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Chapter One




“Do you really have to go?” I asked, staring out the window over the Manhattan skyline. The city sparkled in the daylight, sun glinting off a thousand windows.

Behind me, Michael was buttoning his perfectly pressed shirt, sleeves rolled high enough to show those forearms that still did things to me after twenty years of marriage. He looked every bit the impressive CEO.

“It’s only a week, Grace,” he said, slipping his watch on. “Tokyo’s not exactly optional. This is a big deal, and I have to be there.” I knew he was right. The only reason we had such an amazing apartment and amazing life was because he worked so hard.

“Seven nights on my own,” I murmured, biting my lip petulantly. “You know how long that is for me these days?”

He laughed. “You make it sound like I’m abandoning you.”

I turned, letting my robe slide open just enough to make him pause. The silk clung to my hips, half-revealing the black lace I’d put on that morning. My full, heavy breasts were almost on display, the sheer material of my bra letting my dark nipples show through.

“It feels like you are,” I said. “Since the kids left for college, all I do is think about sex. I need you.”

He smirked. “That’s not exactly a bad problem to have.”

“Not if I could do something about it,” I said, stepping closer, fingers toying with his belt. “But you’re always on a plane, or a call. What am I supposed to do when you’re gone?”

“Grace,” he said quietly, “I’ve actually been thinking lately…”

I suddenly had a weird feeling in my stomach. “What?”

He leaned in, his breath warm against my neck. “Maybe I wouldn’t mind if someone else took care of you while I’m away.”

I pulled back just enough to see if he was joking. His expression was steady, a slight smile on his lips.

“Shut up,” I said. But my heart was racing.

“I’m not joking,” he said. “You’ve been climbing the walls since the kids left. I’m hardly ever home. Maybe it’s not fair to expect you to just sit here, waiting for me.”

I stared at him, my pulse thudding in my ears. “But that’s crazy. You’d really be okay with that? With me… sleeping with someone else?”

“The thought of it actually turns me on,” he said. My hands strayed to the bulge in his pants. He was hard. I gave his cock a squeeze.

“Michael…” I whispered. “God, you saying that is making me wet.”

He reached out and traced a line down my collarbone with his thumb, running it down my chest and over my nipple. It stiffened instantly, and I let out a little moan.

“I’m not giving you permission because I don’t want you,” he murmured. “I want you all the time. But the thought of you… being fucked by a stranger… it would be so hot.”

“And if I did? If I were with someone while you’re gone… you’d want to know?”

His jaw tightened a little. “I’d want you to tell me. Every little detail. Maybe even send me something.”

My breath caught. “Pictures?”

He nodded slowly, eyes dark. “Or video. Something to make me crazy over there. You being my dirty secret while I’m stuck in meetings.”

I let the robe fall off my shoulders completely, standing there in the black lace lingerie. “Jesus,” I breathed. “I don’t even know if I’m brave enough.”

Michael cupped my breast, his thumb still stroking my nipple. He kissed me, his mouth hungrier than usual. I unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was rock-hard and throbbing in my hand.

“You don’t have to decide now. I’m not pushing you. But if you want it… you have my blessing.”

“Michael, you’re a very naughty man.” I pushed him towards the bed, and he lay back on it. I climbed on top of him, feeling his cock press against my mound. I ground on him, rubbing his shaft against my clit through my panties.

“God, Grace,” he murmured, “You’re so hot. How would you like to be a hotwife?”

I reached between my legs. My panties were soaked through. I pulled them to the side and dipped two fingers into my pussy, collecting some of my release on them. “The idea is making me so wet,” I groaned. I pushed my fingers into his mouth. Michael’s tongue curled greedily around them, eyes locked on mine.

I slid down his body, dragging my nails over his chest, then knelt between his legs. His cock jutted up, thick and heavy, veins standing out against the flushed skin. I wrapped my fingers around the base and ran my tongue slowly up the length, tasting him. I sucked him into my mouth until the head nudged the back of my throat. My panties were still pulled to one side, soaked through.

“Imagine you’re doing this to someone else while I watch,” Michael said, his voice thick with lust. “Imagine me sitting in a hotel room in Tokyo, jerking off while you send me videos…”

A shudder went through me. I pulled off him with a wet sound and crawled back up to straddle him again. His cock slid against my entrance, and I lowered myself onto it, inch by inch, until he filled me completely.

“Oh… fuck,” I moaned, rocking my hips slowly. “You want me to be your hotwife… you want me to be your slut.”

He gripped my hips hard, guiding me. “Yes. I want you to be greedy. I want you to take what you need and then come back and tell me everything.”

I rode him harder, my breasts bouncing in the lace bra, his eyes fixed on them. “Would you like me to tell you about every cock? Every dirty thing they do to me?”

“Yes,” he groaned, thrusting up into me. “Every. Single. Detail.”

The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his chest, dark hair falling around my face. “God, Michael,” I panted. “I don’t even know who I’d start with…”

“Someone,” he growled. “Anyone. Just so long as you let me know. And then… more than one at a time.”

“Fuck…” I whispered, imagining a cock in both my hands, imagining being fucked with another cock in my mouth…

I gasped as my climax built, hips grinding faster. His cock twitched inside me, his hands dragging me down harder. We came almost at the same time, me throwing my head back and screaming, him groaning deep in his chest as he spilled into me.

When I finally collapsed on his chest, trembling, he brushed his fingers through my hair. “Tokyo’s a week,” he whispered. “Plenty of time to be truly dirty.”

“Oh, god,” I whispered, “Am I really going to do this?”


Chapter Two




Ibarely slept that night. Every time I closed my eyes, I started to fantasize about sleeping with a stranger. It was insane, the sort of thing other people did, not me. Yet, Michael was giving me permission to live out my fantasy. And his. I slipped on a silk robe and padded barefoot to the kitchen, staring out over the dark city skyline. Somewhere out there, people were probably doing the very thing Michael had told me to imagine.

The next morning, I needed air. The walls of the apartment felt too close, my head too full. I threw on a knee-length skirt, a blouse, and sunglasses, and took the lift down to the lobby.

“Morning, Mrs Bennett,” said the concierge as I approached the doors. “How are you today?”

He was a tall, black man, and I knew from his name badge that he was called Devon. I’d seen him around many times before, always polite, always with that easy smile. Today I noticed more: the way his shirt stretched across his shoulders, the warmth in his voice, the faint scent of something clean and masculine when he held the door.

“Morning, Devon,” I said, returning his smile. “Actually, I didn’t sleep very well.”

He smiled. “Coffee helps with that. Would you like me to send someone to get you one?”

I couldn’t help but smile back. “That’s very kind, but the walk will do me good. And did you sleep well?” I asked. For some reason, I didn’t want the conversation to end.

“Not at all,” he smirked. “I’ve been working here all night.”

I laughed. “Fair enough. You must be exhausted.”

“I’m used to it. I get off in an hour.”

As I walked to the corner cafe, I found myself thinking about how handsome he was. Did I dare?

When I returned twenty minutes later, coffee in hand, Devon was still at the door. He noticed me and opened it instantly.

“Feel better?” he asked.

“A little,” I said. Then, before I could stop myself, I added, “You’re right about the coffee. But I think what I really need is a distraction.”

The way his smile lingered told me he’d caught the tone. “Careful, Mrs Bennett,” he said softly. “Distractions can be dangerous.”

I smiled back, my heart beating faster than it should have. “Maybe dangerous is what I need.”

“I don’t think Mr Bennett would want you put in any danger.”

“Mr Bennett has given me permission to… enjoy a little danger while he is away,” I said. My heart was so loud now that I was sure he could hear it.

“Then I’d say whoever gets to help you with that is a lucky man.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the hum of traffic coming from outside.

“When do you finish work?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He glanced at his watch. “Ten minutes. Why?”

I shrugged, pretending it was casual. “I’ve got a couple of plants that need moving. The big ones from the hallway. I was going to ask building maintenance, but they always take days to respond. You look like you know your way around a heavy lift.”

He smiled again, his eyes twinkling. “I can manage that, Mrs Bennett.”

“Please, call me Grace,” I said.

“Grace,” he nodded. I felt a thrill rush through me as he said my name. “I’ll see you shortly.”

As I stepped into the lift, I could feel his eyes on me until the doors closed. The mirror inside caught my reflection, flushed cheeks, and a little smile I couldn’t quite hide. But then, I had a sudden twinge of doubt. What was I doing? I must have been fifteen years older than him. I was carrying a few extra pounds. My breasts were heavy, with a few stretch marks. What made me think he would even be interested? I was almost certain he wouldn’t come. He’d probably report me for sexual harassment.

Barely ten minutes had passed when a firm knock at the door made me jump. My heart skipped a beat. I smoothed my blouse and took a deep breath. I opened the door, and there he was, that same charming grin on his face.

“Didn’t keep you waiting, did I?”

“No,” I said, my voice a little breathier than I’d intended. I stepped aside, trying to seem calm. “That was… quick. Come in...”

He smiled as he stepped inside. “You sounded like you needed help urgently.”

I laughed nervously. “God, this is so stupid,” I said. “I shouldn’t have asked you up here.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because…” I hesitated, feeling heat rise in my chest. “My husband…” I laughed again, shaking my head. “You’ll think I’m insane. He said I could… well, that I could see someone else while he’s away. Like, actually see someone. Sleep with them.” I exhaled, shaking my head. “It’s ridiculous, right? I mean, I know you’d never…”

He stepped closer, eyes never leaving mine. “You’d be surprised what I might do,” he said softly.

I blinked. “What?”

He smiled wider, tilting his head. “Let’s just say… hotwives are kind of my hobby.”

For a second, I thought I’d misheard him. My mouth went dry. “You’re kidding.”

He shook his head slowly. “Not even a little. And you… Grace… are very hot.” He reached up, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face, fingers just grazing my cheek.

“Can you… show me what you do to them?” I whispered.

His lips met mine, slow at first, confident and unhurried. He kissed like a man who knew exactly what he was doing. I melted against him, my fingers gripping the front of his shirt. His hands slid down my sides, making me tremble. His hands reached my ass, pulling me closer to him. His tongue was hot and in my mouth. He kissed so differently from my husband.

I pulled away and took his hand, leading him to the bedroom. But once we were inside, he took control, pushing me gently to the bed. He put his hands on my thighs and slid my skirt up, hooking his fingers into my panties and dragging them down. I felt another stab of anxiety. Oh god, he could see my pussy. I should have shaved it… isn’t that what women do these days?

His large hands opened my thighs wide. I could feel the cool air on my wet slit. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he murmured. His fingers parted my lips, spreading my cunt. “I love your bush, my god.” He brushed his fingers through it.

And then his tongue was on me. Hot and wet, he licked me all the way up my pussy with one firm stroke, sending a surge of electricity through my whole body. I arched my back, my hands going instinctively to my breasts and holding them through my blouse. He licked me again, and my body responded, pleasure racing through me, making me squirm under his firm grip.

Again and again, he licked me, driving me wild. I could feel myself leaking arousal onto his tongue.

“Fuck, you taste good,” he murmured into my pussy.

And then he started to focus on my clit. New waves of pleasure washed over me, making every nerve in my body tingle. It was so intense that it was almost overwhelming. I squeezed my breasts harder, my body bucking and twisting under his grip. His hands on my thighs held me in place as he worked my clit. When he sucked on it, I came hard. I screamed with pleasure, the release rushing through me and making me shake.

He stood up, wiping his mouth with his hand. He started to unbuckle his belt. “Now you’re going to suck my cock,” he said.

“Yes, please,” I whispered, sitting up and helping him pull down his pants. His cock sprang free, thick, hard, and long. I wrapped my hand around the dark shaft, giving it a firm stroke. It was so much bigger than Michael’s, so much thicker.

I ran my tongue up the whole length, feeling him twitch underneath me. Then I took the head into my mouth, playing with it with my tongue. He groaned, his fingers gripping my hair and gently guiding me back and forth. I moaned around him, sucking him deeper. He felt fantastic in my mouth, hot and hard. I tried to take him even deeper, but he hit the back of my throat, and I gagged, spit running down his shaft.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Suck my cock like a slutty hotwife.”

I thought about Michael. He was probably in the air right now, with no idea that I was already sucking a big, black cock on our marital bed. The thought made my pussy ache.

I pulled back slightly, panting, saliva dripping down my chin. “My phone,” I gasped, fumbling for it. I unlocked it and handed it to Devon. “For my husband,” I said.

He smirked, taking the phone and hitting record. My pulse raced. I leaned back down, lips wrapping around him again, eyes glancing at the camera as I bobbed my head. Every stroke made me shiver, my gagging and moans adding to the filthy video.

But my pussy was aching too much. I need him to fuck me. I pulled Devon’s cock out of my mouth, leaving it glistening and twitching, a wet sheen of spit coating the shaft. My lips were swollen, my throat raw.

I took the phone out of his hand and sent the video to Michael, my fingers trembling as I hit send. Then, I looked up at Devon with heavy-lidded eyes, already unbuttoning my blouse. “I need you to fuck me now.”

We quickly removed the rest of our clothes. Devon grabbed my hips, pulling me up just enough to position himself between my thighs. He teased me for a second, rubbing the fat head of his cock against my swollen and aching pussy. Then he plunged deep inside me in one hard stroke, filling me completely. My back arched, nails digging into the sheets as he stretched me open, my cunt gripping his shaft like a vice. He was so much bigger than I was used to, so much thicker.

He started to fuck me in long, hard strokes. Every thrust sent sparks of pleasure through me, my pussy clenching around him, soaking his cock. I wrapped my legs around him, lifting them up to feel him even deeper. He kissed me, his mouth hungry, his chest against my breasts. He kept fucking me, hard and relentlessly. I felt my climax building quickly.

Every thrust hit me exactly right, grinding against my clit and deep inside my aching pussy. My body shivered, hips bucking against him even as he held me tight. I felt the tension coil tighter and tighter, every nerve screaming for release. My toes curled, nails digging into his back.

Then it hit me, a shattering wave of pleasure that made my body seize. My pussy clenched around his cock as he continued to fuck me through it. He groaned into my mouth, feeling me come around him.

When I finally came down, gasping and weak, Devon didn’t give me a moment to rest before he flipped me over, pressing me flat onto the bed. My stomach hit the mattress, ass in the air, and he grabbed me by the hips, slamming into me from behind. The angle was perfect, hitting every spot inside me, and I cried out, hips lifting to meet him. My hands scrabbled at the sheets as he fucked me harder, deeper, leaving me gasping and dripping beneath him.

I could feel my body building again, my pussy throbbing around him. My moans got louder and more urgent as I rocked back against him. Suddenly, I was coming again. I let out a scream, my body shuddering uncontrollably. Warm liquid squirted out, soaking the sheets, and Devon groaned, holding me tight, thrusting through it.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” he groaned.

“Come in me,” I managed to gasp.

He slammed into me one last time and held himself there as his cock throbbed and pumped load after load of thick, warm cum into my cunt. When he finally pulled out, floods of his release followed, dripping down my thighs and onto the bed.

We collapsed together, sweaty and sticky, my body still trembling.

“I… I can’t believe I just did that,” I whispered.

“You were amazing,” he said softly. “Perfect.” His finger traced the lines down my breast, circling my nipple. I could feel his cum still leaking out of me. His cock against my leg still felt stiff. I wrapped my hand around it.

“You’re still hard,” I said.

“Of course. I’m not done with you yet,” he smirked.

We spent the rest of the morning fucking.


Chapter Three




When Devon finally left, I was sore and aching all over. My legs felt weak, and my pussy throbbed. I finally grabbed my phone and opened it. My inbox was full of messages from Michael, most of them fire emojis and little devil faces. He seemed ecstatic that I had already lived out the fantasy we’d talked about.

He was in a taxi to the hotel, stuck in traffic, and he told me he couldn’t wait to get himself off to my video, just imagining me on my knees, taking a stranger. That thought made me shiver with arousal. When I started texting him more details of what had happened, it turned him on even more. It seemed like this hotwife lifestyle was going to be a lot of fun.

By the following morning, I had barely recovered. But I got dressed and slipped down to the lobby, already thinking about Devon. He was sitting behind the desk, looking impossibly composed in his smart shirt and tie. My pulse quickened.

“Good morning, Mrs Bennett,” he said, his usual polite smile in place, as if he hadn’t given me orgasm after orgasm for several hours yesterday.

“Good morning, Devon,” I said, looking around. There was no one else in the lobby. I got down on my hands and knees and crawled under the desk.

“Er… Grace…” he said, hesitantly. “What are you doing?”

Hidden under the desk, I unzipped his fly, and reached in to pull out his cock. He was already half-hard, and he stiffened quickly in my hand. He moved forward to the edge of the seat, letting me get more length out of his pants. I started to suck him, using my tongue to tease the end.

“Fuck… Grace,” he groaned. Then I felt his body tense. The door to the street had opened.

“Miss Jones,” Devon said, in his usual polite voice. “There’s a letter for you.” He reached into a drawer and passed over the letter. I heard Miss Jones thank him, and the elevator doors open and close. Then she was gone. The whole time, I hadn’t stopped sucking his cock. I picked up the pace, taking him deeper than ever into my throat, fighting the urge to gag.

The door to the street opened again. I heard the sound of heavy boots cross the floor.

“Delivery for apartment seven,” said a deep voice.

Devon took the package and signed for it, without moving from his seat. I licked all the way up his shaft, feeling him tremble slightly as he handed the paper back to the delivery driver. I started to use both hands to stroke his shaft hard, keeping the head in my mouth and sucking on it.

The door closed and we were alone again.

“Fuck… Grace… you’ll make me come down your throat,” he warned.

I moaned around his shaft, only increasing my pace. I felt him twitch, and his balls tighten. He groaned, and then he came in thick, hot loads, right into my mouth. I swallowed it down, not spilling a drop.

When he’d finished, I crawled out from under the desk, wiping my mouth. I straightened my clothes. Devon put his cock away and zipped himself up.

“That was unexpected,” he said, but his eyes were shining.

“I was wondering,” I said, still horny, and struck with an idea. “Do you know other men… like yourself? In the… hotwife scene?”

His smile got bigger. “You horny slut, Mrs Bennett,” he laughed. “Yes, I do.”

He picked up his phone and swiped a few times. Then he showed me the screen. There was a handsome businessman in an expensive suit and tie on the screen. “You like the look of him?”

“Yeah, he’ll do.” I tried to sound casual, but my heart was pounding.

He started typing on his phone. I hung around in the lobby, trying not to look suspicious as one of my neighbors came out of the elevator and went out onto the street. After a few messages back and forth, he wrote an address on a piece of paper and pushed it over the desk to me.

“His name is Tom Sanders, he’s an investment banker working downtown. He’s expecting you right away. This is the address.”

I felt my stomach flip. “That was quick.”

“I’ll call you a cab.”


Chapter Four




The cab dropped me off outside a tall glass tower downtown. The lobby of the bank was all marble and chandeliers. I went up to the front desk.

“I’m here to see Tom Sanders,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my pulse was racing. “He’s expecting me.”

The receptionist gave me a polite smile and a once-over before picking up the phone. “He’ll be right down.”

A few moments later, he appeared from the lift. He was tall, confident, and wearing a dark suit tailored to perfection. His hair was slicked back, and he had a neatly trimmed beard. Was it really this easy to have sex with such a hot man?

“Grace,” he said smoothly. “Devon said you might drop by. Come on up.”

“Enjoy,” called the receptionist as we walked away. She seemed to know exactly why I was here.

The elevator doors slid shut, and we were alone. The hum of the lift filled the space between us. He glanced sideways at me.

“So,” he said quietly, “Devon says you’re new to the lifestyle?”

“That’s right,” I said, my fingers playing with the strap on my bag. “My husband is out of town, and this is the first time I’ve been given a hall pass. How do you know Devon?”

“Oh, we go to the same club,” he replied, his eyes lingering on my cleavage.

“What sort of club?” I asked.

“A sex club,” he said, matter-of-factly, as the doors opened onto the executive floor. I felt a sudden rush of heat and desire low between my thighs. A sex club. This man must be seriously experienced. I wanted him more than ever.

He led me to a corner office and closed the door with a soft, definitive click.

“Can I get you something to drink?” he asked.

“Water’s fine.”

He poured two glasses, then handed one to me, his fingers grazing mine just long enough to send a sharp shiver up my arm. I took a sip, put the glass down, and he cupped my face with one large hand.

“Take your panties off,” he ordered, his eyes never leaving mine.

The command was a physical shock, and my pussy instantly clenched and ached. I reached up under my skirt, sliding my silk panties down over my hips until they pooled at my feet.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Now sit on the desk.”

I hiked my skirt up and sat on the cool, polished wood, spreading my legs to give him a full view. I could feel the wet, sticky heat pooling inside me. He stood there, a slight smirk on his face as he admired my open pussy. The obvious, thick bulge in his pants told me he approved.

“Will you film this for my husband?” I asked, pulling my phone from my bag and holding it out.

“If you send me a copy, too,” he grinned, taking it from me.

He took the phone, propping it carefully on a stack of financial binders so it had a clear view. His eyes held mine as he unbuttoned his suit jacket, tossing it onto his leather chair. He loosened his tie, then slowly undid the top two buttons of his tailored shirt, revealing a glimpse of smooth, tanned chest.

He knelt before me, his hands settling on my inner thighs. I instinctively shifted towards him, opening myself further.

He paused, not touching my pussy yet, but running his thumbs lightly along the delicate crease where my leg met my mound. I gasped, the anticipation almost too much.

“You’re already so wet for me, Grace,” he whispered. His dark eyes darted from my face down to my pussy, then back up, making me feel utterly exposed. I watched him lower his head. The first touch of his mouth was soft, yet precise, a slow drag of his tongue right over my clit. I gasped, my entire body arching forward.

He pulled back, watching the visible twitch of my hips. “Relax,” he commanded.

He dove back in, his mouth firm and demanding, sucking and circling with an effortless rhythm that made my head spin. My fingers tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, desperate for more. I was drowning in the pleasure, the thick wetness gathering where his beard met my skin. Every coherent thought evaporated, replaced by the sheer, blinding sensation of his mouth on me.

He continued to work me, his hand holding my thighs open as I bucked and squirmed under his tongue. I knew I was leaking arousal, and he lapped it up eagerly before focusing on my clit. His tongue flicked over it, firm and fast. Suddenly, I was coming.

My body seized, muscles clenching, and then the orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My back arched, my fingers gripping handfuls of his hair, and a loud moan ripped from me. I hoped the office was soundproof. My legs trembled uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure washed through me.

When the last tremors began to subside, he pulled away slowly, leaving my pussy tingling and throbbing.

“Please,” I gasped. My entire body still vibrated with the aftershocks. My pussy was still aching, but now with a deep, empty throb that demanded to be filled. “Please, fuck me.” I glanced at my phone, the lens still pointing at me. My husband was going to see me begging for this man’s cock.

His eyes held mine as he unzipped his pants and pushed them down, freeing the obvious, thick erection. His cock wasn’t as long as Devon’s, but it was very thick and curved upwards. He reached up, grabbing my hips with both hands. He adjusted me on the desk, opening my legs wider and pulling me forward.

His cock brushed my swollen clit, and I gasped. He rubbed the head of his cock against my wet entrance, collecting my release on it. Then he paused, looking down, watching. He slowly pushed his cock into my cunt, inch by inch. The initial pressure stretched me, a momentary tightness that immediately became intense, heavy fullness. The sensation was overpowering and completely perfect. The curve was perfect, too, sliding up into me, rubbing against every sensitive spot inside.

I moaned as he filled me, his balls right up against my ass. He held still for a long moment and then began to fuck me. With each thrust, he pulled almost all the way out before plunging deep back into my soaking cunt.

I felt the pleasure building immediately, every hard thrust making me moan. He pushed me back on the desk. He lifted up my top and bra and squeezed my breasts. Using them to anchor himself as he fucked me harder.

“I’m going to come…” I gasped, right on the edge. Then I went over it. I started to let out a long moan, and he clamped a hand over my mouth to try to keep me quiet. I squirmed under his grip, making the orgasm even more intense.

My body locked down, convulsing violently around him. Wave after wave of intense, silent ecstasy poured through me. My fingers scrambled for purchase on the desk as I came hard.

When the spasms subsided, he slowly removed his hand.

"Good girl," he panted. He pulled completely out, the loss of fullness making me whimper. "Now, turn around."


Chapter Five




Idid as I was told, standing on the floor and bending over the desk. His hands spread my cheeks, making me gape. “So fucking wet,” he murmured, picking up some arousal on his fingers. “And such a cute little asshole.”

I felt my stomach twist again, and another rush of desire in my pussy. His wet fingers pressed against the tight muscles around my rear entrance. “Has Devon fucked you in the ass yet?” he asked.

“No… I’ve never…” I said, breathlessly.

He laughed. “Tell me if you like this.” He pushed his finger into my ass, the muscles resisting before suddenly opening up to him. The sensation was strange, but quickly turned to pleasure. “Relax,” he said, pushing his finger deeper. With his other hand, he started to rub my clit in circles. The combination sent me spiraling with bliss.

He pulled his finger out, and I immediately missed the pressure. He stood, stepping away for a moment. He opened a desk drawer and pulled out a small, clear bottle of lube.

“Preparation is key,” he said. He glanced at my phone, still filming. Was he talking to me, or my husband?

He squirted a generous amount of the thick, cool gel onto his fingers and then thoroughly coated his cock. He then applied the slickness to my tight entrance, working his thumb and then a second finger past the resisting muscles until I felt sufficiently open and stretched.

“Ready to show your husband what he’s been missing?” he murmured, his voice a low growl right near my ear. He grabbed my hips firmly, pulling me back against his length. His now-slick cock pressed against me.

With one decisive push, he drove a few inches into my ass. I let out a moan, and he clamped his hand over my mouth again, pulling me back onto him and impaling me further. The sensation was intense: a full, stretching pain that quickly dissolved into a pleasurable fullness. He was deep, stretching me in a way I had never felt before, my entire body locking up from the shock and the sudden invasion.

“Shh,” he commanded, his breath warm on my neck. “Fuck, you’re so tight, but it will get easier.”

He waited for my body to adjust to the size and depth. My ass gripped him tightly, like a vice. He started to move, slowly at first, then with increasing speed. Each stroke was shallow but hard and focused, working the tight muscles. I felt another wave of intense sensation wash over me, almost like I was about to come.

He started to fuck me harder, his hand still over his mouth. His cock went deeper with every thrust, until finally he was giving me the full length, his balls slapping against my cunt.

“This is how you teach a man to fuck his wife, Grace,” he grunted, slamming deep. "Your husband is going to thank me when he sees this footage."

I was moaning around his hand incoherently, my eyes rolled up in my head as the sensation and pleasure overwhelmed me. God, it felt so good; better than I’d ever imagined that it would. I could only hold on to the desk, my knuckles white, as he took me, fucking my ass hard.

Suddenly, his breath caught, and he pulled back slightly, then buried himself to the hilt. His muscles tensed, and he stiffened behind me.

“Fuck, I’m coming…” he groaned. “I’m coming in your ass…”

The words were my final trigger. My entire body seized as I came even harder than before. My ass clenched around his cock, milking it as he flooded my insides with cum. The wave of climax was so powerful that I almost passed out, thrashing about on his desk in his strong grip.

In the same moment, I felt a sudden, hot gush pour from my pussy, hitting the desktop and running down my inner thighs. I was squirting, completely undone, my cunt contracting in waves of pleasure. He continued to pump, slamming his pulsing cock deep into my ass as he poured his hot, thick load inside me.

A long, exhausted moan escaped him as he collapsed against my back, his chest heaving, his cock still fully buried and twitching inside me. We remained there, fused together over the desk, the silence of the corner office broken only by our labored breathing.

He slowly pulled his cock from my tight hole, and his cum followed, running down my legs.

He grinned, satisfied, then pulled up his underwear and pants. He walked over and retrieved my phone. He checked the display, ensuring the footage was captured.

"Just sending it to myself," he said. “Your husband is going to love it.”

I felt the sudden jolt of reality. I quickly straightened my skirt and top and retrieved my panties from the floor.

“Tom, that was… amazing,” I purred. “I… there’s something I want to ask you.”

“Anything,” he said, straightening his tie.

“I’ve always fantasized about having a threesome. Would you and Devon come over to my apartment and make it a reality?”

His face broke out into a huge grin. “It would be my pleasure. But you should get going," he said, handing me my bag. "I have a meeting scheduled in five minutes."


Chapter Six




Ifound a quiet corner cafe two blocks from his office. I ordered an iced coffee, but the ice barely cooled the heat still pulsing through my veins. The first thing I did was check the time. It was late evening in Tokyo. Michael would likely be finishing a business dinner or just getting back to his hotel room.

I opened our chat thread. I could feel my pulse rate climbing again, a mix of guilt and wild, reckless excitement. I typed a casual message first:

Me: "Hope your presentation went well today, babe. Everything okay in Tokyo?"

I waited five minutes. The little read receipt showed when he saw it.

Michael: "Yep, all done. Just got back. Long day. Missing you. Been up to anything naughty?”

I took a deep breath, fighting a small tremor in my hand. I attached the video Tom and I had made.

Me: "I had a very intense meeting with a new friend today. He recorded a lesson for you. I expect you to watch the full thing."

The video clip and the message flashed over to Japan instantly. I didn't wait for the read receipt. I closed the app, took a huge gulp of my coffee, and sat back, already picturing Michael in his sterile hotel room, watching his wife get fucked in the ass for the first time.

I finished my coffee and walked the few blocks home. I checked my phone. Michael must have watched the video by now. The phone buzzed. It was an incoming video call. My heart hammered. I paused, taking one shaky breath, then accepted the call.

His face filled the screen. He was sitting on the edge of his hotel bed, dressed only in a white t-shirt, his hair damp from a shower.

“Grace,” he said, echoing slightly through the phone speakers.

“Hello, Michael,” I replied.

He leaned closer to his phone. “Fuck, that video was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I want to see you. I want to see the mess you made.”

I propped my phone on the coffee table and sat back on the sofa. I slipped my panties off and moved to the edge of the seat. I spread myself. I could see it in the corner of the screen; my pussy was still wet and swollen, my arousal pooled inside. As I stretched my ass cheeks, a bit of Tom’s cum oozed out and dripped onto the sofa.

“Fuuuck…” moaned Michael. I realized he was stroking his cock just out of view.

“He told me you could learn from the footage,” I whispered, rubbing my clit lightly as I watched his strained face on the screen.

Michael took a shaky breath, his own hand disappearing below the frame of the call. "I'm learning, Grace. When I get home, I’m going to fuck you so hard in the ass you’ll be screaming for more.”

I hiked one leg up onto the arm of the couch, spreading myself wide for the camera. I intensified the pressure of my fingers, letting out a breathy moan.

“I want you in my ass, Michael.”

He moved back slightly in the shot, and I could see his rock-hard cock, throbbing in his hand.

“Tell me what you’re going to do next, Grace. Who are you going to fuck?”

“I’m having Tom and Devon over for a threesome,” I admitted, rubbing my clit faster.

The words hung in the air. Michael's eyes widened. His breathing grew shallow. “A threesome?” he asked. “What are they going to do to you, Grace?

“I want them to double-fuck me, Michael,” I gasped, the friction of my fingers intense and urgent now. “I want Tom’s cock deep in my pussy and Devon’s giant dick in my ass at the same time. I want them to fuck me, one deep in each hole, and pound me until I’m breaking.”

I intensified the pressure until my head swam. I was right on the edge, my legs spread wide for my husband on the screen.

I closed my eyes as the climax seized me. My entire body shuddered violently, the orgasm tearing through me. I squeezed my inner thighs, my pussy convulsing around my hand, and let out a long, desperate cry. The sheer force of the release made me squirm backward on the couch, leaving a wet slick of arousal on the fabric.

I collapsed back, breathless and trembling. I slowly opened my eyes and looked at the screen.

Michael was staring at me, his eyes wide and dark, his jaw clenched tight. He didn't speak. He just moved his hand faster on his thick, straining cock, watching the residue of my pleasure drip onto the sofa.

His body tensed, and he came, too. His cum shot up and spilled onto the white t-shirt. As more throbbed out, it ran down his shaft and over his hand in thick, white streams.

“Fuck, Grace… I can’t believe what a horny slut you are. I love it… I love you…”


Chapter Seven




We couldn’t organize the threesome for a couple of days, but that was a good thing. My body was wrecked and sore from what had happened so far, and it needed a rest. But by Friday evening, I was ready.

I selected my outfit carefully: a black, low-cut silk dress that was meant for cocktails but was too low-cut to contain my breasts properly, and no underwear at all. I wanted them to know I was waiting and ready.

I smoothed down the silk over my thighs, my pussy already wet with anticipation. I took one last look around the living room. The cleaner had just left, and everything was perfect. The large, black leather couch was perfectly positioned for a performance, and I’d already put my phone on a tripod opposite.

Ten minutes later, the chime of the door sounded through the apartment. I felt a nervous tremor; this was it, the fantasy with two men at once. I took a steadying breath, forced a confident smile, and walked across the polished wood floor.

I opened the door. Devon and Tom stood side-by-side, both looking casually handsome. Devon wore dark jeans and a tight black t-shirt that showcased his strong arms. Tom was still in a crisp white shirt, the sleeves rolled up.

“Grace,” Tom said, his eyes scanning my dress and the lack of a visible bra. “Looking even better than you did on my desk.” He kissed me on both cheeks and moved past me into the apartment.

“You look stunning, Mrs Bennett,” said Devon, with a smirk.

“Oh, don’t call me that!” I said, hitting him playfully on the arm.

I closed the door, sealing the three of us in. I could hardly hide my excitement. “Why don’t you both come and join me on the couch?”

They sat next to me, one on each side. I was so turned on being between two gorgeous men that I could hardly breathe. I kissed Devon first, our tongues playing with each other and his breath hot in my mouth. Then I turned and kissed Tom. He cupped my face with his hand and pulled me hard against him. Both of them had their hands on my thighs. I opened my legs shamelessly.

They both stroked my thighs as they took turns kissing me, gradually getting higher. Devon was the first to discover that I wasn’t wearing any panties as his hand brushed across my trimmed bush.

“Fuck,” he said. “She’s not wearing underwear.”

“The little slut,” laughed Tom. “Too eager to get fucked.”

“I know. I’m hard for her already,” replied Devon. He was, I could see. I put my hand on both of their bulges, straining at their pants.

“You’re going to destroy me with those big dicks,” I purred.

Devon began to rub my clit firmly with two fingers. I gasped. “I’m going to make you come first,” he promised.

Tom reached up and grabbed the thin silk dress. He pulled it hard down from my shoulder, exposing both of my full, heavy breasts. He unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off and tossing it aside. Then he bent his head, and his mouth closed over my dark, stiff nipple. He licked and sucked the aching tip, using his teeth gently to pull on the sensitive peak.

The combination of the two of them pleasuring me made me squirm between them. I moaned with every touch, every suck. And I knew that the camera was capturing everything for Michael. I was spiraling fast, my climax building quickly.

“Look at her,” Tom mumbled against my breast, lifting his head only to look at Devon. “She’s practically coming already.”

Devon only smiled, increasing the speed and pressure of his fingers. A loud, shuddering scream tore from my throat as the climax hit me. My back arched, my fingers squeezing their cocks. My pussy convulsed as Devon plunged two fingers into my soaking wet opening.

He pulled them out, dripping, and forced them into my mouth.

“Taste how fucking wet you are,” he laughed.

When he finally pulled his hand away, I was panting, my pussy still throbbing, but my eyes were locked on their two huge, hard cocks that they had both pulled free of their pants.

"Enough of the foreplay," Tom declared. He grabbed my shoulders, pushing me forward. "Get on your knees, Grace. Let's give your husband the view he’s been waiting for."

I moved immediately, pushing myself onto my hands and knees on the leather sofa, my thighs parted, my ass raised and exposed to both men and the camera tripod across the room. The dress was now hiked up around my waist. My pussy was an open, dripping invitation.

Devon quickly shifted to kneel behind me on the sofa cushion. He grabbed his erection and positioned the thick head against my pussy.

"Your cunt is mine now, Mrs Bennett," he murmured. He didn't wait for an answer, shoving his cock in deep with one powerful thrust. I cried out. The fullness was immediate, stretching the tight muscles of my pussy. God, he was so big. Devon started to fuck me with a steady, deliberate rhythm, his hands gripping my hips as he worked his way deeper with every thrust.

At the same time, Tom moved in front of me. He pushed his own thick, curved cock into my gaping mouth, taking control of my head with one hand. This was my first time with two men: a cock slamming deep into my cunt, and another shoved deep into my throat. The pleasure was immediate and dizzying.

Devon started fucking me harder, driving me forward onto Tom’s cock with every thrust. Soon, my eyes were streaming, and I was almost gagging on his thick shaft.

“Fuck, she feels so good,” groaned Devon. His hands were on my ass cheeks, spreading me wide open. I felt him spit on my asshole, and then his thumb pressed in firmly, stretching my tight muscles. I moaned with even more pleasure as he penetrated me. “Need to get this ass ready,” he said.

The overwhelming sensations quickly caught up with me, and I started coming hard, moaning frantically around Tom’s cock as my cunt clenched around Devon. The pleasure was a physical explosion, my body squirming uncontrollably. I couldn't breathe, the combination of his deep penetration and Tom's cock filling my throat, forcing the air from my lungs. Devon released a low, triumphant groan, his hips driving relentlessly into my convulsing cunt.

Tom pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving it swollen and sore. “My turn to fuck that beautiful pussy,” he said. He stripped off his pants and sat down on the sofa next to me, and I pulled away from Devon, climbing onto Tom’s lap. I straddled his hips, my wet, throbbing pussy directly over his thick, hard cock. Devon leaned back against the cushions, watching.

I gripped Tom's shoulders and, with a shaky gasp, slid myself down onto his erection. The immediate, stretching fullness was a shock. He was thicker than Devon, and his curve hit a spot high inside me that made me cry out.

“That’s it,” Tom grunted, grabbing my waist. “Ride it, Grace. Show Michael you know how to fuck.”

I began to move, pushing my hips up and down, taking him deep. The angle of the sofa forced me to lean back slightly, arching my spine and pushing my breasts out. I could feel the lens of the camera, focused on my ass and my lips wrapped tight around his shaft.

“Faster, Grace,” Devon commanded.

I obeyed, increasing my speed, slamming my pussy down onto Tom’s cock with short, hard drops. The pleasure was building with a fierce heat, his curve rubbing against that perfect part of my pussy. Tom reached up and squeezed my breasts, twisting the nipples painfully until they were hard, aching peaks.

“You feel so good and tight,” Tom breathed, his own rhythm starting to match mine, pushing up to meet my thrusts. “Come for me, Grace. Come all over my cock,” Tom demanded.

My muscles clenched violently around him. I came again, a desperate, shuddering release. The pleasure was so intense that I squirted hard, and I felt a hot, thick wave gush from me, soaking Tom and the leather cushion beneath us.

I collapsed forward onto Tom’s chest, panting heavily. The wetness was everywhere, but the men were far from done. Tom pushed my body up and forward, pulling his cock out of my pussy with a loud, wet thwack. “Turn around, I want your ass,” he grunted.

I quickly turned on his lap, positioning myself so my back was to him. I was still shaking and wet with my release. Tom grabbed my hips and adjusted my position, lining me up. The head of his cock pressed against my rear entrance. I sat back, slowly and deliberately, stretching the tight muscles of my ass. I cried out, a little pain, before it instantly dissolved into intense pleasure.

“Deep, Grace. Take it all,” Tom demanded, sinking his entire cock into my ass. Once he was fully buried inside my ass, he nodded sharply to Devon, who had already positioned himself. Devon moved in front of me, grabbing his hard cock. He drove it into my now-aching, gaping pussy.

I was now impaled deep in two separate places: Tom’s thick cock in my ass and Devon’s long cock in my cunt. I was stretched, pinned, and completely full, like I had never been before.

“Now,” Devon growled. “Scream for the camera.” He pulled out and slammed back inside me, making me scream.

Devon gripped my hips and pounded my cunt with fast, furious thrusts. Each time he pulled out, I felt the emptiness, only to be immediately slammed full again. Tom, seated beneath me, drove upward into my ass with a slower, heavier rhythm. His thickness was relentless, pushing deep and rubbing against Devon’s cock through my thin walls. Every thrust sent jolts of fire through my entire body.

I moaned frantically, the pleasure from each entrance blurring into a single, overwhelming sensation. My hips rocked, trying to take them both deeper. I could feel every inch of both hard cocks.

“Fuck,” Tom grunted, thrusting hard into my ass. “I’m not going to last long in this tight ass.”

Devon leaned in, squeezing my tits as he fucked me. “That’s what you get for being a good slut.”

“I’m coming!” I screamed, throwing my head back.

My body seized, muscles locking as the violent climax hit. I slammed back onto Tom's lap, my ass clenching tightly around his thick cock as the orgasm tore through me.

Devon let out a loud, rough roar, sensing my release. He pushed in, giving one final, massive pump deep into my convulsing cunt, and then he let go, his body stiffening as he poured his cum into me.

Tom drove hard into my ass three more times, each one an agonizingly deep spike of pleasure, even as I was still climaxing. With a deep groan, he released his own hot, thick load into my ass.

Both men collapsed, spent and breathing heavily, their cocks still deep inside me, pinning me between them, still stretched wide around their shafts. The camera continued to record our silent, sweaty mess.

After a long moment, Devon slowly pulled his cock from my pussy. The suction was loud, leaving my cunt gaping and drenched with his cum. Tom followed, sliding his thick cock out of my ass. I felt a rush of both men's sticky, hot release leak onto the sofa beneath me.

Tom pushed himself up and immediately went to the tripod. He stopped the recording and carefully removed the phone.

“Did it get everything?” I asked, my voice weak.

Tom checked the video file. “Every screaming second. I’m just sharing it with Devon and myself.“

Soon, they were both dressed and ready to leave. I stayed naked on the couch, watching them gather their things and leaking cum.

“We’ll see you soon,” Tom said, a satisfied smirk on his face.

Devon just winked. “Tell Mr Bennett that he can join in next time. Do you think you can take three cocks at the same time?”

“I know I can,” I purred.


Epilogue




Istayed on the sofa for a full ten minutes, staring at the camera tripod. The reality of what I had just done began to sink in. I had screamed and taken two cocks at once, all recorded for my husband. I was sticky, sore, and buzzing with energy.

I finally reached for my phone. I went to my texts. I could send it to Michael now; he’d probably be at the hotel. He’d love it.

But, no. He would be landing back in New York tomorrow. I decided to show him in person, on the TV. I could suck his cock as he watched me getting destroyed. I needed to see his face. I needed to watch his eyes as he saw me taken by both men at once.

And then I was going to take Devon up on his offer. Three cocks at the same time, and one of them would be my husband’s.

THE END
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