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A Hot One Today

“Man, it’s a hot one today,” I said to Mike as we stepped into the house. We’d cut the range session short — the sun had been brutal — and I’d suggested we swing by for a couple of cold beers before he headed off. Mike was an old friend, the kind of guy who didn’t need much persuading.

“You’re not kidding,” he muttered, wiping the back of his neck. “I was about two minutes from heat stroke out there. Where’s Chloe, anyway?”

I smiled to myself. Mike had always had a thing for my wife — I’d caught him stealing glances more times than I could count. I didn’t mind. In fact, the last few weeks I’d started finding it more and more of a turn-on. Especially since Chloe had begun to notice… and play with it.

“She said she was going to be working around the house,” I told him, handing over a beer from the fridge. “Probably out back in the garden. Or sunning herself. You know how she gets when it’s nice out.”

Mike took a long pull and followed me toward the deck doors. I pushed them open and stepped out into the shaded area, and that’s when I saw her.

Chloe was kneeling by the small planter box on the far side of the deck, fussing with the tomato plants. She looked up at the sound of our voices and broke into a bright, slightly lopsided smile.

“Hey, you two,” she called, brushing dirt from her hands as she stood. “Perfect timing. I was just about to come in for a drink.”

She crossed the deck toward us, and I immediately clocked the signs. Her cheeks were flushed pink from more than just the sun. There was an empty glass pitcher sitting on the little side table near her gardening things — the one we used for sangria or iced tea — and it was bone dry except for a few melting ice cubes at the bottom. Next to it sat two empty glasses.

“Lucy came over for lunch,” Chloe explained, catching my look. She gave a little laugh that was just this side of giggly. “We sat out here for a couple of hours. It got… warm.”

I raised an eyebrow, amused. “How many of those did you have?”

“Only a couple,” she said, but the way she bit her lip and glanced at Mike told me it had been enough. She was buzzing — not drunk, exactly, but definitely looser than usual. Warmer. Bolder.

She stepped in and gave Mike a hug, pressing her body against him a beat longer than she normally would. “Hey, stranger. You’re all sweaty.”

Mike went rigid for a second, then managed a slightly strangled, “Hey, Chloe. Good to see you.”

When she pulled back, her hand lingered on his arm. She was wearing those old khaki shorts that were a size too small — the ones that hugged her ass and showed off her long, tanned legs — and a thin white V-neck t-shirt with no bra underneath. The heat and a little spilled drink had made the cotton cling in all the right places. I could see the outline of her nipples through the fabric, and I knew Mike could too.

She turned to me, eyes sparkling with that tipsy mischief I’d seen more and more lately. “You boys want to sit out here? It’s shaded. I’ll grab you both another beer in a minute.”

“Sounds good,” I said, watching her.

Chloe didn’t move right away. She just stood there for a moment, one hand on her hip, looking between us. Then she gave Mike a slow, playful smile — the kind she usually only gave me when we were alone.

“You’re staring, Mike,” she teased lightly. “Do I have dirt on my face or something?”

Mike’s ears went red. “No — uh, no. Sorry. Just… hot out here.”

“Mmm,” Chloe hummed, clearly enjoying his reaction. She turned and walked back toward the planter, putting an extra sway in her hips that was definitely not her usual walk. The shorts pulled tight across her ass with every step.

I felt my cock twitch.

Mike and I sat down. Neither of us spoke for a few seconds. We were both watching her kneel again, bending forward to work on the plants. The position gave us a perfect view of her ass — round, firm, the thin material of the shorts riding up just enough to show the bottom curve of her cheeks. She wasn’t wearing panties. I could tell from the way the fabric clung.

“Jesus,” Mike muttered under his breath, then seemed to realise he’d said it out loud.

I took a slow sip of my beer, fighting a grin. The combination of the heat, the alcohol she’d clearly shared with Lucy, and whatever had been building in her over the last few weeks was making her bold in a way that sent heat straight through me.

She glanced back over her shoulder at us, caught us both staring, and smiled — slow, knowing, and just a little wicked.

“You two are very quiet all of a sudden,” she said, voice light. “Everything okay?”

I met her eyes and held them. “We’re good. Just enjoying the view.”

Chloe’s smile widened. She held my gaze for another second, then deliberately arched her back a little more as she reached for something in the planter, pushing her ass out further.

Mike shifted in his chair like he was trying to adjust himself without being obvious.

I felt that familiar, dark thrill low in my gut — the one that had been growing stronger every time Chloe pushed the boundaries a little further.

Today, I thought, might be very interesting.

As we locked eyes, I could tell right away that Chloe knew exactly what she was doing. She was enjoying this. A lot.

This wasn’t new.

It had started six months ago, on that vacation in Mexico. We’d been in the pool late in the afternoon, almost alone. Her tiny white bikini top had come undone in the water — she hadn’t even noticed. When she stood up and I quietly told her, she froze for a second… then something shifted in her face. Instead of panicking or covering herself like I expected, she got this look — almost defiant. A slow, surprised smile. Like she’d just discovered something about herself she hadn’t known was there.

She didn’t cover up.

She stayed standing in the shallow end, tits completely bare, calmly searching the water around her for the floating top. I watched her turn in slow circles, arms moving through the water, nipples tight from the coolness and the sudden exposure. A couple of guys at the swim-up bar had gone very still. She had to have seen them looking. She just… kept searching. When she finally found the top, she didn’t rush. She held it in one hand, climbed the steps out of the pool completely topless, and walked the full length of the deck back to our loungers. Tits out. Shoulders back. Letting every single person poolside get a good, long look.

By the time she reached our chairs and casually started putting her top back on, my cock was so hard it hurt.

Ten minutes later we were back in the hotel room. I had her on the edge of the bed, legs spread, my mouth on her pussy while she told me — in this breathless, excited voice — about every guy she’d seen staring at her. How one of them had actually adjusted himself in his shorts. How another had nearly choked on his drink. She kept saying it over and over: “They were all looking at my tits… they couldn’t stop staring…”

She came hard on my tongue, shaking and gasping.

Then she pushed me onto my back, dropped to her knees between my legs, and took my cock into her mouth like she was starving for it. She sucked me with this new, hungry intensity while I kept talking — telling her how fucking hot she’d looked walking across that deck with her tits bare, how every man there had wanted her. She moaned around my cock the whole time. When I got close, she pulled off, looked up at me with those dark, turned-on eyes, and said, “Cum on my face. I want it on me.”

I did. I came hard, painting her lips, cheeks, and chin while she kept stroking me, milking every drop out. She didn’t wipe it away right away. She just knelt there, breathing heavily, my cum dripping down her face, looking more turned on than I’d ever seen her.

That was the moment everything changed.

Since then, little things had started happening. Small flashes. Teasing moments. A few calculated “accidents.” And over the last few weeks it had accelerated — especially after what happened with our neighbor. But standing here now, watching her deliberately bend over and show Mike her ass in those tight little shorts, I realised just how far she’d come from that first day in Mexico.

She wasn’t just tolerating the attention anymore.

She was chasing it.

“Okay. I’m almost done and then I’m going to clean up,” Chloe said, glancing over her shoulder at us. “Mike, are you staying for dinner?”

Mike didn’t answer straight away. His eyes were locked on her ass, and he seemed to have forgotten how to form words.

“Mike?” Chloe asked again, a hint of amusement in her voice. “You alright over there?”

He blinked hard and dragged his gaze up to her face. “Umm… no. Sorry. I’ve got a date tonight.”

Chloe sat back on her heels, turning slightly toward him. The movement made her tits shift under the thin white t-shirt, the damp cotton clinging to her curves. “Really? Is this someone new?”

Mike had been divorced for a few years, and Chloe had always taken an interest in his love life — usually in a sweet, matchmaking way. But right now there was something else in her tone. Something warmer. More playful.

“Yeah,” Mike said, clearing his throat. “First date. Met her online.”

“That’s great,” Chloe replied, pushing herself up to stand. She brushed dirt from her hands onto the front of her shorts, then turned back to the tomato plants. “I hope she’s nice. And cute.”

She bent forward again to adjust the stalks, but this time she didn’t crouch. She kept her legs straight and eased her feet a little further apart. The position made her ass push out toward us in a way that was anything but accidental. The old khaki shorts pulled tight across her cheeks, the thin material stretching and riding up until we could see the soft, bare curve of her lower ass cheeks. Between her slightly parted thighs, the fabric pressed snugly against her pussy, outlining the shape of her lips in a clear, unmistakable camel toe.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

“I hope you have fun,” she added, her voice light and casual, as if she wasn’t deliberately giving us both an obscene view of her body. Then she glanced back over her shoulder, caught Mike’s eye, and gave him a slow, deliberate wink. “Maybe you’ll even get lucky.”

The words hung in the hot afternoon air between us.

Mike made a small, strangled sound in his throat. I saw his hand twitch at his side like he was fighting the urge to adjust himself. His face had gone red, and he couldn’t seem to look away from the way Chloe’s ass was still pushed out toward him, her long, tanned legs straight and slightly spread.

I felt my own cock thicken against the front of my shorts.

Six months ago, that wink and that pose would have been unthinkable for her. Back then it had taken an accidental wardrobe malfunction in a hotel pool to wake something up inside her. Now she was doing it on purpose — right in front of our friend — and the look on her face told me she was enjoying every second of it.

Chloe held the position for another few seconds, letting us both drink her in, then slowly straightened up with a little smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

Chloe went back to tending the plants, pretending to be completely unaware of the effect she was having on us. It was a good performance — for Mike. I knew better.

She reached behind herself a couple of times, slowly brushing imaginary dirt from the seat of her shorts. Each time, her fingers lingered a little longer than necessary, tracing the curve of her ass. Then she rose to her feet, turned toward us, and stretched her arms high above her head. The movement was slow and deliberate. Her back arched, pushing her full tits forward against the thin white cotton. The damp fabric clung to her skin, and her nipples stood out clearly — two firm, dark points that made it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Well,” she said, lowering her arms and resting her hands on her hips. She looked at both of us with a small, knowing smile. “I’m a mess. I think I’ll go shower off this body of mine and then come back down to join you boys for a drink, if you don’t mind?”

“Not at all,” Mike said quickly — almost too quickly. “Please come back down.”

Chloe didn’t move right away.

She just stood there, hands on her hips, letting us look. Twenty long seconds passed while she held the pose, her chest rising and falling with each slow breath. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. The heat in the air, the way Mike was staring at her like he’d forgotten how to blink, and the faint smile playing at the corners of her mouth said everything.

I felt my cock throb against my shorts.

Six months ago she would have been mortified by this kind of attention. Now she was feeding off it.

Finally, she let her hands drop and began walking toward us. Her hips swayed with every step, a slow, deliberate roll that made the tight khaki shorts shift and pull across her ass. As she passed Mike, she leaned down toward me like she was going to give me a quick kiss — but at the same time she pushed her ass out, bringing it within inches of his face. The movement was smooth, almost graceful, but there was nothing innocent about it. She held the position for a beat longer than necessary, her round cheeks hovering right in front of him, before pressing a soft kiss to my lips.

Then she straightened up, gave us both one last little smile, and headed inside toward the stairs.

Mike let out a slow, shaky breath the second she disappeared through the door.

I tried to sit still for a minute or two, but it was useless. My cock was already half-hard and getting worse by the second. Chloe’s little performance had been too much — the deliberate bending, the stretch, the way she’d pushed her ass right into Mike’s face on her way past. I couldn’t sit there pretending to be relaxed while my head was full of everything she’d just done.

“I’ll be right back,” I said, standing up a little too quickly. “Grab yourself another beer if you want.”

Mike just nodded, still looking slightly dazed.


The Performance of A Lifetime

I headed inside and took the stairs two at a time. My heart was beating harder than it should have been. When I reached the bathroom, the door was half open. Chloe was standing at the sink, looking at herself in the mirror. She hadn’t started undressing yet.

I stepped in behind her without a word, pressed my body against hers, and ground my stiffening cock against her ass. My hands found her hips and pulled her back against me.

“That was one hell of a performance you just put on out there,” I growled against her neck, my voice low and rough. I kissed the side of her throat, then bit gently as I pushed her forward until her hips met the edge of the counter.

Chloe met my eyes in the mirror. Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile.

“What do you mean?” she asked, all innocence.

I laughed softly against her skin. “Don’t play coy with me. You know exactly what you were doing. You loved every second of it — especially the way Mike couldn’t take his eyes off you.”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead she pushed her ass back against my cock, slow and deliberate.

“Was he watching me?” she asked, her voice quieter now, but with that same mischievous edge.

I didn’t bother replying with words.

My hands slid around to the front of her shorts. I popped the button open, yanked the zipper down, and roughly dragged the tight khaki material over her hips and down her thighs. Just as I suspected, she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The shorts peeled away to reveal her bare ass and the smooth, already-glistening lips of her pussy.

“He was watching you,” I grunted as I shoved my own shorts down. “Watching that ass of yours the whole time.”

I pressed my hand between her shoulder blades and pushed her forward until she was bent over the bathroom counter. With my other hand I grabbed my cock, lined it up, and drove into her in one hard thrust.

“Ohhh fuuuuck…” Chloe moaned, her voice breaking as I bottomed out inside her.

She was already soaked. Her pussy gripped me tight as I started fucking her with deep, rough strokes, my hips slapping against her ass. The wet sound of it filled the small bathroom.

I leaned over her, one hand still holding her down while the other gripped her hip hard enough to leave marks.

“Yeah, you little slut,” I moaned against her ear. “I loved watching you tease us down there. Did you like knowing Mike was getting hard just from looking at you? Did you like shaking your ass for him like that?”

Chloe let out a long, shaky moan and pushed back against me, meeting every thrust. Her fingers curled around the edges of the counter as she held on.

“Do you think he liked it?” she panted. “Do you think he got hard watching my ass?”

I slammed into her harder, watching the way her cheeks rippled with every thrust.

“You fucking know he did,” I said, voice rough. “And now you’re getting fucked like the teasing little slut you are.”

“Yesss…” she moaned, louder this time, her voice thick with arousal. She dropped her head between her arms and pushed back even harder, taking me as deep as I could go.

I kept fucking her hard, my hips snapping forward, driving my cock deep into her soaked pussy with every thrust. The wet, filthy sound of it echoed off the bathroom tiles. Chloe was gripping the counter so tightly her knuckles had gone white, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps every time I bottomed out inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I growled, watching her ass ripple every time my hips slammed into her. “You loved that, didn’t you? Bending over like a little tease… letting him see everything.”

Chloe moaned loudly, pushing back to meet me.

I tightened my grip on her hips and fucked her harder, the words pouring out of me before I could stop them.

“I bet you wish it was Mike who had followed you up here,” I said, my voice low and rough. “I was tempted to send him up. Would you have liked that? Me telling him to come upstairs and fuck you while I watched?”

The second the words left my mouth, I felt her entire body react.

Chloe let out a broken, desperate moan — “Ohh… Godddd… yesssssss…” — and then she started to cum.

Her pussy clamped down around my cock like a vice. She shook violently, her legs trembling as the orgasm ripped through her. I didn’t slow down. I kept pounding into her while she came, watching her fall apart in the mirror.

“That’s it,” I snarled, my voice thick. “Cum all over my dick. Or is it Mike’s dick you want in you right now?”

Chloe couldn’t even answer. She just kept shaking, another wave hitting her as she cried out, her whole body jerking with the force of it. I could feel her pussy pulsing and fluttering around me, soaking my cock as she rode out the orgasm.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head back as I drove into her even harder. I slammed my cock as deep as I could go, holding myself there for a second before pulling back and doing it again. Chloe’s moans turned into broken little cries every time I bottomed out.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum.”

I thrust into her one last time and stayed buried deep as I came hard, pulsing thick ropes of cum inside her. My grip on her hair tightened as I emptied myself, grinding against her ass while my cock throbbed and twitched.

When the intensity finally faded, I loosened my hold on her hair and slowly started moving again — long, lazy strokes, pushing my cum deeper into her with every gentle thrust. Chloe stayed bent over the counter, her forehead resting against the cool surface, breathing hard.

“Oh God…” she panted after a moment. “I came so fucking hard.”

I smiled and carefully pulled out of her. A thick trail of my cum immediately started to leak from her pussy and run down the inside of her thigh. I helped her stand up, turned her around, and pulled her into a slow, deep kiss. She melted against me, still a little shaky on her legs.

“You were incredible,” I murmured against her lips. “Downstairs… and up here.”

Chloe let out a soft, breathy laugh and kissed me back. “I need to shower. And you should probably get back downstairs before Mike starts wondering what the hell we’re doing up here.”

I grinned and gave her ass a light squeeze. “Don’t worry. I’ll tell him exactly what I was doing.”

“Oh no you won’t,” she said quickly, eyes widening as she playfully slapped my arm.

I laughed and stepped back, reaching for my shorts. “Alright, alright. Your secret’s safe.”

Chloe gave me one last smile before turning toward the shower. I pulled my clothes back on and headed downstairs, still feeling the afterglow buzzing through me.

When I stepped back out onto the deck, Mike was exactly where I’d left him — sitting in the chair with a fresh beer in his hand, staring out at the garden like he was trying very hard not to think about what had just happened.

“Everything okay?” Mike asked when I stepped back out onto the deck.

“Couldn’t be better,” I said, dropping into my chair and reaching for my beer. I took a slow sip before adding, “I just needed to fuck Chloe.”

Mike blinked. “I’m sorry… what?”

I looked at him steadily, enjoying the stunned expression on his face.

“After watching her out here in those tight shorts and that little t-shirt, I was too worked up. I needed some relief.”

Mike stared at me for a second, then glanced toward the house like he was trying to process what I’d just said.

“You mean… upstairs just now, you two were…?”

“Fucking?” I finished for him. “Yeah. I just fucked my wife. She’s a great fuck, and when she puts on a show like that… it’s hard to resist.”

Mike let out a short, disbelieving laugh and shook his head. “Wow. You lucky bastard. And she’s… fine with that?”

I smirked. “Considering she just came all over my cock, I’d say she’s pretty happy with how things turned out.” I paused, then added casually, “Don’t tell her I told you this, but I think she liked knowing you were right downstairs.”

Mike’s head snapped up. “Seriously?”

“God, yes.” I leaned back in my chair, watching him. “Chloe’s always been a bit of a closet exhibitionist. She loved you watching her out here.”

Mike looked genuinely thrown. “What do you mean? I mean… I’m sorry if I was staring too much.”

I waved it off. “Relax. I’m not mad.” I studied him for a moment. “Let me ask you something. Did you like what just happened? Be honest.”

Mike hesitated, staring down at his beer. His ears had gone slightly red.

“Hey,” I said, keeping my tone easy. “Whatever you say, no harm, no foul. Just tell me the truth.”

He finally looked up at me. “It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen,” he admitted quietly. “She was driving me crazy out here. I couldn’t stop watching her.”

I nodded slowly, a small smile tugging at my mouth.

“That’s good to know.”

“What do you mean by that?” Mike asked, looking genuinely confused.

I took another sip of my beer and smiled. “I’ll just be straight with you. I love it when Chloe does shit like that. I love watching her dress slutty and show herself off to other guys.” I paused, holding his gaze. “And she never actually does anything with them… unless I tell her to.”

Mike stared at me for a long second, then took a big gulp of his beer like he needed it.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice slightly hoarse.

I was about to answer when the deck door opened behind us.

Chloe stepped out holding a fresh drink. Her hair was still damp from the shower and falling messily around her face and shoulders. She’d changed into a pair of tight black yoga pants that clung to her ass and hips like a second skin, and a low-cut V-neck t-shirt that showed off the swell of her tits. No bra again. Her nipples were faintly visible through the thin fabric.

I almost laughed out loud.

Jesus, Chloe. Give the poor bastard a break.

She walked over and pulled up a chair, sitting slightly angled toward us. Without saying a word, she lifted her bare feet into my lap, wriggled her bright pink toes, and gave me a sweet smile.

I rested one hand on her ankle and started rubbing her foot, but my eyes stayed on Mike. He was trying very hard not to stare at her body, and failing badly.

Chloe sighed contentedly and leaned back in her chair, completely relaxed, like she had no idea what kind of effect she was having on the two of us.

“I need to use the restroom,” I said, gently moving Chloe’s feet off my lap as I stood up.

She pouted playfully. “Oh, honey… just when your hands were starting to make my feet feel so good.”

“Sorry,” I said with a small smile. “I’ll be quick. But I’ve got an idea — why don’t you have Mike rub them for you?”

Chloe didn’t answer right away. She just looked over at Mike.

He sat up straighter, putting his beer down a little too quickly. “I’d… be happy to,” he said, trying (and failing) to sound casual.

Chloe gave him a warm smile. “Thanks, Mike. You’re sweet.” She slid her chair closer to his and lifted her bare feet into his lap without hesitation.

Mike hesitated for half a second, then carefully took her left foot in both hands and started massaging it. His thumbs moved slowly over her arch and the ball of her foot.

Chloe let out a soft, genuine moan. “Ohhh… that feels so good.”

She kept her eyes on him as she spoke, her voice low and a little breathy. “You should do this for your date tonight. She’ll probably do anything you ask if you make her feel like this.”

Mike’s ears went red, but he didn’t stop rubbing. If anything, his hands moved more deliberately. Chloe’s right foot was still resting in his lap, and as he worked on her left, she slowly flexed her toes against his thigh.

I smirked and headed inside to use the bathroom. When I came back out a few minutes later, I didn’t go straight back to the deck. Instead, I walked over to the kitchen window that overlooked it and quietly looked out.

Mike was still massaging Chloe’s feet, but he’d switched to her right foot now. Her left leg was bent, with her left foot resting high on his thigh. From where Mike was sitting, he had a clear view of her toes… and a very clear view straight up between her legs. The tight black yoga pants were stretched thin across her pussy, leaving almost nothing to the imagination.

Chloe had her eyes half-closed. She was slowly sliding her left foot up and down his thigh in small, lazy movements. Each time her foot moved higher, the tips of her toes got closer and closer to his crotch. She wasn’t even pretending anymore.

Fuck, I thought, my cock twitching at the sight. She’s going to make him cum in his pants if I don’t stop this.

I stepped back out onto the deck. Mike immediately looked up at me like a kid who’d been caught doing something wrong. He quickly put Chloe’s foot down in his lap, trying (and failing) to look casual.

I glanced at my watch. “Well, I’m sure you two were enjoying that, but Mike — don’t you have a date in about an hour?”

Mike checked his own watch and winced. “Shit. Yeah, you’re right. I should probably get going.” He sounded genuinely disappointed as Chloe pulled her feet off his lap.

He stood up, adjusting himself as subtly as he could. “Thanks for the beers. This was… really great.”

I walked him to the door while Chloe stayed on the deck. After he left, I came back outside and dropped into the chair next to her.

“You were killing that poor man,” I said with a chuckle.

Chloe smiled, looking pleased with herself. “I think he liked massaging my feet. He’s actually really good at it. I certainly enjoyed it.”

“Oh, I have no doubt he loved it,” I said. I paused, then added, “I think he’s got a bit of a foot fetish. I’ll have to remember that.”

Chloe tilted her head, looking at me with mild confusion. “What do you mean?”

I just smiled and shook my head. “Never mind.”

She didn’t push it. I was glad — I wasn’t ready to tell her what I was already starting to plan.

I reached over and gave her thigh a squeeze. “Come on. Let’s go get some dinner.”


The Evening After

The next night we were lying in bed, the movie we’d been watching now just background noise. Chloe was curled up in front of me, her back against my chest. I had one arm draped over her waist when she spoke.

“You know,” she said softly, “your birthday’s next week. Have you thought about what you want to do?”

I was quiet for a moment, my hand slowly stroking her stomach. After everything that had happened with Mike the day before, an idea had been growing in the back of my mind — something I’d fantasised about for a long time but had never actually said out loud.

“I hadn’t really thought about it much,” I admitted, “but after the other day with Mike… I’ve got an idea. More of a fantasy, really.”

Chloe turned her head slightly toward me. “Oh really?” she said, a smile in her voice. “Well, it is your birthday. We can do whatever you want.”

I pressed my hips forward, letting her feel my cock against her ass. “Really? You sure you want to give me that much freedom?”

She laughed softly and reached for my hand, guiding it up under her thin cotton sleep shirt until my palm was cupping her breast. “Maybe you’re right,” she murmured as I brushed my thumb over her nipple. It hardened instantly under my touch.

I leaned in and kissed the side of her neck, then slowly rolled her onto her back. I pushed her sleep shirt up and over her tits, exposing them, and lowered my mouth to her right nipple. I licked and sucked it gently while she ran her fingers through my hair and pulled me closer.

“Mmm… that feels so good,” she moaned.

I took my time, kissing my way down her stomach, then lower. I gently pushed her legs apart and settled between them. Instead of going straight for her pussy, I kissed the soft skin of her inner thighs, moving slowly, deliberately, letting my breath ghost over her clit every so often.

Chloe squirmed, her hips lifting toward my mouth.

“Oh my God…” she breathed. “Please… I need you to lick my pussy. I’ll do anything you want.”

I paused and looked up at her, holding her gaze.

“Anything?” I asked.

Chloe looked down at me, her eyes dark and full of heat. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Anything.”

I smiled back, my cock throbbing against the mattress.

“I’m going to hold you to that.”

I held her gaze as I slowly lowered my mouth back onto her pussy and dragged my tongue in one long, deliberate stroke over her clit. Chloe’s breath caught. I kept the pressure light at first, circling her slowly, teasing her with soft, precise licks. Her breathing quickly grew heavier, and her thighs started to tremble on either side of my head.

I knew exactly how she liked it. After a minute of gentle teasing, I sealed my lips around her clit and started sucking with steady, passionate pressure while flicking my tongue over the sensitive bud. Chloe let out a long, broken moan and bucked against my mouth. I gripped her thighs firmly and held her in place as I worked her over, licking and sucking with focused intensity.

She was getting close — I could feel it in the way her body was tightening, in the desperate little sounds she was making. Just as her moans started to climb, I pulled my mouth away.

Chloe whimpered in frustration.

I blew a soft stream of cool air over her swollen clit and looked up at her.

“You know,” I said quietly, “I’ve had this idea for a while now… and I think I’m going to take you up on that ‘anything’ offer for my birthday.”

Chloe’s eyes fluttered open. She was breathing hard. “Oh no…” she panted, half-laughing, half-worried. “Maybe I did make a mistake with that promise. What are you thinking?”

I ran my tongue slowly up her slit, just once, before answering.

“I want to have a football game day with the guys… and have you as our special serving girl.” I looked up at her again. “That would be the perfect birthday present.”

Before she could respond, I dropped my mouth back onto her pussy and sucked her clit hard. Chloe gasped sharply and grabbed the back of my head with both hands, pulling me tighter against her.

“I guess… I’d have to dress in something special for the game?” she managed to say, her voice shaky as her hips rolled against my tongue.

I pulled back just enough to speak, my lips brushing against her wet pussy.

“Oh, that’s only half of it,” I said. “You’ll wear whatever outfit I choose… and you’ll do anything I tell you to do.”

That pushed her over the edge.

Chloe let out a loud, desperate cry as her orgasm hit her hard. Her whole body seized up, her thighs clamping around my head as she came violently against my mouth. I kept licking her through it, feeling her pussy pulse and throb as wave after wave rolled through her. She was still shaking when I finally eased off and kissed the inside of her thigh.

A few minutes later, Chloe was still catching her breath when she slid her hand under the covers and wrapped her fingers around my semi-hard cock. She started stroking me slowly as she turned her head to look at me.

“Oh my God… that was intense,” she murmured. “I can barely move. So… tell me more about this plan of yours.”

I smiled in the dark, enjoying how curious she sounded. Part of me wanted to tell her everything, but I liked the idea of keeping her in suspense.

“Nope,” I said. “I’ve got it all worked out in my head, and I want it to be a surprise. Even the guys won’t know what’s coming until it happens.”

Chloe made a small, frustrated sound, then pushed the comforter down and shifted onto her knees beside me. She kept stroking my cock as she looked down at it, then glanced up at me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“I think I know how to make you talk,” she said softly.

She leaned down and took me into her mouth.

Chloe gave me one of the best blowjobs of her life. She was enthusiastic and focused, sucking me with long, wet strokes while her hand worked the base. Every so often she’d pull off to lick along the shaft or swirl her tongue around the head before taking me deep again. I was rock hard in no time, my hand resting on the back of her head as she worked me over.

After a couple of minutes she pulled off, still stroking me, and rubbed the wet head of my cock over her hard nipples.

“So,” she asked, her voice low and teasing, “are you going to tell me?”

I groaned as she kept rubbing my cock against her tits.

“Or maybe,” she continued, “you’re going to make me dress up like a little slut and serve all of you? Maybe even make me pleasure the guys while you watch?”

She was getting dangerously close to the truth. My cock twitched hard in her hand.

Chloe smiled like she could feel how much her words were affecting me. She leaned down again and took me back into her mouth, sucking me with renewed purpose. I didn’t last much longer. When I started to cum, she stayed on me, taking every pulse into her mouth and swallowing it down before slowly licking my cock clean.

I lay there breathing hard as she crawled back up beside me.

“That was one of your best ever,” I said once I could speak again. “But I’m still not telling you the full plan.”

Chloe let out a small, amused huff and rested her head on my chest. I could tell she was a little frustrated that I hadn’t cracked… but I could also tell she liked not knowing. She liked letting her imagination run wild.

We settled into bed without saying much else. Within a few minutes, she was asleep against me.

The next day I decided it was time to set things in motion. I pulled out my phone and sent the same text to three guys:

Hey guys — I’m planning on watching the Giants game this Sunday. Let me know if you can make it.

I didn’t have to wait long. Within a few hours, all three had replied saying they were free.

Andy and Tom were easy choices. Andy was our next-door neighbor, and we’d already had a few sexual adventures with him and his brother. I knew they’d drop everything to come over, especially once they realised Chloe would be involved. The third invite went to Mike. After the way Chloe had teased him on the deck — and what happened in the bathroom afterward — I figured we owed him. Plus, I had a feeling she’d enjoy playing with him again.

I was confident all three of them would be discreet.

Over the next few days, Chloe kept trying to get information out of me. She’d ask casual questions while we were making dinner or lying in bed — who was coming, what I had planned for her, what she should wear. I stayed firm.

“I’m still not telling you anything,” I said one evening when she brought it up again. “Just remember it’s my birthday… and you promised to do whatever I say.”

Chloe bit her lip. “I know I promised anything. Just… make sure it’s within reason, okay?”

I pulled her into me and kissed her forehead. “Don’t worry. I know exactly what we both like, and I know how far to take things. Trust me — it’s going to be a day we’ll both remember.”

She still looked a little nervous, but she didn’t push any further.

Sunday morning finally arrived. Chloe headed out to pick up food, drinks, and the ingredients for my favourite cake. The second she left, I went upstairs and started laying out the outfit I’d chosen for her.

I was confident I’d picked the perfect one.

The first piece was the most important — a black fishnet bodysuit. I held it up and smiled to myself. It was completely sheer. Once she had it on, there would be nothing left to the imagination. Her full tits would be on display, her nipples clearly visible through the netting. I knew her exhibitionist side was going to love being dressed like this in front of the guys.

Over the bodysuit, I’d have her wear a pair of tiny blue denim short-shorts. She’d worn them for me before, and they hugged her hips and ass like they were painted on. The fact that they had the Giants logo stamped on the back pockets was just a nice touch for game day. They were short enough that the bottom of her ass cheeks would be visible, especially when she bent over.

But it was the final piece that I was most excited about.

I pulled out a pair of white go-go boots she’d bought for Halloween a couple of years ago. They were the classic style — shiny, knee-high, with a slight heel. The exact kind you’d see NFL cheerleaders wearing on the sidelines. I could already picture her in the full outfit: fishnet bodysuit, tiny denim shorts, and those white boots. She was going to look like the perfect slutty little cheerleader.

I carefully folded everything and hid the outfit at the back of my closet, then headed downstairs to relax until Chloe got home.

Chloe got home about an hour later. She spent some time in the kitchen making my cake, then headed upstairs to shower and get ready. I was sitting in the living room watching the pre-game show when I heard her call down from the bedroom.

“Honey? Is there anything specific you want me to wear for the game?”

I smiled to myself. I could hear the hopeful note in her voice.

“No,” I called back casually. “Just throw on something comfortable.”

There was a short pause.

“Oh… okay,” she replied. I could hear the disappointment in her voice, even from downstairs.

I grinned and took a sip of my beer. Don’t worry, baby, I thought. You’re going to be the center of attention today. I’m going to take you right to the edge.

A few minutes later she came downstairs wearing a Giants t-shirt and a pair of gray spandex pants. She looked good — casual and sexy in her own way — but it was nothing compared to what I had hidden upstairs.

She walked into the living room and stood in front of me. “Is this okay?”

I looked her up and down and nodded. “Yeah, you look great. And you’re repping the colors.”

Chloe gave me a slightly confused smile, then went to get herself a drink before settling onto the couch next to me.

I could tell she was still a little thrown by my answer. She’d clearly been hoping for some kind of instruction — something that would confirm today was going to be different.

She had no idea how right she was.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang. I got up and went to answer it. Mike stood on the doorstep.

“Hey man, come on in,” I said, shaking his hand.

“Thanks for inviting me,” he replied as he stepped inside.

When we walked into the living room, Chloe looked up — and her face lit up the moment she saw who it was.

“Mike!” she said excitedly, jumping up from the couch. She crossed the room and gave him a warm hug, pressing herself against him a little longer than necessary. As she pulled back, her eyes flicked over to mine and I could see the pleased little smile she was trying to hide.

“Thanks for having me,” Mike said, looking slightly flustered as he stepped away from her.

Before we could sit down, the doorbell rang again. I left Chloe and Mike in the kitchen grabbing drinks and went to answer it. Andy and Tom stood on the doorstep.

I led them inside. Both of them gave Chloe a big hug when they saw her. After introducing them to Mike, we grabbed beers and headed into the living room. Tom glanced at Chloe’s outfit — the normal Giants t-shirt and gray leggings — and I caught the brief flicker of disappointment on his face. He also looked a little thrown by Mike being there. I could tell he was starting to wonder if this was just a regular game day.

Once everyone had drinks, we settled into the living room. Andy and Tom took the couch while Mike sat in one of the armchairs. Chloe curled up next to me on the other chair. The pre-game show was on, but the atmosphere already felt charged — even if only a couple of us knew why.

I glanced over at Andy and Tom. They were both dressed nicely — polo shirts and shorts, with just enough cologne to make it obvious they weren’t here for a regular game day. They were ready for whatever might happen.

Mike, on the other hand, still had no idea what was coming.

I stood up and excused myself. “I’ll be right back.”

I headed upstairs, retrieved the hidden outfit from the back of the closet, and carried it downstairs. I found Chloe in the kitchen and gently pulled her aside.

“Are you ready?” I asked quietly.

She looked at me with a curious smile. “Ready for what?”

“To start making my birthday wish come true.” I studied her face for a moment. “By the way… are you happy with who I invited?”

Chloe hesitated. “I kind of expected Andy and Tom… but I was surprised when Mike walked in. I’m not sure if that’s a good idea.”

I stepped closer and lowered my voice. “I think it’s a great idea. I know you like him, and I know he fantasizes about you.”

Chloe’s cheeks flushed. “I do like Mike… and he’s handsome. But I doubt he fantasizes about me. He’s an old friend. Aren’t you worried this could affect our friendship?”

“Little do you know,” I said with a smirk. “He’s told me more than once — usually after a few drinks — how lucky I am to have you. How fun and sexy you are.”

Chloe’s eyes widened. “Really? I never knew he felt that way.”

“Of course not. He’s a good guy. He’d never make a move behind my back. That’s exactly why I invited him. He’ll respect both of us… and he knows how to keep his mouth shut.”

I stepped in closer and slid my arms around her waist, pulling her against me. My voice dropped lower.

“Anyway… enough talking. It’s my birthday, and I’m ready to unwrap my present.”

I looked her directly in the eyes, my tone shifting into something firmer.

“I want you to go upstairs. I’ve laid out an outfit for you. You’re going to put it on, do your hair and makeup, and then come back down. Do you understand?”

Chloe swallowed, her cheeks already flushing. “Yes.”

“Good,” I continued. “Once you’re downstairs, your only job is to obey. You will address me as ‘Master’ and the other men as ‘Sir’. If one of them tells you to do something, you look at me first. If I nod, you do it. If I shake my head, you don’t. Understand?”

She nodded slowly, her breathing getting shallower.

“If you disobey me or disappoint me,” I added, my voice calm but serious, “you will be punished. Do you understand?”

Chloe’s lips parted slightly. She looked up at me with wide, dark eyes and whispered, “Yes, Master.”

A slow smile spread across my face. She’d taken to it immediately.

I leaned in and kissed her deeply, my hand sliding down to squeeze her ass. When I pulled back, I gave her a firm look.

“Go.”


Worth The Wait

Chloe turned and headed upstairs. I walked back into the living room and dropped into the recliner closest to the kitchen. Andy and Tom were on the couch while Mike sat in the other recliner.

We chatted and watched the pre-game show for a few minutes until Andy looked over at me.

“Where are the beers?”

“They’re in the fridge in the kitchen,” I said with a smirk. “But don’t worry about it. Chloe will be back soon. She can get them.”

Andy started to get up. “It’s no problem, I can grab them.”

I shook my head. “Trust me. You’re going to want to wait for Chloe.” I glanced around at all three of them. “It’s my birthday, and she’s here to serve us. This is her present to me.”

Mike looked confused. Tom, on the other hand, broke into a wide grin and rubbed his hands together.

“Oh fuck yes,” he said under his breath.

Andy leaned back on the couch with a knowing smile, clearly understanding what was about to happen.

We didn’t have to wait long. A minute later we heard Chloe’s footsteps coming down the stairs. I could hear her moving around in the kitchen, the sound of the fridge opening and bottles clinking.

I raised my voice just enough to carry.

“Honey, Andy needs another beer. Bring one for him and one for me too.”

Chloe didn’t answer, but I heard the fridge open, followed by the distinct sound of her boot heels clicking across the wooden floor as she walked toward the living room.

When she stepped into the room, every conversation died instantly.

She looked even better than I’d imagined.

Chloe stood there holding a beer in each hand, her body on full display. The black fishnet bodysuit left nothing to the imagination — her full, firm tits were completely visible through the sheer material, her nipples stiff and dark against the netting. The tiny blue denim shorts clung to her hips and ass like a second skin, riding high enough that the bottom curves of her cheeks were clearly visible. Her long, tanned legs disappeared into the shiny white go-go boots, completing the perfect slutty cheerleader look.

She looked nervous, but there was also a spark of excitement in her eyes.

She walked straight over to me first and handed me my beer. Then she turned and leaned down to pass Andy his, giving him an unobstructed view of her tits through the fishnet. Andy didn’t even try to hide how hard he was staring. Tom was openly grinning, his eyes roaming over her body like he couldn’t decide what to look at first.

Mike’s reaction was the best.

He sat frozen in his chair, mouth slightly open, staring at Chloe like he’d just seen a ghost. The lust in his eyes was unmistakable. After everything she’d teased him with over the past few weeks, he was finally seeing her exactly how he’d been fantasizing about her.

As Chloe turned to walk back toward me, all three men watched her ass sway in those tiny shorts. The bottom of her cheeks peeked out with every step.

She stopped in front of me and asked softly, “Is there anything else I can get you?”

I raised my eyebrows at her. Chloe’s eyes widened slightly as she realized her mistake.

“Is there anything else I can get you… Master?” she corrected quickly, blushing.

I gave her a small nod. “I’m good. Check with the guys and see if they need anything.”

Chloe turned to face the three men. “Is there anything else I can get you, Sirs?”

Tom didn’t even try to hide the way he was staring at her body. “Yeah… I could use another beer.”

Chloe nodded and walked back toward the kitchen, her ass swaying in those tiny shorts. The moment she was out of sight, Mike leaned forward in his chair.

“What the hell is going on?” he asked quietly, looking between me and the kitchen.

I smiled. “It’s my birthday, and this is Chloe’s gift to me. She’s going to serve us all night… and do whatever I tell her to do. So sit back, enjoy the view, and enjoy the service.”

Mike looked stunned. Andy, on the other hand, was already grinning.

“Will she do anything we ask?” he said, clearly hopeful.

I shook my head. “Not quite. She’ll do whatever I say. But if one of you asks her to do something and I give her the okay… then yes, she’ll do it.”

“Oh my God…” Tom said, grinning widely. “This is even better than the barbeque. I fucking love her calling you Master and us Sir.”

Mike looked between us, confused. “What barbeque? And… is this actually okay with you two?”

I met his eyes. “We’re more than okay with it, Mike. But if you’re uncomfortable and want to leave, no hard feelings.”

Mike shook his head quickly. “No, no, no. I’ve been fantasizing about Chloe for years. I just needed to know what was actually happening here.” He looked around at all of us with a slightly dazed smile. “Wild horses couldn’t drag me out of here now.”

I stood up and headed into the kitchen to check on Chloe. She was standing at the counter, spooning some dip into a bowl. I walked up behind her, pressed my body against hers, and ground my hard cock against her ass while I wrapped my arms around her waist.

“How are you doing?” I murmured against her ear. “You okay with everything so far?”

I got my answer without words.

Chloe immediately pushed her ass back against my cock and turned in my arms, kissing me hard. Her tongue slid into my mouth as she ground herself against me. When she finally pulled back, she was breathing heavier.

“I’m so turned on right now,” she whispered, her eyes dark with arousal.

I smiled and gave her ass a firm squeeze. “Good. Now grab the dip and Tom’s beer and come back in.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied with a wicked little smile.

I headed back to the living room and settled into my recliner. A minute later, Chloe walked back in with much more confidence than before. She moved with a deliberate sway in her hips as she carried the bowl of dip and a fresh beer.

She walked straight over to Tom first, leaning forward as she handed him his beer. The neckline of the fishnet bodysuit gaped open, giving him a clear view of her bare tits and hard nipples. Tom didn’t even pretend to look anywhere else.

Chloe then turned to Mike with the dip. She bent over again, holding the bowl out to him with a sweet smile on her face.

“Would you like to try some of my homemade dip, Sir?”

Mike’s eyes were locked on her chest. He could clearly see her stiff nipples through the sheer fishnet, just inches from his face. He swallowed hard and reached for the dip, trying (and failing) to keep his eyes on her face.

Chloe stayed bent over a second longer than necessary, still smiling innocently, while Mike helped himself.

Chloe smiled as she turned to set the dip down on the coffee table, deliberately pushing her ass out toward Mike. She glanced back over her shoulder at him.

“How’s the dip? Do you like it?” she asked sweetly, her ass still jutted out.

Mike’s eyes were locked on her barely-covered cheeks. “It’s delicious,” he managed to say.

Chloe straightened up and told Andy and Tom they could help themselves, then walked over to me. She stopped in front of my chair and asked softly, “May I sit with you, Master?”

I smiled and took her hand. “Of course.”

As she sat down on my lap, Chloe crossed her legs, giving the three men a clear view of her long, tanned thighs. The position also pushed her tits forward, putting them on full display through the sheer fishnet.

By now the game had started, but nobody was really watching. Every eye in the room kept drifting back to Chloe.

Since she was clearly enjoying being on display, I decided it was time to push things further.

I slid my right hand up her side and slowly brushed my thumb across her stiff nipple. Chloe let out a soft gasp and shivered against me. The reaction didn’t go unnoticed by the other three men.

I looked around at them and smirked.

“Why don’t we put some bets on the game?”

“Sure,” Andy and Tom answered almost immediately.

“I’m in,” Mike said, though he still looked a little unsure what he was agreeing to.

I nodded. “Alright. I’ll bet on the Giants scoring on this drive. If I win, you each owe me a hundred and fifty bucks.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “And if you lose?”

I smiled and gave Chloe’s thigh a slow stroke. “If I lose… I have a payment I think you’ll all enjoy. You’ll just have to wait and see what it is.”

“DEAL!” Tom shouted, rubbing his hands together.

Suddenly the three of them were locked into the game, cheering loudly every time the Saints made a play. My Giants managed a couple of first downs, but eventually had to punt. The second the ball changed hands, all three of them erupted like they’d just won the Super Bowl.

I laughed and shook my head. “Well… I guess I lost that one.”

Andy leaned forward, eyes bright. “What did we win?”

I didn’t answer him right away. Instead, I looked up at Chloe, who was still sitting on my lap, and gave her a small smile.

“Chloe,” I said calmly, “you’re going to go sit on each of their laps for one full minute. Starting with Mike.”

Chloe’s eyes lit up. She didn’t hesitate for a second. She stood up, turned to Mike, and walked over to him with a little sway in her hips.

“Can I sit on your lap, Sir?” she asked sweetly.

Mike looked like he’d just won the lottery.

“Oh my God, yes,” he said, his voice slightly hoarse as he patted his thigh.

Chloe sat down on Mike’s lap without hesitation. He immediately wrapped an arm around her waist and shifted underneath her. She responded by slowly grinding her ass back against him in a slow, deliberate circle.

“How’s that, Sir? Are you comfortable?” she asked sweetly, looking over her shoulder at him.

Mike let out a shaky breath. “I’ve never been better.”

He pulled her tighter against him and pressed his hard cock against her ass through her shorts. After a few seconds, he looked over at me, silently asking for permission. I gave him a small nod and a smirk.

That was all he needed.

His hands slid up from her waist and boldly cupped both of her tits through the fishnet bodysuit. Chloe let out a soft, breathy moan and arched her back, pushing her chest into his palms.

“Ohhh yesss…” she sighed as Mike started to gently squeeze and play with her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples.

Chloe slid her hands over Mike’s and guided his fingers, encouraging him to squeeze her tits harder and pinch her nipples through the fishnet. She let out soft little moans as she ground her ass more deliberately against his cock.

I was rock hard in my pants, watching one of my oldest friends play with my wife’s tits while she actively helped him. The sight of her using his hands to tease her own nipples was almost too much.

I was so caught up in watching them that I completely lost track of time.

“Time!” Tom called out loudly from the couch, grinning. “My turn.”

Chloe stood up slowly, almost reluctantly, and walked over to the couch. Before she could even ask what he wanted, Tom grabbed her hips and turned her around.

“Bend over and put your hands on the coffee table,” he ordered.

Chloe glanced at me. I gave her a small nod.

She turned back to Tom, held his gaze, and slowly spread her legs. Then she bent forward at the waist, placing her palms flat on the coffee table. The position made her ass push out directly toward him, the tiny denim shorts riding up and barely covering her cheeks.

Tom let out a low groan and squeezed his cock through his shorts as he stared at her ass, now just inches from his face.

“Is this what you wanted, Sir?” Chloe asked, looking back at him over her shoulder with a playful little smile.

“Oh fuck yes…” Tom groaned as he placed both hands on her ass and squeezed.

He looked up at her. “Can you take your shorts off?”

Chloe glanced at me. I shook my head.

“Sorry,” I said. “The shorts stay on.”

Chloe looked back at Tom and slowly swiveled her hips, grinding her ass against his hands. Tom ran his palms over her cheeks, then slid one hand down between her legs and pressed it firmly against her pussy through the thin denim.

Chloe let out a shaky moan and dropped her head, pushing back against his hand as he rubbed her.

I was enjoying the show, but I still called time when the minute was up.

Chloe stood up slowly and gave Tom a little wink before walking over to Andy.

“What would you like me to do for you, Sir?” she asked, her voice sweet but teasing.

Andy looked at me for approval. When I nodded, he turned back to her.

“I want you to face me and climb on my lap.”

“Yes, Sir,” Chloe replied. She straddled Andy’s lap, settling down on him. She immediately brought her hands up to her chest and started slowly pulling and pinching her own nipples through the fishnet, just inches from his face.

“You like looking at these?” she asked with a wicked little smile.

Andy didn’t say a word. He just grabbed Chloe’s hips and pulled her down hard against him, grinding his cock up into her. Chloe smiled and kept teasing her own nipples while she rolled her hips, dry humping him slowly and deliberately. The two of them kept going well past the one-minute mark while the rest of us watched.

“Alright, time’s up,” I finally said.

Chloe looked over at me with a little pout but didn’t argue. She climbed off Andy’s lap and walked back over to me, settling onto my lap again.

Mike was the first to speak, his voice slightly hoarse. “That was so fucking hot. Are we doing more bets? Because I really hope we’re doing more bets.”

“Oh, we’re definitely doing more bets,” Tom said immediately.

“After that? I’ll bet anything,” Andy added with a grin.

I laughed quietly to myself. They were exactly where I wanted them. I decided to play it cool.

“I don’t know…” I said, leaning back in my chair. “Maybe we should take a break for a bit?”

Of course, I had no intention of actually stopping.

Watching Chloe play the exhibitionist slut for three different men had me more turned on than I’d been in a long time. My cock was throbbing in my pants, and I wanted to keep pushing things further. When I suggested taking a break, all three guys immediately started protesting. Even Chloe looked at me with a disappointed expression.

It was obvious what everyone wanted.

“Alright, wait here,” I said. I lifted Chloe off my lap and led her into the kitchen.

Once we were alone, I turned to face her and gently held her arms.

“I’m just going to ask you one more time,” I said quietly, looking into her eyes. “Are you okay with what just happened out there?”

Chloe nodded without hesitation. “Yes. I’m more than okay with it.”

“Do you want to continue?” I asked.

“Yes,” Chloe said immediately. She reached down and ran her hand over the hard bulge in my pants, giving me a wicked little smile. “And I think you want to keep going too.”

I pulled her against me and spoke quietly in her ear.

“Go upstairs and get your vibrator. Bring it down to the living room. There’s no turning back after this.”

Chloe’s eyes lit up. She grinned, kissed me quickly, and hurried upstairs.

I stood there for a second, my heart beating faster than usual. We were about to cross a line we’d never crossed before — and I was surprisingly okay with it. More than okay. I was excited.

I grabbed a round of fresh beers and headed back into the living room. As I handed them out, Andy looked toward the stairs.

“Chloe coming back down?”

“She’ll be here in a minute,” I said. “She’s just grabbing something special for us.”

Mike leaned forward. “So what’s the next bet?”

I sat back down in my recliner. “It’s tied 7-7 and there’s about ten minutes left in the half. I’ll bet five hundred bucks that the Giants are leading at halftime. You guys in?”

Tom and Andy immediately nodded. Mike looked at me, curious.

“And if we win?” he asked.

I smiled slowly.

“If you win… you get another show. A much better one.”

“How about another show?” I replied.

Right on cue, Chloe walked back into the room and settled onto my lap. All three men immediately went quiet when they saw what she was holding — her favorite purple vibrator.

They didn’t need any convincing. All three quickly agreed to the bet.


Settling In

As we settled in to watch the rest of the half, Chloe leaned in close and whispered in my ear, “I really hope the Giants are losing at halftime.”

I smiled and whispered back, “Me too.”

Nine minutes later, our wish came true. The Saints kicked a field goal to go up 10-7. With under a minute left and bad field position, the Giants simply ran out the clock.

The second the half ended, the three guys erupted. High fives were exchanged as they celebrated winning the bet. All of them turned to look at Chloe and me with big, expectant grins.

I laughed and shook my head. “You guys are on a roll today. Ready for Chloe to pay off my losing bet?”

“Hell yes!” Mike said immediately, his eyes locked on Chloe.

I didn’t say anything else. I simply stood up, walked into the kitchen, and came back carrying one of the dining chairs. I placed it in the middle of the room, right in front of the coffee table, and looked at Chloe.

“Well, baby,” I said. “Looks like you’re going to have to pay off my bet. Why don’t you sit here and give us a show?”

Chloe looked at me, then glanced at the three men waiting expectantly. She took a breath, then answered clearly.

“Yes, Master.”

She walked over to the chair, sat down, and turned the vibrator on. The low buzzing sound filled the room.

Andy and Tom moved to the edge of the couch. Mike and I leaned forward in our recliners. All four of us were completely focused on her.

Chloe didn’t waste any time.

She ran the vibrator slowly up her stomach and over her chest, circling first one nipple, then the other through the fishnet. Her nipples were already stiff, and she let out a soft sigh as the vibrations teased them. After a few seconds, she lifted the toy to her mouth, locked eyes with Mike, and slowly swirled her tongue around the tip before sliding it between her lips. She sucked on it with slow, deliberate strokes, exactly like she was giving head.

Mike shifted in his seat, his eyes wide.

After almost a minute of the teasing blowjob display, Chloe pulled the vibrator from her mouth with a soft pop and looked over at Tom and Andy. She ran it back down to her chest, playing it over her nipples again while she held their gaze.

By now the room was thick with tension. Mike and Tom were both openly rubbing their cocks through their shorts. I was doing the same, slowly palming myself over my jeans as I watched my wife put on a show for us. I wanted to pull my cock out, but I knew there was still much more to come.

Chloe suddenly ran the vibrator down her stomach and lower. She spread her legs wide and lifted her boots onto the edge of the coffee table, giving all of us an unobstructed view between her thighs. Andy let out a low moan at the sight.

She had a hungry, lust-drunk look on her face. It was clear she was getting off on being watched like this. She pressed the vibrator against her pussy through the denim shorts and started rubbing it up and down. Her breathing grew heavier, her chest rising and falling as soft whimpers escaped her lips. Her head fell back as she worked herself closer and closer to the edge.

I could tell she was about to cum.

“Stand up,” I said firmly.

Chloe’s eyes fluttered open. She looked at me for a second, breathing hard, then slowly lowered her boots from the table and stood up in front of the chair.

Chloe looked slightly dazed but obeyed. She stood up slowly, turned the vibrator off, and placed it on the table. Then she turned her back to us, unbuttoned her shorts, and slowly shimmied them down over her hips and ass until they dropped to the floor. She stepped out of them and kicked them aside.

Now she stood in nothing but the sheer black fishnet bodysuit and her white go-go boots. The thong-style back of the bodysuit disappeared between her ass cheeks, leaving her round, firm ass almost completely exposed.

She looked back over her shoulder at us, running her hands slowly over her bare cheeks.

“Is this what you want to see, Master?” she asked softly.

I didn’t answer with words.

I stood up and walked over to her. I placed one hand on her ass and squeezed, making her shiver.

“You look like a fucking slut,” I said, my voice low. “And I want you to entertain us some more. Put your left knee up on the chair and bend over.”

“Yes, Master,” Chloe replied without hesitation.

She lifted her left knee onto the seat of the chair and bent forward at the waist, arching her back. The position pushed her ass out toward us, the thin strip of the fishnet bodysuit disappearing between her cheeks.

I ran my hand slowly over her ass, and she shuddered at my touch.

“Do you want to play some more for us?” I asked.

Chloe let out a soft moan. “Yes, Master.”

“Do you want all of us to watch you?” I asked as I slid my hand between her legs. I found the snap at the crotch of the bodysuit and popped it open, then peeled the thin material upward, fully exposing her smooth, wet pussy to the room.

Chloe let out a shaky moan. “Yessss… Masterrrr…”

My fingers slid over her clit and down her slit. She was already soaked.

“Tell us who you want watching you,” I said.

Chloe turned her head and looked directly at the three men. With a lustful little smile, she asked, “Do you want to watch me play with my pussy?”

Mike looked like he was in pain. “Oh fuck… please. We want that more than anything.”

“Use the vibrator,” Andy said, his voice hoarse.

I smiled and picked up the purple toy from the table, handing it to her.

“Well,” I said, “it looks like we all want to watch you play with yourself.”

Chloe took the vibrator, bent back over the chair with one knee on the seat and her other leg straight, and immediately pressed the toy against her clit.

The second it touched her, her whole body jolted.

“Oooohhh Godddd…” she moaned loudly, her voice already trembling.

“Oh fuck, this is too much,” Tom groaned. He quickly unbuttoned his shorts and pulled his cock out, wrapping his hand around it and starting to stroke. Andy and Mike didn’t hesitate either — within seconds all three of them had their cocks out and were openly jerking off while they watched Chloe play with herself.

Chloe turned her head and looked back at them. Her eyes went glassy with lust as she watched the three men stroking their cocks for her.

“Am I pleasing you, Sirs?” she asked, her voice breathy and teasing.

“Fuck yes,” Mike groaned, stroking himself faster.

I stepped closer to her and spoke low in her ear.

“I want you to sit back in the chair and show them how you fuck yourself with that toy. Show them exactly what I get to watch when you play with yourself for me.”

Chloe didn’t need to be told twice.

She spun around, dropped into the chair, and spread her legs wide, planting her white boots back on the edge of the coffee table. She pressed the vibrator firmly against her clit and started fucking herself with it in slow, deep strokes while her other hand pinched and tugged at her nipples. The entire time, she kept her eyes on the three men, watching them jerk off as she pleasured herself.

“Do you like watching me fuck myself, Sirs?” she asked, her voice husky.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Watching my wife fuck herself with a vibrator while three men jerked off in front of her was too much. I stood up, shoved my shorts down, and walked over to her. I grabbed my cock and held it in front of her face.

“Suck it, slut,” I growled.

Chloe looked up at me with glassy, lust-filled eyes. “Yes, Master.”

She wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and slowly slid it into her mouth. I groaned as her warm, wet tongue swirled around the head. I grabbed the back of her head and started fucking her mouth in slow, deep strokes while she kept the vibrator buried in her pussy.

“Ohhh fuck…” Andy moaned loudly from the couch. He jerked his cock faster and suddenly came hard, shooting ropes of cum across his stomach and hand.

Chloe’s eyes flicked over just in time to watch him finish. The sight pushed her over the edge. She let out a muffled, broken moan around my cock as her orgasm hit her. Her whole body shook violently. Her thighs clamped together around her hand as she came hard, the vibrator still buzzing inside her. The force of it made my cock slip from her mouth as she threw her head back and cried out, shaking and gasping through multiple waves of pleasure.

No sooner had Chloe started to catch her breath than I grabbed her by the hair and shoved my cock back into her mouth.

“Get back to sucking, slut,” I demanded.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. She wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and took me deep into her throat like she was starving for it. She alternated between deep, wet sucks and pulling off to run her tongue along the entire length of my shaft, moaning around me the whole time. She was completely lost in it.

I was getting close.

I pulled her off my cock just enough to speak.

“Jerk me off over your tits. I want to mark my slut in front of them.”

Chloe looked up at me with dark, eager eyes. “Yes, Master.”

She wrapped her hand around my cock and started stroking me fast, aiming it at her chest. Her other hand kept playing with her nipples as she worked me over, waiting for me to cover her tits.

“I want you to cum all over your slut’s tits,” Chloe moaned, still stroking me.

She turned her head toward Mike, who had moved closer. “Do you want to watch my Master cum on my tits, Sir?”

Mike’s eyes were locked on her chest. “Yes,” he said hoarsely.

Chloe looked back up at me with a wicked, filthy little smile.

“Master… are you going to let Mike and Tom cum on my tits after you mark me?”

That was all it took.

I groaned loudly as my orgasm hit me hard. I came in thick, heavy ropes across her tits and nipples, covering her chest with my cum while she kept slowly stroking me through it. Some of it dripped down between her breasts and over her fingers.

Tom and Mike had both moved in close, standing right beside me now, slowly stroking their cocks as they stared at my cum glistening on Chloe’s tits.

I knew exactly what they wanted.

But I had other plans.


Hunger

Tom and Mike were both standing close now, slowly stroking their cocks while they stared at Chloe with pure hunger. They had just watched her suck me off and then jerk me all over her tits, and it was clear they were desperate to do the same.

I was still catching my breath, but my mind was already moving ahead.

I knew what everyone wanted — including Chloe — but I wasn’t ready to let things go that far just yet. I wanted to draw this out and keep playing with the power I had.

Chloe was still sitting in the chair, slowly running her fingers through the cum on her chest and rubbing it into her skin, her eyes moving between Tom and Mike as they stroked themselves in front of her.

I looked down at her and smirked.

“You know what, baby? I bet Tom would love to fuck those tits.”

Chloe’s eyes lit up. She turned her head toward Tom with a filthy little smile.

“Would you like that, Sir?” she asked sweetly. “Would you like to fuck my tits?”

“Oh hell yes,” Tom groaned. He didn’t waste any time. He straddled Chloe’s lap, leaned forward, and slid his cock between her cum-slick tits.

Chloe pressed her breasts together around him and started moving them up and down his shaft as he thrust between them.

“Fuck… your tits feel so good,” Tom grunted, fucking her chest with long, steady strokes. “They’re so soft and warm… and your Master’s cum is making it so fucking slippery.”

Chloe looked up at him with a wicked little smile. “Do you like that, Sir? Do you like fucking my tits while they’re covered in my Master’s cum?”

Tom let out a strained moan. “Yesss…”

I stood beside them, slowly stroking my cock as I watched.

“I bet you love it,” I said to Chloe. “Knowing his cock is sliding through my cum all over your tits.”

Chloe turned her head to look at me, her eyes dark with lust. “I do, Master… I love it.”

I smirked. “Then tell him what you want.”

Chloe kept her eyes on Tom as she pressed her cum-slick tits together around his cock.

“Please, Sir,” she said softly, almost sweetly. “Cum all over my tits. I want you to mark me.”

Tom let out a low, strained groan. His thrusts became shorter and more urgent as he fucked her chest.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum,” he warned, his voice tight.

Chloe didn’t pull away. If anything, she squeezed her tits tighter around him and looked up at him with a filthy little smile.

“Do it,” she whispered. “Cum on your slut’s tits.”

Tom’s whole body tensed. He let out a deep, guttural moan as the first thick rope of cum shot out of him. It landed across Chloe’s chest, splattering over her right breast and nipple. He kept thrusting as more cum followed — heavy, pulsing spurts that painted her tits in long, white streaks.

Chloe let out a soft, breathy moan as she felt it hit her skin. She kept her breasts wrapped around his cock, slowly moving them up and down as he came, milking him through his orgasm. Some of his cum dripped down between her tits and onto her stomach.

Tom was shaking. “Fuuuck…” he groaned, still weakly thrusting between her cum-covered breasts as the last few spurts dribbled out of him.

Chloe didn’t stop. She took his cock in her hand and gently stroked it, running the sensitive head over her nipples and smearing his cum across her chest. She looked completely content — almost proud — as she played with the mess he’d made on her.

When Tom finally couldn’t take any more, he stumbled backward and dropped onto the couch, breathing hard like he’d just run a marathon.

Chloe slowly turned her head and looked up at me. Her chest was covered in a mix of my cum and Tom’s. She ran two fingers through the mess and lazily circled one of her nipples with it before meeting my eyes.

“Was I a good slut, Master?” she asked, her voice soft but playful. “Did he mark me well for you?”

By now my cock was rock hard again from watching Tom cover Chloe’s tits. I didn’t answer her question right away. Instead, I reached down, grabbed her arm, and pulled her up from the chair. I kissed her hard, tasting the lust on her lips, then pulled back just enough to look her in the eyes.

“Get on your knees and bend over the table, slut,” I ordered.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. She turned, dropped to her knees in front of the coffee table, and bent forward. She spread her legs, arched her back deeply, and pushed her ass out toward me. The position was obscene — her soaked pussy and ass completely exposed, framed perfectly by the white go-go boots still on her feet. She looked like pure sex.

I glanced over and realized Mike was still standing there, slowly stroking his cock while he stared at her. I decided to play with him a little.

I looked at him and pointed at the couch. “Go sit down.”

Mike obeyed without a word, dropping onto the couch with his cock still in his hand, eyes locked on Chloe’s presented body.

Once Mike was seated on the couch, I stepped behind Chloe and dropped to my knees. I grabbed my cock and slowly dragged the head up and down her soaked pussy, teasing her entrance and rubbing it over her swollen clit.

Chloe let out a desperate moan and tried to push back onto me.

I looked over at Mike, who was staring intently, still slowly stroking his cock.

“Do you want me to fuck her?” I asked him.

Mike didn’t speak. He just nodded, his eyes locked on Chloe’s exposed pussy.

I grabbed a fistful of Chloe’s hair and pulled her head up so she was looking directly at Mike.

“Tell him,” I growled. “Tell Mike you want him to watch me fuck you.”

Chloe’s voice came out shaky and full of need.

“Yessss… please. I want him to watch you fuck me, Master.”

I groaned at her words and didn’t waste another second. I slammed my cock deep into her pussy in one hard thrust and started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. I kept a tight grip on her hair, pulling her head back as I pounded into her.

“Is this what you wanted, slut? You wanted Mike to watch me fuck you like this?”

Chloe’s eyes stayed locked on Mike as she moaned loudly.

“Yesss… God yes! Fuck me… let him watch,” she begged, pushing back to meet every thrust.

Mike was now stroking himself fast, his cock just a couple of feet from Chloe’s face. Tom and Andy were also jerking off while they watched me fuck her.

I was getting dangerously close to cumming, so I forced myself to slow down. I pulled my cock almost all the way out and started rubbing the head up and down her soaked pussy.

I leaned down close to her ear, my voice low and rough.

“You know what’s going to happen next?” I said. “You teased Mike so fucking bad the other day on the deck… shaking your ass in his face, putting your feet in his lap, driving him crazy. I think it’s only fair he gets a little payback.”

I looked over at Mike while I kept rubbing the head of my cock against Chloe’s pussy.

“What do you think, Mike? Did Chloe drive you crazy the other day when she was bending over in those tiny shorts and putting her feet in your lap?”

Mike let out a short, strained laugh and looked straight at Chloe.

“You have no idea. My cock was so fucking hard the whole time. The second I got home I stripped naked, lay on my bed, and jerked off thinking about her. I came so hard imagining her sucking my cock… and then climbing on top of me and riding it.”

Chloe let out a broken moan and pushed her ass back hard, trying to force my cock inside her. Her whole body was trembling.

I pulled back just enough to keep only the very tip of my dick touching her.

“Uh uh,” I said teasingly. “Not yet.”

I looked back at Mike.

“You were such a good sport, sitting there taking all her teasing like that. I felt a little bad for you… so I think it’s only fair I reward you today.”

I slid my cock back into her and started fucking her hard again. I grabbed her hair and yanked her head up so she was forced to look directly at Mike while I pounded into her.

“I’m going to fuck you hard for being such a naughty little tease,” I snarled. “And when I’m done… I’m going to let Mike come over here and fuck you exactly how he wants.”

I looked over at Mike. “Would you like that? Do you want to punish her for teasing you?”

Mike’s eyes were wild. “Fuck yes,” he said, stroking his cock faster.

I leaned down close to Chloe’s ear, still slamming into her.

“Tell him,” I ordered. “Tell Mike you want him to fuck you like the teasing slut you are.”

Chloe was moaning with every thrust, but she managed to get the words out between gasps.

“I want you to fuck me after my Master’s finished with me… I want you to punish me for being such a tease…”

Mike let out a low groan.

I slammed into her harder, gripping her hips tight.

“Good girl,” I snarled.

Chloe’s whole body suddenly tensed. Her pussy clamped down around my cock as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She shook violently, crying out as wave after wave hit her, her arms barely holding her up on the table.


Over The Line

The feeling of Chloe’s pussy squeezing around me as she came was too much. I slammed deep one last time and came hard, flooding her pussy with my cum for the second time that afternoon. I stayed buried inside her for a few seconds, breathing heavily, before slowly pulling out.

The second I stepped back, Mike was already moving.

He dropped to his knees behind Chloe, grabbed her hips with both hands, and lined his cock up with her dripping pussy. Without any hesitation, he pushed forward and sank into her in one long, smooth thrust.

Chloe let out a loud, broken moan as Mike started fucking her immediately — deep, hard strokes that made her ass ripple every time his hips slammed into her.

“Fuuuck… your pussy feels so good,” Mike groaned, gripping her ass tightly as he pounded into her.

I stood to the side, slowly stroking my sensitive cock as I watched my friend fuck my wife. Chloe was still trembling from her orgasm, but Mike didn’t slow down for a second.

I smirked and asked, “She’s a great fuck, isn’t she?”

Mike didn’t even look at me. His eyes were locked on Chloe’s ass as he kept thrusting into her.

“She’s fucking incredible,” he grunted.

Mike kept fucking her for another minute before he suddenly slowed down.

“But I want to see her face,” he said, breathing hard.

I smirked. “Then take her however you want. My slut will do whatever you tell her to do.”

Mike pulled out of Chloe and helped her stand up. He moved to the chair, sat down, and pulled her toward him.

“Ride me,” he said, looking up at her. “Just like I imagined the other night.”

Chloe straddled his lap and slowly sank down onto his cock with a long, shaky moan. Mike grabbed her ass with both hands as she started riding him, lifting herself up and down on his cock.

“Fuck yes…” Mike groaned. “Just like that. Ride my cock, slut.”

Chloe braced her hands on his shoulders and started fucking him properly, her tits bouncing in his face with every movement. Mike looked completely lost in it.

As I stood there watching my wife ride another man, Andy stepped forward from the couch, stroking his hard cock.

“Hey,” he said, looking at me. “Can I get in on this?”

I smiled. An idea had just clicked into place.

I looked at Andy, then back at Mike and Chloe.

“I think it’s time our slut gets fucked from both ends,” I said. “Don’t you guys agree?”

Chloe’s eyes immediately lit up. Even while she was still riding Mike, I could see how much the idea turned her on. She had fantasized about this exact thing before.

I stepped forward and spoke firmly.

“Chloe. Get off his cock and bend over the table.”

She climbed off Mike without hesitation and bent over the coffee table again, this time keeping her legs straight and spreading them wide. Her ass pushed out invitingly as she rested her hands on the table and looked back over her shoulder.

She turned her head toward the two men and spoke in a low, filthy voice.

“I want you to fuck me from behind,” she said to Mike. Then she looked at Andy. “And I want you to come here and fuck my mouth with that big cock.”

Neither man needed to be told twice.

Mike grabbed Chloe’s hips and thrust back into her pussy in one smooth motion. At the same time, Andy stepped in front of her, gripped her hair with both hands, and pushed his cock into her mouth.

Chloe let out a muffled moan as Andy started fucking her throat while Mike pounded into her from behind. She was being used from both ends, and it was obvious how much she loved it. She sucked Andy hungrily, drool running down her chin as she tried to take him deeper, while her body rocked forward with every thrust from Mike.

I sat back in the recliner, slowly stroking my cock as I watched my wife get spitroasted.

“Fuck… look at you,” I growled. “Getting fucked in both holes like a proper slut.”

Chloe moaned loudly around Andy’s cock.

It didn’t take long.

Mike suddenly pulled out with a groan. “Fuck, I’m cumming—” He jerked his cock and shot thick ropes of cum all over Chloe’s ass and lower back. At almost the exact same time, Andy grabbed her head tighter and pushed deep into her mouth as he came. Chloe swallowed as much as she could, but some of it spilled out the corners of her mouth and down her chin.

“Ohhh fuuuck…” Andy groaned as he came down Chloe’s throat. She kept her hands on his hips and swallowed as much as she could, though some of his cum spilled out the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin.

I watched with a dark smile. “That’s so fucking hot, baby… watching them cum all over you and in your mouth.”

Chloe slowly pulled off Andy’s cock and licked the head clean before swallowing the rest with a soft moan. She looked completely wrecked in the hottest way possible.

Mike, Andy, and I all moved in at once to help her up. Her legs were shaky, so we carefully guided her over to the couch and let her sit down. I grabbed a towel from the kitchen and gently wiped the cum off her ass and back while she caught her breath.

Mike dropped down onto the couch next to her, still grinning like an idiot.

“Fuck… that was the best sex I’ve ever had,” he said, looking at her with genuine awe.

I laughed and sat on her other side. “It was definitely the best birthday present I’ve ever gotten.”

Chloe looked between the three of us, still slightly dazed but smiling softly.

“I hope I was a good slut for you, Master,” she said, turning to me. “I hope I pleased you.”

I leaned in and kissed her forehead.

“You were better than I ever could’ve hoped for,” I said quietly. “You were perfect.”

Chloe stood up slowly, still a little wobbly on her feet. “I’m going to take a quick shower and clean up. I’ll be back down in a few minutes.”

After she left, the rest of us got dressed and moved into the kitchen for fresh beers. Mike shook his head like he still couldn’t believe what had just happened.

“That was… unreal,” he said. “If my dick wasn’t sore as hell right now, I’d think I dreamed the whole thing.”

Tom laughed. “It wasn’t a dream. That was easily the best sex I’ve ever had. Mark, your wife is fucking incredible. I still can’t believe we just got to share her like that.”

I smiled and took a sip of my beer. “I’ve always wanted a day like this. And so has she.” I set my beer down. “I’m going to go check on her. You guys go finish watching the game. I’ll be back down in a minute.”

I headed upstairs and found Chloe just stepping out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel with damp hair. She looked up and smiled when she saw me.

“Hey,” I said, walking over to her. “You okay?”

“I’m good,” she said, still smiling. “Are you okay?”

I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. “I’m more than okay. But I wanted to check in with you properly.”

Chloe rested her forehead against my chest for a moment, then looked up at me.

“I was thinking about it in the shower,” she admitted. “And honestly? I’ve never been that turned on in my life. It was intense… and exhausting… but so fucking hot. I’m still a little shaky from it.”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding and kissed her again, deeper this time.

“You have no idea how happy that makes me,” I said quietly. “Watching you like that… I’ve never been so turned on. I’ve already cum twice and I’m getting hard again just thinking about it.”

Chloe gave me one more kiss and pulled away with a smile.

“Go back downstairs. I’ll be down in a minute.”

I headed back to the living room and found the guys sitting around with fresh beers and some of the food we’d laid out earlier.

“Chloe good?” Andy asked.

“She’s fine. She’ll be down in a second,” I said, grabbing another beer from the fridge.

A couple of minutes later, Chloe walked back into the room — and every head turned.

She’d changed into a pair of tiny black yoga shorts that barely covered her ass and a tight white t-shirt that clung to her body. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra; her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric. Her damp hair fell loosely around her face, and she had a mischievous little smile when she saw the way we were all looking at her.

“I wanted to be comfortable,” she said innocently, “but still a little slutty for your birthday.”

I grinned. “Mission accomplished.”

She walked over and curled up on my lap in the recliner. Tom and Mike both openly stared.

“Damn… you look good,” Tom said.

“Really good,” Mike added, almost under his breath.

Andy shook his head with a smirk. “Alright, alright. Give the poor girl a break. She just got tag-teamed.”

Chloe laughed and snuggled closer into me while the rest of us settled in to watch the second half.

We all laughed and settled in to watch the rest of the game. Chloe stayed curled up on my lap for a while before eventually getting up to grab more drinks and snacks from the kitchen.

She made sure to put on a show while she did it. Every time she bent over to grab something, she arched her back and pushed her ass out, giving all of us a perfect view. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she was clearly enjoying the attention again.

By the time she came back into the living room, my cock was already getting hard. I stood up, grabbed her arm, and looked her in the eyes.

“On your knees.”

Chloe’s lips curved into a smile. “Yes, Master.”

She dropped to her knees in front of me without hesitation. I unbuttoned my shorts, pulled them down, and sat back in the recliner. As soon as I was seated, I grabbed the back of her head and pushed her mouth down onto my cock.

Chloe immediately started sucking me with enthusiasm. She bobbed her head up and down, taking me deep while her hand stroked the base. I groaned and pushed her head lower, forcing more of my cock into her throat.

“Fuck yes… suck that cock, you little whore,” I growled, holding her in place as I thrust up into her mouth.

Chloe gagged slightly as I pushed deeper into her throat, but she didn’t slow down. If anything, she got more enthusiastic. She kept her ass pushed out toward the other three men, giving them a clear view while she sucked me.

I was too far gone to hold back. I grabbed her hair with both hands and started fucking her mouth properly — deep, rough thrusts that made her gag and drool down her chin.

“You’re such a filthy little whore,” I moaned. “You love this, don’t you? Sucking my cock while they all watch. Spread your legs wider. Let them see that ass while I use your mouth.”

Chloe moaned around my cock and did exactly as she was told — spreading her legs and arching her back so her ass was on full display for Tom, Andy, and Mike. All three of them now had their cocks out and were slowly stroking while they watched.

After a minute, I pulled her off my cock and tilted her face up toward mine. Her lips were wet and swollen, her eyes glassy.

“Go suck Andy’s dick,” I ordered. “Now.”

Chloe looked up at me with a filthy little grin, then turned and crawled across the floor toward Andy on her hands and knees. She reached up, pulled his hand off his cock, and wrapped her own fingers around it. She stroked him a few times before leaning in and taking the head into her mouth.

Andy let out a deep groan and leaned his head back against the couch. “Fuck yes…”

At the same time, I moved behind her. I grabbed the waistband of her tiny yoga shorts and yanked them down over her ass and thighs, exposing her pussy. I didn’t waste any time — I lined up and slammed my cock into her in one hard thrust.

Chloe cried out around Andy’s cock as I started pounding into her. I reached forward, grabbed her hair, and pushed her head down, forcing her to take more of Andy while I fucked her.

“Take it,” I roared, slamming into her hard and deep. “Suck his cock while I fuck this pussy.”

I fucked her roughly for another couple of minutes, loving the sight of her being used from both ends. The combination of how tight she felt and watching her mouth stretched around Andy’s cock pushed me over the edge. I buried myself deep and came hard inside her, groaning as I filled her pussy for the third time that day.

I stayed inside her for a few seconds, breathing heavily, before slowly pulling out.

Andy groaned loudly as he started to cum. Chloe surprised me by staying locked on his cock, sucking him through his entire orgasm and swallowing every drop. She didn’t pull off until she’d licked him clean.

The second her mouth was free, Tom grabbed her by the hair and pulled her over to him.

“My turn, slut,” he growled, and immediately shoved his cock into her mouth. He didn’t give her a chance to ease into it — he held her head with both hands and started fucking her throat with rough, deep strokes. Chloe moaned around him and gripped his thighs, letting him use her mouth however he wanted.

I looked over at Mike, who was still standing there stroking his cock while he watched.

“Her mouth’s busy,” I said with a smirk, “but her pussy’s free if you want it.”

Mike looked at me, surprised. “You’re sure?”

I nodded. “Go for it. I know she wants it.”

Mike didn’t need any more encouragement. He moved behind Chloe, grabbed her hips, and rubbed his cock along her soaked pussy. Chloe pushed back immediately, taking him inside her with a muffled moan around Tom’s cock. Mike groaned and started fucking her with long, hard strokes while Tom continued to fuck her mouth.

It only took another minute or two before Chloe started to lose control. Mike’s cock was hitting her perfectly from behind, and her moans around Tom’s dick grew louder and more desperate. Her whole body began to shake.

Tom was the first to break.

“Fuck— I’m cumming,” he groaned. He held Chloe’s head tight and unloaded down her throat. She swallowed as much as she could, some of it leaking from the corners of her mouth.

The second Tom pulled out, Chloe looked back at Mike with glassy eyes.

“Don’t stop… fuck me harder,” she begged. “Please— I’m so close.”

Mike didn’t hold back. He gripped her hips and started slamming into her, his balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. Chloe dropped down onto her forearms and pushed back against him as her orgasm hit her hard.

“Ohhh fuuuck— yessssss!” she cried out, her whole body convulsing as she came.

Mike barely managed to pull out in time. He stroked himself fast and came hard all over her ass and lower back, adding to the mess already there.

Chloe collapsed onto the floor, breathing heavily. Mike dropped down beside her, completely spent.

After a minute, the rest of us helped her up and guided her over to the recliner so she could sit down. I pulled my shorts back on and went to grab everyone fresh beers.

When I came back, I passed them around and raised my bottle.

“This was one hell of a birthday,” I said with a grin. “Here’s to my beautiful, sexy, and very slutty wife.”

Everyone raised their beers.

“To Chloe,” we all said together.

Chloe smiled at us from the chair, still flushed and glowing, looking thoroughly used and completely satisfied.

Chloe smiled at the toast and slowly stood up from the chair. She looked around at all four of us, still flushed and glowing from everything that had happened.

“I loved being your slut today, gentlemen,” she said with a playful smile. “And who knows… maybe we can do this again sometime. Maybe even for my birthday.”

She gave us a wicked little wink, then turned and headed upstairs for another shower.

Once she was gone, Andy, Tom, and Mike all turned to me with big grins.

“That was fucking incredible,” Tom said. “Seriously, Mark. If you two ever want to do this again, just say the word. I’ll drop everything and be here.”

“Same here,” Andy added. “Anytime.”

Mike nodded, still looking slightly dazed. “Yeah… that was unreal. I’m in whenever you want.”

I laughed and shook my head. “You guys are ridiculous. But yeah… we’ll definitely keep you in mind for next time.”

I walked them to the door and said goodbye, then locked up and headed back inside, already thinking about how much fun the next adventure was going to be.


Books By This Author

When Friends Share: A Couple Discover So Much More To Their New Friendship

As we cruised out of the marina, sun on my shoulders and my wife smiling beside me, I honestly thought this weekend was going to be simple—relaxing on a boat, meeting new friends, drinking a few cold beers. Nothing unusual. Nothing dangerous.

I had no idea how wrong I was.

Because the moment Beth and I stepped onto that yacht, something shifted. Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was the way Kelly smiled at us. Or maybe it was the way Mark’s eyes lingered on my wife… longer than any man should.

I didn’t know it then, but everything was about to change.

I never expected to find myself standing there, frozen, watching my wife on her knees on the bow, her lips around another man’s cock—my mind screaming what are you doing, while my body whispered don’t you dare stop.

Of course, Kelly pressing her body against mine, her hand sliding lower, might have had something to do with that.

A little flirting on a boat? A few drinks? Letting our new friends get a bit close? That’s one thing.

But hearing my wife moan for another man… seeing her naked on that sun-soaked deck… watching Mark sink his big hard cock into her while she begged for more?

That’s not “a bit close.”
That’s crossing a line you can never uncross.

But the real surprise wasn’t how far Beth went.

It was how much I wanted to watch her go even further.

Some weekends change you.
Some friends stay with you.

And some friendships?
They take you somewhere you never imagined you'd go.

Friends With Benefits: A Couple's New Neighbors Bring Unexpected Benefits

If you had told me this was how my marriage would turn out, I'd have laughed.

Emma was just a normal girl. Sure, I knew she'd been with other guys before, but she was no different to anyone else. Well, at least I didn't think she was.

And then we met Adam and Leah, our new neighbors. But it was only a little bit of flirting at first, Emma just showing off, teasing, that was all it was.

Now I’m here… watching my wife on her knees, her lips wrapped around another man's big cock, watching her lose herself completely as the guy behind her holds her hips and pounds away.

I could feel the jealousy bubbling inside me, but it's hard to say stop when Leah's mouth is still bobbing up and down on my cock.

This is how we went from neighbors to Friends With Benefits. Some very big benefits.

Shared at the Bar: My Wife's Night of BBC Pleasure

I never thought anything like this would happen to us.

My wife Amy and I have always had a great marriage — passionate, adventurous, and open with our fantasies. A drunken blowjob on a moonlit beach in Mexico with strangers watching felt like the wildest thing we’d ever do.

I was wrong.

Tonight, I’m standing in a private room watching my beautiful wife on her knees, eagerly sucking a stranger’s big, thick black cock. The same woman who used to blush at dirty talk is now moaning like a desperate slut, taking him deep down her throat with raw hunger — while I watch with the hardest erection of my life.

What started as a harmless bar roleplay game has completely spiraled out of control. Now Amy is craving more… and I’m discovering that sharing my wife might be the most intense thrill I’ve ever experienced.

Some lines, once crossed, change everything.

[image: ]
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