

I started moaning as he worked his fingers inside me, spreading my tender flesh and pressing my throbbing clit.

"Fuck, Dan, that feels so good." My heart was racing and I was buzzing from the climax building within my core. "Don't you have a job?"

I didn't care but had to ask.

Suddenly, Daniel slapped the red emergency stop button and the elevator came to a sudden halt. The abrupt stop drove Daniel's fingers deeper inside me sending a small tremor of pleasure through my body.

"Right now, Nikki, fucking you is my only job. We have five minutes until the alarm starts," Daniel said. "Undress."

My lover stepped back and watched as I obeyed. I quickly doffed my jacket and started unbuttoning my blouse. I looked at Daniel. I could see he was getting antsy. I know he wanted to fuck me, but he also didn't want to get caught because his freeuse of my body didn't mean he would also get out of an indecent exposure charge.

"Hurry," he said, as he unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock. I tried not to stare.

"This is an expensive blouse," I said. "And unless you're paying, I'm being careful. Not my fault you⁠—"

I had opened the last button and slipped the top off when he turned me around and pressed me up against the back wall of the elevator. My boobs squeezed against the cold stainless steel wall.

"I can't wait any longer," Daniel said. He pulled up my skirt, the slit in the back making it easier than you'd think. "Stick out that ass."

I complied. He gave me a sharp slap on the butt cheek.

"Ouch."

"Hush."

Daniel held me against the back of the elevator with one hand and guided his cock to my pussy with the other. My body was overrun with pleasure. I so wanted this, even though I knew it was risky, maybe because it was risky.

Getting caught fucking in the elevator would get me fired. But at the moment I didn't really care, all I wanted was Daniel's cock in my pussy.

"Fuck," I screamed as he thrust his hips forward and drove his cock into my warm womb. "So full. So fucking full."

I felt a million watts of sexual energy building in my core. Every second of my existence was waiting to be fucked, and now that Daniel was taking me, my body was responding with a tsunami of pleasure.

"Oh God, Nikki, I will never, ever, ever, get tired of fucking you. Your pussy was made for fucking."

His dirty words made my heart flutter. Bill never talked dirty when we fucked. He always doted on me, called me sweetheart, and love. And I wouldn't want it any other way from him.

But sometimes I need a rough fuck and Daniel was always good for that. He had a large cock and knew how to use it.

"Yes, yes," I cried as my lover pounded me against the wall. "Fuck, me Danny, fuck me hard."

"Hush," he whispered into my ear.

I don't know how he did it. He was furiously fucking me but was still able to remain calm.

"Shit fuck, fuck, Jesus." I was feeling a climax approach; I was so fucking close.

Then, I felt Daniel's cock pulse within me and his warm seed filled me in quick delicious bursts.

"No," I cried. I wasn't done.

"Sorry, babe," Daniel said after he was done. He pulled his cock out and I felt his cum slowly trickle down my leg. I reached down to finish myself off, but he grabbed my hand and stopped me.

"We've got like…" Daniel looked at his watch. "Forty-five seconds."

"Fuck." I put my blouse back on and quickly buttoned it. My lover thoughtfully wiped the cum from my thigh with his handkerchief.

I brushed down my skirt, made sure my blouse was buttoned up right, and put on my jacket.

"You owe me an orgasm, you bastard," I said as Daniel disengaged the emergency button.

"Nikki, you have so many orgasms in your future, you'll be tired of them."

"I doubt it. This is my floor."

I got out of the elevator.

"See ya later," Daniel said.

"When I least expect it," I said as the doors shut.

I ran to the women's room to rub one out before I went to the office. I wouldn't have been able to function if I hadn't.


Chapter Five



It's been almost two weeks since I've had sex. That's not something I would have imagined when Bill suggested giving my body up for Daniel's freeuse. He promised to use me as often as he could. But it's been thirteen days, four hours, and ten fucking minutes since I last had a cock inside me, and I was getting antsy.

Why hadn't my husband fucked me, you might ask? Because he's been on a business trip. Luckily, I expected him home in less than an hour. He texted me when his plane took off and I kept checking my phone so I didn't miss any messages when he landed. I was pouring myself a glass of wine when the doorbell rang.

I ran to open it, thinking it might be him. I was wearing one of his larger button-down shirts and nothing else. I wanted to be ready for my husband to take me. I needed a good hard fucking, and since my lover wasn't giving me what I needed…

I opened the door with my arms open wide, the shirt parting, revealing my slim figure and a good portion of my breasts.

I froze when I saw him standing there.

"Daniel," I said.

He barged into our house, like he owned it, set down his things, and grabbed me around the waist. Before I could say anything he kissed me, taking my mouth like he owned it, too. His lips mashed into mine. his tongue tangling with mine.

He twirled me around, our mouths still sealed, and he slammed the door shut with his foot.

"Siberia," he said as he set me down.

"Wha—" Before I could say anything he placed his finger to my lips, silencing me.

"No. Siberia is the only word you're allowed to say until I'm done with you. And only if you want our little scene to end. It's your safe word. It means you don't want to continue our freeuse agreement. It ends everything. Nod if you understand."

I nodded my head and he took his hand away from my mouth.

"Now, go over there and kneel facing me." Daniel pointed to the middle of the living room.

I did as he commanded, my pussy dripping with lubrication and aching to be filled. I could feel my body anticipating the fucking to cum. I watched Daniel grab the wine I poured for myself and take a drink.

"Oh, I like this. Chardonnay, aged in steel. Very refreshing."

I jumped when my phone buzzed.

"That's probably Bill now," Daniel said. He looked at his watch. "His plane just landed, and he's telling you he'll be home soon. He might even tell you he's got a surprise."

I opened my mouth, but a stern look from my lover convinced me to shut it again.

"I can see you're going to have lots of questions, and you'll be tempted to disobey me." Daniel walked around the couch to stand in front of me. "So instead, take my cock out and suck it while I explain what's going to happen tonight."

I did as I was told.

"Good girl."

My lover's words of praise thrilled me. I engulfed his soft cock and felt it grow hard in my mouth. I swirled my tongue along the bottom of his shaft as it filled with blood.

"Oh fuck, that feels good, you dirty girl."

He pumped his hips a few times, encouraging me to bob my head back and forth.

"So, about now Bill is wondering why you haven't answered your texts. He's probably also looking for me in the baggage claim area because I told him I'd pick him up. Like a good friend would."

I'd been able to get about half of Daniel's cock into my mouth before it hit the back of my throat.

"Relax," Daniel said as she grabbed the back of my head and pushed his hips forward. His shaft stretched my mouth wide as he worked his exposed length past my lips. "That's it, you cock slut. Take it all."

Maybe it was his filthy words or his dominating presence, but somehow I was able to suppress my gag reflex enough to feel his cock slide further down my throat until my nose was pressed into his abdomen.

He held me there as I struggled to breathe through my nose.

"Fuck, Nikki, your throat feels divine."

He was treating me like a sex doll, and I was loving it. This was treatment Bill could never show me, but I longed for it. Luckily, Daniel had no problem fucking me roughly.

"Billy should have known I wasn't really a good friend since I love nothing better than to have my cock buried deep in one of his wife's holes. Now suck it, you slut."

Daniel started fucking my mouth and I did my best to worship his cock.

"Yes, like that. Yes, lick that shaft."

I ran my tongue up the length of his shaft, savoring his musky aroma and tangy pre-cum. He took my hair in his fist and guided my head.

"Oh god, your lips feel so good. That's it, baby. Suck my cock like a good whore."

His rhythm increased and I let his member glide smoothly past my lips and into my throat. I felt a buzzing in my core as Daniel used me.

"I've been saving myself for this. Two weeks without coming. Oh shit. Here it comes."

I felt my lover's cock throb in my mouth as he shot cum directly down my throat. He pulled out before he was finished and painted my face with thick ropes of pearly white semen. His climax seemed to last forever, but eventually, his blasts faded to a trickle. He tapped the last few drops from the tip of his cock onto my tongue.

"Fuck, Nikki, that was epic."

He stood back and took in my visage.

"You look so fucking beautiful," he said. "With my load dripping down your face. I'm a fucking artist."

Daniel had never treated me like this. Yes, he fucked me rough, but the humiliation was new. I can't say I hated it.

Daniel scooped up a bit of cum with his thumb and fed it to me. I eagerly accepted his gift, sucking his thumb like a little cock.

My lover tucked his flaccid member into his pants and helped me to my feet.

"Go wash up and meet me in the bedroom."

I smiled at the face that stared back at me in the mirror. I was a mess. Several long trails of pale white crust ran down my left cheek. There were splotches of dried cum on my nose and forehead, and one rope got stuck in my hair.

God, that man could cum a lot.

I was glad my husband wasn't here. I don't know what he would think of me if he could see how I liked being treated. I know he loved watching me fuck Daniel, but to see me degraded like this might be too much.

I wondered how Bill was going to get home from the airport, and then felt a little guilty when my desire to get fucked by his friend overshadowed that worry. It was my husband's fault. He was the one who gave me to Daniel to use—and then left me alone for two weeks. What else could he expect to happen?

I ran a washcloth under the warm water and cleaned the now-crusty semen from my face. The warm cloth felt good on my skin. When I was done, I threw the cloth in the hamper and went to the bedroom I shared with my husband, for more debauchery.

Daniel was standing at the side of the bed. He'd attached ropes to the corners of the headboard. This was also new.

"Take that shirt off."

I shrugged my shoulders and let the garment fall to the floor. I was now totally naked.

"God, you're beautiful. Even with a little bit of my cum in your hair."

I brushed it away and he laughed.

"Lay down on your back, Nikki. It's time to start round two."


Chapter Six



Ilay back on my marital bed, the one I shared with my loving husband, and let Daniel, my lover, tie my hands to the headboard.

"Spread those lovely legs, my little cum slut," he said, causing a shiver to run down my spine. I could feel my pussy weep as he pulled my legs apart and tied them to the bedposts. When he was done, he took a step back to admire his handiwork.

"You look so sexy like that, tied up, free for me to use." Daniel started undressing. He took off his shirt, revealing his beautiful torso. He worked out and it showed. Then he stripped down to his boxers. I licked my lips as I watched his penis grow, trapped against his body in a cocoon of cotton.

I loved my husband, but Bill's cock could not compare to my lover's. Daniel's penis was long and thick and turned a deep red when fully engorged.

My lover slowly lowered his underwear, revealing his beautiful cock. He stroked himself a few times, forcing pre-cum to ooze from the tip.

"I know you want to suck it, whore," Daniel said.

I loved being treated like the slut I was. Bill could never understand that, and that's okay. Not all men are capable, and that's a good thing. Nice, kind lovers are necessary and desirable, but sometimes a woman wants a good hard fuck, and to be treated like a whore and not a coddled princess.

I rolled a little to the left as Daniel climbed onto the bed. He straddled my torso and laid his cock between my breasts.

"I've really enjoyed my month of freeuse. Even if I haven't fucked you every day, just knowing I could anytime I wanted has kept me aroused. It's so much better than your honeymoon."

Remembering the games we played in Cabo caused my pussy to ache. She wanted to be filled and I wanted to scream at Daniel to fuck me. But I wasn't allowed to speak, so I tried to communicate my desire with my eyes.

I think Daniel knew what I was getting at because he chuckled.

"You want to yell at me. Tell me to fuck you, right? Can't have that."

He reached for my head and pulled it forward. His cock was inches from my lips to begin with and he forced the tip into my mouth. I eagerly opened wide to accept it.

Daniel made short, quick thrusts with his hips, sliding his sensitive crown across my lips.

"Of fuck, does that feel good. If I had more time, I'd just keep doing this for a while, until I came again. But I need to feel that pussy wrapped around my dick and this next load is going inside your womb.

I thrashed my hips, eager for him to get on with it. I mumbled around his crown, hoping that wasn't against the rules.

Daniel gave my hip a quick slap.

"No, no, no. No talking with your mouth full."

I wanted to cry out in frustration. There was a void in my core that needed to be filled with Daniel's cock. Urgently.

"Okay, that's enough."

Daniel moved to mount me. He tapped his shaft against my damp fleshy folds. I could hear the moist splash.

"Such a needy slut tonight. Maybe if I had come by every day you wouldn't be that way."

I screamed as he shoved his cock deep inside me. The ache instantly vanished, replaced with a euphoric buzz.

Daniel held himself deep, the tip of his cock pressed against my cervix.

"Nope. I think you'd still be a needy slut no matter how much dick you got. You're just a cum loving whore and there's no denying it."

Daniel started vigorously fucking me, driving his cock so gloriously deep inside me. Each time his pelvis hit my mound a quake of pleasure shook my body.

"No. This body was made for fucking. Bill's not enough; James and Leon weren't enough; fuck, even I'm not enough."

He kept on taunting me while he fucked. His words were like lashes of a belt on my ass, but his cock a pleasure-giving salve. My mind was scrambled with a concoction of emotions—desire, ache, guilt. Everything my lover was doing to me was wrong, but I wanted it anyway.

"I'm close, my little cum dump." Daniel started picking up speed. I could feel his shaft expand inside me, stretching me past what I had thought was my limit. He growled as he continued thrusting and I felt the warmth of his semen spreading inside me.

Usually, this would set me off, but the fucker had made a point to avoid stimulating my clit.

"That's it, slut. Take my cum. Take it all. I'm going to plant my load so deep it'll be inside you for days."

Daniel flexed his cock a few times inside and left it in while it deflated, trapping his cum in my womb. Without my birth control, he would surely have impregnated me.

My lover took a deep breath and collapsed on top of me. He kissed me softly on the cheek.

"You love a rough fuck, don't you, slut?" His tone was as soft as his words were hard.

I nodded and kissed him back.

"Good, 'cause we're not done yet."

Daniel pulled out quickly and it felt like a deluge of cum spilled out of me and onto the bed. He stood up and began to untie me.

"You should make Bill sleep in the wet spot," he said.

I wanted to tell him that was mean and I would never do that— I wouldn't, by the way. But instead, I chuckled to make him happy. I know my guys were into taunting each other, and I think my husband actually enjoyed a little humiliation. I'll play that game when he's around, but I'm never going to degrade my husband for Daniel's enjoyment.

When my lover was finished freeing me, I sat up and said, "Wow, that feels good," as I rubbed my wrists.

"Fucking slut. You weren't supposed to say anything."

"Sor—" I didn't get to finish my apology because Daniel stuffed a ball gag in my mouth.

"We weren't done. I fucking told you, whore. Now I have to punish you."

My pussy began tingling again. I wondered what his punishment was, and whether it would make me cum, because I sooooo fucking needed to cum.

Daniel flipped me over and then retied my hands and feet to the bed. It was almost the same, except now I was face down. When he was done securing my restraints, he lightly ran his hand down my back, his fingers barely brushing my skin. I could feel the tiny hairs tingle and I was afraid he would start tickling me.

I need not have worried.

Smack

His palm came down hard on the ass.

I moaned into the gag.

"You are such a dirty slut, Nikki."

Smack

"Disobeying me."

Smack

"You can't get enough of my cock."

Smack

"Or enough of my cum."

Smack

Smack

Smack

My ass was on fire and my pussy was melting in the heat. The aroma of my sex filled the air.

"You smell like a bitch in heat."

He gave me a couple more smacks. "That ass is a lovely shade of red now."

I yelped when he kissed it. His lips felt cool on my tender skin. I heard him get something out of his bag and was relieved when he started rubbing a soothing cream into my butt cheeks.

"There, there, my little slut. I'll take care of you." He made sure my entire ass was covered and soon the burn became a dull ache.

I gave another yelp when he worked his finger into the crack between my cheeks and circled his finger around my anus.

"Not today, my little slut. Your ass will wait for later."

He set down the salve and came to stand next to the bed where I could see him.

"I'm going to take out the gag because I need you to be able to give your safe word for what comes next."

My eyes shot open wide. What could be next? He already said he wasn't fucking my ass, not that I would deny him that. I was freeuse, no holes barred for another few days.

"Only the safe word! Got it?"

I nodded as best I could. Daniel removed the ball gag. Spit dribbled down my cheek. I must have looked a mess.

"Okay. I have freeuse of your body. That means I can do anything I want, right?"

I nodded.

"Well, then. Since you're a cock-loving cum slut. And my cock isn't good enough. I brought in a guest to help things out."

I felt the mattress move as someone climbed on the bed.

Daniel grabbed my head before I could turn to look.

"Look at me, whore. I know you love cock. And you'll love this one. But just say the word and we'll leave."

Suddenly the word Siberia was on the tip of my tongue. Bill and I hadn't discussed Daniel sharing me. But I did fuck his two buddies on our wedding night. And there was Cabo. Did I want this? Did I want to fuck another man behind my husband's back? It felt so wrong, but my pussy craved it. Maybe I was just a cock-loving cum slut like Daniel said. And Bill did give him freeuse of my body.

I looked at the ball gag in his hand and then I looked up at Daniel's face. He gave me a wicked smile.

"Good girl," he said as he slipped it back into my mouth. "You're going to really love this."


Chapter Seven



When the new man touched me, I almost jumped out of my skin. I felt a shiver radiate from the spot where he touched my back.

I stared at Daniel as my new lover smoothly ran his hand down my back, gliding his fingers gently along my spine. I jumped when he gave my ass a light slap, not hard, just enough to exhibit control.

I wanted him to say something, to tell me I was a good girl, for letting him have me. I craved that praise, but our third man remained silent.

"Spread those legs, my little cum slut," Daniel said with a kind smile.

I obeyed and was rewarded by my new lover gripping my ass cheeks and spreading them wide. He then licked from my pussy up to my anus. I screamed as my body was racked with a shocking sensation. I was amazed that this man was willing to lick my pussy with Daniel's cum still dripping from it. My legs quivered as this new man's tongue parted my labia and delved deep into my pussy. I was lost in a maze of sensations as he went from licking my cum-filled cunt to my tight little rosebud.

I screamed into the ball gag as the man drew a flurry of orgasms from me. He was extremely talented with his tongue, a fucking artist.

"That's it, Nikki, let it out," Daniel said. "Let it all out."

As if I had a fucking choice. This man's tongue demanded a climax and my body was eager to give it. He kept lapping at my treasure as I shook with pleasure until every last ounce of energy was sapped from my body and I was a limp ragdoll.

My new lover didn't give me much time to recover. He knelt between my legs and tapped his erection on my ass. I felt a few drops of wetness settle on my skin and I knew his cock must be leaking pre-cum.

I loved getting a man hard and my heart raced knowing I was about to take a new man into my pussy.

He slipped his hard cock under my body and lined it up with my dripping slit. He rubbed the tip through my dewy folds getting himself nice and wet. Between my juices, Daniel's cum, and his saliva, there was plenty of lubrication.

I felt a wonderful wave of pleasant pleasure wash over me when he slipped it in. He was not big and didn't stretch me like Daniel did, but he felt comfortable inside my walls. I felt every inch as he sank deeper until his pelvis rested on my butt. I was comfortably filled. When he moved, it was slow and deliberate, and my mind was soon numb with ecstasy as my core buzzed with pleasure. I felt a climax building and he hadn't even touched my clit. Who was this man who could fuck so well?

"Take that cock, my good little cum lover," Daniel said.

I wasn't listening, my focus was on the man on my back, fucking me with slow, sensuous strokes.

I mumbled around the ball gag, wanting him to speed up, to go deeper, harder. But he didn't. This new lover had an agenda and he knew what my body needed better than I did.

This man was not fucking me, he was making love to my body. His cock was a magic wand casting a sensuous spell. My pussy was a book he was writing a masterpiece on. It was as if his cock was perfectly created to give me intense pleasure.

And that pleasure continued to build, each stroke building on the last, sending me higher to float on delicate clouds of delight.

When he finally reached beneath me and rubbed my clit, my core exploded. Pleasure tore through me. I screamed as I experienced the greatest orgasm I could remember. Every atom of my body vibrated, my nerves dancing to the symphony my new lover was conducting.

And when he finally released, the warmth of his cum spreading through my body almost made me cry with happiness.

Eventually, I settled down, my body limp as every ounce of energy slowly faded.

He collapsed onto my back. A familiar aroma surrounded me as he blew into my ear.

"Did you like that, my little cum slut?" Bill said.

Fuck, it was my husband. My heart lept into my throat. I needed loose, immediately. I thrashed in my restraints, trying to mouth my safe word through the gag. Luckily, Daniel knew what I was saying and unbound me.

As soon as I was free I rolled over, throwing my husband to the side. I crawled on top of him and tried to crush him in my embrace.

"Fuck, Bill, that was so good," I said. "Never, ever, been better."

Now I was crying. I was a cum loving slut with a husband who let me experience every carnal pleasure imaginable, yet still could make me experience a mind-numbing orgasm.

"I'm so glad I married you," I said between the tears.

"So am I," he said. He looked into my eyes, the love radiating from his gaze.

Daniel could fuck like a master, he could drive me wild with desire and make me cum hard and long. Bill made love and felt like home, like the man I truly belonged with.

"I'll leave you two alone," Daniel said.

I was too busy kissing my husband to care at the moment.

"You two had this whole thing planned," I said when we finally ended our kiss. "Him pretending to leave you stranded at the airport so he could fuck me silly."

"Guilty," Bill said. "We wanted to end his freeuse month with a bang."

"Mission accomplished," I said. "But aren't there a few more days left?"

"Yeah, but I told him I was taking you back. It's been a long two weeks and I want you all to myself."

I clapped with glee. "We're going to spend the next few days in bed."

"Oh, yeah. I'm going to fuck you, use you, and make sweet, sweet, love to you. You're my wife, after all. And for the next few days, my freeuse wife.”

I smiled. There was nothing else in the world I wanted more.

I knew my days as a hotwife for Bill weren't over. I knew I'd get to fuck Daniel again. But I also knew that I loved my husband beyond all bounds. We had broken our marriage vows before we even made them. We had broken all boundaries of acceptable behavior, but we were a stronger couple for it. We shared a love that was greater than physical. We were true soulmates, and no matter what society said, just because Bill shared my body with other men, didn't mean he shared my soul.

That would always be his alone.


PART TWO
Breeding Monica



Chapter Eight



MONICA

Isat in Dr. Fillbun's office by myself staring at the charts and pictures on the wall. All detailing the wonders of pregnancy, birth, and motherhood. On the wall behind his desk was his diploma from Johns Hopkins University. My OBGYN couldn't say enough good things about him. If anyone was going to help us start a family, it would be him.

I stopped taking my birth control the week after my husband returned from his trip. From that moment on sex for us would be for more than just fun. We were now trying to get me knocked up.

The first month was wonderful. We didn't have a plan, we just fucked whenever we felt like it. And we felt like it every night. When I got my period the next month, we decided to get serious. I talked to my doctor and she gave us some suggestions. She told me when I would be most fertile. Bill and I abstained from sex until that time. I wouldn't even let him jack off. I took vitamins.

Still, my period arrived right on schedule.

My doctor told me not to worry and I didn't. We followed her routine for five months with no luck. So that's how we ended up in Dr. Fillbun's office, after six months of trying to get pregnant the old-fashioned way, we decided to try science.

I was playing around with a model of a fetus when I felt a tap on my shoulder.

"Having fun there?" Bill asked.

I set the fetus back into the plastic womb where I'd gotten it. "That didn't take long," I said.

"All I had to do was jack off into a cup. You should have seen some of the porn they had in there. Playboys, Penthouses, Hustlers. Even a couple of Playgirls. It was like some horny teenager's secret stash."

"Horny and teenager is redundant."

"Whatever," Bill said as he sat down next to me. "I just wish I had my phone with me so I could have used the video of you sucking Daniel's cock."

"Bill!" I said, slapping his arm. "Now who's the horny teenager?"

"Well, this horny teenager loves his hotwife."

Bill leaned over and kissed me on the lips. Those magazines must have really got him going because he was reaching for my boobs while his tongue invaded my mouth.

I had to admit, looking around at all the reminders of pregnancy and motherhood had me a little hot and bothered too.

"Settle down, you two," Dr. Fillbun said as he came back into the room. "We may talk about fucking a lot in this room, but we don't do it here."

We all shared a laugh as he settled into his seat behind his desk. He tossed a thin file on his desk.

Dr. Fillbun was a very handsome man, and I'm sure that plenty of wives thought about him when they were fucking their husbands trying to get knocked up. If you asked a casting director to find you a hot doctor for your telenovela, he would pale in comparison to Dr. Fillbun. He was tall, about 6' 3", with broad shoulders and strong arms. He had lush blond hair and deep blue eyes. I'm sure many women longed to have him staring down at them while he impregnated them. He made me a little wet.

He could never be my gynecologist. I'd have an orgasm every time he told me to spread my legs.

"So, I have some good news and some bad news."

"Isn't it always like that," Bill said and slumped into his chair. "The good never makes up for the bad."

Dr. Fillbun ignored my husband and continued. "The good news is that from all the test results, there is nothing wrong with Monica. She's healthy and fertile and her womb is just waiting for an embryo to settle in."

I knew this already. My gynecologist had told me as much several times. That's why we were here. I reached out for Bill's hand. He was going to need a lot of comforting.

"Bill, your insurance is paying me a lot of money, so I'm going to get right to the point. You are pretty much shooting blanks."

My husband squeezed my hand like a vise but didn't say anything. I felt his shoulders droop.

"Your sperm count is as low as they come, while still allowing for the chance you might get a woman pregnant. My guess? You have less than a five percent chance of naturally fathering a child."

I put my arm around my husband. "Dr. Fillbun, isn't there anything we can do?"

"Please, call me Steve. Yes, Monica, there are many options." Dr. Fillbun reached into his desk and pulled out a laminated sheet. "Now, the top three here are not going to work for you guys since Bill is as close to impotent as you can be without actually being impotent."

Fillbun marked off the hormonal options. "We can do artificial insemination, but I'd consider getting a donor if I were you because we'd need a lot of semen from Bill here to get enough sperm for the procedure."

I could tell Bill was not taking the news well.

"Imagine the fun we could have collecting it," I said to my husband. I felt my spirits lift when he chuckled.

"If only," he said. He kissed my hand. "Thanks."

"We can do it," Dr. Fillbun said, "but the cost for the procedure doubles, and insurance will not pay for it."

Was the fucker trying to get my husband to cry? I was really not liking this doctor, even if he was sexy as hell.

"If you want the cheapest procedure with the best chance of getting Monica pregnant, I'd recommend an anonymous sperm donor and in vitro fertilization."

We looked at the price. Even with insurance, we were looking at a bill of around fifty thousand dollars.

I heard my husband gulp.

"Now, I could let you guys go home and talk about this, work out all the financial details, and come back in a few days. But instead, I've got another option for you. One I do not offer to most other couples."

Bill looked at the doctor and squinted. "What are you talking about?"

"Bill, during the consultation you talked about your 'lifestyle' before you decided to start a family."

I wasn't sure we should have told the doctor I had fucked other men early in our marriage, but my OBGYN had insisted. She said it was important that Dr. Fillbun had a complete history of our sex life. Bill considered my doctor's advice and reluctantly agreed.

"So, I'm going to make a suggestion that I wouldn't even think of discussing if you weren't into sharing your wife with other men."

I felt Bill's grip tighten a little. We looked at each other. I think we knew where this was going. As I turned my attention back to the doctor, I got a quick peek at my husband's crotch. He was getting hard.

I couldn't help but smile.

"If you're not going to use Bill's sperm anyway, why not save money and let the donor inseminate Monica naturally?"

While we were letting his suggestion settle in, the doctor continued his pitch.

"Now, there are services that will supply healthy virile men to get your wife pregnant. They're all tested for disease and their medical histories will be on file. There will be no names exchanged, just bodily fluids."

I was sure we weren't the first couple to hear the good Dr. Fillbun's sales pitch.

"How much would this cost?" Bill asked, his voice a monotone like he wasn't one hundred percent on board.

"Of course, this service is not legal in America, so you'd have to cover travel and accommodations separately. The service charges five thousand dollars per session. You'll pay me a one-time fee of five thousand dollars to handle the details and keep the medical records in perpetuity.

I looked at Bill. "It is a lot cheaper." And more fun, I didn't add.

"And more fun," Bill added with a grin. I guess I was wrong.

It was good to see we were on the same wavelength. Later, we would deal with the disappointment of Bill's impotence, but at least right now, he seemed okay.

Dr. Fillbun smiled. "I'm glad I didn't read you guys wrong. Again, I don't offer this service to everyone, only open-minded couples like yourselves. But even then, sometimes the husbands get furious when I suggest it."

The Doctor leaned over his desk to add, "The women never do."

We all chuckled. I was so relieved Bill was taking this so calmly. It couldn't be the best thing for his ego, to hear he couldn't father his own children. But I was sure he'd make a great father.

"I know I've given you guys a lot to think about," the doctor said. "Why don't you go home and talk it over? Then come back to me. We're in no rush."

We thanked the doctor and then headed home after paying the $200 consultation fee.


Chapter Nine



BILL

The doctor had dropped a heavy load onto my lap, but we decided to wait until we got home to discuss it. Monica kept her hand on my thigh the entire drive. I think she was worried I was depressed, but I wasn't. It's not like I didn't want to have kids of my own, I did. But after months of trying, I knew what the tests were going to show even before I shot my load into the cup.

We could adopt a child and avoid the whole issue, but I would never deprive my wife of giving birth to her own child. Before we were married, we talked about it a lot. We were both on the same page when it came to having kids. We wanted them. I was surprised when Monica told me she was looking forward to being pregnant. The impregnation, of course, was the most fun. But she also said she wanted to experience the whole process: the morning sickness, the growing belly and tits, labor.

I didn't understand it, but I didn't question it. And when the doctor mentioned natural insemination, I knew that was what we were going to do. I also knew we would not be having any stranger inseminate my wife, not that the thought didn't get me hard. I had no qualms about my wife fucking another man, even a stranger, but I already knew who I wanted to be the father of my child.

"Are you absolutely sure?" Monica said when I told her. The look in her eyes told me my suggestion was one hundred percent on the mark. We were at home sitting on the couch, each with a drink. I was having a scotch, and Monica a white wine.

"I am," I said. "I think Daniel is the right man for the job."

But it wasn't a job, it was our family. And still, I knew he was the right man. I never really talked to Monica about it, but I've known since our wedding night that Daniel would forever be a part of our family. The way she reacted when he fucked her. It was more than just sex. Yeah, it was raw and rough, but there was also a tenderness they shared. The same that Monica and I had. When Daniel came inside my wife on our wedding night, they weren't just fucking; they were making love.

Now, if Daniel was the man to get my wife pregnant, he would forever be part of our family, even though I would legally be the father of my wife's child, my friend would still be a full partner in raising them.

MONICA

Once we decided that Daniel would be our sperm donor, I couldn't wait to get started. It had been over six months since I'd had sex with anyone but my husband and I was eager to break up the monotony of monogamy.

I would never tell Bill that, of course. I so adored the man. He was sweet and kind and sometimes I felt I didn't deserve him as a husband. What man would let his wife fuck other men and then take her back and shower her with love? And what man would want to start a family with such a woman?

My guilt did not stop me from getting wet every time I thought of Daniel fucking me without protection. Letting him cum in my fertile womb. Having him father my child.

The night before it was to happen, I lay in bed with my husband. We were naked and sweaty from fucking.

We had so much sex during the week leading up to the most fertile period of my cycle. Since we weren't trying to get me pregnant, there was no need to use special positions or wait for certain times of the month. Bill didn't have to save up his cum. We had a blast.

My husband took me in every hole. I sucked his cock, draining his balls down my throat. He fucked my pussy, releasing his impotent semen into my womb. I even let him take my ass, something we'd only done together on a few rare occasions.

On that last night we had regular husband and wife sex. We were expressing our love for each other. Love that few others would accept or understand.

"So, have you had enough of me?" I said. "I think we've fucked every night for the past fortnight."

Bill laughed. "Myka, I'll never get enough of you. But I am ready to let Daniel have a shot at you. Let him try to keep up."

"Oh, baby. He's a demon in bed. He'll fuck me raw and be ready for more in no time."

"Well, I hope he's been abstaining, so he'll have plenty of little swimmers for you."

Now it was my turn to laugh. "You're funny, Bill." Then I gave him a wicked smile. "Maybe, tomorrow, I'll just blow him."

"Hey!"

"Calm down, sweetheart. You know I'm kidding right?"

"Yeah. And I'm not concerned about any of this, you know."

Then Bill got serious. He sat up in bed and took my hand.

"Monica," he said. "I have a confession to make."

At any other time, I would have freaked out. But not tonight.

BILL

From the beginning, our marriage has been unconventional, to say the least. My wife cheated on me at my bachelor party for fuck’s sake. We were lucky that I was a little buzzed and very aroused at the time. It was only after the fact that I discovered how much I enjoyed watching her fuck my friend.

Monica looked very serene as I prepared to divulge my darkest secret.

"Myka, I know I share more than just your body with Daniel. I also share your heart."

It was the hardest thing I ever had to say to my wife, but I could tell she wasn't surprised. For the first time since our wedding, I was actually afraid of losing her. I didn't worry when she was fucking other guys, but now I sensed a shift. She was taking my confession a little too well.

"Bill, are you afraid of losing me?"

It took me a moment to answer. "Yes."

Monica touched my cheek and we locked eyes. "Bill, you are never going to lose me. I may fuck other guys, and I may even develop feelings for a few, but you'll never lose me. I'll always come back to you."

"Even if one of those guys is the father of your child?"

"You mean the father of our child. He'll be a part of our extended family, but I will be married to you."

Our chat continued into the evening. We made tender love and I came inside her. The next morning, Daniel would be coming over to fuck a baby into her.


Chapter Ten



MONICA

Iwas so excited the day Daniel was scheduled to come by. It had been too long since we'd fucked, and I missed him. I decided to dress up for the night, even though we weren't going out.

Daniel was supposed to arrive at seven. I knew I'd be buzzing all day, so I decided to go to the spa. I had a full-body massage, had my hair and nails done, and bought a new pair of lingerie just for the occasion, a nice baby blue bra and matching panties.

I don't know what Bill did. He said he was going into the office. I let him think I believed him.

My husband was still gone when I got home around four, so I took a bubble bath, being careful not to disturb my hair. On a whim, I shaved my pussy, like I was some college sorority chick. I wanted everything to be perfect.

I was just slipping into my little black dress when Bill got home. I was in the en-suite getting dressed and he almost scared me.

"My God, Myka, you're beautiful."

"I'm glad you think so. Can you zip me up?"

My husband came up behind me and pressed himself into my back. I felt his erection pushing into my ass.

"How about I fuck you once more before Daniel gets here?" he whispered into my ear.

I got wet at the thought of my husband still wanting me, even though his best friend was coming over to impregnate me. It was so wrong, yet so deliciously hot.

"Just zip me up," I forced myself to say. "I don't want you ruining my hair and makeup."

"I'll be real careful."

"You're funny," I said.

He zipped me while kissing my neck. I could feel my juices flowing and I knew I'd be ready to take Daniel's cock as soon as he showed up. It was wonderful being desired by two men that I adored.

I told Bill to head downstairs while I finished dressing. He was pouting when he turned to go. I pulled his arm back, getting his attention.

"You know I love you, right? No other husband would be as understanding as you. You're my partner and my soulmate. Until death do we part."

Bill held a serious look on his face until I got to the end, then he gave me a sly smile. "After Daniel's put a baby in you, I'm going to fuck you so hard."

"I'm looking forward to it," I said. "Now, go downstairs and get me a glass of white wine."

"Sure thing, you cock-loving slut."

I slapped his arm and laughed. I loved being a cock-loving slut.

BILL

I poured my wife her wine and myself a finger of scotch. I was so nervous and so horny. My best friend was coming over to fuck my wife with no protection, and I was giddy as a schoolboy. After spending the last six months trying to get my wife pregnant, I was actually looking forward to watching someone else try.

I was standing in the living room when Monica came in.

"Where's my drink?" she asked.

"It's right—" I turned and nearly dropped my glass. She was an angel in a black dress. Her black hair framed her lovely face. Her brown eyes scanned my face, looking for any hint of apprehension. She'd find none.

Monica smiled. "It's right where?"

I pointed to the end table next to me.

"So, how do I look?"

"Good enough to eat."

"Maybe after," my wife said. She was joking, but I knew I'd go down on her dirty cheating pussy any time.

She came up to me and picked up her glass of chardonnay. She reached down and rubbed my cock while she took a sip. She left a hint of red lipstick on her glass.

"Are you hard for me?"

"You know damn well I am."

"You amaze me, Bill," my wife said.

"And you…" I couldn't think of anything to say. "You leave me… speechless."

"There are better things to use your tongue for." She kissed my cheek, careful not to smudge her lipstick too much.

The doorbell rang. It was Daniel.

Monica answered it.

"Fuck, you're beautiful."

"Come on in, Danny," my wife said. She kissed him on the lips with no regard to her makeup and I felt a little prick of jealousy. The couple were standing at the threshold, and any of our neighbors could see them. Luckily the porch light was off, so the couple was in shadows, but still.

"Really, Daniel. Let's bring it inside. You're not going to fuck her on the porch."

"That might be fun," he said with a devilish twinkle in his eyes.

"I'd rather not," my wife said, guiding her lover inside.

I poured Daniel a scotch.

"So, how is this going to work?" he asked.

I didn't know. This was no first-time date, no need to get up the courage to do the deed. It wasn't like this was the first time my wife and Daniel had fucked, although every time before this she had been on birth control. Now, when Daniel came inside her, he would be filling her fertile womb with his seed.

And even if he didn't get her pregnant tonight, they'd keep trying. And even if she did get pregnant, they'd keep trying.

After she finished her wine, Monica took Daniel's glass of scotch and set it down.

"Take me to the bedroom and breed me," she said with a sultry lilt.

"You have such a way with words, my pretty little slut," he said. Daniel looked at me. "And what are you going to be doing, while I'm knocking up your wife?"

"I'll be watching," I said.

"Well then," Daniel said, "Let's go."

The three of us headed to our bedroom.

The room was dark, with just the light from the hallway and en-suite for illumination. I went in first and lit a few candles I had spaced around the room.

"It's very romantic," Daniel said to my wife.

"It was Bill's idea. Since we're here to make a baby, he thought flickering candles would set the right mood."

"So, thoughtful," Daniel said to me.

"I want everything perfect. I'll just sit over here." I moved to a chair against the wall. It would give me a nice view of everything that happened.

"Before you do," Monica said, beckoning me with her finger. I stood next to my wife. I leaned down for a kiss on the lips, but she turned her head and I kissed her cheek instead. "Why don't you unwrap me for Daniel?"

My stomach jumped. I was going to strip my wife so another man could fuck her, without protection. I felt my heart racing, pumping blood to my cock.

I turned my wife to face Daniel. The soft shadows cast by the flickering candles danced on his face. I could read his desire for my wife in his expression. It had been a long time since he'd fucked her and I knew he felt something other than lust for her. At that moment I realized this was a dangerous game, but I couldn't help but keep playing.

I pulled down the zipper on my wife's black dress. She shrugged her shoulders and the garment slid down her lithe body and pooled on the floor at her feet. She took a step toward her lover.

"Do you like?" she asked as she twirled her body. She winked at me as she turned.

"You make me so hard," Daniel said.

"So that's a yes," Monica said. She turned to me. "Continue."

I unfastened her bra and let it fall.

Daniel's eyes went wide. He licked his lips. Had it been so long since he'd seen her naked that he forgot how beautiful she looked?

I hooked my fingers in the waistband of my wife's panties and pulled them down. The aroma of her sex filled my senses.

I felt my cock grow harder. My willpower slipped and I almost ended the whole affair so I could fuck her myself. But then I remembered this was more than just fucking. This was about starting a family, and I didn't want to disappoint Monica, so I let it continue.

My wife stepped out of her panties and into Daniel's arms.

They kissed and I felt a pain in my heart. It was a tender kiss, their tongues slowly intertwined as they became reacquainted after a long time apart. I knew this would be the hardest part of the night, watching them share an emotional intimacy.

After a few minutes, they parted. Daniel placed his hands on my wife's shoulders and pushed her to her knees. She went willingly.

No words were spoken. Monica knew what he wanted her to do. She unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants. I shivered a bit as she pulled his pants down, along with his boxers.

My wife was startled when his cock sprang out.

"I'd forgotten how beautiful your cock is," she said. That it was long and girthy went unsaid.

Monica licked the pre-cum from the tip and took the first few inches into her mouth. She savored the moment, giving Daniel's shaft long slow strokes as she ran her tongue along the ridge of his crown.

"Oh, fuck, you're such a great cocksucker, Nikki." Hearing his pet name for my wife sent another shiver down my spine.

"I love to hear you say that."

At that moment I realized I never really told her that. I mean, I did say I loved the way she gave me head, but I don't think I ever used those vulgar words. I guess that's just something a husband isn't supposed to say to his wife. But a husband is also not supposed to share her with other men.

"I would love to cum down that sweet little throat of yours," Daniel said, "but that will have to wait, cause I need to put a baby inside you."

"Are you going to breed me, Danny?"

"Oh, I am so going to breed you, Nikki. Then, when you're knocked up, I’m going to keep fucking you."

Monica shook her head playfully. "I think that will be up to my husband."

They both looked I me.

I shrugged and said, "As long as I get a few turns, that's fine by me."

They swapped high fives and Daniel picked my wife up and threw her on the bed.

"I can't wait any longer. If I don't fuck you soon, I'm going to erupt and shoot my seed all over this room."

Monica scooted back on the bed and opened her legs wide. Her pussy glistened with dew in the orangey candlelight. "Your cum isn't going anywhere but inside my womb." She looked at me. "My fertile womb."

My cock twitched in my pants. I wanted to stroke it, but I was saving myself for reclaiming my wife after Daniel had her.

My friend finished taking his clothes off and joined my wife on the bed.

He knelt between her outstretched thighs and ran his fingers gently along the insides of her legs. She's very sensitive there and I could see her squirm. Then he leaned down and began devouring her pussy with his mouth. He lapped at her labia like a thirsty man. For a man who was eager to breed my wife, he sure was taking his sweet time.

My wife didn't seem to have a problem with that. She had her eyes closed and her hands tangled in Daniel's hair as she enjoyed his tongue flicking her clit.

"Fuck, that feels good. Oh shit. I'm going to cum."

Daniel's mouth was busy so I urged her on.

"That's it, baby," I said. "Let it go. Cum on Daniel's tongue, Myka. Cum for him."

And she did. My wife screamed her lover's name as he gave her the first orgasm of the evening. He kept on lapping up her juices as her climax rolled through her body.

When Monica came back to earth, Daniel propped himself up on his elbows and smiled at her. "You're a screamer."

"I know," both my wife and I said at the same time. We shared a smile.

My wife yelped when Daniel started moving up her body, licking her mound, her navel, her stomach, as he went. He stopped to spend quality time with her breasts. He squeezed her left tit while sucking on her right. He took a gentle bite of her nipple and I swear she had another small orgasm.

My wife was in a heightened state of arousal, probably because it was the most fertile time of the month for her.

Monica gave a disappointed sigh when he stopped playing with her breasts, but it was quickly replaced by a moan as he placed the head of his cock against her swollen folds.

"Ah yesss," she hissed as he pressed his cock slowly into her pussy, stretching her open.

"You're so tight," Daniel said as he penetrated my wife.

I instinctively started rubbing my crotch through my pants but stopped myself. I promised I wouldn't cum until I took my wife back, and I wasn't going to break that promise to myself.

"That's because you haven't fucked me in a long, long while."

Most men would take that as a dig on my manhood, but I knew she was right. Daniel has a much bigger cock than I do.

Daniel eventually bottomed out in my wife's pussy. He pressed deep and held, then began kissing my wife again. I turned away for a moment. For some reason, the pain was a little too much, even if my cock remained hard as steel.

"Are you ready for your breeding, Nikki?"

I turned to look. My wife was staring straight at me.

"Yes," she said. "Fuck a baby into me, Danny."

I watched her eyes roll back in her head as my best friend began fiercely fucking my wife. He gave her quick short strokes that slowly became long and deep. He made sure she felt every inch of his cock.

"Ah fuck," she moaned.

"That's it, Nikki. You take my cock so well."

There may have been three of us in the room, but I didn't feel a part of the scene. I was like a MySpace account, totally useless and probably forgotten.

That's when I heard my wife call my name.

"Bill," she said. "Would you come here?"

I moved over to the bed and sat down next to my wife. It was difficult because Daniel had not stopped fucking her. He was pounding with everything he had.

Monica took my hand. Her grip was super tight. I could tell she was close to a climax. Her eyes kept fluttering.

"Oh fuck. I'm close," Daniel said.

"That's it, Danny. Cum in me. Cum in my married, fertile cunt."

She smiled at me and brought her hand up to my face. "Kiss me, sweetheart," she said. "Kiss me while your friend breeds me."

I almost came in my pants without even touching myself.

I leaned over and kissed my wife. Our tongues touching, probing. My wife moaned and I knew she was at the crest of her climax.

"Take it, Nikki. Take my cum."

My wife started shaking. Daniel drove his cock as deep as he could and held it. I could feel his body clench as he came, shooting his potent seed deep into my wife's fertile womb.

My wife's eyes opened wide and she called out his name.

"Oh, Danny. I feel you coming. So good."

She pressed her hips up and wrapped her legs around her lover's waist. She was making sure every drop of his semen stayed inside her.

To my surprise, in the moment Daniel claimed my wife's womb, before her orgasm had even ended, she turned to me and said, "I love you, Bill."

"I love you, too, Myka."

I kissed her again. When I was satisfied she understood just how much I loved her and the child she would soon be carrying, I stepped back.

"I'll leave you two alone," I said.

I left the room before she could say anything. I was just a little bit disappointed she didn't call me back, but glad she didn't. I wouldn't have been able to say no.

I went and poured myself a drink and contemplated what the future held.

We were going to start a family. If she didn't conceive tonight, we'd try again tomorrow and the next night, until she did.

And Daniel, my best friend, the man I shared everything with in college, was now more than a friend, more than a brother. He would be the father of my child. And even though I would be raising them along with my wife, Daniel would also be a part of the kid's life.

Our family would be close, tight-knit, and totally unconventional.

While I was thinking about the future, my friend came out of the bedroom.

Daniel came up to me and gave me a bear hug. I was glad he had put on his pants.

"Bro, I want to thank you for everything," he said.

"I should be thanking you," I said, returning his embrace.

"Thank me for fucking your wife?"

"Thank you for giving her a child. It means so much to her, to us."

We stared at each other in silence, our thoughts cluttered and inexpressible. One day we'd have to sit down and sort things out, laying down the blueprint for our new family. But that time wasn't now.

"Go to her," Daniel said. "She wants you. She needs you."

"Did she say that?"

"I know. Just go."

Inside our bedroom, Monica was lying on the bed. She was curled up on her side. I lay down next to her and wrapped my arms around her.

"Thank you," she said. "I know it must be hard. Knowing this child isn't yours."

"Sweetheart, that child will always be mine, and yours." I thought for a moment and added, "And Daniel's. It's not normal, but it's what we have."

She turned around in my arms and kissed me.

"You are truly a good man, Bill. You will make a great father."

"And you will make a great mother."

"Make love to me," she said.

Even though her womb was full of another man's semen, I'd never felt more loved.
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