
        
            
                
            
        

    
THE RELUCTANT

HOTWIFE CHRONICLES

BOOK 2: THE FIRST SHARING

JAXON THORNE

Copyright@2026 Jaxon Thorne

All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the prior written permission of the copyright owner, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9


Chapter 1

The bedroom was still dark when Sarah stirred beside me, her bare leg sliding over mine under the sheets. It was Sunday morning—two weeks since the night in Jake’s SUV—and the house felt quieter than usual, like it was holding its breath.

I hadn’t slept much. Every time I closed my eyes I saw her again: red lips stretched around him, eyes flicking to the phone screen to make sure I was watching, the way her throat worked when he came. The memory kept me hard half the night, even after we’d fucked ourselves raw when we got home.

Sarah rolled toward me now, face half-buried in the pillow, voice thick with sleep.

“You’re awake,” she murmured.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

She lifted her head just enough to look at me. Her mascara was still faintly smudged from last night—sexy, wrecked. “Thinking about it?”

“Every second.”

A small, shy smile curved her lips. She pressed closer, her breasts soft against my chest, nipples already hardening.

“Me too,” she whispered.

We lay like that for a minute, breathing together. Then she spoke again, quieter.

“I keep replaying it. The way he tasted. The way he groaned when I swallowed. The way you looked at me through the phone… like you wanted to crawl through the screen and take me right there.”

My cock twitched against her thigh.

“And?” I asked.

“And…” She hesitated, fingers tracing slow circles on my stomach. “I keep wondering what it would feel like if it went further. If he’d fucked me. If you’d watched that too.”

The words hung between us, heavy and electric.

I rolled her onto her back, settling between her thighs. She was already wet—I could feel it against my skin.

“You want that?” I asked, voice rough.

Her eyes searched mine. “I think I do. God, Mark, I shouldn’t. I should feel guilty. I do feel guilty. But every time I think about stopping… I get wetter.”

I kissed her—slow, deep—then pulled back.

“I’ve been thinking the same thing,” I admitted. “And I’ve been talking to Jake.”

She froze. “You have?”

“Yeah. And… to Ryan.”

Her breath caught. Ryan was our friend—tall, broad-shouldered Black guy, six-four, built like he spent his weekends lifting heavy things just for fun. Charismatic, deep voice, always the one cracking jokes at parties but with that quiet, commanding presence that made women glance twice. He’d flirted with Sarah before—lightly, playfully—but never crossed the line. Until now, apparently.

“Both of them?” she whispered.

I nodded. “I told them what happened. Not details—just that you enjoyed it. That we’re… exploring. Jake’s interested. Ryan too. They both said if you ever wanted more, they’d be game. Together. Here. With me watching.”

Sarah’s pupils dilated. Her thighs tightened around my hips.

“Together,” she repeated, testing the word. “Like… both at the same time?”

“Yeah.”

She swallowed hard. “That’s… a lot.”

“I know.”

Her hand slid down between us, fingers wrapping around my cock, stroking slowly.

“But you want it,” I said. Not a question.

A long pause.

Then, so soft I almost missed it:

“I think I do.”

I groaned, rocking into her hand.

“Tell me why.”

She bit her lip. “Because last time… it was overwhelming. In the best way. Two hands, two mouths… I can’t stop imagining what it would feel like to have them both touching me. Filling me. Making me come while you watch.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

I kissed down her neck, her collarbone, lower, until my mouth was between her breasts.

“And after?” I murmured against her skin. “When they’re done? When they leave?”

“You reclaim me,” she breathed. “You fuck me while I’m still full of them. While I tell you every detail.”

I moved lower, kissing her stomach, then lower still. When my tongue found her clit she arched off the bed with a sharp gasp.

“Mark…”

I licked her slowly, savoring how slick she was.

“Say yes,” I said between strokes. “Say you want to try it. With both of them.”

She threaded her fingers into my hair, hips rocking against my mouth.

“I… I’m scared,” she admitted. “What if I like it too much? What if it changes us?”

I slid two fingers inside her, curling them the way she loved.

“Then we change together,” I said. “We set rules. We stop if it’s too much. But we both know you’re going to come harder than you ever have.”

She whimpered, thighs trembling.

“And if I say yes?”

“Then I text them right now,” I told her. “We set a date. This weekend. Our bedroom. You in something pretty. Me in the chair, watching every second.”

Her breathing turned ragged.

“I’m close…”

“Come for me,” I growled against her. “Come thinking about two cocks inside you. About being shared. About being my perfect, filthy hotwife.”

That did it.

She shattered—back bowing, cry muffled into her own arm, pussy pulsing around my fingers as she flooded my tongue.

When the aftershocks faded she pulled me up, kissed me hard, tasting herself on my lips.

“Yes,” she whispered against my mouth. “Text them.”

I reached for my phone on the nightstand.

Her hand stopped me.

“But first…” She guided me inside her, slow and deep. “Fuck me while we wait for their answer.”

I thrust into her—hard, claiming—while she moaned into my ear.

“Tell me I’m still yours,” she gasped.

“You’re mine,” I growled. “Always. Even when they’re fucking you. Even when you’re coming on their cocks.”

She came again—clenching, shuddering, nails raking my back.

I followed right after, spilling inside her with a groan.

We stayed locked together, panting.

I grabbed the phone again.

Typed the message to the group chat:

Saturday night. Our place. 8pm. She’s ready for more. You both in?

I hit send.

Sarah watched the screen over my shoulder.

Seconds later, two replies buzzed in.

Jake: Fuck yes. I’ll bring the good bourbon.

Ryan: Hell yeah. Tell her I’ve been waiting for this. She better be ready for both of us.

Sarah’s breath hitched.

She looked up at me, eyes dark and shining.

“No going back now,” she whispered.

I kissed her forehead.

“No,” I agreed.

“And I don’t want to.”

We lay there in the quiet morning light, hearts racing, the future suddenly very real.

Two men.

One night.

Her first true sharing—with Jake and Ryan’s thick, commanding presence promising to stretch her limits in ways she’d only dared fantasize about.

And whatever came after… we’d face it together.

Filthy, fearless, and completely addicted.


Chapter 2

Monday evening found us on the living room couch, laptops open, phones buzzing like they had secrets they couldn’t wait to spill.

Sarah sat cross-legged beside me in yoga pants and one of my old band T-shirts, hair pulled into a messy bun. She looked casual—normal wife on a normal night—but the flush on her cheeks and the way her fingers kept twisting the hem of the shirt told a different story.

We’d spent the weekend in a haze of sex and whispered fantasies. Every time we fucked, she’d murmur things like “Both of them… stretching me… making me come so hard,” and I’d lose it inside her. But now the fantasy had names and faces. Jake and Ryan. Saturday. Our bedroom.

It was time to make it real.

I opened a new group chat on my phone—already named “Saturday Night” with Jake and Ryan added. Sarah watched over my shoulder, breath shallow.

“Read it out loud first,” she said. “Before we send anything.”

I nodded.

“Okay. Draft: ‘Hey guys. Thanks for being cool about this. Sarah and I talked it through. We want to move forward Saturday at our place, 8pm. Rules first: no condoms—we’re both on the same page with clean tests and trust. Safe word is ‘red,’ Mark stays in the room the whole time—watching or joining only after. Drinks and music to start, then bedroom. Everyone good?’”

Sarah’s eyes widened slightly at the no-condoms line. She swallowed, then nodded slowly.

“Add something about… communication,” she said. “If anyone gets uncomfortable, we stop. No questions. And… maybe mention we’ll have lube and towels ready.”

I typed it in.

She read it again, then whispered, “Send it.”

My thumb hovered.

“You sure about bare?” I asked quietly. “We can still—”

“I’m sure.” Her voice was soft but firm. “I want to feel everything. Skin on skin. No barriers. I want to feel them come inside me.”

My cock jumped at her words. I hit send.

The three dots appeared almost immediately.

Jake: Rules good. No condoms works for me—tested clean last month. Can’t wait to feel her raw. Looking forward to seeing how much she can take.

Ryan: Same here. Clean and ready. Safe word noted. Tell her I’ve been thinking about this since the party. She ready to handle two at once? I’ll bring lube just in case things get… enthusiastic.

Sarah’s thighs pressed together. She let out a small, involuntary sound—half whimper, half moan.

I typed back: She’s nervous but eager. We’ll ease in. Drinks first, let her set the pace.

Jake: Perfect. I’ll bring that bourbon. See you Saturday.

Ryan: Same. Tell her to wear something that makes her feel sexy. She’s going to need the confidence… especially when she sees what she’s working with.

The chat went quiet.

Sarah exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for hours.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Bare. Both of them… inside me. No pulling out.”

I set the phone down and pulled her into my lap. She straddled me, hands on my shoulders.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Like I’m going to throw up and come at the same time.” She laughed shakily. “When Ryan said ‘what she’s working with’… God, Mark. I keep picturing him. He’s so tall, so built. His voice is so deep. I’m wondering if he’s even bigger than Jake. Thicker. Longer. I haven’t seen it yet, but just thinking about it…”

She rocked against me, slow and deliberate.

“Tell me more,” I said, voice rough.

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“I imagine Jake in front—kissing me, his hands on my breasts—while Ryan’s behind me, pressing against me. So heavy. So thick I’m not sure I can take it all at first. I’m nervous it’ll hurt… but I want it to hurt a little. I want to feel every inch sliding in bare, stretching me open, filling me deeper than I’ve ever been filled. And when they both come… I want to feel it. Hot. Deep. Inside me.”

I groaned, hands sliding under the T-shirt to cup her ass.

“You’ll be dripping with both of them,” I murmured. “Leaking while I watch. While they take turns. While they share you completely.”

She whimpered, grinding harder.

“I want to come like that,” she confessed. “Trapped between them. Unable to think. Just feeling. While you watch from the chair… stroking yourself… jealous and so fucking turned on.”

I yanked her yoga pants down just enough, fingers finding her clit. She was drenched.

“Keep talking,” I ordered.

She rocked against my hand. “Ryan’s voice—deep, commanding. Telling me to take it all. Telling me how good my tight pussy feels wrapped around his big black cock. Jake’s hands everywhere. And you… watching me lose control. Watching your wife get fucked raw by two men at once.”

Her words broke into a moan as I slipped two fingers inside her.

“You’ll come so hard,” I growled. “Squirting on them. Begging for their come. Begging to be filled.”

“Yes—” Her hips bucked. “And after… when they’re done… you’ll fuck me while I’m still full of them. While their come is leaking out of me. While I tell you every detail—how Ryan stretched me, how Jake came so deep.”

I curled my fingers, thumb on her clit.

“Come for me,” I said. “Come thinking about Saturday. About being shared bare. About being flooded by two men while your husband watches.”

She shattered—head thrown back, cry sharp and desperate, pussy clenching around my fingers like a vice.

When she collapsed against me, trembling, I held her tight.

After a minute she lifted her head, eyes glassy but clear.

“We need to shop,” she said softly. “Lingerie. Something black. Something… easy to take off. And maybe a bigger bottle of lube… just in case Ryan really is as big as I’m imagining.”

I kissed her forehead.

“Tomorrow,” I promised. “We’ll find the perfect thing.”

She smiled—nervous, excited, radiant.

“And towels,” she added with a breathless laugh. “A lot of them.”

We both laughed—quiet, breathless.

The rules were set.

No barriers.

No holding back.

And Sarah—my beautiful, awakening wife—was already imagining the stretch, the heat, the flood of two men claiming her completely.

Saturday couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 3

The rest of the week felt like one long, slow tease.

Tuesday afternoon we drove to the mall. Sarah insisted on going to the high-end lingerie store—the one with the dim lighting and silk everything. She disappeared into the fitting room with an armful of black lace while I waited on the plush bench outside, pretending to scroll my phone but really just picturing what she’d look like when she stepped out.

She emerged in the third set: a sheer black babydoll with delicate straps, the cups barely containing her breasts, the hem skimming the tops of her thighs. No panties—just a matching thong so tiny it was more suggestion than coverage.

She turned slowly in front of the three-way mirror, eyes meeting mine in the reflection.

“Too much?” she asked, voice low.

I swallowed. “Perfect.”

She bought three sets. One for Saturday. One “just in case.” And one she said she might wear under her clothes all week to “get used to feeling sexy.”

Wednesday night she modeled the second set in our bedroom. She walked in slow circles while I sat on the edge of the bed, already hard. The lace clung to her curves, nipples dark and visible through the sheer fabric, the thong disappearing between her ass cheeks.

“Imagine them seeing me like this,” she said, running her hands down her sides. “Jake untying the straps. Ryan sliding his big hands under the hem, lifting it up…”

She straddled my lap, grinding against my cock through my boxers.

“I keep thinking about Ryan,” she confessed. “He’s so tall… so broad. When he stands behind me, I’ll feel tiny. And if he’s even bigger than Jake down there…” She shivered. “God, Mark. I don’t know if I can take it all. But I want to try. I want to feel him stretch me open, bare, no rubber between us.”

I groaned, hands gripping her hips, guiding her movements.

“Tell me how you want it,” I said.

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“I want Jake to take my mouth first—slow, deep, making me wet while Ryan watches. Then Ryan behind me… pressing that thick head against me. Teasing. Making me beg. Then pushing in—inch by inch—until I’m so full I can’t breathe. While Jake’s still in my mouth. Both of them moving together. Using me.”

Her hips rocked faster.

“I want to feel them pulse inside me. Feel them come—hot, deep, filling me up. No pulling out. Just… claiming me.”

I flipped her onto her back, yanked the thong aside, and thrust into her hard.

She cried out, legs wrapping around me.

“Yes—fuck me like they will,” she gasped. “Like I’m theirs to share.”

I pounded into her—deep, relentless—while she moaned every filthy detail she’d been imagining all day.

When we came, it was together—her clenching around me, whispering Ryan’s name like a prayer.

Thursday she wore one of the sets under her work clothes. Texted me a mirror selfie from the bathroom at lunch: the black lace peeking above her blouse, caption: Thinking about Saturday. Wet all day.

I had to lock my office door for ten minutes.

Friday night we roleplayed again—this time with toys. I used her favorite vibrator on her clit while I fucked her from behind, describing the scene.

“Jake in your mouth. Ryan behind you—thick, heavy, sliding in bare. Stretching you wide. You’re moaning around Jake’s cock, pushing back onto Ryan, taking every inch.”

She came so hard she squirted—first time in months—sobbing my name mixed with theirs.

Afterward we lay tangled, breathing hard.

“I’m nervous,” she admitted, voice small. “Tomorrow… it’s real. No more pretending.”

I kissed her temple.

“You can say red at any time. We stop. No questions.”

She nodded against my chest.

“But I don’t think I’ll say it.” She lifted her head, eyes dark. “I think I’m going to beg for more.”

Saturday morning she spent an hour in the bathroom—shaving, lotion, perfume. When she came out in just the black babydoll and heels, hair loose and curled, makeup smoky, she looked like sin personified.

She stood in front of me, hands on her hips.

“How do I look?”

I stood, pulled her close, kissed her deep.

“Like the hottest fucking hotwife in the world.”

She smiled—nervous, excited, radiant.

“Jake and Ryan will be here in a few hours.”

I nodded.

She reached down, palmed my cock through my jeans.

“Promise you’ll watch the whole time?”

“Every second.”

“Promise you’ll reclaim me after?”

“Until you can’t walk straight.”

She kissed me again—slow, possessive.

“Then let’s get ready,” she whispered.

We set up the bedroom: fresh sheets, low lights, a bottle of bourbon on the nightstand, lube and towels within reach. Soft music queued on the speaker.

Sarah slipped into a silk robe over the lingerie—just enough to tease when the door opened.

As the clock ticked closer to eight, she paced the living room, barefoot, robe slipping off one shoulder.

I caught her wrist, pulled her to me.

“You’re shaking,” I said.

“Good shaking,” she answered. “The kind that means I’m ready.”


Chapter 4

The doorbell rang at exactly 8:02 p.m.

Sarah stood frozen in the middle of the living room, silk robe hanging open, the black lace babydoll underneath clinging to every curve. Her breathing was shallow, quick—each inhale lifting her breasts against the sheer fabric. The faint scent of her perfume mixed with nervous anticipation hung in the air.

I crossed to her, rested a steady hand on her lower back.

“Last chance to change your mind,” I said quietly.

She shook her head once, decisive. “I want this. Open it.”

I opened the door.

Jake stood on the porch first—dark button-down, sleeves rolled, bourbon bottle in hand, that familiar easy grin already in place.

“Hey, Mark.” Firm handshake, quick eye contact, then his gaze slid past me to Sarah. The grin softened into something hungrier. “Sarah… damn. You look unbelievable.”

She gave a small, nervous laugh, letting the robe slip a little farther off her shoulders. “Thanks. I… tried.”

Ryan stepped up behind Jake—six-four, broad-shouldered, dark skin catching the porch light. He wore a charcoal Henley that stretched across his chest and dark jeans that did nothing to hide the power in his frame. He’d been to our house a handful of times over the years—barbecues, game nights, the occasional group hangout—but never like this. Never with intent.

He closed the door behind him with a soft click, eyes immediately finding Sarah. Recognition flickered, then deepened into open appreciation.

“Sarah,” he said, voice low and smooth like aged whiskey. “Been a while since I saw you outside of a backyard. You clean up… dangerous.”

Her cheeks flushed darker. She shifted her weight, thighs pressing together under the short hem of the babydoll.

“Hey, Ryan,” she managed. “Good to see you too.”

He gave a slow nod, eyes never leaving her. “Good to see you.”

Jake broke the tension with a chuckle, lifting the bourbon. “Shall we? I brought the good stuff.”

We moved to the living room. Jake poured four glasses on the coffee table—generous, amber liquid catching the lamplight. He handed Sarah hers first; she took it with slightly trembling fingers.

Ryan settled into the armchair across from the couch, legs spread comfortably, elbows on his knees. Jake dropped onto the opposite end of the sofa from us. I pulled Sarah down beside me—her thigh pressed tight against mine, robe now fully open in front, lace doing almost nothing to hide her hardening nipples or the damp spot already forming on the tiny thong.

The first few minutes were almost normal—small talk about the week, a funny story from Jake’s job, Ryan mentioning the new gym he’d joined. But the undercurrent was unmistakable. Every time Sarah laughed or shifted, the robe slipped farther. Every time she took a sip, her lips left a faint red imprint on the glass. Every time Ryan leaned forward, his gaze traced the line of her throat, the swell of her breasts, the way her thighs kept pressing together.

After the second pour, Jake set his glass down.

“So,” he said casually, “how do you want to start, Sarah?”

She looked between them—Jake’s familiar smile, Ryan’s steady, commanding stare—then back at me for a heartbeat.

“I want… to be touched,” she said, voice soft but clear. “Both of you. At the same time. Right here first. Then we can move to the bedroom.”

Ryan stood first—slow, deliberate. He crossed the short distance and knelt on the rug in front of her, knees bracketing her feet.

“May I?” he asked, voice gentle but edged with authority.

She nodded.

His large hands settled on her knees—warm, firm—and slowly parted them. The robe fell away completely; the babydoll rode up, exposing the soaked lace thong and the glistening skin above it.

Sarah’s breath hitched.

Jake moved closer on her other side, one arm sliding around her shoulders, the other tracing the thin strap down to cup her breast through the lace. His thumb circled her nipple slowly, coaxing it tighter.

Ryan’s thumbs brushed the edges of her thong. He hooked one finger under the fabric and tugged it aside.

She whimpered—small, needy.

“Look at you,” Ryan murmured, eyes locked between her thighs. “Already dripping. Been thinking about this all week, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathed.

He leaned in, breath hot against her core.

“Tell me if it’s too much.”

Then his mouth was on her.

Sarah gasped—sharp, surprised—back arching as his tongue found her clit in one long, slow stroke. Jake took the moment to kiss her neck, her jaw, then claim her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss.

She moaned into him, hips rocking instinctively against Ryan’s face.

I sat inches away, cock throbbing painfully in my jeans, watching my wife—legs spread wide on our couch—being devoured by one man while another kissed her senseless.

Ryan’s thick fingers joined his tongue—two sliding inside her easily, curling, pumping slow and deep while his lips sucked gently on her clit.

Sarah broke the kiss with Jake, panting.

“Oh god… Ryan… your fingers are so thick…”

He hummed against her—vibration shooting through her—then curled them harder.

Jake tugged the straps of the babydoll down, freeing her breasts. He leaned in, sucking one nipple into his mouth while pinching the other between his fingers.

Sarah’s hands flew—one tangling in Jake’s hair, the other gripping Ryan’s broad shoulder.

She was trembling, close already.

“Come for us,” Jake whispered against her skin. “Let us taste how much you want this.”

Ryan sucked harder, fingers thrusting faster.

Sarah shattered—cry muffled against Jake’s shoulder, thighs clamping around Ryan’s head, body convulsing as she came hard on his tongue and fingers, flooding his mouth.

When the aftershocks eased, she slumped back, chest heaving, eyes glassy and dark.

Ryan pulled back slowly, lips shiny, a satisfied smile spreading across his face.

Jake kissed her softly, tasting her release on her tongue.

“Bedroom?” he asked.

Sarah looked at me—eyes pleading, hungry.

I nodded once.

She stood on shaky legs, letting the robe and babydoll fall away completely. Naked now except for the drenched thong, she turned toward the stairs.

“Follow me,” she said, voice hoarse but steady.

She led them upstairs—two men behind her, eyes fixed on the sway of her hips, the curve of her ass.

I followed last, pulse roaring in my ears.

The bedroom door opened.

Low lights. Fresh sheets. Soft music. Bourbon bottle on the nightstand. Lube and towels within reach.

Sarah turned at the foot of the bed.

She hooked her thumbs in the thong and slid it down her legs, stepping out of it.

Completely bare now, chest rising and falling, she looked between Jake, Ryan, and me.

“I want both of you,” she said clearly. “Now. Bare. Deep. All of it.”

Ryan stepped forward first, already unbuckling his belt, eyes never leaving her.

Jake followed, shirt coming off in one smooth motion.

I moved to the chair in the corner—heart slamming, cock aching—ready to watch my wife be taken completely.

By two men who knew her name.

By two men who were about to know every inch of her.

No barriers.

No mercy.

Just raw, shared surrender.


Chapter 5

Sarah stood naked at the foot of the bed, skin already flushed and glowing under the low bedroom lights. The tiny thong she’d worn downstairs lay discarded on the floor; her body was completely bare—breasts full and heavy, nipples tight, the faint sheen of arousal visible between her thighs from the orgasm Ryan had just given her on the couch. She looked between the three of us—Jake already shirtless, jeans unbuttoned and riding low; Ryan still mostly clothed but belt undone, his massive frame filling the doorway; me in the corner chair, hand resting on the aching bulge in my pants—and took one slow, shaky breath.

“I want you both to touch me,” she said, voice low and thick with need. “Everywhere. Slowly. I need to feel your hands… your mouths… all over me before anything else.”

Jake moved first—familiar, eager. He closed the distance in two steps and cupped her face gently, kissing her deep and slow while his hands slid down to her breasts. He palmed them fully, thumbs brushing over her nipples in lazy circles, then pinching just hard enough to make her gasp into his mouth.

Ryan approached from the side—his presence alone making the room feel smaller. He didn’t speak at first; he simply let one large hand settle on the small of her back, fingers splaying wide, warm and steady. Sarah leaned into the touch instinctively, her body arching toward him even as Jake continued kissing her.

Ryan’s other hand traced the line of her spine, then curved around to her hip, thumb brushing the sensitive skin just above her pubic bone. He leaned down, lips grazing her ear.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured, voice deep enough to rumble through her. “Good shaking?”

Sarah broke the kiss with Jake long enough to nod. “Yes… please don’t stop.”

Jake dropped his head to her chest, taking one nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently at first, tongue swirling, then harder—drawing a sharp moan from her. His hand continued kneading her other breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers, tugging lightly.

Ryan knelt slowly in front of her—eye level with her hips. His hands slid to the backs of her thighs, parting them just enough. He looked up at her, dark eyes locked on hers.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” he said quietly.

Then his mouth was on her.

His tongue parted her folds in one long, slow lick—from entrance to clit—tasting how wet she already was. Sarah’s knees buckled; Ryan caught her easily with one arm around her waist, holding her upright while his tongue returned to her clit in firm, deliberate circles.

Jake lifted his head from her breast just long enough to watch her face—eyes fluttering, lips parted in a continuous soft moan—then returned to her nipple, sucking harder, teeth grazing the sensitive peak.

Four hands, two mouths.

Sarah’s fingers tangled in Jake’s hair, urging him on at her breast, while her other hand reached down to grip Ryan’s broad shoulder for balance. Her hips rocked forward instinctively, grinding against Ryan’s face.

“God… yes…” she panted. “Ryan—your tongue… Jake—harder…”

Ryan obliged—tongue flicking faster on her clit while two thick fingers slid inside her, stretching her slowly, curling against that perfect spot. Jake switched to her other breast, sucking deep, hand kneading the one he’d just left wet and aching.

The dual assault overwhelmed her quickly. Her thighs trembled; her breathing turned ragged.

“I’m—oh fuck—I’m going to come again—”

Ryan hummed against her clit—the vibration pushing her over.

She shattered—back bowing, cry raw and desperate, thighs clamping around Ryan’s head as she flooded his mouth. Wave after wave rolled through her; Ryan drank her down greedily, fingers still pumping slow and deep while Jake kept sucking her nipple, drawing out every tremor.

When the aftershocks finally eased, Sarah sagged forward. Ryan rose smoothly, catching her against his chest. Jake stood too, pressing against her back—two hard bodies bracketing her, cocks straining against their jeans, pressing into her skin.

She looked over her shoulder at me—eyes glassy, lips swollen, cheeks flushed deep red.

“Mark…” she whispered. “They feel so good. So different. Ryan’s mouth… Jake’s teeth… I’ve never come like that twice so fast.”

I nodded, voice rough. “I know, baby. And they’re just getting started.”

Sarah turned in their arms, looking up at Ryan first—then Jake—then back to me.

“I want to taste you both now,” she said. “At the same time.”

Jake groaned low in his throat.

Ryan’s jaw tightened, a slow smile spreading across his face.

Sarah sank to her knees between them—naked, glistening, eyes dark with hunger.

She reached for Jake’s jeans first—unzipping him fully, tugging them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, familiar. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking once, then leaned in and took him into her mouth—slow, deep, moaning around his length.

After a long moment she pulled off with a wet pop, saliva stringing from her lips to his tip.

Then she turned to Ryan.

He was already undoing his jeans—shoving them down with his boxers in one motion.

His cock sprang free—heavy, veined, darker than the rest of him, easily the thickest she’d ever seen up close. Longer than Jake’s, the head broad and glistening.

Sarah’s eyes widened again.

“Jesus…” she breathed, almost reverent. “You’re… so much bigger.”

Ryan wrapped one hand around the base, stroking once—letting her watch every inch.

“You’ll take what you can,” he said quietly. “And we’ll help you with the rest.”

She leaned forward—hesitant at first—lips parting wide around the head. She could barely fit him; her jaw stretched, cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently, tongue swirling over the sensitive underside. A low moan vibrated from her throat.

Ryan’s hand came to the back of her head—not forcing, just steadying.

“That’s it, Sarah,” he rumbled. “Nice and slow.”

Jake stroked himself beside her, watching her struggle to take more of Ryan, then reached down to pinch her nipple—making her moan louder around the thick shaft in her mouth.

She alternated—Jake, then Ryan, then Jake again—hands stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach, drool dripping down their lengths, chin glistening.

Ryan’s fingers tightened slightly in her hair.

“Look at her, Mark,” he said without breaking eye contact with Sarah. “Your wife on her knees, trying so hard to take two cocks at once. She’s a natural.”

Sarah’s eyes flicked to me—dark, pleading, filthy.

She was lost in it—mouth full, hands busy, body trembling with fresh arousal.

And the night was only beginning to unfold.


Chapter 6

Sarah knelt between them on the bedroom floor, lips still glistening, breath coming in short, needy pants. Her hands moved in slow, reverent strokes—Jake’s familiar thickness in her right hand, Ryan’s overwhelming girth in her left. She couldn’t fully close her fingers around Ryan; the sheer size of him made her eyes widen every time she looked down.

She looked up at me in the chair—eyes dark, pupils blown, a question in them.

I nodded once.

She turned back to the men.

“I want you inside me,” she said, voice low but clear. “Both of you. One after the other… then maybe together. I want to feel you bare. Deep. Filling me completely.”

Jake groaned low in his throat.

Ryan’s jaw flexed; his hand came to her cheek, thumb brushing her swollen lower lip.

“On the bed,” he said quietly. “On your back first. Let us take care of you.”

Sarah rose on shaky legs. She crawled onto the mattress, settling in the center—pillows propped behind her head, legs parted, knees bent. The low lamplight painted her skin golden; every inch of her was flushed, slick, ready.

Jake moved first—climbing between her thighs, positioning himself at her entrance. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slit, coating himself in her wetness.

“Tell me when,” he murmured.

Sarah reached down, guided him to her opening.

“Now,” she breathed.

He pushed in—slow, steady—inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. Sarah’s head fell back against the pillows, mouth open in a silent cry. Her hands gripped the sheets.

“Fuck… Jake… so good…”

He started moving—long, deliberate strokes—pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in deep. Sarah’s hips rose to meet him, matching his rhythm.

Ryan knelt beside her head, stroking himself slowly. She turned toward him, lips parting. He fed the thick head into her mouth; she sucked eagerly, moaning around him every time Jake bottomed out inside her.

The sight was obscene—my wife rocking between two men, one cock filling her pussy, the other stretching her lips. Her eyes flicked to me again—pleading, filthy, triumphant.

Jake’s pace quickened. His hands gripped her hips, angling deeper.

“You feel so fucking perfect,” he growled. “So wet… so tight…”

Sarah pulled off Ryan long enough to gasp, “Harder… please…”

Jake obliged—thrusting faster, harder, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room.

Ryan leaned down, capturing one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard while his hand rolled the other. Sarah arched, crying out around the sensation overload.

“I’m—oh god—I’m close—”

Jake drove deep one last time, grinding against her clit.

“Come for me,” he ordered. “Come on my cock while Ryan watches.”

She did—violently—back bowing off the mattress, thighs clamping around Jake’s waist, pussy pulsing and fluttering around him. A sharp, broken cry tore from her throat; her whole body shook.

Jake groaned, hips jerking as he followed—burying himself to the hilt and coming hard inside her. Bare. Deep. Hot pulses flooding her core.

When he finally stilled, he eased out slowly. A thick trickle of his come leaked from her swollen entrance.

Sarah lay panting, eyes half-lidded, body trembling with aftershocks.

Ryan moved between her legs without a word.

He rubbed the broad head of his cock along her slit—coating himself in her wetness and Jake’s release—then pressed against her opening.

Sarah’s breath hitched.

“Look at me,” Ryan said softly.

She did—eyes locking with his.

“Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she whispered. “I want your big cock inside me. Bare. All of it.”

He pushed forward—slow, careful, giving her time to adjust.

The head breached her; Sarah gasped, hands flying to his shoulders.

“Fuck… you’re so thick…”

Inch by inch he sank deeper. Her eyes widened with every stretch, every new sensation. When he was halfway in she whimpered—half pain, half pleasure.

“Too big?” he asked, pausing.

“No,” she panted. “Don’t stop. I want all of you.”

He kept going—slow, relentless—until his hips met hers. Fully seated. Stretching her to her limit.

Sarah’s mouth fell open in a silent scream. Her nails dug into his back.

“Oh my god… Ryan… you’re so deep… I can feel you everywhere…”

He held still for a long moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel every thick inch buried inside her.

Then he started to move—slow withdrawals followed by deep, grinding thrusts.

Sarah’s legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper.

“Yes—fuck—harder—”

Ryan picked up speed—long, powerful strokes that rocked her entire body. The bed creaked beneath them. Her breasts bounced with every thrust; Jake leaned in, sucking one nipple while his hand slid between them to circle her clit.

The dual stimulation pushed her over again.

She came screaming—pussy clenching around Ryan’s massive cock, milking him, body convulsing. Ryan groaned low, thrusts growing erratic.

“Gonna come,” he warned.

“Inside me,” Sarah begged. “Please—fill me—”

He drove deep one final time and erupted—hot, thick pulses flooding her already-full pussy. Sarah whimpered at the sensation—another man’s come mixing with Jake’s, spilling out around his shaft as he held himself buried to the hilt.

When the last tremor faded, Ryan eased out slowly. A thick stream of combined release leaked from her swollen, reddened entrance.

Sarah lay there—legs spread, chest heaving, eyes glassy—looking utterly wrecked and utterly satisfied.

She turned her head toward me.

“Mark…” she whispered, voice hoarse. “They both came inside me. Bare. I’m so full… so stretched… and I’ve never felt anything better.”

I stood from the chair, jeans already undone, cock aching and leaking.

She smiled—slow, filthy, inviting.

“Come reclaim me,” she said. “While their come is still dripping out of me.”

I crossed the room in three strides.

The night was far from over.

But Sarah—my wife, my hotwife—had just crossed the final line.

And she’d never looked more beautiful.


Chapter 7

Sarah lay sprawled across the center of the bed, legs still trembling, chest rising and falling in heavy, uneven breaths. Between her thighs, a thick, creamy mixture of Jake’s and Ryan’s come leaked slowly from her swollen, reddened pussy—evidence of the two loads she’d just taken bare, deep, and without hesitation. Her skin glistened with sweat; her hair fanned wild across the pillows. She looked utterly used, utterly satisfied, and still hungry.

Her eyes found mine in the corner chair.

“Mark,” she rasped, voice hoarse from moaning their names. “Come here. Reclaim me. Please.”

I was already on my feet—jeans shoved down, cock throbbing and leaking pre-cum from watching every second of her surrender. I crossed the room in three strides, heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

She rolled onto her stomach, then pushed up onto her hands and knees—ass raised, back arched, thighs spread. The position let more of their combined release drip down her inner thighs in slow, obscene rivulets.

“Like this,” she whispered, looking back over her shoulder at me. “Fuck me from behind while I… take care of them.”

Jake and Ryan moved without needing to be asked. They knelt on either side of her head—cocks still semi-hard, slick from her mouth and their own come. Sarah reached for them both, one hand wrapping around Jake, the other around Ryan, stroking slowly, coaxing them back to full hardness.

I positioned myself behind her—knees on the mattress, hands gripping her hips. I rubbed the head of my cock along her slit, feeling the hot, slippery mess of two other men inside her. The sensation was electric—jealousy, arousal, possession twisting together until I couldn’t tell them apart.

I pushed in with one long, slow thrust.

Sarah moaned—low, broken—head dropping forward for a moment as I filled her.

“Fuck… Mark… you feel so good after them… but I’m so stretched… so full of their come…”

I started moving—deep, deliberate strokes—pulling almost all the way out before driving back in, feeling the slick heat of her walls gripping me, the extra lubrication from Jake and Ryan making every thrust smoother, wetter, filthier.

Sarah lifted her head, turned toward Jake first.

She kissed him—deep, open-mouthed, tongue sliding against his while her hand stroked him in time with my thrusts. Jake groaned into her mouth, fingers threading into her hair.

Then she broke away, turned to Ryan.

She took his thick head between her lips again—sucking gently, tongue swirling, moaning around him every time I bottomed out inside her. Ryan’s hand cupped the back of her head—gentle but firm—guiding her rhythm without forcing.

Back and forth she went—kissing Jake, sucking Ryan, kissing Ryan, stroking Jake—her body rocking between us three like she was made for it.

I gripped her hips harder, thrusting faster now—skin slapping against skin, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room.

“You love this, don’t you?” I growled, voice rough with need. “Being fucked by your husband while you play with their cocks… while their come is still dripping out of you…”

“Yes—” she gasped, pulling off Ryan long enough to answer. “God, yes… I love it… I love being shared… love feeling you all…”

Jake leaned down, capturing her mouth again—kissing her hard while his hand slid under her to pinch her nipple. Ryan stroked himself while she sucked him, eyes locked on her face, watching her take both of us at once.

I felt her pussy flutter around me—another orgasm building fast.

“Come for me,” I ordered, slamming deeper. “Come on my cock while you taste them. While you feel how much they want you.”

She shattered again—harder this time—back bowing, cry muffled against Jake’s lips, pussy clamping down on me like a vice. The sensation—her walls pulsing, the slick heat of two men’s come coating my shaft—pushed me over.

I drove deep one last time and came—growling her name, hips jerking as I emptied inside her, adding my load to the mess already there.

When the last pulse faded, I stayed buried for a long moment, breathing hard, hands still gripping her hips.

Sarah pulled off both men, turned her head to look back at me—eyes glassy, lips swollen, a dazed, blissful smile on her face.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For letting me… for watching… for reclaiming me.”

I leaned over her back, kissed her shoulder, then her neck.

“You’re mine,” I murmured against her skin. “Always. No matter how many cocks you take.”

She shivered at the words.

Jake and Ryan stroked themselves slowly beside her—still hard, still ready.

Sarah looked between them, then back at me.

“I’m not done yet,” she said softly. “I want more.”

Ryan’s slow smile returned.

Jake chuckled low.

I eased out of her—watching the thick stream of three loads leak from her stretched entrance—and moved to the side.

Sarah rolled onto her back again, legs spread wide, arms open.

“Come here,” she said to both of them. “I want to feel you both again… while Mark watches.”


Chapter 8

Sarah collapsed onto her back after my release, legs splayed, chest heaving, a dazed, blissful smile curving her swollen lips. Between her thighs, a thick, glistening mess of three loads leaked steadily onto the sheets—Jake’s, Ryan’s, and now mine—all mingling inside her, dripping out in slow, obscene trails. Her pussy was flushed dark pink, swollen, glistening; every shallow breath made more of the creamy mixture ooze from her.

She looked utterly spent… and still ravenous.

Her eyes drifted from me to Jake, then to Ryan—both men still hard, cocks slick and ready, veins standing out from the earlier rounds.

“I’m not done,” she whispered, voice cracked and raw. “I want… more. One more from each of you. Until I can’t anymore.”

Jake let out a low laugh, stroking himself slowly. “You sure, baby? You’re shaking already.”

Sarah nodded, pushing herself up onto her elbows despite the tremble in her arms.

“I need it,” she said. “I need to feel you both again… until I can’t move. Until I’m too full, too sore, too exhausted to take another inch.”

Ryan’s slow, predatory smile returned. He moved first—rolling her gently onto her side so she faced him, then lifting one of her legs over his hip. He positioned himself at her entrance, rubbing the thick head through the slick mess already there.

“Last round,” he murmured. “Then we’ll let you rest.”

He pushed in—slow, careful at first, letting her feel every thick inch stretch her again. Sarah’s eyes rolled back; a broken whimper escaped her throat.

“Fuck… Ryan… you’re still so big… I can feel every vein…”

He bottomed out, hips flush against hers, then started a steady rhythm—deep, rolling thrusts that made her breasts bounce and her breath hitch with every stroke. Jake moved behind her, pressing his body to her back, letting Sarah feel his hard cock waiting for his turn.

Sarah was trapped between them—Ryan filling her pussy, Jake’s fingers teasing her oversensitive clit, his cock grinding against the cleft of her ass.

She came almost immediately—hard, sudden, a sharp cry tearing from her as her walls clamped down on Ryan. Her whole body convulsed; fresh wetness gushed around him.

Ryan didn’t stop.

He fucked her through it—harder now, chasing his own release. Sarah’s hands clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in.

“Come inside me again,” she begged. “Fill me up… I want to feel it mixing with everything else…”

Ryan groaned—low, guttural—and drove deep one final time. His cock pulsed; hot jets flooded her already overflowing pussy. Sarah whimpered at the sensation—another thick load adding to the mess inside her, leaking out around his shaft as he held himself buried.

When he finally eased out, a flood followed—creamy white rivulets running down her thighs.

She barely had time to catch her breath before Jake was there.

He rolled her onto her stomach, lifted her hips just enough, and slid into her from behind in one smooth thrust.

Sarah moaned into the pillow—muffled, exhausted, but still needy.

“Jake… yes… fuck me… use me…”

He didn’t hold back.

He fucked her hard—fast, possessive—hands gripping her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every stroke. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room; the bed creaked under them.

Ryan knelt in front of her face, stroking himself slowly. Sarah lifted her head, mouth open, tongue out—eager even as her body trembled from overstimulation.

Jake reached around, fingers finding her clit again.

“Come one more time,” he growled. “Come while I fill you up.”

Sarah’s body obeyed—shaking, shuddering, another orgasm ripping through her. She sobbed against Ryan’s thigh, pussy spasming around Jake’s cock.

That pushed him over.

He slammed deep and came—growling her name, hips jerking as he emptied another load inside her. Sarah whimpered at the heat, the fullness—her pussy so overstuffed now that come squeezed out around Jake’s shaft with every pulse.

When he finally pulled out, Sarah collapsed fully onto the mattress—face down, ass still slightly raised, legs limp. Thick streams of come poured from her stretched, gaping entrance, pooling on the sheets beneath her.

She was shaking—whole body trembling from exhaustion, from too many orgasms, from being used so thoroughly.

Jake and Ryan eased down on either side of her—hands gentle now, stroking her back, her hair, murmuring soft praise.

“You did so good, baby,” Jake whispered, kissing her shoulder.

Ryan brushed damp strands from her face. “So fucking beautiful. Took everything we had.”

Sarah managed a weak, blissful smile—eyes half-closed, body boneless.

“I… can’t move,” she murmured. “Too much… too good… I’m so full… so sore…”

I moved from the chair at last—kneeling beside the bed, brushing her cheek with my knuckles.

“You okay?” I asked softly.

She turned her head toward me—eyes glassy, unfocused, but shining with something deeper than exhaustion.

“Better than okay,” she whispered. “I’ve never… felt anything like this. So used… so loved… so completely taken.”

She reached a trembling hand toward me.

“Hold me,” she said. “All of you.”

We surrounded her—Jake on one side, Ryan on the other, me at her head—hands gentle, voices low, bodies warm against hers.

She drifted toward sleep almost immediately—body limp, breath evening out, a faint, satisfied smile on her lips.

The room was quiet except for the soft sounds of breathing.

Three men had filled her. Three loads still leaked slowly from her well-used pussy.

And Sarah—my wife, my insatiable hotwife—had taken it all.

Until she literally couldn’t take any more.

The night was over.

But the hunger in her eyes before she closed them told me one thing clearly:

This was only the beginning of something much deeper.


Chapter 9

The bedroom was heavy with the scent of sex—sweat, musk, bourbon, and the unmistakable tang of come. The sheets were wrecked: damp patches everywhere, twisted and stained, evidence of hours spent pushing Sarah past every limit she thought she had. The low lamp still glowed, casting long shadows across the four bodies tangled together on the king bed.

Sarah lay in the center, face down, cheek pressed to the pillow, arms limp at her sides. Her legs were slightly parted; between them, a slow, steady trickle of thick white fluid continued to leak from her swollen, gaping pussy—three men’s loads, multiple rounds each, mixed and overflowing. Her inner thighs glistened; faint red marks from gripping fingers dotted her hips and ass. Her breathing was slow now, deep and even, the kind that comes after total exhaustion. She had come so many times—shuddering, screaming, squirting—that her body had finally surrendered completely. She could barely twitch.

Jake lay on her left, propped on one elbow, gently stroking her damp hair away from her face. His chest rose and fell steadily; he looked almost reverent.

Ryan was on her right—massive frame curled protectively around her back, one dark arm draped across her waist. His hand rested lightly on her hip, thumb tracing idle circles over the skin he’d bruised earlier with his grip.

I knelt at the head of the bed, one hand resting on her shoulder, the other brushing soft strands from her temple. My own body ached—cock spent, muscles trembling from the hours of watching, reclaiming, holding back, then giving in again and again.

For a long time, no one spoke.

The only sounds were the soft whir of the ceiling fan, the occasional drip from Sarah’s core onto the sheet, and our collective breathing slowly syncing.

Then Sarah stirred—just a tiny shift, a sigh.

Her voice came out cracked, barely above a whisper.

“I… can’t move.”

Jake chuckled softly, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “No shit, baby. You took everything we had. Three times each. You’re a fucking legend.”

Ryan’s deep rumble vibrated against her back. “More than that. You didn’t just take it. You begged for it. Every time we thought you were done, you reached for us again.”

Sarah managed the ghost of a smile—lips swollen, cheeks flushed even in near-sleep.

“I… didn’t know I could come that many times,” she murmured. “Or that it would feel… like that. Like my whole body was on fire and melting at the same time. Like I was… theirs. And yours. All at once.”

I leaned down, kissed her temple. “You were perfect, Sarah. Every second.”

She turned her head just enough to look at me—eyes glassy, unfocused, but shining with something raw and new.

“I was scared,” she admitted. “When Ryan first pushed inside me… when I felt how big he was… when Jake came right after… I thought maybe I’d break. But I didn’t. I just… opened. Wider. Deeper. And every time one of you filled me again, it felt like… like I was being remade. Like this is who I’ve always been, and I just didn’t know it.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

Jake brushed his thumb across her cheek. “You’re still you, Sarah. Just… more. Braver. Hungrier.”

Ryan’s hand tightened slightly on her hip—possessive, but gentle now.

“And we’re not going anywhere,” he said quietly. “Not unless you tell us to.”

Sarah closed her eyes for a long moment. When she opened them again, tears shimmered at the corners.

“I don’t want you to go,” she whispered. “Not tonight. Not… maybe ever. I want this again. Soon. I want to feel you both stretching me, filling me, coming inside me until I’m leaking for days. I want to be on my knees for you again. On my back. Bent over the kitchen counter. In the shower. Wherever. Whenever.”

She swallowed, voice trembling but certain.

“But I also want… more than just tonight. I want to explore this with Mark. With you two. Maybe others someday. I want rules, and trust, and filthy nights like this… but also mornings where we just hold each other. Where I can still be his wife… and your hotwife… and still be me.”

Silence again.

Then Jake spoke, voice soft. “We’re in. Whatever that looks like.”

Ryan nodded once. “Same.”

I cupped her face, thumb brushing away the single tear that escaped.

“We’ll figure it out together,” I said. “No rush. No pressure. Just… us. And whatever comes next.”

Sarah smiled—small, exhausted, radiant.

“Next time,” she murmured, eyes already drifting closed again, “I want both of them inside me at the same time. Really inside. Stretching me so full I can’t think. While you watch… and then join.”

My cock gave a weak, tired twitch at the words.

Jake let out a low whistle. “Fuck. You’re gonna kill us, woman.”

Ryan’s chuckle was deep, warm. “She’s gonna kill herself first. But damn if I’m not willing to go down trying.”

Sarah’s lips curved one last time.

“Promise?” she whispered.

All three of us answered at once.

“Promise.”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

Within moments, her breathing evened out into the deep, slow rhythm of true exhaustion.

We stayed with her—hands gentle, bodies close—until her sleep was complete.

Eventually Jake and Ryan dressed quietly, kissed her forehead one at a time, and slipped out with murmured goodbyes and promises to text tomorrow.

I stayed.

I pulled the damp sheet over her trembling body, climbed in behind her, and wrapped my arms around her waist—spooning her close, my cock soft now but still pressed against the curve of her ass, feeling the warmth of her, the faint pulse of her heartbeat.

She sighed in her sleep, nestling back against me.

I kissed the nape of her neck.

“I love you,” I whispered into her hair.

She murmured something unintelligible—content, safe—and drifted deeper.

I held her tighter.

Because tomorrow she would wake sore, sticky, smiling. She would stretch, wince, then reach for me with that new, wicked glint in her eye. She would whisper, “When can we do it again?” And I would answer, “Whenever you want, baby. As many men as you want. As filthy as you want.”

The Reluctant Hotwife Chronicles had only just begun to burn.

And Sarah—my perfect, insatiable wife—was finally ready to set the whole world on fire.

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
JAXON THORNE





OEBPS/image_rsrcW8.jpg





