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Chapter One
I’m a good wife. I would never cheat on my husband in a million years. So when he asks if I’ve ever heard of hotwifing, I nearly fall out of my chair.
“It sounds familiar,” I demur, cheeks blushing pink, toes curling. “What is it?”
He smiles like he knows exactly what I’m hiding. He runs a hand through my hair and my lips turn up at the corners, preening under his touch.
“It’s when a married woman has sex with other men with her husband’s permission and encouragement.” He says it so matter of fact—like he’s reading the ingredients on a cereal box. I wonder where this is coming from. What corner of the internet has Zach been searching?
I bite my lip as my core begins to burn. “I see,” I drag the word out slowly, tracing my finger over the tabletop, avoiding his eyes.
“What do you think of that?” Zach asks, stroking my thigh and toying with the hemline of my dress.
My heart starts to flutter. “It sounds like something out of a porno,” I laugh. “Is that something you’d be into?” My voice nearly cracks trying to keep up the charade of indifference.
“Yes.” He tucks my chin up and looks deep into my eyes. His grip tightens on my thigh. “It’s one of my biggest fantasies.”
“Oh,” I break his gaze and rub my legs together, trying to ease some of the discomfort growing there. My heart pounds. I’m turned on beyond belief at the idea, but I don’t want to seem too eager and hurt his feelings.
I love my husband. We’ve been together since high school and he’s my perfect match—but he’s also the only man I’ve ever slept with and recently I’ve started to wonder… what would it be like? Is it so bad to be curious about trying something new?
“Did you have someone specific in mind?” I finally ask, when I’m sure I have control over myself.
I would never ever cheat on him, but I do touch myself in the shower nearly every day, thinking of other men. Strangers on the street. Coworkers. Friends.
I fantasize about the delivery man bending me over the living room couch when he comes to drop off packages, yanking my hair back while I scream with pleasure. I dream of running to the neighbor’s and asking to borrow a cup of sugar only to get fucked in his bed while his wife’s at work. But most of all, night after night, the one person I can’t seem to get out of my head—
“Chris. My best friend.”
My heart nearly stops. I can’t believe he actually said it. I’ve rubbed my clit to the thought of that man and his sexy blonde curls more times than I can count.
Guilt must be written all over my face. Is this some sort of test? Could my husband really be offering me the chance to sleep with the man I’ve been obsessed with since freshman year?
I giggle to cover up the awkwardness, hoping he’ll just chalk it up to nerves. “Wow, you were ready with that one. I don’t know what to think. Wouldn’t that be a little awkward? Have you talked to him already?” Words spill from my lips in an excited rush.
“Do you think anyone would turn down the chance to fuck you, Wendy? You’re gorgeous.” Zach strokes my thigh again and I feel dizzy with the combination of shock and desire. I’m so close to getting something I’ve wanted for years, something I never thought was possible, and I’m suddenly desperately afraid it might slip out of my grasp.
He must mistake my hesitation as insecurity because he tucks a lock of hair behind my ear and leans into whisper, “He’s game for it if you are, baby. But we don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with.” His stubble scrapes my cheek and sends a shiver through my body.
“How would this work?” I finally ask, my pussy wet and dripping. “Would you want to… watch? Would you be there?”
“I’d like to be,” he says, inching his fingers closer to my burning hot entrance. I’m suddenly nervous for him to touch me. Will he realize I’m soaked at just the mention of his best friend’s name? The thought of Chris touching me—the idea that they’ve already discussed it, talked about him fucking me—it’s almost too much to take.
I’ve had a silly crush on my husband’s best friend since we were young. He’s always been a lady’s man—a playboy. I’ve watched him go through girl after girl, running through them like tissues, and I’ve seen how crazily they all fell for him. Some women stalked him for weeks after he grew bored with them. They’d try to rope us into their desperate attempts to get his attention, but eventually they all faded away.
I’ve always secretly believed that if we ever got together, Chris would never grow tired of me. One taste of my pussy would keep him coming back for more. Forever.
But it’s never happened because I met Zach first, and we fell in love. That’s never made a damn difference to my pussy, though; I ache every time I see him. A few times, we’ve gone on vacation together and been subjected to his flavor of the week moaning and crying with pleasure through the hotel walls. Once, we went skinny dipping and I finally saw the monster cock that keeps women crawling back. It completely lived up to its reputation. The memory of it drives me crazy! But I never would have acted on my lust.
Until now. My husband, the love of my life, is offering me the chance to take his best friend for a test ride. I still can’t believe this is real.
“So what, you and Chris have just been having conversations about whether he’d like to fuck me?” I ask, wanting to hear the words as my nipples tighten. I spread my legs open and Zach moves in, pressing against my warm, wet center.
“Yes,” he says, low and gravelly as his fingers make contact with my soaked panties. “We talked about how beautiful and sexy you are. How your lips are made for sucking cock. How your pussy tastes like heaven but feels like the sweetest sin. He got jealous. He wants to see for himself.”
“After all these years?” I ask, arching my back as he strokes my slit.
“I think he’s always wanted to. Chris has always gotten everything he wanted. You might be the first thing I beat him to. He just finally got brave enough to ask me, and I happen to think that watching my wife get stuffed by a big cock would be really hot.”
I moan, widening my legs further, silently begging him for more. He wants me. He’s always wanted me. My husband has no idea how much those words lit me up. “And you’d be okay with that?” I ask.
“It would have killed me when we were younger. I would have been way too jealous. But you’re mine now. And I love fucking you and filling this pussy. I want to show you off a little. I want him to know what he missed out on.”
I groan. His words nearly send me over the edge. I’m not sure how I feel about fucking another man in front of my husband, but I can’t pass up the opportunity to make my naughty dreams come true. I have to know if Chris is really as good as they all said. I have to hear him say it to my face, that he wants to fuck me. That he asked my husband for permission to taste my pussy.
Zach thrusts two fingers inside me and curls them, stroking my G spot and sending me spiraling into bliss. It doesn’t take long when I imagine it’s Chris’s hand exploring my folds, coaxing me to cum. As I cry out, my eyes squeeze shut and I have to choke back his name.
I’m finally going to experience sex with the man of my dreams. And my husband arranged the whole thing.
Chapter Two
Every moment of Friday is filled with significance because it’s the night I’m finally going to fuck my husband’s best friend.
I pick out my clothing with care, a barely-there silky black dress and the tiniest strip of fabric masquerading as panties. I want as little as possible in between our bodies. If I thought I could jump naked into Chris’s arms the moment he walks in the door, I might have done that instead. My heart is hammering like a drum beat all evening.
It’s hard to keep my enthusiasm in check. I know that Zach had asked for this, but I really don’t want to hurt his feelings by seeming too excited. A small part of me is worried about what this will mean for our relationship—sleeping with another man for the first time is a pretty big step, one that we’ll never be able to take back.
And what if he wants to call things off? Once I have the green light, and Chris’s hands on my skin, I don’t know if I’ll be able to stop for anything. I’ve been edging all day, twisted up with desire and anticipation. It’s really happening. I’m finally going to experience sex with the bad boy who has starred in all of my dirtiest daydreams for over a decade. Is it even possible to live up to my sky high expectations?
By the time Chris finally arrives, I’m a nervous wreck. I flit around the kitchen in my tiny dress, pouring glasses of whiskey while he drinks in the sight of me. I feel his gaze on my curves like a physical caress as he sits beside my husband.
“Hey Chris,” I say casually, pressing a kiss to his cheek as I serve his glass, just like any other night. When he reaches out to hug me, his hand grazes my breast and I inhale sharply at the contact.
My eyes catch his as electricity pulses through my body. He grins slowly, his perfectly straight teeth and deep dimple melting my heart. I wish he’d end this torture and rip the dress over my head, taking me right there on the kitchen counter, but we have to play nice. Zach should probably be the one to make the first move.
We sit in the living room and sip our drinks like normal people. Zach is next to me on the couch, and I squeeze his hand tightly, keeping my legs crossed so the smell of my arousal won’t be too obvious as we chat. Chris seems perfectly at ease, stretched out in his chair like a throne—like he isn’t just as desperate for the games to begin as I am—but his eyes drip sin as he zeros in on my tightly clenched knees.
Wordlessly, I uncross them and spread them slightly open. His eyes darken and the corner of his lip turns up in approval. I burn with heat. This isn’t innocent flirting. He’s really going to take me tonight. And if this is my only chance to fuck another man, I better make sure it’s memorable.
“Are you okay, Wendy?” Zach asks, glancing down at my white knuckles, wrapped around his arm.
“Yeah, of course, baby. I’m just—”
“Nervous?” he laughs. “I had an idea about that. Should we go to the bedroom?”
“Yes,” Chris and I blurt out at the same time. Zach smiles knowingly, and tugs me toward our room. I’m surprised to see he’s set up a wooden chair near the door and another at the foot of the bed. He leads me towards the latter and I sit down, shifting nervously.
“To help you relax.” Zach holds out a soft, silky black blindfold. He smiles reassuringly at me and I have a last glimpse of Chris’s smug smirk as he pulls it over my eyes. It does relax me. I’m a little disappointed that I can’t see the handsome eye candy, but the darkness takes the edge off the intense situation and lets me focus on my other senses.
My husband kisses me once more, then pulls away, and all I can smell is Chris. His mint and forest-green bodywash invades my senses. After all these years, I would recognize that scent anywhere. My pulse instantly spikes and hot desire begins to pool between my legs.
He draws near, quietly, and his long curls brush my face, every sensation magnified. I hold my breath as he presses warm lips to my neck and begins to suck, hard. Just as I relax into the feeling, he sinks his teeth into my throat and makes me jump, cursing.
“What the fuck, Chris!” I shout, slapping out at where I know him to be, even if I can’t see him. My palm smacks against hard muscle, so much more rigid than Zach’s body.
He laughs and the sound is so familiar, and so close to my ear, that it gives me goosebumps. My body melts.
“Just wanted a little taste,” he chuckles and his deep voice makes the hair on my neck stand on edge. “Are you ready to play with me, Wendy?”
I can’t speak. I’m so turned on, I’m sure I must be forming a puddle on the chair. My nipples ache and I long to tear my dress off and get his skin on mine. The teasing is driving me wild, but I do my best not to show it— or he’ll want to keep doing it. Asshole.
“Do you know how long I’ve dreamt of getting you just like this?” he asks, his voice circling around my chair like a predator. “How would you like to be tied up? Completely at my mercy?”
I don’t know how far away Zach is, or if he can hear me. I try to keep my voice down just in case there’s a chance he won’t. “Don’t play with me, Chris. Come closer.”
“Why?” he asks, and I don’t need my eyes open to picture the perfect smirk on his face.
“Because I want you,” I say, faking bravery I don’t feel. My chest heaves and my skin prickles with anticipation.
“Tell me what you want. Specifically.” I want his fucking hands on me before I explode, but I take a deep breath and answer with a steady, if strained, voice.
“I want to touch you. I want you to fuck me. I want you inside me.” I admit in a rush. The confession makes my cheeks burn. Is Zach listening to this?
“Not just because Zach asked you to? You’re his wife.” He asks, and I think I hear a note of real concern in his voice. I tug the blindfold off and look up at him, drinking in his gorgeous face. He’s wearing a blue button down with the top few undone, revealing his broad chest, smattered with freckles. The sleeves are rolled up his forearms, revealing tan arms and prominent veins I want to trace with my tongue.
Zach could be standing right beside him, or the hottest celebrity you can think of, but there’s no one else in the world for me at this moment. Just Chris. “No. Because I want to.” I admit. And then, slightly broken, “Please touch me.”
As if I’ve finally said the magic words, he dives in and captures my lips in a kiss. He takes my chin in one hand and buries the other in my hair, turning my head so that his tongue can probe deeper, stealing my breath away.
That kiss is everything. He claims me, body and soul. I let the last of my reservations melt away as he expertly explores my mouth. My husband asked me to fuck his best friend. Some part of him had to know how much I was going to like it.
The bulge in his pants presses insistently against my stomach and I groan. I have a feeling I’m about to be permanently changed. So many showers spent with my fingers between my legs, dreaming of that long, uncut cock. And tonight, it’s mine.
Chris’s hand drops from my chin to my throat and he squeezes tightly as he tips me back in the chair. My stomach swoops as my legs leave the ground and he holds me, suspended, and struggling for air. I bite down on his lower lip, nearly drawing blood, and he pulls back just enough to steady me, looking in my eyes and grinning with a challenge.
We’ve been friends for years. We know each other very well. But we’ve always stayed hands-off, even though the amount of sexual tension built between us is suffocating. It was always going to boil over eventually, and I’m so glad that Zach is the one to orchestrate this. Now that we’ve finally kissed, it feels inevitable. And I need so much more.
Chris pulls back and holds out his hand to help me rise. I seek out Zach in the corner, watching us with a hungry glint in his eyes. He nods at me, reassuring me that he’s okay, and I return to the moment.
“Take this off,” Chris demands, tugging at the hem of my tiny black dress. I stare him down as I pull it over my head, revealing my big tits. No bra. My dusky pink nipples are standing at attention and pointing straight at him.
He makes a sound low in his throat and casts a look back toward Zach. He must have gotten the permission he wanted because he reaches out and strokes my breast with his thumb, flicking my tight bud and then rolling it between his fingers.
My eyes flutter shut and I melt into his touch. I forget for a moment that I’m wearing nothing but a scrap of lace around my mound and he’s fully clothed. The imbalance should make me shy, but I delight in his attention. I want to be used by this man. I want to know what it feels like to submit to him.
“You have such perfect tits,” he whispers, and the praise lights me up. I reach out for his shirt and he rips it open, sending buttons flying to the floor. He shrugs it off his thick biceps and crushes me in his arms, pressing my soft tits against his chest and kissing me deeply.
I tangle my fingers in his blonde curls and he releases my lips, tugging my hair back to expose my throat as he kisses a line of fire down to my chest. He takes one of my nipples into his warm, wet mouth and lavishes me with his tongue as I cry out. The pleasure is tightly woven with pinpricks of pain as he increases the pressure in his hold on my hair. I pull his back, wanting to affect him like he does me. I yank on fistfuls of his hair and writhe in his grasp as he tortures my nipples with expert flicks of his tongue and sharp pricks of his teeth.
“Fffffuck,” I exhale, beating on his shoulder with one hand as he suckles at me relentlessly. I’m not sure if it’s possible to cum from just this level of stimulation, but I’m incredibly fucking close to finding out. I spread my legs and try to trap one of his between them, humping against his thigh to seek my release.
Suddenly, I receive a sharp slap to my ass.
“Hold still,” he growls as I rub my smarting cheek. “You’ll get what you want when I say so.”
“Don’t be an ass, Chris,” I scoff, trying to scorch him with my gaze. I’m supposed to be bringing him to his knees, letting him worship me. I’m embarrassed to be caught humping him like a dog in heat, but I’ve waited over ten years for this and I don’t want to wait any more. I can feel the big tent in his pants and I’m ready to unwrap it and see for myself.
“If you can’t behave, I’ll bend you over my knee and spank your ass until it’s raw.” His words send a jolt of electricity straight to my clit. I shouldn’t want that, but some very deep part of me desperately does. He sees it in my face and his eyes flash with lust.
“While your husband watches.” He adds, the threat in his voice giving me pause. “He clearly doesn’t discipline you as much as you deserve.”
My pussy flares hot. To be punished by Chris is one thing, but the thought of Zach seeing how desperately horny the promise of pain makes me is another. We’ve never done anything like that. I’ll have to play nice for now.
“God, you’re a needy little brat, aren’t you?” he breathes in a quiet voice, meant only for me. “You’re fucking perfect.”
He pushes me back toward the bed and presses his face right up against my thin, silky panties. I can feel his hot breath on my slit and everything in me clenches in anticipation.
But he teases me again, merely kissing me through the fabric until I’m fidgeting and restless. When an actual whimper escapes my lips, he laughs darkly.
“I never imagined you being so cock hungry, Wendy. It’s incredible to watch.”
“Fuck you—” I spit, but there’s no heat to it as he touches me again and the words dissolve into a moan. His eyes glitter with mirth as he pinches the g-string and drags it slowly down my legs, tossing it to Zach and then spreading my thighs open wide.
“Patience.” He clucks his tongue and shakes his head. “Or I’ll have to fuck that mouth instead. And what a shame that would be when you have such a pretty pussy.”
He devours every inch of me with his eyes. Normally I’d feel self-conscious under such close inspection, but I want Chris to look at me. I took extra care while grooming myself, wanting everything to be perfect for him. This is the body he’d been missing out on all this time. The one he could never have. The body that craves his. I want him to never forget it.
My eyes are glued to his zipper. One of his hands rubs against the protrusion and my mouth goes dry, desperate for him to let it out. I want to see his cock more than I’ve ever wanted anything. I burn for it. I’m practically drooling.
“Stop torturing the girl,” Zach calls from his chair in the corner.
Chris grins, that dimple springing to life on his cheek, and finally unzips. 
Chapter Three
“What the fuck, Chris! You’re huge!” I cry, my eyes practically popping out of my head. I’ve caught glimpses of him before, but now that he’s fully erect and inches away, I can’t believe it. No wonder women are obsessed with him. No wonder his ego is the size of the sun.
“Do you want to—”
I don’t let him finish the sentence before I’m flipped over on my stomach, taking his girth in one hand and licking a bead of pre-cum off his crown.
I’ve only ever been with Zach, who has nothing to be ashamed of, but Chris’s cock is massive, beautiful, and I just have to taste it. I’ve watched messy blowjobs and deepthroats in porn, and Zach loves when I suck his cock. This is my chance to show Chris what he’s been missing out on while I’ve been wifed up all these years.
As I take him into my mouth, I think of what Zach said—how they talked about my lips being perfect for blowjobs. Does that mean he’s imagined this before? Has he pictured me on my knees for him, like I’ve fantasized about so many times? I catch his eyes from beneath my dark lashes and I think I catch a glimmer of the truth there. I want to blow his fucking mind.
He tastes different than my husband. I let thoughts of the man I married slide to the back of my mind as his salty flavor explodes on my taste buds. I work his shaft with my tongue and lips, sliding up and down his length, enjoying the velvety feel of him. I tickle his balls and feel them pulse as I squeeze them gently. He moans with pleasure. Chris lets me work him, both hands creeping down to pinch and twist my nipples.
“You’re so responsive when I do this,” he murmurs as I groan, the vibrations humming around his cock. He tugs and squeezes me, making me squirm. “If you were my girl, I’d buy you nipple clamps in every color. I wouldn’t stop until these sensitive tips were puffy and abused, and I bet you’d still beg me for more.”
I whimper at his words, a fierce need building in my belly, and my bare pussy begins to leak desire down my thigh. I look up at him, taking him as deeply as I can, but not even getting close to his full length. He holds my head gently between his hands, gazes down at me lovingly, then says, “Take it, Wendy,” before forcing his cock deep in my throat.
I wriggle and kick my feet, trying to blink past the tears and get used to the new sensation without choking, but before I can get my bearings, he slaps my ass so hard, I scream. The sound is swallowed by his flesh as he uses my open throat to shove even deeper. “Good girl, I know you can take it,” he whispers when I’ve swallowed almost all of him.
It shouldn’t turn me on so much, but I’m a sopping mess. My nipples are red and aching, my ass stings, and I’m slobbering around his massive cock. I’ve adjusted to his size but he doesn’t relent, taking what he wants from me, and I give it willingly as I choke on his length, wanting to please him.
He reaches between my ass cheeks and finds my aching, drooling slit. He rubs furiously at my clit as he fucks my mouth. I can barely breathe. Saliva and tears stream down my face but I clench my hands into the firm muscle of his backside, pulling him closer, determined to take all of him. I want this. I want to be the best he’s ever had.
He circles and circles around my swollen clit, driving me toward oblivion. His other hand reaches back to grope and pinch my nipple, and suddenly I’m exploding. Gushing all over the bed. Everything is wet. Chris pulls out of my throat as I gasp and gag, collapsing into a dazed puddle, trying to wrap my head around what just happened.
“What was that?” I ask, when I can finally breathe.
His eyes flash and he turns to Zach. “You’ve never made your wife squirt before? What a fucking shame.”
Zach is shocked into silence, his hand frozen around the cock in his fist. I’m in ruins, throbbing and aching, and we haven’t even gotten to the main event. I didn’t even know I could do that.
“You were right though,” he tilts his head as he turns back to me, rubbing his thumb over my puffy lips. I can taste myself on his fingers and it makes my body clench with lust. What else can he make my body do? I can hear my blood pounding in my ears. “She was born to suck cock.”
Chapter Four
“Get us a towel, Zach,” Chris demands, and I pulse at the sexy command in his voice. Seeing my husband scramble to fulfill his request makes my heart and pussy tighten. “Clean her face up.”
Zach bends over and wipes the saliva and tears off my face. I can see the towel turning black from my running mascara. He searches my eyes as he dabs at my cheeks.
“Are you okay, baby?” He asks, and I smile at him through my wet lashes.
“I’m perfect, baby. How are you?” I look between his legs where his dick stands proud and stiff. I reach out to touch it, but Chris slaps my hand away.
“You’re mine tonight, Wendy. He can wait.” He says, his eyes darkened possessively. I remember what he said about disciplining me, and I gave Zach an apologetic frown as I nod obediently and withdraw my hand. “That’s enough,” he takes the towel from Zach and throws it on the floor, pushing him aside and climbing over me onto the bed.
Chris picks me up bodily and throws me toward the pillows, taking time to fluff them under my head and placing one beneath my back, propping up my hips. He trails his hands down my legs as he arranges everything, making me shiver with anticipation. Every point of contact makes me burn with desire. He never stops touching me. His massive cock is dripping, pressing into my belly as he leans over me, and I lick my lips without thinking.
Finally, he’s satisfied. He strokes a hand through my hair and then down my chest, pausing at my breasts. The look in his eyes is almost reverent, like he’s been waiting for this just as long as I have. He gropes my tit and sucks on my nipple again, clamping it between his teeth and stretching it out, making me moan with a combination of pain and pleasure. I’m so sore and over-sensitive, but I never want this feeling to end.
“I’ve waited a long time to touch you like this” he says in a low voice, meant just for me. “You’d better believe I’m going to take my time. This is your last chance to back out before I fuck you into the mattress and have you screaming my name.”
My empty pussy aches at his words, begging to be filled. He toys with my nipple while he waits for my response, and I take a moment to think about Zach. We can never take this back—the first time I sleep with a man other than my husband. But he’s had his chance to call it off. The whole thing was his idea. Maybe I really am allowed to have my cake and eat it too.
”Do it,” I whisper. Before I can even blink, Chris rears back and spears me with his cock. There’s no inching in, no accommodating to his size, he just thrusts into me in one powerful move and I ache in the most beautiful way, shattering around him instantly.
He’s so big. Too big. I’m not sure that my pussy can handle a cock so thick and long, but I’m clenched around him tight and he continues to fuck me, hissing between his teeth as I crash out again and again.
“God, you’re so fucking tight, Wendy. You’re fucking soaked, but you’re so fucking tight.”
I cry out, unable to form words, so I wrap my arms around his neck and hold him close as I keen with pleasure. I’ve never felt so full, and so right.
With the pillow propped beneath me, the angle he hits is just right to send me over the moon. It feels like only seconds since he pushed inside me, but I can already feel myself cresting the wave of another orgasm. I drag my nails down his back, leaving bloody ribbons as I take every solid inch of him.
He rears back and kneels on the bed, plowing into me with reckless abandon while he strokes my clit with his thumb, and I’m gone. My throat is hoarse from moaning, my back arched nearly in half as my eyes squeeze shut, but he yanks my hair to the side, making them fly back open.
“Eyes on me,” he growls, and I force myself to hold his gaze as he pulls my calves over his shoulders and slides even deeper into my pussy. It’s too good. It’s too much. He cups my ass in his big hands, spreading my cheeks, and his heavy balls slap against my asshole with every thrust until I cum again. He said he’d have me screaming his name, but I nearly sob it as I fall apart beneath him.
“Good girl, good girl, shhh,” he coaxes, scooping me up in his arms and rubbing my back gently. I’m shaking from the force of my orgasm and my surprise at his brutal pace. “You did so good for me. Can you take more?”
I pull back and glare at him, my eyes glazed with tears. “You’d better not fucking stop.”
He grins and kisses my forehead. “You are fucking perfect.”
He spins us around so that I’m on my hands and knees, facing the foot of the bed. Facing Zach. In my frenzy, I almost forgot about him.
He’s moved closer to watch us and he’s steadily working his cock as his lust-filled eyes drink us in.
“I told you, Chris. I hit the jackpot,” he says, slowly stroking himself from root to tip. I see a little bit of pre-cum squeezed out of the head and wonder what it would be like to suck my husband’s cock while his best friend fucks my pussy. But Chris said I’m only his tonight, so I shut the thought down.
“How’s it feel watching her take a real dick?” Chris asks, stroking my ass. I feel like an object, being talked about like I’m not even here. I kind of love it.
Zach doesn’t take the bait. “I like seeing her happy. She’s so pretty when she cums.”
I blush, and turn my eyes down to the bed.
“No, no, Little Wendy,” Chris tsks, tugging on my hair until my neck bends, lifting my eyes. “You heard him. He wants to watch you fall apart on my cock. Do you think you can cum again for me?”
I gulp, but nod my head. Looking into Zach’s face while another man’s cock presses against my ass is strange, but a thrill runs through my body as he rakes me over with his eyes. I feel so dirty. So wrong. My sluttiness is on full display and my husband seems to like what he sees.
“Say it,” Chris commands, smacking my ass hard.
I let out a yelp without meaning to, craning my neck to glare at him.
He widens his eyes and tilts his head, spinning his finger around in the air. I look back at Zach and flush pink as I say, “Yes, I can cum again.”
Another loud smack and the sting ripples over my skin. “What the fuck, Chris!” I shout, even though my pussy burns with desire. God, why do I like the pain so much? How can I get Zach to start spanking me?
“Yes, sir,” he corrects sternly, rubbing the cheek he’s just slapped and sending tingles all over my ass.
I grit my teeth, but lock eyes with Zach as I force out, “Yes sir, I’ll cum for you again.”
”That’s my girl,” I can just hear the smirk in his voice and it infuriates me, but I don’t want to fight with him. I just want his cock back inside me. I’m desperate for it. I don’t want this night to ever end.
I wiggle my ass, pressing back against him, silently begging for what I need.
He swipes his dick over my soaking slit, stroking my clit, teasing my entrance, and finally pressing against my tightly puckered hole. “Has he ever fucked you here, Wendy?”
Zach’s eyes widen as I shake my head, heart pounding. We’ve never tried anal, it’s just never really appealed to me. The thought of having something as massive as Chris in my tightest entry sounds impossible, but my body seems to have other ideas—pushing back against him as if inviting him inside.
“Maybe one day,” he says, and unless I’m imagining it, I detect a groan of longing in his voice. He returns his crown to my aching core and pushes inside.
This time, it’s torturously slow. He grips my ass tightly with both hands and slides into me inch by agonizing inch. My mouth drops open and my eyes become hooded as my husband watches me get filled and stretched by his best friend.
When he’s seated up to the hilt, Chris reaches around and gropes my tits again, bouncing them and rolling my nipples between his expert fingers. Zach never pays this much attention to my nipples and I find myself loving every second of it. They’re swollen and sensitive, but I can’t get enough. As he slowly thrusts in and out of me, filling me deeper than I’ve ever felt before, I pray he’ll never stop.
“Tell your husband how that feels, Wendy,” Chris says through shaky breaths.
“Soooo fucking good,” I moan, rocking my hips to meet his again and again. I feel a tiny flicker of fear, like I’m betraying Zach, but he’s staring at us hungrily, pumping his shaft, rolling his hand over his tip. It’s sexy to watch him. I wish he’d come over and let me suck on it, to thank him for giving me this perfect gift, but I can’t be too greedy.
“Are you ready to cum for me again? I want to hear you say my name when you finish, and then I’m going to fill this pussy with my cum. Do you understand?”
I gasp. I’d completely forgotten about using protection, and I’m not sure what Zach will think about another man cumming inside me, but one glance at his face says he has no problem with it. He seems to be holding himself back, waiting to cross over the edge with us, but it’s getting difficult.
Another fierce slap against my ass. The sound cracks through the room. “I asked you a question, Wendy. Are you ready for me?”
”Yes sir,” I say, sounding braver than I feel.
With his hands on my breasts, Chris pulls me to his chest, fucking into me from behind, harder and faster. He kneads one nipple in his hand while the other drifts down to my pussy, slipping in my slick folds as he finds my throbbing clit again.
His thighs smack against my sore ass as he pounds me. He pinches my swollen clit between strong fingers and then sinks his teeth into my neck, sucking hard.
“Chris!” I scream as I lose all control. I squirt on his cock again, spraying the bed, some of the droplets splashing my husband. His grunts fill my ears as I collapse onto the wet sheets and he presses me down, prone into the mattress. His big cock stretches me open, pounding deep between my ass cheeks and filling my pussy.
I claw at the sheets as he ruts into me. “I’m going to cum in this pretty pussy,” he grunts.
“Yes,” I whisper, desperate to be filled with his seed. “Please, please, please Chris.”
He crushes my waist between his hands and jerks me back onto his shaft, once, twice, three times, filling me completely. He pumps me full of his hot, sticky cum and twitches inside me as he reaches completion. I can feel his thick load spurting inside me and my eyes roll back in my head with pleasure.
When they finally flicker open again, Zach’s panting for breath, curled over on his chair. His gaze lands on my face, and it’s filled with so much love and pleasure, I feel tingly all over.
Chris pulls his cock out of me and I feel his warm seed dripping down my legs. He gives me a last playful slap, much softer than the others, and stands up from the bed.
“I believe my work here is done,” he grins lazily, grabbing his jeans off the floor. I flip onto my back and rest my head against the pillow, giving Zach a perfect view of my pussy, filled with his best friend’s cream.
I watch with a heavy heart as Chris pulls his black jeans on and buttons them closed over his magical cock. Will this really be the only time I ever get to experience it?
“Thanks,” I say, knowing it’s woefully inadequate for how incredible he made me feel. I never thought this could really happen, and now it’s already over. I completely understand why all those women were obsessed with him, and now I’m beginning to see why they went crazy when it was over.
“My pleasure,” he smirks, cupping my face and giving me a last, lingering kiss. Chris pats my husband on the shoulder as he walks out of the room, but Zach never takes his eyes off of my leaking, swollen pussy.
Once the door closes behind him, Zach climbs on the bed, and crawls over my body.
Chapter Five
“How was it?” Zach asks, pressing soft kisses to my chest and neck.
“It was… really good,” I confess, wrapping my arms around my husband and coming down off my incredible high. “Did you like watching your best friend fuck me?”
”I really did,” he says, taking my earlobe between his teeth. I gasp and he rumbles low in his chest.
“He made me squirt,” I say in a small voice, afraid once again that it might hurt his feelings. “I didn’t even know I could do that.”
He growls and kisses me deeply. I wonder if he can taste his best friend’s cock on my tongue. “What if he could teach me?” He asks, pulling back to watch my reaction.
“You mean… do this again?” I ask, nervous, hopeful butterflies erupting in my stomach.
“Only if you want to.” He strokes my face.
“I want to,” I whisper, heart racing.
He grunts and kisses me again, putting his full weight on top of me. I feel his erection pressing against my swollen pussy lips, and I edge my legs apart so that he settles perfectly between my thighs.
Hooking up with Chris has been my fantasy for years, and it was every bit as good as I always dreamed, but it’s my husband who arranged it for me. It’s my husband who wanted me to feel good so badly, he was willing to let his best friend teach him new ways to pleasure his wife. I love him more than I ever thought possible.
I hiss as he nudges my entrance. I’m sore after Chris fucked me so hard and deep, but I want to feel my husband again. I want the man I love more than anything to be the last one inside me.
I’m so wet, he slides right inside, forcing some of Chris’s cum out of me. We both moan, sensitive and overcome with lust, but where Chris was fast and hard, Zach is soft and sweet. I already came so hard I saw stars tonight, but I have one more in me for the man who always sees to my needs.
“You looked so pretty, cumming on his cock,” he says as our chests slide against each other. My tits are aching and abused, but when he squeezes one and takes the nipple in his mouth, I cry out in pleasure.
“I should play with these more,” he says. “I saw how you writhed underneath him. He made you feel so good.”
I nod, but I can’t speak. He isn’t as big as Chris, but his cock feels like coming home. I thought my marriage was perfect before, but he just made it even better. He’s everything I need. And if he wants to learn a few more tricks to please me, I’m not going to complain.
He slides a hand around to grope my ass, cupping the flesh in his big hand and spreading my cheeks.
“I saw your face when he touched you here,” he growls. “Do you want your little ass fucked, Wendy?”
I can only moan in response. We both begin to sweat. He thrusts into me with quick, hard movements and my muscles begin to tighten around him. I wrap my legs around his waist and hold on for dear life as my husband pumps me full.
“I love you,” I whisper as we both tumble over the edge together.
“I love you too. You’re mine,” he whispers back. He doesn’t have nearly as much cum after already finishing once, but our moment of reconnection is everything. I feel reclaimed as he stills inside me, and I stroke his back as we catch our breath, pressing kisses into his skin. We’re both exhausted.
When he finally rolls off of me, I think we might head straight to bed, but he gets up and holds out his hand for me.
“What now?” I ask through half-lidded eyes, ready to sink back into the sheets.
“We can’t just leave our guest waiting,” he grins, and throws my slinky black dress at me.
I tug it over my head and pad after him in a daze, dressed in only his underwear. When we get back to the living room, Chris is leaning back in his chair, feet propped on our coffee table, sipping his whiskey. Looking for all the world like he belongs here.
Zach sits down on the couch and pulls me into his lap, making me leak all over my silky dress. The men eye each other as he strokes my leg possessively. It seems a little late to be staking his claim over me, but I like how important it makes me feel.
I feel shy seeing Chris again. We’ve been friends forever, but he just railed me within an inch of my life, and I’m dripping with the cum of two different men. I don’t know how that will change things between us. The way his eyes flicker with heat and follow the path of Zach’s fingers makes me think it hasn’t.
“So,” Chris says, blue eyes twinkling. “Was it just a one time thing?”
Does he want it to be? I hate to admit it, but I’d be absolutely crushed if that were true. I was able to ignore my lust for him when we’d never actually touched, but now that I know what I’ve been missing?
I turn to look at Zach, my heart in my throat. He squeezes my thigh and nods once, turning back to his best friend.
“Same time next week? I think you have a few things to teach me.”
I feel Chris’s answering smirk all the way to my toes. My ass cheeks prickle with heat, anticipating my next round of punishment and pleasure. Maybe he’ll even fuck my tight little hole and show my husband how it’s done.
I can’t wait to find out now that I’m a hotwife.
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FreeUse Room Service: a first-time MFM hotwife fantasy
I'm waiting in this swanky hotel room all alone, but my instructions are clear: I’ve been given free rein to be used by anyone who walks in that door. Multiple men are eager to claim me top to bottom and leave me stuffed and dripping.


My husband arrives while two strangers are having their fun with me. When they've finished, I tell him all about my naughty, filthy freeuse day while he reclaims me. He really is the love of my life.
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