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USED BY TWO MEN WHILE MY HUSBAND IS AWAY


WHEN MY HUSBAND is away, my hotwife side comes out to play.

My husband is away on a business trip and it’s the perfect time to squeeze in a kitchen renovation. The catch? The renovators are two super hot burly guys, and they’re eyeing me down like they’re starving and I’m their meal.

They tease me, manhandle me, and pound me until the pleasure makes my head spin.

Thankfully, my husband wants me to be used, shared, and filled in every single way as long as I tell him all the dirty details. And, I’m taken again when he comes home to see that our kitchen isn’t the only thing that’s been done.
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“He said what?” Char’s voice pitches so high, I’d almost need to be a dog to hear it.

“He said he wanted me to sleep with other guys,” I reply. I’m amazed that I can just say that out loud with a straight face—I definitely couldn’t when my husband first proposed that.

“You’re not—”

“You have to do it.”

I laugh at the difference in enthusiasm between Char and Miranda. The two couldn’t be more different. We’re all sitting in Miranda’s kitchen for our monthly homeowner’s association meeting. Except, our HOA isn’t like the annoying type that mandates a certain lawn height and comes around to measure with calipers. We’re more like HOEs because all we do is get together, catch each other up on our lives, and on the off chance there’s something that actually needs to be done for neighborhood, we tackle it together. It’s a barebones meeting today with our other members busy. So, between just Char, Miranda, and I, my husband’s new bedroom idea felt like the perfect topic of conversation.

“Excuse me? You can’t tell me you’d sleep with other guys if your husband told you to.” Char turns to Miranda. Char is probably the most uptight of us all. Her husband is a hotshot banker—emphasis on the hot. He brings home the cash and Char spends on the most gorgeous lawn ornaments I’ve ever seen. I’ve always been a little curious about what goes on in her bedroom, and now I know that it’s probably not wife sharing.

Miranda shrugs. “Sounds kinda hot. Plus, it’s not cheating if he’s into it.”

Miranda’s logic seems right, and yea, it does sound kinda hot.

“I haven’t given him an answer yet,” I say.

Miranda slaps my shoulder. “Soph, don’t be stupid. Think of how hot it’d be! Getting fucked by so many men while your husband watches? Having their hot cum dripping out of all your holes? Being used as a fucktoy and passed around for pleasure?” Miranda whimpers, wiggling in her seat. “I’m gonna need a moment alone with this fantasy.” Miranda got married young to a guy twenty years older than her. These past months, she’s been telling us all about how he can’t keep up with her sex drive anymore. She might need this fantasy more than me.

Does my husband want to watch? Does he want me to take more than one man? Does he want it to be with someone he knows? I purse my lips in thought. There’s so many variables we haven’t figured out yet. Obviously, whatever decision I make, it needs to be after I talk to my husband.

“Sophie White, don’t tell me you’re actually listening to this!” Char tuts.

I roll my eyes. “Charlene Miller, I just might be.”

Miranda claps. “Yessss! Just one condition: you have to tell us everything!”

“Uh-huh, sure.” I tap Miranda’s knee to placate her and notice the time. “Oops, I should get going. Said husband is gonna be home soon.”

My husband, James, travels a lot for work. So, we take any time together that we can. He’s coming back from a big trip tonight and then leaving again in a couple days. I need to not only prep dinner, but also dessert.

By dessert, I definitely mean my pussy.

Because we maximize every moment we spend together, I was extra surprised when my husband suggested that I sleep with men. I felt like our sex life was great, but great can always get better.

So, I’m seriously considering the idea.

It’s not like I don’t find other men attractive, but the thought of sleeping with someone else—even when my husband spends so much time away—has never crossed my mind. But, if my husband is okay with it—encouraging it even—then, maybe I can explore this other, hidden, side of me.

Maybe I can become his slut.

And, his slut would greet him when he comes home with her pussy out and ready to be fucked.

With a devious grin, I slip off all my clothes when I get home, and put on just an apron. The top is a little too low cut to cover my nipples fully. They harden, rubbing against the seam of the rough fabric. The rope ties at my back right above the round of my ass, the bow tie hanging between my cheeks.

The kitchen heats up not only from the pasta I’m making, but also because every tick of the clock brings my husband closer to coming home to find me mostly naked. I’m wet with anticipation, and when I hear the click of the door unlock, my pulse races.

“Baby, I’m hom—” My husband’s voice stops short when he spots me. His eyes darken and his bags drop. “Fuck,” he mutters. “Have you been waitin’ for me like this?”

I twist my body so he gets a better view of my ass. “Wanted you to have a preview of dessert.” I wink.

A deep growl emanates from his chest and in an instant, my husband is behind me. His large hands hover over my waist, ghosting my body in heat before he finally settles on grabbing my waist. He pulls me flush so my back hits his muscled front.

I gasp as my hips roll on their own.

He’s already hard!

“See what you do to me?” His voice is low and eager as his head dips and his nose grazes along my neck. “Fuck, think of how hot it’d be comin’ home to my wife bein’ fucked by another guy.” His hand dips under the apron and slides up my front. He cups my breasts, squeezing the underside, before moving to my peaked nipples.

“Yes,” I moan. “I wanna be your shared slut.”

My husband smiles against my skin. “That’s my girl.” He rolls my nipples, making me arch into him as blinding pleasure shoots through me already.

“You’re gonna ruin your dinner,” I whimper.

James laughs. “Think I’ll just double up on dessert instead.” He licks a hot, wet stripe up my neck, ending with a nibble at my ear.

My husband’s heat, his touch, and his neediness make my heart race and my pussy throb. I need him and I need him now. Overcooked pasta be damned, I’m getting my man’s cock in me.

Reading my mind, he turns off the stove and before I know it, my ass hits the cool kitchen counter. I inhale sharply, feeling my pussy juices drip onto the surface where we eat breakfast. He flips up the apron so my pussy is fully exposed. I widen my legs and his finger runs through it, gathering up my slick.

“Fuck, I miss your pussy so much on these damn trips.”

“Mhmm, baby, my pussy misses you too.”

“You need someone to keep it warm when I’m gone.” His finger slips in and my walls welcome him in, fluttering.

My head falls back and I grip the edge of the counter.

“Are you gonna be a good slut and fuck someone when I’m gone on my next trip?” He adds in a second finger and thrusts. The wet squelch is no match for my sharp moan.

“Yes!” I scream. “Yes! I’ll be your perfect slut!”

“Good. A gorgeous woman like you should never go without a cock.” His fingers curl, pressing into my g-spot. The coil of tension in my core wraps tight, my thigh muscles tighten, and my mind goes completely blank other than the sensations from my cunt. “And, when I come home, I wanna see my wife waiting with a pussy full of cum.” His thumb presses into the base of my clit with the next thrust, and I fall off the cliff of ecstasy.

I’m moaning and writhing around his hand as my pussy gushes from the warm welcome home. Sweat pools at my collarbones and my chest heaves as I try to catch my breath. My husband slowly pulls out his fingers and brings them up to show me the glistening pleasure as evidence of our new marital agreement.

“Look at how wet you are—all from the thought of taking another cock.” He traces my lips, leaving a trail of my wetness along the way. I revel in the salty, fresh taste, warming my pussy for another round.

“Need your cock now,” I whimper, grinding my hips. I drag my ankles up his legs, urging him to pull his pants down and fuck me like he means it.

My husband growls with a new, feral look. “Want me to fuck you before you take another man? Need your husband to claim you first?”

I nod furiously. I need exactly that. I want my husband to stake his claim on my body so I remember it with every thrust of another cock. My gaze is fixed at his crotch when he slowly unzips, pushing his pants and boxers down to reveal his thick, hard shaft.

Fuck, I love his cock.

It’s leaking from the tip and he smears his precum with his thumb. His cock is as ready to go as my pussy is, and when I open my legs a little wider, my husband doesn’t waste any more time. Gripping my ass, he pulls me toward him, aligns himself, and shoves all the way in with one, hard, thrust.

“Ahhh, just like that!” I moan, slowly rolling my hips. “So full.” My pussy pulses in tremors of pleasure—the stretch mixing with the sensitivity left over from my orgasm.

My husband groans, dipping his mouth to my own. He captures my lips, tangles with my tongue, and swallows my moan with the first tentative thrust. “Fuck, I missed you,” he whispers, picking up the pace. “Missed fucking you.”

“Don’t hold back then.” I want it hard and fast. I want my husband to lose control. I want to be fucked until I can’t walk.

He rewards me by yanking the top of my apron down, setting my breasts free. He grabs one with a rough pinch, sending waves of desire through my whole body. My breasts bounce and my husband pounds into me, harder and harder each time.

His cock fills me to the brim and my head is swimming with just how hot my body is. I’ve already come once and in no time, I’m ready to come again.

“So damn tight,” my husband grits out. “Can’t wait to fuck another man’s cum into you.” He punctuates every word with a thrust.

“Yes! Fuck! I need it!” I’m babbling as my vision blurs and toes curl.

Then, everything happens in an instant. My orgasm crashes into me as my pussy clenches tight. My husband gives me one final thrust, harder than the rest. His hot cum coats my walls, and my body twitches in delight.

And, with a sharp crack, my husband’s knee goes right through the kitchen cabinet underneath the counter.

Breathing hard, we break into a smile before devolving into chuckles. It’s not the first time my husband has fucked me hard enough to break furniture, but it’s the first time it’s something not easily explainable. The girls are going to love the story of how my husband drove his knee through solid wood while thinking about another man fucking me.

Thankfully, the damage to his leg is minimal. After catching our breaths, we patch him up and survey the damage.

“You’ve been looking for an excuse to redo the kitchen,” my husband says. “Why don’t you check out some carpenters when I’m on my next trip?”

I don’t miss the way his voice turns husky and his eyes twinkle at the double meaning of “checking out some carpenters.”
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“Remember, if you find someone to fuck while I’m away, I’m not gonna complain.” My husband’s voice wraps me like a warm blanket.

“Someone…like the construction guys for our kitchen?”

My husband chuckles. “You wanna be bent over the kitchen island and fucked how I fucked you?”

I nod, biting my lip as I trace my husband’s face on the video call. His dark hair is messy and his blue eyes are focused intently on me. “Nobody’s going to fuck me like you do,” I whine.

He smirks, emphasizing his perfect cheek bones and jaw. “Damn right, but they’re gonna try anyways.”

I sit up a little straighter, fluffing out my hair, and pulling up the straps of my tank top. I can still see the flush on my skin from the orgasm of masturbating over video chat together, and there’s no hiding my hardened nipples even through the lightly padded bra, but I put on my most serious conversation face. “You’re sure you’re okay with me sleeping with people while you’re gone?”

My husband’s features soften. “Yeah. I trust you and I want you to trust me when I say that I want it.”

“Why?” I blurt out. This must be our millionth conversation about the topic after he brought it up, but I just want it confirmed one more time.

His look turns intense again. “The thought of you goin’ around, fucking other guys while knowing that you come home to me?” His eyes roll back. “Fuck, that’s so hot.” He sighs. “I love thinkin’ about you bein’ so slutty—so cock hungry—that you need your fill even when I’m gone.”

I search his face, but there’s no signs of him lying. And, like he said, he trusts me, so I trust him too.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

I gulp and steady my voice. “I want to. I meant what I said in the heat of the moment before you left. I wanna be your slut.” Heat rushes through my body and my core tightens just mentioning my fantasy.

The doorbell chimes and I inhale sharply. “Those must be the reno guys.”

My husband nods, devious look on his face. “Don’t forget…I want every detail.”

“I won’t leave out a single thing. Love you.”

“Love you too, baby.”

We hang up the call, I straighten myself out so my tank top and shorts don’t give away what I’ve just been doing with my husband, and I rush to the front door.

I’ve only talked to the kitchen renovation guys over the phone, and I know my husband was just teasing about me sleeping with them specifically, but now that the thought has been planted in my head, I can’t stop thinking about it. The team is just two guys—they handle the woodworking, plumbing, and any stonework needed. Looking at pictures of their past remodels, I know they’re the right fit, and when they send me a mockup of my new kitchen, I’m sold. It’ll be the perfect rustic-modern combo with a lush marble countertop and light, pine cabinetry.

With my husband on another work trip, supervising the guys is all up to me.

The idea that’s planted in my head takes root and starts to sprout when the two men show up and I lay eyes on them for the first time.

Both of them are big guys, barely fitting through my front door. My mouth waters and my legs wobble when they introduce themselves and get acquainted with my home.

“I’m Will,” the first one says with a grin. He’s ginormous—maybe he was a linebacker in another life—even his red flannel doesn’t hide the bulging muscles underneath.

“Sophie White.” I recognize that deep, friendly voice. “Oh! You must be the one I talked to on the phone,” I reply, pushing down the instant horniness.

His eyes dip down before coming back up. Did he just check me out? I really hope so.

“Yup, that’s me.” He shakes my hand, dwarfing mine with his. He’s warm, his palms are rough, and with just a glance, he makes me feel perfectly dainty.

Ugh, my husband was right. I get so pent up when he’s away. Being his shared hotwife would not only be for him, but also for me. I could get my release when he’s on his trips and when he comes back, he gets to hear about all the sordid details of his wife fucking other men.

It’s a win-win no matter how I think about it.

But, I don’t know if these guys are all going to be on board.

“You done the chitchat yet?” A gruff voice calls out.

Will chuckles and comes into the house, opening the doorway for the other two guys. “That’s Mike—he’s more bark than bite. Can’t get a better woodworker than him, though.”

“Nice to meet you, Mike.” I hold out my hand.

Mike might be more bark than bite, but he’s obviously more shameless than Will. He licks his lips, checks me out, and smirks. “Damn,” he mutters under his breath. I don’t think I’m supposed to hear it, but I do. It doesn’t help the heat rising through me when he grabs my hand, rougher than Will. “Ain’t you somethin’,” he growls. He looks like he’s about to say something else but his thumb finds the cool metal of my wedding ring. He scowls and drops my hand. “Which way’s the kitchen?”

I bristle at the quick change of topic. Of course, they have a job to do. I can’t just get in the way because the two of them are larger than life and my pussy hasn’t had a good fucking since my husband left on his trip. With a disappointed sigh, I bring them around the corner and let them get started.

I don’t mean to hover while they work, so I try to hang around the living room where they can grab me if they need me. Their mumbled conversations are drowned out with the clanging of metal as they set up their tools. It’s probably better to not be fucked in a half-demolished kitchen anyways—chances of splinters are just too high. Disappointed with the thought that I probably won’t get to be fucked by these two guys when they have a job to do, I settle in with my latest smutty read. If I can’t be a slut in real life, I can fantasize about being one through my stories. In this one, the hot highlander just ripped off the time traveling woman’s panties, and his hands are dangerously close to her heat.

I bite my lip, rubbing my knees as I’m engrossed in the story. His fingers part her folds, gathering her juices before slipping in. She moans, arching into his touch. He keeps growling the filthiest things as he pumps her to her release. My nipples peak and I can’t help but drop my own hand between my legs, gently pressing at my clit to keep the pressure from building too much. The highlander pulls out his cock—

“Shit.”

I gasp, dropping my book, yanking my hand out of my shorts, and meeting Mike’s hard stare.

His hands are clenching and unclenching at his side as his Adam’s apple bobs. “Fuck…I didn’t mean to…just wanted to know where your electrical panel was.” He clears his throat. “Had to be fuckin’ married,” he mumbles.

“Oh, umm, yeah, there’s a door right beside the entrance.” I gulp. Did he just lament the fact that I’m married? Maybe that means he’s interested in more than just my kitchen after all. My pulse thrums in my head as I build up my courage before speaking. “Also, I’m married, but my husband likes to share.”

Mike cocks a brow and the transformation on his face is exactly the sign I’ve been waiting for. “So your husband doesn’t care if you fuck other guys?”

Carefully steadying my breath, I let my legs fall open. I’m still wearing clothes, so it’s not like he can see anything, but the signal alone is enough. “He wants me to fuck other guys.”

Mike’s eyes darken in the same way that my husband’s does when I greet him naked. “And that somethin’ you want too?”

I nod, sliding my hand down my body to how he found me. My finger rests on my clit above my shorts, and when I apply the slightest bit of pleasure, I gasp. “Yes.” I don’t know where I’m scrounging up all this courage from, but the look on Mike’s face tells me that my confidence isn’t in vain.

“Hey did you—” Will snaps his mouth shut when he walks in behind Mike to see me in my compromised position. “Fuck.”

Mike chuckles. “Well shit. Guess we hit the jackpot.” He slaps Will’s back, between the shoulder blades. “Her husband likes to share.”

It takes Will a moment longer than Mike, but he gets there. A feral smirk splits across his face. “I do always say that we’re a full-service renovation team.”

Mike nods and turns back to me. “That just leaves one thing. You ready to be fucked, Mrs. White?”

“Please!” I can’t get the words out fast enough and the guys are on me. I’m glad that they move as fast as they do because it means that I don’t have time to get all in my head and doubt what I’m sure I want. I’ve never taken two men at once before, but I’ve also never slept with anyone outside of my marriage.

There’s a first for everything, and it just so happens that my first is also my second.

My e-reader falls to the ground and Mike grabs my calves, repositioning me on my sofa so that my legs are hanging off an arm rest and my hips are elevated.

“How do you want this?” Will asks, caressing my torso with more care than Mike. “We’ll only do what you feel comfortable with.”

My mind races. I have no limits with my husband, so that’s the first thing that pops into mind. “Use me…however you want.”

Will’s brows shoot up. “Use you? All your holes are fair game?”

Mike’s grip on my calves tighten and he brings our hips flush, grinding his hard length against my clothed pussy. I can immediately tell that he’s bigger than average and my pussy pulses.

“Yes, please,” I whimper. “Use all my holes if you want. Any hole.”

Will’s touches turn rough as he slides a hand up to my breast. He cups the underside, brushing his thumb over my peaked nipple through my tank top. Thanks to my stint with my husband just before the guys showed up, I’m not wearing a bra.

“You good with me takin’ her pussy?” The fact that Mike asks Will this instead of me sends a shiver of anticipation through me. They’re already talking like I’m just there to serve their pleasure. This is exactly what both my husband and I wanted.

“Yup,” Will says, moving his hand from my chest up to my mouth. He traces my lips. His calloused fingers are delicious against my plush skin. “I’m gonna fuck her mouth.”

My lips part and I exhale in a short puff. My mouth is already watering at the thought when Will’s knees bracket my head. He tilts up my jaw so my throat opens, and he gently runs his thumb down the side of my neck. “She’ll look so good with those lips around my cock.”

Mike snorts. “She’s gonna look even better with her cunt squeezing mine.”

“I think I’d look best with both at once.” I surprise myself by saying that, but the guys reward my forwardness with wolfish grins.

“Damn right you would.” Mike tugs my shorts down to reveal my soft, pink panties. “Your husband know just how much of a damn slut his wife is?” His thumb presses against the damp patch on the fabric, sliding it between my pussy lips.

“Yes,” I whimper, my hips bucking into Mike’s hand.

“You going to tell your husband about us?” Will asks, dipping his thumb into my mouth, swirling it around my saliva before resting at the edge of my lips.

“Mhmm,” I mumble, closing my lips around Will’s thumb and sucking. I hold Will’s gaze, showing him just what my tongue can do around the pad of his finger. His gaze darkens and his free hand palms his cock through his jeans.

“We’re not small,” Will says, a new edge forming on his tongue. It sounds like he’s barely holding back from whipping out his cock and shoving it down my throat.

Little does he know, that’s exactly what I want.

“Good,” I say. “I want it hard. Use me, fill me, fuck me.”

“Shit,” Mike groans, pushing my panties aside. “Damn slut is like a dream.”

“I didn’t think this is how the job would go today”—Will unzips and pushes down his pants and boxer-briefs below his ass—“but I’m not complaining about fucking a gorgeous, married woman.”

I gasp at the sight of his cock. The outline in his pants did him no justice. He’s bigger than any cock I’ve ever seen. It’s a good thing my husband is well above average himself, and has the confidence to know how to work his own cock. My husband trusts me, and I’ll trust that he won’t be too jealous when I tell him all about this stranger’s length.

Mike snorts. “Look at her droolin’ just starin’ at your cock.” He unzips and follows suit, pulling my attention away from Will for a beat. Where Will wins in length, Mike wins in girth. My pussy clenches, needy and soaked.

The two men grip their cocks, giving themselves a single, long pump. Their tips leak with a bead of pre and both of them smear it across their cock heads. The red mushroom heads draw me in from both ends as I let out a needy little whine. I had no idea just how much I wanted this until the cocks came out to play.

My husband knew me better than I knew myself when he suggested this.

“You wanna be used?” Mike lines his cock up with my pussy. “We’ll fuckin’ use you.” His cock tip parts my pussy lips and stretches my entrance. The delicious tension blends into pleasure and my mouth falls open with a moan.

Will takes advantage of my now open mouth, grazing his cock along my lips for a salty-sweet taste before sliding it into my mouth. “Fuck,” Will mumbles, slowly guiding his cock down my throat. “Her throat’s so damn tight.”

Mike lets out a choked laugh. “Her pussy’s tight too.”

Both of them push all the way to the hilt, easing themselves in. When their hips meet my skin—either pussy or my mouth—my body tightens and thrums in delight.

“So wet for us.” Mike rolls his hips, lodging his dick so deep inside me, the tension in my core builds into a storm.

“Her tongue is magic,” Will grunts. His hand rests on my throat, thumb caressing the spot where his cock tip gently bulges. “A mouth so perfect…you were made to be a slut.”

I revel in their praise and a rumble escapes from deep within my chest.

“Fuck,” Will mutters, snapping his hips uncontrollably.

Looks like my moan rippled through Will’s cock and down his body. With the thrust at my mouth, Will pushes my body toward Mike. My pussy tightens and both men grab me—Mike by my hips and Will just under my breasts. They push and pull in tandem so that when one cock pulls out, the other pushes in.

My eyes flutter shut. This is exactly what my husband knew I wanted. He knew that I wanted to be used like a toy. He knew that I would thrive in embracing my true, slutty self. And he wasn’t wrong.

The two men use my throat and pussy for what feels like forever until a finger presses at my clit and another pinches a nipple. My body jolts, arching toward the sensations building in me. I’m going to come with a cock in my mouth and in my pussy—neither my husband’s. It’s going to be the evidence of me sleeping around. Two whole men who aren’t my husband are going to know what my orgasm feels.

“Oh fuck, she’s close.” Mike rubs tight circles on my clit, pounding into me faster and faster.

“So am I,” Will says, rolling my nipple and kneading my breast.

“Come for us, slut. Show us what that pussy and throat can do,” Mike commands, and the last piece of my pleasure puzzle fall into place.

I come with blinding lights behind my lids. My toes curl, my back tightens, and I let out a guttural groan. My pussy clenches so tight that Mike’s hips stutter. My cheeks hollow out and I suck Will’s cock like my life depends on it.

It doesn’t take long for my holes to be rewarded with hot spurts of sticky seed. It drips down my throat and coats my pussy whole. It’s like I’m being painted from the inside out by these men, and I love every second of it.

Will slides his cock out first, leaving dribbles of cum on my tongue and lips. Mike pulls out with an audibly wet sound. My pussy squeezes one more time, cum coating it and smearing against the cusp of my ass.

The three of us catch our breaths for a long minute before the silence is broken.

“How’d you break the cabinet like that anyways?” Mike asks, sliding my panties back in place and pushing my hips back down onto the cushions. He tucks his cock back in his pants like didn’t just fuck a married woman on the clock.

Heat rises to my face and I lick my lips, sighing contentedly at the evidence of Will’s pleasure. “My husband got a little too into his…dessert.”

Mike and Will exchange a knowing look.

“Damn,” Mike mutters. “Thank him for us then.” He winks and zips up.

Will chuckles, wiping off a stray drop of cum from the edge of my mouth. “Your kitchen won’t build itself,” he says. “We’ll let you know if we need anything else from you.”

“Anything?” my voice is still breathless as I pull my shorts back up.

The men’s gazes darken again, roving over my body. “Anything.”
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Our kitchen is taken care of and so am I. I sport a giddy smile as I trail my index finger over our new marble countertops. I moan, mind drifting to all the sex I’ve had during my husband’s business trip. Will and Mike, the two renovation guys, fucked me and filled me better than I could’ve hoped for. And, their handiwork in the kitchen was perfect too. My husband should be back any minute now, and I have just the idea to greet him.

I shimmy off my shorts and t-shirt and hop onto the counter. It’s just as he took me the time that spurred on our renovations. But now, the counter feels sturdier. Maybe my husband won’t break through the cabinets on this one.

But, if he does, I know just the guys to fix them up now.

The door unlatches and my heart races. I angle my body so that my husband can only catch the outside of my bare leg when he’s walking into the room.

“Fuck, I’m so happy to be back.” His luggage rolls along the hardwood. “Tell me you’ve had a better week than me.” He comes into the kitchen and freezes. The muscles near his jaw twitch as he takes me in.

I’m sitting on the marble countertop with strappy, crotchless panties, and a bra that’s barely a flimsy piece of lace. My rosy nipples are easily visible and when I lay my eyes on my man, my nipples immediately harden.

“Welcome to our new kitchen,” I say with a grin. I’m not quite greeting him with another man’s cum in my pussy, but I hope that this will do. My pussy is wet and leaking, dripping all over our the slick marble.

My husband lets out a low, throttled groan and palms himself. “This how you greeted the construction guys?”

I shrug. “Somethin’ like that.”

My husband’s gaze darkens and his hand twitches. He wants to come in close and grab every piece of my bare flesh, but he’s holding back—waiting until I give him the whole story. “Tell me,” he commands in the deepest voice, circling me like I’m his prey. “Tell me everything.”

“Their names were Will and Mike. They were so big, they barely fit through the front door….” My coy tone tells my husband more than my words as my hand snakes down my torso, gently pinching a nipple on the way to my clit. “As you can see, they did a great job fixing up our kitchen.” I give my clit a slow circle, moaning audibly to make sure my husband knows just how much I want it. “They might’ve also caught me with my hand on my pussy, reading one of my slutty books.”

My husband cocks a brow and stands beside me. He slides the back of his hand up my calf, sending a shiver through my body. “My naughty wife—couldn’t even wait to fuck herself until her husband got home. What happened next?”

I force a coy smile on my face so my husband can’t tell the affect his proximity has on me. “Well, you know, two guys…two holes.”

His hand curls in on my thigh, nails sinking into my muscle. I gasp with a new rush of desire. I need him and I need him now. I’m so bad at being patient.

“What holes did you let them fuck??” he asks, voice low and steady.

“One of them took my pussy and the other took my mouth.” I tap first at my mouth and then at my entrance. “Had a cock right in there and there while you were gone.”

His eyes are blown-out and his voice is heavy. “Did they come in you?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “They pumped me so full of cum, I was overflowing from both ends.”

“Fuck.” Sweat glistens along my husband’s forehead and he’s breathing in short, eager puffs. “You liked that, did you? Fucking two men while your husband was gone?”

I nod. “Yes. It made me feel like a slut.”

My husband’s hand slides up and gently caresses my pussy lips. Even the minute graze against my skin sends me into overdrive. My whole body is on edge, tingling with the tiniest sensations. “You liked bein’ a slut? You liked bein’ my slut?”

“More than anything.”

“That’s my good girl,” he growls, pushing two fingers deep into my pussy. “Now, you’re gonna come for your husband how you came for two complete strangers.”

“Yes! Yes! Anything for you!”

“And, I’m gonna fuck you better than them.”

I gasp in delight when his fingers curl, hitting my sensitive patch. He’s fingering me just like the night that he broke our cabinet, but today feels different. He’s rough and unrelenting. It’s like a damn has broken between us now that he knows his slutty wife can take whatever he throws at me.

And, he’s right. I want him to be rough. I want him to lose control. I want him to fuck me with the stamina of two men, driving deep and hard into me as I writhe in pleasure. Wet sounds fill the air as my husband pushes my closer to my orgasm.

“I’m gonna use you just like they did.” My husband’s voice is like a hot stone massage, pushing deep into me with radiating warmth and pressure. “I’m gonna fuck you like the perfect slut that you are.”

“Please! I want that…I need that!” I’m babbling and don’t even have time to react when my orgasm suddenly shoots through my. “Ahhh! Yes!” I scream loud enough so the HOA girls can hear it from their houses. My muscles tighten and release so rapidly that it’s basically a workout. If I were wearing my fitness watch, I know it’d read all the spikes in my heartbeat.

My husband smirks. “That was easier than usual.”

Heat rises to my face as I catch my breath. “I missed you.”

He tucks in a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “I missed you so damn much.” He kisses the apples of my cheeks. “At least the cocks kept your holes warm.” He pulls out his fingers and a gush of wetness follows.

I whine when my pussy clenches around nothing. “But I’m so cold now.” I paw at his waistband. “I need my husband to keep my holes warm.”

Looking smug and smoldering all at once, my husband lets me undo his button and zipper. I’m delighted when I reveal the outline of his cock through his boxers. I take a moment just to myself, tracing the hard shaft, gently sliding my palm over it.

My husband’s breath stutters. I love having this affect on him because he has the same affect on me.

I push down his boxers and wrap my hand around his cock. Fuck, I’ve missed this so much. It doesn’t matter how many cocks I take, I know I’ll always come back to my husband’s cock. He’s big, hard, and perfect for pounding my pussy raw.

As I’m pumping him, slow and steady with each stroke, he pinches my nipples through the lace. The texture of the fabric sends me reeling. His hands are hot and rough and covered in my pussy juices. He’s getting them all over the bra, but I can’t get myself to care.

“My slutty wife has the best damn tits,” he growls. “Tits like these deserve to be shown off.”

I hum. “I’ll show them off to whoever you want.”

“Maybe next time, I’ll watch you get fucked.”

My breath hitches at the thought. My husband could be in the room, or if he’s on another business trip, he could video call in. He’d see how stretched I can get taking another man’s cock. He’d see the man leaving his cum in me—maybe all over me. My husband would see it all…and he’d love it.

He chuckles. “Yeah, thought you’d like the sound of that.” He pushes my hand off his cock and brings our hips flush. His cock slides through my pussy, coating itself in all my juices. “So damn wet just thinkin’ about watchin’ me fuck you another man.”

“Just think how wet I’d be if it happened.”

With a devilish grin, my husband pushes his cock into me, parting my lips and stretching out my entrance.

“Oh fuck!” I groan, grabbing onto his shoulders for purchase. Even though I’ve been fucked recently, my husband’s cock feels new. It feels like how we fucked the very first time. He feels bigger than ever, and for the slightest moment, I doubt that my pussy can take it.

But, when he starts thrusting, I know he’s the same man I’ve loved for years. And, I want all of him.

“Harder,” I moan.

“Bein’ a slut suits you.” With a grunt, he lifts me off the counter. I gasp and wrap my legs tight around him. I’m held up by him gripping my ass tight, and in an insane show of strength, he pushes and pulls my whole body along his cock. He fucks me like I’m his personal toy, weighing nothing and existing only for his pleasure.

And, it’s perfect.

Still sensitive from my last orgasm, I come in no time at all. The pressure builds in my core and snaps like a rope at the end of the line. My pussy squeezes around my husband’s cock so tight that I feel the exact moment when he erupts in me.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “You came so damn fast.”

My body goes limp, exhausted from the quick releases. “Couldn’t help it,” I mumble. “Needed your cock so bad.”

My husband laughs but when he pulls out, his face morphs into a smirk. “You got your wish then.”

I follow his gaze and my eyes widen.

“Looks like my cock isn’t done with you yet.” He surveys my body like he’s looking for what to fill next. “They forgot one hole,” he says.

I squeak when my husband easily lifts and flips me over onto our new kitchen counter. My legs dangle without reaching the ground and the crotchless panties keep my tight rosebud exposed as my ass wiggles. He’s right. The guys didn’t fuck my ass. It’s the hole that’s feeling the most neglected now, and I need my husband there.

A firm palm meets the meat of my ass and I moan. “Don’t tease!” I beg. “I’m not done until I get all your cum!”

“Fuck, gimmie a sec. Gotta go grab the lube.”

“Top drawer.” I look over my shoulder to the newly renovated cabinetry. “I thought we could use some down here.”

“Slutty and smart,” my husband says, grabbing the lube and squeezing it out on his hand. He warms it up, rubbing it with his fingers, before smearing it around my hole.

My rim is still sensitive from stretching around the guys’ cocks, and my husband senses this, slowing his movements.

“Breathe for me, baby.” His thumb slides in, pushing against my walls.

My mouth falls open and my eyes flutter shut. My nipples are pressing against the cool marble and without being able to touch the ground, I’m completely at my husband’s mercy.

“My slutty wife…takin’ so much cock while I was away.” He rolls his thumb in my hole and I moan. “Still, always begging for my cock.”

“Yes, always need your cock!”

His thumb pulls out, leaving me empty and wanting. I’m glad he doesn’t leave me like this for too long because his warm cock head presses against my hole right away. I take a steadying breath and he pushes in.

He goes so slow, letting every inch of his flesh drag against my tight hole. The lube eases him in, allowing him the lightest thrusts. My ass is doing its best to stretch out, accommodate my husband’s cock. It takes me a bit longer to warm up this hole than it did my pussy, but the moment we get there, a switch is flipped and I push my husband’s hips with my ankles. I need him to fuck me—reclaim me.

My husband chuckles. “So needy.” His hips snap, cock thrusting so deep into my ass that I let out a low and long moan. “Love fucking you like this.” He sets a fast rhythm, letting the wet sounds of lubed skin slapping against skin punctuate my moans.

“Love…bein’…fucked,” I say between short, squeaky noises of pleasure.

My husband squeezes my ass cheeks together, pressing them into his shaft. The flesh coats in lube, giving us both the perfect amount of heated contact. I’ve never come from just being fucked in the ass, but I’m so riled up that tonight might be the night. I’m finally embracing the part of me that I’ve pushed down—the part of me that my husband uncovered. And, it lights my nerves like no direct contact ever has.

When I come with my husband’s cock in my ass, it’s from the full, throbbing, thick feelings of complete trust and honesty. As my husband’s hot cum fills my ass, I revel in the afterglow of his love. The white hot pleasure ebbs and flows, settling into a contented warmth.

My husband’s cock slides out, dripping cum over my ass and my thighs. Gently, he turns me over again and pulls us flush. With a full breath, he recovers from his orgasm. He kisses the side of my head, cradling my jaw. “Next time,” he says, voice gravely, “I’m gonna fuck you before their cum has a chance to dry.”

My thigh muscles clench. “I can’t wait.”


FILLED BY THE GARDENER WHILE MY HUSBAND WATCHES


A FLIRTATION WITH the new gardener goes turns piping hot when I’m bent-over and filled for my husband’s viewing pleasure.

My husband is a busy man, and I’m an insatiable woman. So, when he proposes that I flirt with the gardener in front of him, I’m turned on and ready to be filled.

The teases and touches turn sizzling when my husband wants more. He wants to see me dripping with pleasure as the gardener pounds me right in our backyard. I can't wait to be used and shared like my husband’s personal toy?
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“I’m telling you, it was the hottest thing. Knowing that my wife is being kept warm while I’m on a business trip—knowing that she just can’t keep her hands to herself. And, knowing that I’m gonna get to take her all riled up like that when I got back.” A groan rumbles from the back of the man’s throat. “Fucking hot.” Knuckles rap on wood. “You should try it out.”

My eyes widen and my brows shoot up. That sounds like James—my friend Sophie’s husband. He’s talking to my husband about his open relationship.

Well, I guess it’s not technically fully open.

Sophie is the one who sleeps around with other guys and her husband encourages it. From what Sophie’s said, he’s the one who initiated it all. And now, he’s talking to my husband about it.

My pulse races. What does my husband think about all this? I shouldn’t be hiding behind the corner hallway, but I can’t help it. I just have to know.

“It’s gettin’ harder and harder keepin’ up with Miranda.” My husband’s husky voice booms. “With my work and our ages….” My husband sighs. “How’d you know you wouldn’t be jealous?”

There’s a brief pause before Sophie’s husband continues. “Watch her with other guys. Ask her to flirt with them. See if it turns you on or if it makes you jealous. Flirting’s a harmless way to figure it out.”

My husband mumbles something I can’t quite make out.

“Nah, kitchen reno needed to be done anyways. Getting my wife and the house done at the same time was just efficient.”

My husband chuckles. “I’ll think about it—but I’m not getting my house redone. We just got the yard all set up and we’re supposed to meet the new gardener today—we’re not dealing with even more renos now.”

There’s a hearty chuckled followed by a rustle of fabric where I assume Sophie’s husband is patting my husband’s shoulder. “Try out the flirting thing. You’ll see if it works for you.” They pause. “Shit, gotta go catch another flight.” More knuckles on wood. “Try it.”

The front door clicks shut.

I can’t believe what I’ve just heard. Sophie has been talking about her time with the two kitchen renovation guys in our home owners association meeting. She said that even though she didn’t think about being shared before her husband brought it up, it was the best thing to have happened to their sex life.

I’m not quite like Sophie. I’ve thought about other guys—especially as the sex between my husband and I slowed down. I would never do anything about it because sex is just one part of the relationship. Even if people thought the age difference between my husband and I was weird—it’s only twenty years and we married when I was twenty-four—I genuinely love him. He’s kind, caring, hilarious, and hot as hell. The salt and pepper look turns me on more and more every day.

But, I know he’s having a hard time keeping up with me. And, I can’t help but wonder if it has something to do with me. Maybe, we just need something to spice up our bedroom. If my husband takes James’ suggestion to heart, then I’m on board. If not, we’ll figure out another way.

With a deep breath, I turn the corner. “Did I just hear James? He didn’t even stay for a coffee.”

My husband greets me me with a wide grin. “Don’t worry about it. He was just dropping off the tools he borrowed before his next trip.” My husband is in a tight t-shirt and comfortably fitting jeans. He’s usually working late and when I see him, it’s in a suit, so this is a nice change. His taut muscles stretch the fabric in a mouth-watering way and I bite my lip as I place my hand flat on his hard chest.

His eyes flash hot and a shiver runs up my spine. Maybe the talk with Sophie’s husband lit something in my husband after all. With a growl that I feel through his chest, he grabs my waist. “Spending time out in the pool?” He asks, running his hand up and down my bare torso.

I’m in my bikini and just like he guessed, I was planning on curling up with a hot book—thanks to Sophie’s recommendations—by the pool. “Yup. Wanna join me?” I bat my lashes in the coy way that attracted him to me in the first place. “Gardener isn’t supposed to be here for another hour.”

He opens his mouth but before he can answer, the doorbell rings.

I groan, deflating at the interruption. I was so close to having my husband all to myself for an afternoon for once. My husband sighs and kisses my forehead. “It’s just one damn thing after another.”

The door swings open and a man in his twenties greets us with a lopsided smile. “Hey, I was sent by Green Lawns. Heard you guys needed a new gardener—my last job finished early, so I figured I’d pop in now.” He looks between the two of us, not hiding the way he gives me elevator eyes. “Was I interrupting?”

My husband furrows his brows and pauses for a beat. He glances at me and then at the gardener before splitting into a devious grin. “No, come on in. I’m Rich. My beautiful wife here is Miranda.”

“Jake.” The gardener extends his hand. This man is as tall as my husband, muscled as all hell, and has a jawline that belongs in heaven. My thigh muscles clench when he shakes my hand, squeezing tight. What would those hands feel like around my body?

“Let’s show you to the back.” My husband guides him through the house.

Is it just my imagination or did his voice turn even more heady? Is he going through with James’ suggestion? Does he want me to flirt with our new gardener? My pulse races until I’m sated with his big hand at the small of my back. He pulls me in as the gardener surveys the back yard.

“I have an idea,” he says. “Flirt with him.” My husband tips his jaw toward Jake.

I cock a brow. “You want me to flirt with another man?”

My husband nods.

I trust my husband completely, but I want to be sure that he’s doing this because he wants it. I don’t want him to just get swept away with James and Sophie’s relationship choices. “Have you been talking to the Whites?” I ask with a light tease.

His face isn’t teasing. “Yes.”

“Oh,” I mutter, inhaling sharply. “And…you’re into that?”

His nod is slow and deliberate. “Might be.” He’s serious about this. “I didn’t even know that was an option till I heard about James.” He looks at the gardener, narrowing his gaze. “But, when Jake walked in, the thought of you being bent over, taking another man’s cock…fuck…that sounds hot.” He cradles my jaw, staring right into my eyes. “I know things haven’t been…great. But, I think this could be the change we need. I wanna watch you take him. Do you wanna be my slutty wife?”

I search his face again, but again, he’s completely serious. My body heats at the thought. My husband…watching me take another man? That sounds…amazing. I want my husband to see just how turned on I can get while he’s in the room. I want my husband to see me getting fucked, used, filled. I want his hand on his cock getting turned on by his slutty wife. And then, I want my husband to be spurred into action to take me himself.

But, I can’t get too ahead of myself. I have to make sure that my husband wants all that first. And, after flirting with the gardener, I have to make sure that I want this too. Flirting is very different from fucking.

“Yes,” I says, sounding breathless. “Yes, I want to be your slutty wife.”

His sharp grin goes right to my core. “That’s my good girl. Now, go flirt with our gardener.”
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If I’m honest with myself, I’d realize that it’s been a long time since I’ve flirted with a man who isn’t my husband. But, the look of anticipation and feral delight on my husband’s face when I agreed to do this is giving me confidence. I clear my throat, double check my cleavage, and strut out to the backyard.

Jake is bent at a flower bush and he immediately looks toward me, licks his lips, and greets me. He stands and his eyes darken, lingering around my chest. Maybe this’ll be easier than I thought.

“Nice yard you got here, Mrs…,” he trails off.

“Please, call me Miranda.” I smile, taking the spot beside him. “And thanks. I designed a lot of the landscaping myself—making sure that it flows well with our pool.” I point from one end of the yard to the other, gliding my finger across my chest.

“Looks fucking great.” His voice drops and his hands curl into fists like they’re holding back from following my lead.

A shadow crosses our path and my husband walks by us, taking a seat on the pool lounger. He’s changed in this short time. He’s now shirtless and in swim shorts, looking our way past the newspaper he’s pretending to read.

Jake’s nose flares as his eyes follow my husband. “Yeah,” he says, “looks great. You and your husband have done a great job.” He emphasizes my marital status.

It’s sweet that he’s holding back because I’m married. It’s the sign of a good man. But, he doesn’t need to worry about that right now. I can see my husband sporting a smile, eyeing us. He cocks a brow, urging me to make more of a move.

I love it when he gets impatient.

I chuckle. “My husband is a great man…but, I’m a hard woman to fulfill completely.”

Jake’s Adam’s apple bobs. “That why you picked some of the highest maintenance plants out here?”

I nod. “Oh yes. We’re looking for someone who can regularly mow the law, prune the weeds, you know…the works.” I bend over to smell one of the flowering bushes, carefully pushing out my ass in his direction.

Jake sucks in a sharp breath. “Damn,” he mutters. “Yeah, I could take care of all that.” He clears his throat and continues. “The lawn care shit.”

“Oh I bet you could.” I straighten, shoot him my best smile, and place a gentle hand on his shoulder. I squeeze lightly, reveling in the hard muscles underneath. “A strong guy like you? I bet you could handle so much more than just the lawn.”

“Fuck yeah,” he says, breathless. “Full service lawn care guy here.”

I cock a brow. “And what else do you think that service could include?” I lean in close enough to see the swirling hunger in his gaze. “Like I said, I’m a hard woman to fulfill.”

Before Jake can answer, my husband groans from his spot on the chair. Both of our attention is dragged to him. My husband’s eyes are blown-out, sweat makes his hair stick to his forehead, and there’s a prominent tent in his shorts.

My husband is loving every second of this!

Who would’ve known? I’ll have to make sure to thank James and Sophie after this. But, for now, I’m delighted that my husband is able to take his mind off work and place onto me.

“I…I didn’t mean any trouble,” Jake stutters. “You’re gorgeous Mrs…Miranda,” he corrects himself, “but, you’re married, and I’m not about that.”

Again, it’s sweet that Jake is bringing this up, but I’ve been dropping all these hints. Did he really not pick up on any of it? I chuckle internally. It’s a good thing he’s built the way he is.

“Would you be ‘about that’ if her husband gave you permission?” my husband says, voice heavy.

Jake blinks and looks between the two of us. “You’re serious?”

“Only if you are,” my husband confirms.

“Fuck…fuck yeah. Yeah, I wouldn’t mind tryin’ to fulfill your wife.” Jake’s hand twitches before gingerly landing on my bare waist. “If that’s what you’re sayin’…and if I can still do your lawn.”

My chuckle bubbles out. “Your job is safe. You can just call this a perk.” I wink.

“Well, shit.” A slow grin spreads across his handsome face. “Then, sign me up. Best damn perk I can think of.”

“Glad to hear it, Jake.” My husband locks eyes with once more to confirm that I’m on board.

Of course, I am on board. I think this is hot as hell and even though we only agreed on the flirting today, with the look on my husband’s face, I want to do more. I want to be bent-over, used, and filled by our gardener until my husband can’t keep his hands to himself anymore. I want my husband so riled up that he fucks me so hard, I can’t walk straight.

“Now, kiss my wife,” my husband commands.

With my husband’s permission, Jake’s hesitation drops away completely. He pulls us flush, my chest meeting his as I squeak. His lips are on mine in an instant, parting my mouth and letting his tongue dive deep. He’s lapping, licking, and nibbling, exploring my mouth like he’ll never get another taste. He’s not that much younger than me, but his energy and stamina are already making my head spin with delight.

“Fuck, just like that,” my husband says. “Keep going. Kiss her like you mean it.”

Jake moans and slides one hand up to my head, threading his fingers into my long hair. He gathers it up, tugging at my scalp, tilting my head so his tongue can go even deeper. He’s so much bigger than me that at this angle, I’m being completely devoured.

Heat courses through my body, igniting my core. I love being fucked by my husband, but sometimes, he just can’t keep up. This way, he gets to be involved and I get to be sated. My husband calls the shots on how Jake takes me, and I get to be the perfect toy for my husband’s—and Jake’s—enjoyment. Nothing can be hotter than this.

“Slide your hand down and grip her ass.” My husband’s voice booms.

Jake does just that. His hand is big and calloused from years of manual labor. He snags on the fabric of my bikini, pulling on it as he rubs my flesh.

“She has a great ass, doesn’t she?” My husband goads Jake.

When Jake pulls off my mouth, a string of saliva still connects us. We’re both breathing heavy and our eyes are half-lidded. It takes Jake a minute to understand that my husband asked a question for which he demands a response.

“Yes, Sir,” Jake automatically responds with the title.

My husband lets out a low moan, rumbling from deep within him. Who knew that he’d be so into the command of another man fucking his wife?

Jake kneads my ass, nails digging in. I gasp when he pulls my hips to his. Grinding together, I can feel his hard shaft through his jeans. He’s not as big as my husband, but his eagerness can make up for it.

“You want me to fuck your wife, Sir?” Jake asks my husband, keeping his eyes on me.

My husband chuckles. “The impatience of youth,” he chides. “You’ll fuck her when I tell you to fuck her. Any man worth fucking knows to make a woman come first.”

I whimper at the prospect. My husband is going to guide this stranger into making me orgasm! I’ve never been more happy to have married this man.

“If she says ‘red,’ we stop. Otherwise, everything is on the table. Got it?”

It’s a signal for both me and Jake. My husband knows how insatiable I’ve become. He’s giving me my safe out in case I need it, but I know I won’t. My husband knows what I like and with Jake acting as his hands, mouth, and cock, I know I’ll be thoroughly satisfied.

“Yes, Sir,” Jake agrees. “How do you want me to make her come?”

“How hungry are you?”

Jake licks his lips. “Fucking starving.”

“Good man. Put her on the table, spread her legs, and have at it.”

My husband and Jake are talking about me like I’m not even here—like I’m just a toy. They’re laser focused on my body, and it sends a jolt of anticipation through me. I squeak when Jake grabs my ass and lifts me. He easily brings me over to the patio table, setting me down and spreading my legs. With strong hands, he tugs the ties around my hips and my bikini bottom comes undone.

I whimper when the brisk air kisses my pussy lips, fabric falling away.

“Damn,” Jake says with a low whistle. “Your wife has a perfect pussy.”

“She has perfect everything.”

I turn my head to meet my husband’s gaze and his smolder takes my breath away. Obviously, I know that he loves me and finds me attractive, but to hear him say it like that in front of a stranger who is lowering his head to my pussy makes me feel like the prized woman that I’ve always wanted to be. Preening at the compliment, my pussy clenches with a new gush of wetness.

Jake settles between my legs, hot breath skating over my mound. “She’s so wet already,” he says, tone full of smugness. “Guess she just loves her husband watching when another man’s face is at her pussy.”

My husband’s gaze flickers dark and he palms his tented shorts. “My wife is the perfect slut—meant to be shared and shown-off.”

My hands curl around the edge of the patio table and Jake’s tongue makes first contact with my sensitive skin. “I am,” I whimper. “I’m your slut to pass around!”

“Your slut tastes fucking delicious, Sir.” Jake licks between my folds, using just the tip of his tongue at first before diving in, pressing his tongue flat against my entrance. His hands trail up my legs, leaving a trail of searing desire up my calves and thighs before he lands at my pussy. He parts my lips, getting in deeper with his tongue.

My toes curl and my core tightens. His tongue is wet, warm, and all too eager to taste every corner of my body. Pleasure ripples through me when his lips curl around my clit. It feels so good, but I need more. I need as much as I can get.

After all, I’m not easy to fulfill completely. I’m greedy. I demand everything.

My husband knows this about me. Subconsciously, he knows how much I love being overwhelmed physically. It’s why he was confident that I’d go for this—go for fucking another man while he watches.

I grope my breast, seeking a little more pressure to push me over the edge. My nipple is already hard and I roll it between thumb and forefinger over my bikini top. It’s still not enough.

“Don’t hold back,” my husband booms. It’s a command for both Jake and me.

Jake grunts and throws my legs over his shoulder, pressing deeper into my clit as my hips rise off the table. My thighs clamp around his head, holding him in place. I tug my bikini top down, exposing a breast. It’s all exactly what I need.

My vision blurs, my core pulses, and when Jake hollows out his cheeks, sucking hard on my clit, I’m pushed off the edge into my first release.

In the time it takes me to recover, Jake is already standing again, using his thumb to languidly keep my clit occupied. His bulge is now so apparent that even through denim, I can see it twitch. He snakes a hand up my torso, gliding it under a breast. He cups my flesh, humming, before twisting my free nipple.

“So good!” I moan. Even through the haze of my orgasm, I’m still needy. I want it all.

“She’s such a good slut, isn’t she?” my husband asks. “Always ready for the next orgasm. Always ready to be fucked.”

Jake nods. “Sounds like the dream, Sir.”

“Oh, she is. And she deserves to be filled as much as she wants.”

Jake turns to me, double checking for confirmation.

“Please,” I whimper, thighs clamping together even though my legs are still around Jake’s neck. “I need it. I need your cock.”

Jake’s gaze turns predatory. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

“Use me, fill me, fuck me,” I’m babbling the first thoughts that spring to mind. My pussy clenches, disappointed that it’s gone empty so far. Fuck, I really am a slut, aren’t I? I would’ve never really embraced this part of myself without my husband’s encouragement, and now I’m eager to please him. I want to show him that I can take our gardener’s cock. I want to show him how I can come over and over again.

I wiggle my hips, signaling my need. Thankfully, Jake doesn’t keep me waiting much longer. He unzips his jeans and pushes it down along with his boxers. His cock is hard and ready, but he teases it with a slow stroke.

More precum leaks out and he smears it across the tip with his thumb. Fuck. It might not be my husband’s cock, but my pussy pulses at the sight anyways. He slides it through my folds and I moan just at the feel of damp skin against skin.

“Shit,” he mutters. “Should I grab a condom?”

“She’s on the pill,” my husband answers for me.

Jake nods. “I’m clean.”

My pulse races. Is Jake going to fuck me raw? Is that something my husband wants? My breath comes out in short puffs and I realize I’m staring at Jake’s cock. “Pump me full of your cum,” I say, breathless. If my husband is on board, then I want this so bad. I want my husband to fuck another man’s cum into me. And, with the way my husband is palming his cock, hand now under his shorts, he wants this too.

“Fuck,” Jake mutters. “Not gonna last long if that’s how you’re gonna talk.”

Heat rises through me again and I can’t help but feel extra satisfied with myself. It’s been so long since I’ve been with another man that knowing the effect I’m having on Jake makes me feel hotter than ever. Especially because that effect on Jake is coupled with a new effect on my husband.

My husband’s gaze is fixed right at the spot where Jake’s cock tips into my entrance. Jake’s cock might not be as big as my husband’s, but it’s still big enough to make me gasp for air. The stretch is delicious and his cock drags against the expanse of my walls. My pussy molds to him, pulling him in close.

“Fuck, your wife is so damn tight, Sir.” Jake grits his teeth and the muscle at the side of his neck bulges. He pushes in until his hips meet mine. Both of us gasp at the same time. There’s no going back now. Another man has his cock deep in my pussy while my husband is directing the whole show.

“Damn right she is. Now fuck her like she deserves.” My husband is so dominating that his tone alone could make me come.

Jake follows the command, obediently setting a rhythm. The patio table under me creaks with every thrust as the pressure in my core builds again. My pussy is so full, my nerves are on edge, and knowing that my husband is watching the whole thing sends tingles down my skin.

“Harder,” my husband rasps. “She can take it.”

Fuck yeah I can! I love that my husband knows me so well. I like it rough, hard, and fast.

With a grunt, Jake pulls out, tugs my legs to the ground, and I’m now bent over, face first onto the table. My toes barely reach the ground, but it doesn’t matter because Jake grabs my ass, pulling me flush to his cock again.

My pussy is dripping wet and it’s already coated his cock. He rubs it along my ass cheeks, groaning, before lining it up with my pussy again. I don’t have to wiggle my hips to spur him on because he’s pushing in me with renewed vigor.

“So full,” I moan. “I’m…close!”

“Look at me, Miranda,” my husband commands. “Look at me when you come with another man’s cock in your cunt.”

Holy shit. My husband likes talking in bed, but he’s never spoken like this before. Seeing another man take me is really bringing out the feral side of him.

We lock eyes and it’s like we’re seeing each other for the first time. The hunger, the heat, the sheer desire feels electric. And when Jake speeds up his thrusts, hitting my g-spot, I’m moaning and coming undone, holding my husband’s gaze as our gardener spills his hot cum into me.

I’m breathing hard when Jake slides his cock out of me. Cum starts to leak from my pussy, dripping onto the patio table and down my thighs. My legs wobble as I try to straighten up, but strong, familiar hands grab my waist.
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I squeak when the next thing I know is that I’m sitting on my husband’s lap, feeling his thick cock prodding my soaked pussy.

He’s always handsome, but he looks divine today. His salt-and-pepper hair is perfectly mussed up, sticking out at odd angles thanks to the sweat that gives away his eagerness. His strong jaw is tight and his gaze is intense.

He’s just watched another man fuck his wife and he looks like he’s ready for more. He looks like he’s ready to ravish me whole.

All this thanks to an innocent idea of flirting.

“I thought you just wanted me to flirt today,” I say with a deep, content sigh.

My husband pushes my sweat-slicked hair out of my face. “That’s what I thought I wanted, but then I saw the way he was looking at you…fuck. I couldn’t stop thinking about watching him fuck you.” His brows draw together in concern. “Was it too much too fast?”

I shake my head without hesitation. “Not at all. Unexpected, yeah, but I loved every second of it. I loved the way you looked at me—like you weren’t holding back anymore. I loved that you saw how I could be used like a toy.” I bite my bottom lip in remembrance. “I loved how the two of you talked about me—my pussy—like I’m just something for your pleasure.”

My husband chuckles, dropping his hand from my face to my torso. His thumb glides over my breast, gently caressing my peaked nipple. “You really love bein’ a slut, don’t you?”

Even after coming twice and having another man’s cum leaking out of my pussy, my husband’s touch lights my fire of desire again. “I love being your slut.”

My husband cocks a brow. “Do you? Just how much do you love it?”

I lift my hips, letting him push his shorts down to the ground. Hot drops of cum drip onto my husband’s cock. I lick my lips as the hottest idea I’ve ever had forms. “Guess I’ll just have to show you,” I say, rolling my hips once, sliding his hard shaft through my lips to gather Jake’s cum.

“Fuck,” Jake mutters as I settle onto my knees, curling my hand around my husband’s cock. “That’s the kinda marriage I want,” Jake says.

My husband flashes a satisfied smirk, trailing a hand over my jaw. “Hear that? The man you just fucked wants a slutty wife too.” He leans in, dipping a thumb into my mouth. “Show him what it means to have a slutty wife.”

I close my lips around my husband’s thumb, moaning as a preview of what I’m eager to do to his cock. My husband hums and shifts his hips to the edge of the chair, pulling a cushion down from the empty one for my knees.

I can’t help but blush at the sweet gesture as my knees land on the soft cushion. Knowing how much my husband cares about me makes being his slutty wife the easiest thing in the world. With my hand working him, my husband’s cock is thoroughly coated in Jake’s cum now. It glistens with the sheen of translucent seed, mixing with his own precum. My mouth waters and I can’t hold back anymore. I lay my tongue flat on the underside of my husband’s shaft, fluttering my lashes up to see his reaction.

“Fuuuck, that’s it,” my husband groans, tangling a hand in my hair. His grip is firm but not overpowering. It’s like he’s telling me to go at my own pace because he knows how much I love getting on my knees.

And, he’s right. I let out a deep moan, tasting Jake’s cum on my husband’s cock like this. The salty-sweet mixture sends my senses into overdrive as I take my husband’s cock as deep as I can. The tip is down my throat and I swallow, constricting my muscles.

My husband’s hips buck on their own. “Shit, that’s incredible. My slutty wife, so good with her mouth.”

“Damn great with all her holes,” Jake adds. From my periphery, I can see his hard on raging again. He’s slowly pumping himself, watching me work on my knees.

All this attention is making my pussy pulse with need again and I eagerly bob up and down my husband’s cock. His skin is velvety smooth and I get so into the rhythm, saliva dripping down his shaft for a squelching sound with every thrust, that I’m taking him deeper than ever before. I want my husband to come down my throat while another man watches. I want my husband to claim me inside and out.

And, when I hollow out my cheeks, I’m rewarded with what I need. Hot spurts of my husband’s seed drip down my throat. I swallow, guzzling up every drop. His cock twitches, spurting so much more than I’ve ever handled.

I did this.

I beam with pride at making him gush so much.

My husband pulls me off his cock with an equal look of pride beaming in his face. “That’s my good slut. Don’t think we’re done yet, though.” Our gazes meet at his still-hard cock. “I’m not done until I get to cum in that sweet pussy.” With his hand under my chin, I’m guided back up to straddle his lap.

My pussy is so eager to have my husband now that I can’t think about anything other than his cock. I need him in me. I need to feel that delicious stretch. I need all of our juices to mix together. “Please, I need to be fucked,” I whimper. “Need you so bad.”

My husband grips my ass, angling my hips as I lower myself onto him. He slides in without any resistance—my saliva, Jake’s cum, and my husband’s hardness doing all the easy work guided by my dripping pussy. I moan, throwing my head back. It’s perfect. My husband stretches me so well. As fun as it was to take Jake’s cock, my husband’s cock is the one I’ll always come back to.

“You like that, do you?” My husband’s raspy, smug voice cuts through some of my fog of desire.

I nod, slowly lifting myself up to his tip. “Love your cock so much.”

“Then be a good slut and bounce on my cock.”

I barely wait for my husband to finish the command when I slam down, pushing his cock in to the hilt. My thigh muscles clench as wet sounds of skin against skin fill the air. If any of my neighbors were out, I bet they’d be able to hear us fucking here in the back yard. I bet the women in my homeowner’s association would love that actually.

My husband takes over guiding my pussy up and down his shaft as I grip his shoulders. My nails dig into his skin and my pussy clenches tight, drawing closer and closer to release again.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous like this,” my husband says, breathless. “Look at how well you take my cock.” His eyes flash dark and hungry. “Such a good slut for me.”

My ass is jiggling, movements rippling through my body, with every thrust. Just when my husband’s cock meets my g-spot in one extra-hard thrust, I’m coming undone all over again. My toes curl, my vision blurs, and I let out a low, heady moan.

“Fuck,” Jake mutters, and I open my eyes just a crack to see the fountain of white spurting out from his cock onto the grass he’s meant to take care of.

At the same time, my husband gives me one last thrust, spilling deep into me again. He grunts, holding my pussy flush against him until his cock stops twitching.

I can’t believe that I’ve just fucked another man while my husband watched and that it spurred on my husband so much that he then came in me twice. This is the best sex I’ve ever had, and it’s all thanks to my husband’s idea of me flirting with our new gardener.

I’ll have to send James and Sophie a thank-you card or something.

With a light giggle, I sink into my husband’s lap even deeper, waiting until he’s ready to pull his cock out. I could wait forever if he wanted.

“Damn,” Jake says, zipping up. “That was hot.”

I’m boneless and laying on my husband’s chest, feeling the rhythm of his settling breaths. I’m so thoroughly fucked that I can’t think straight, let alone respond to our new gardener.

“It was,” my husband says, stroking my back with gentle streaks. “And, this is just the beginning.”

My body heats as I glance at my husband.

“If you want,” he mumbles to me.

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes, I want that. I want to fuck as many men as you want me to.” As the lawnmower perks up in the background, I revel in our newfound kink, hope swelling for the future of our relationship.


HOTWIFE TAKES THE NANNY


I’VE NEVER BEEN with a woman, but when my husband says he wants to watch, I’m soaked at the thought of putting on a show for him.

Our nanny, Anna, is the perfect woman for us. She ties me to our bed, teases and edges me until I’m begging for release. And, when she finishes on my face, I’m ready and aching for my husband.

Riled up from watching us, my husband eagerly fills me and I’m moaning in dripping, wet pleasure. As a hotwife shared with women, I know our bedroom is never going to be quiet again.
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"Okay, catch me up on everything I've missed while I've been gone."
Miranda, Char, and Sophie exchange a look.
I cock a brow. "What? What're you three keeping from me?"
Miranda clears her throat. "Well, we're sleeping with people other than out husbands." She points between her and Sophie.
I blink, taking a moment to take in what they're saying. "That's it?"
"What do you mean 'thats it'? Emma, That's huge!" Char says.
I shrug. "I dunno, we've done it once. It’s fun."
"Matt's into wife sharing?" Char asks, her jaw practically on the floor. "I'm going to be the only one left in a monogamous relationship aren't I?"

Sophie winks. “You don’t have to be.”

I laugh, sipping my coffee. It looks like while I was on vacation, my home owners association girls have been having adventures of their own. I never really thought to tell them about the one time Matt proposed that I sleep with another man because it was years ago. He hasn’t brought it up since then, so neither have I. Now, the girls are making me wonder why my husband hasn’t brought it up again.

“So, tell me about the guys you’re all sleeping with,” I ask, filing away my thoughts for a bigger conversation with my husband.

By the end of the night, I’ve heard about Sophie banging the two guys who did her kitchen renovation—it’s a gorgeous renovation, and from what she’s described of the guys, they were even better. Miranda’s husband got the idea to share her from Sophie’s husband. She fucked her gardener that same day while her husband watched. Both of my friends say that this experience has brought their sex lives to a whole new level.

I can’t help but be a little down on myself. The one time Matt wanted to share me was fun, but it didn’t quite feel like it really had impact on our sex lives. Now, our own magic is starting to fade. I’ve heard that’s to be expected, but I don’t want to live just an expected life. I want my sex life with my husband to be extraordinary—just like it was when we were dating.

When I get home, the lights are dim. My husband must already be in bed. I make sure the kids are asleep and then I tiptoe upstairs and quietly push open our bedroom door. He’s in bed, reading. I bite my lip, looking him up and down. He’s only wearing his boxer-briefs and glasses, and it’s my favorite sight. He’s muscular from his rec league football, filling out a solid half of our King-sized bed. His dark hair is messy and still a little damp from his shower, and his hand—

I gasp, slapping my hand over my mouth so I don’t make any noise. His hand is inching down his body, cupping the growing tent at his crotch.

What is he reading?

My own arousal grows as his thick fingers squeeze his shaft through fabric. Heat running through my body, I finally push the bedroom door open enough so my husband notices me.

He cocks a brow and licks his lips. “Did you have a good time catching up with the girls?” he asks, setting down the e-reader, but not taking his hand off his cock.

I nod. “I did…learned about some interesting things they were up to.” I step into the room, swaying my hips the way I know my husband likes it. I’m rewarded with his gaze dropping to my ample ass. “Now, I think I’m ready to have a good time with my husband.” I crawl onto the bed on my hands and knees, hovering over my husband’s body.

His warmth radiates toward me, intoxicating in how it’s drawing me in. “Did your conversations leave you all hot and bothered?” His free hand grips my chin, tipping my face down. He’s a breath away, teasing my lips, with his next words. “Did my wife come back craving my cock?”

“Yes,” I whisper before my husband pulls my face to his. The hand from his cock moves to my hip, pulling me flush to him so I can feel his hard shaft. I roll my hips, grinding deliciously against him. Even through layers of clothing, his cock hitches at the base of my clit. I moan into my husband’s mouth as his tongue laps into mine.

His woody scent, his hot breath, his firm grip—it’s all overwhelming my body. I’m a needy mess and I still have all my clothes on.

We pull apart long enough just for my husband to whip his glasses off. They clatter on the side table when his lips are back on mine. His hands grip my ass, undulating it over his cock, building a slow and steady rhythm.

He tugs on my bottom lip with a heated smirk. “Look at you, already whining on my cock. My wife is so needy.”

“I am,” I moan. “I need your cock. Always need your cock.”

“What makes you think I’m that easy?” my husband teases. “What makes you think I’ll give you my cock without you begging for it?”

I grip his shoulders, helping him out by gyrating my hips even harder. His eyes darken as hot desire creeps up his body. I love it when he teases me like this. I love it when he makes me beg for it. But, I love it even more when I get to tease him right back. “Maybe you need to beg for my pussy?”

My husband chuckles, the gravelly sound filling our bedroom. “Beg for what’s mine?” His fingers curl around the waistband of my pants. “Not when I can just take it.”

I squeak in glee when I’m flipped onto my back. My husband gives me one light peck on the lips before tugging my pants down. The cool air hits my pussy and I gasp. I’ve underestimated how wet I really am.

With my pants off, my husband slides his hand up my calves and trails a hot line of kisses from the side of my knee up my thigh. My hands curl into our sheets when he licks a wet stripe where my thighs meet my pussy.

“Fuuuck,” I whimper. “I love your tongue.”

He chuckles into my skin, vibrations rippling through me. “Think you’d be up for someone else’s tongue?” He asks it like an afterthought right before diving into my pussy, curling his lips around my clit.

I barely have time to understand what he’s said when my mind is already going blank from the way he’s eating me out. His mouth moves exactly how I like it and the tension in my core builds. My nipples harden, pressing against my bra, begging to be freed. My chest heaves and sweat drips down my neck. I know I’m close, and just when I think I’m ready to come, my husband pushes three fingers into me.

“Ahhh, yes! Just like that!” I moan, hand tangling into his hair. I’m losing myself in all the sensations. His fingers make my pussy pulse as he scissors into me, making room for his cock. His tongue alternates between light flicks and hard presses against my clit. I push his face down, grinding hard.

My husband growls and curls his fingers, pushing against the sensitive patch in my pussy, and I’m coming undone. His name slides off my tongue like a prayer, my back arches, my eyes flutter shut, and my mouth hangs open. Waves of my orgasm crash through me as my clit throbs. My husband licks my oversensitive bud a few more times before slowly kissing his way up my stomach.

He pushes up my shirt, takes his fingers out of my pussy, and tugs down my bra. My breasts bounce with their earned freedom and my husband quickly latches onto my nipples—one with his mouth and the other with his fingers coated in my juices.

He knows just what I like, scraping his teeth against my plush skin, gently rolling and pinching my nipples. It’s hard enough to make me squirm and paw at his waistband, pushing down his boxer-briefs.

“Need your cock. Please, please, your cock!” I’m babbling as I’m coming undone and my husband smirks against my skin.

“Knew you’d beg for it,” he says, voice raspy. He pushes his boxer-briefs down and out of the way, settling on his knees to stroke his cock.

Through my haze, I watch him. His large frame, his hungry eyes, and his strong hands around his massive cock. This eagerness is exactly why I married him.

“Ready?” he asks, noticing me staring.

“Yes, please, fuck me.”

With a sharp grin, he grabs my waist, pulls my hips up to meet his cock, and pushes into me.

My legs wrap around him and I gasp. Even with the warm up from his fingers, his cock is so massive that my pussy flutters around him. My hips are off the bed, held up by his sheer strength as he moves my body like a cocksleeve, setting a steady rhythm of thrusts.

“Fuck, you’re so tight!” he grits out.

His thrusts pick up speed and he pounds into me. A thumb presses into my clit, rubbing tight circles. My head taps against our cushioned headboard and our bed screeches against the floor. I love it when my husband loses control like this.

“You look so good like this,” he grunts. “Tits bouncing, pussy squeezing, mouth drooling.” His grip on my hip tightens and my vision starts to blur. “You’d look even better with another woman.”

His last sentence pushes me over the edge and I come even harder than the first time. My husband spills into me with a final thrust and my pussy squeezes him as tight as possible. Cum warms me from the inside out and I sigh in satiation.

When he slides out of me, places a soft kiss on my forehead, and reaches for his e-reader, I’m reminded of his words.

“Do you want me to sleep with a woman?” I blurt out.

He turns to me, face tinged in red. “It’d be hot as a fuck…what kinda husband turns something like that down?”

I snort in amusement. I imagine a lot of husbands aren’t into sharing—regardless of the gender their wives sleep with. “Is that why you never brought up sleeping with another person after that one time.”

My husband sighs and leans against the headboard, wrapping one arm around my waist and putting the other above head. “I’ve always thought it’d be hot to share you. Just wasn’t sure about the details. I didn’t think you’d go for it if I suggested you sleep with another woman.”

I curl into my husband’s side, placing a hand on his chest. “Is that what you were reading?”

My husband chuckles. “I’ve been found out.” He grabs the e-reader. “Yeah. I was reading about a guy sharing his wife with a woman while he watches.” He caresses my upper arm. “What do you think about it?”

I’d thought about women before—there’s no denying my attraction—but I’d never thought about being with one while my husband is in the room. But, when my husband blurted it out with his cock still in me, something in my core heated up. Something in my body craved it.

“Yes,” I whisper. “I’ll do it. I want you to watch me with a woman.”

My husband’s grip tightens. “You’re sure?”

I nod, rubbing my knees together. His cum is leaking out of me, but the thought of another woman in this very bed is what’s getting me hot. “Yes. Make me your sapphic slut.”
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A woman. My husband wants me to fuck a woman while he watches. That’s why he wasn’t super into the one time he saw me with another man. It’s because he really wants me with another woman. And, he wants to be in the room when it happens. He wants to see our soft bodies pressed together, he wants to see our breasts sweaty, and our pussy juices mixing.

And, the more I think about it, the hotter it gets.

But, I have no idea how to find a willing woman.

“Ahh, sorry I’m late. I just moved to a new place, and traffic is a real bitch.” My nanny, Anna, rushes through the door, dumping her bag on the kitchen counter and getting started on the kids’ lunch.

I wave her off. “Don’t worry about it. I took the day off—a vacation after my vacation, you know?”

She smiles but keeps working. “How was the vacation?”

I tell her about the gorgeous beach resort and how it was nice to take some time while the kids were at their grandparents. While I’m talking, I can’t help but look her over. She has long blonde hair, an ass worthy of bouncing quarters off of, and gorgeous blue eyes. The perfect contrast to my dark hair, brown eyes, and large chest. The more I think about it, the more I feel a little flutter in my core.

My nanny is actually really hot.

I wonder if my husband has noticed.

Surprisingly, that thought doesn’t fill me with jealousy. In fact, it fills me with arousal. My panties dampen, and my thighs clench. But, would our nanny even go for this proposal? Is she into women?

“Why’d you move, anyways? I thought your old place was nice,” I ask. My voice comes out higher pitched than expected.

She’s cutting vegetables, and when she looks up, her nose flares. “Broke up with my girlfriend a little while ago, but we couldn’t get out of the lease till just a few days ago.”

I perk up. “Girlfriend?” I blurt.

Anna’s brows knit together and she looks me up and down. It sends a shiver up my spine that I do a poor job of suppressing. She nods. “Yup, we were together for a couple years. But, it’s ok. I like being single.” Her voice drops. “I like being able to have a little…fun.”

I lean on the kitchen counter. “What kind of fun?”

She chuckles. “The kind with handcuffs.”

My eyes widen and I almost moan. I instantly picture myself cuffed to the bed while Anna teases me with feather-light touches. My husband would watch us, hand wrapped around his cock, slowly pumping away. After Anna’s done with me, I’d stay cuffed while my husband has his way with me.

Fuck. I need this.

I steady myself and clear my throat. “And, have you had this kind of fun with a couple before?”

Anna’s head tilts like she’s assessing me. “A couple like…a man and a woman? Like I’d be their unicorn?”

“Exactly like that.”

Anna licks her lips. “I haven’t”—her hand reaches out to mine, gently tracing a path from wrist to tip of index finger—“but I’m open.”

Her hand is soft and smooth—nothing like my husband’s touch. My skin tingles with anticipation of my imagined scenario. “Then, I propose that you take the rest of the day off…and prepare for the night instead.” I can’t believe how bold I’m being just the morning after my husband confessed what he wants. “And of course, this won’t affect your job either way. You’re great with the kids and they love you.”

Anna smiles. “Thanks for the reassurance, but I’m not turning down a night with a woman like you.” She winks and cleans up. “I’ll see you in a few hours.” She trails the back of her hand down my jaw. “Your husband is a lucky man.”

I’m so hot and bothered for the rest of the day that all I can do is ask my parents to take care of the kids for the night so the three of us can be as loud as we need. When my husband comes home from work, I’ve changed outfits three times, settling on an easy to remove sundress with no bra and lacy panties.

“You look hot. What’s the occasion?” My husband pulls me into a kiss.

“You know how you said you wanted to share me with a woman?”

My husband nods.

“Well, how about Anna?”

“Our nanny?”

“Yup.”

He’s silent for a beat. “Fuck,” he mutters. “That sounds hot as hell.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “Good because I might’ve already suggested this to her…and she’ll be here any minute with handcuffs.”

My husband’s reaction is slow, but it’s firm. His face splits into the widest grin I’ve ever seen and his pupils dilate. “That’s why you’re not wearin’ a bra under this.”

I slap his chest playfully. “I wanted everything to be in easy access!”

“And I can’t fucking wait to see her access all of it.” His voice drops to a heady, intoxicating growl and he slaps my ass to punctuate his point.

The doorbell rings and I rush to get it. My jaw drops when Anna walks in with a tight leather dress. It hugs her curves and the sheen makes my mouth water. All of my concerns melt away she tilts my chin with her index finger and slides her thumb across my bottom lip.

“Don’t you look hot,” she says with a breathy chuckle.

“Just thought tonight could be…special.”

Anna smiles. “And it is. Show me to the bedroom.”

She knows where everything in the house is, but her commanding tone shifts something in my head. My feet lead us to the bedroom and every step reminds me of how wet I already am.

“Thanks for agreeing to this, Anna,” my husband says. He’s in a chair at the edge of the bed—his sleeves rolled up and a visible tent in his pants.

Anna’s hand slides down my spine. “Who can turn down a woman like your wife?”

My husband chuckles. “I’m a lucky man.”

“Exactly what it told her.” Anna turns to me. “Wait here for a moment while I set things up with the bed. You still want to be restrained?”

I nod. “Yes please.” My husband and I have done some light spanking, but nothing like this. Even the one time I was shared with a man, it was pretty vanilla.

“That’s what I like to hear.” She pulls out extra long padded handcuffs from her bag and clips one end to the legs of the bed because our headboard doesn’t support them. She holds up the free end and grins. “Now, be a good girl and get on the bed for me.”

I’m dripping wet when the mattress dips under my weight. Anna slides a finger under the strap of my dress, slowly pushing it down my arm. Her movements are slow and careful, like she’s savoring me. I shiver when the top of my dress falls free to reveal my hardened nipples. Anna grins and slides a thumb over the sensitive bud.

I moan and my husband groans in unison. As much as the sensation alone is turning me on, I’m even more turned on by the fact that my husband gets to watch all this happen.

“Looks like you’re all ready for me,” Anna says, voice dropping with a delicious, husky edge. She clamps one of my hands into the cuff and pulls on it to make sure I’m really tied in. “Just say ‘red’ if you need me to stop.”

I nod, but I can’t imagine a situation where I’d need to do that. I’m so hot and ready that I want everything Anna will give me.

My other hand gets secured in the same way and I’m lying on the bed with my dress folded down to my waist and my arms out to the sides. I tug against my restraints a little, feeling the resistance. The cushioned cuffs are perfectly comfortable, and it gets me even more excited when Anna splays out a hand on my stomach.

“Look at you,” she says. “Perfect tits, gorgeous body.” She straddles me, her own dress riding up. I gasp when she puts more weight on me because it turns out she’s not wearing anything under her dress. Her wet pussy lips leave a hot trail against my skin as she grinds.

“Fuck,” my husband mutters. He’s palming himself, squeezing his cock, while his gaze remains fixed on the two of us. “The two of you are so hot together.”

Anna leans to my lips, just a breath away. “It’s all her,” she mutters before capturing my lips. Her fingers tangle into my hair and she pulls us flush. Our chests press together the deeper she gets into the kiss. Her softness moves perfectly against mine and I whimper when her tongue teases mine.

I want to wrap my hands around her, grab her ass, grab her waist, something. But, my hands are restrained, and I moan when I push against the cuffs. Who knew that being so helpless would be so hot? Anna could do anything she wanted to me right now, and that turns me on even more.

Sensing my need, Anna kneads my breasts again, rolling and pinching my nipples. She leads hot kisses down my neck until she takes a nipple into her mouth. My back arches and my breaths come out in short puffs when her wet, warm mouth wraps around the bud.

It feels even better when her hand keeps moving downwards, sliding underneath my dress and pressing against the damp fabric of my panties.

“So wet for me,” Anna whispers against my skin. “Or are you so wet ‘cause your husband is watching?”

“Both,” I pant.

Anna chuckles. “Let’s give your husband a show, then.” She pulls my panties aside, letting them hook around my pussy lips. The cool air sends a shiver up my spine, but I’m quickly warmed by her finger sliding between my folds.

I love getting fucked by my husband, but he doesn’t have a pussy. Our first times together were a learning experience for both of us. But, Anna knows what she’s doing. She’s had enough pussies and clits to know exactly how to tease me until I’m writhing in tightly coiled tension.

Her touches are feather-light at first, like she’s exploring my body. She gathers my wetness, spreading it all around my pussy. My slick drips down to my thighs when she puts more pressure at her finger tips.

“Do you think you deserve to come?” Anna phrases it like a question, but her tone is firm.

“Yes,” I whimper, wiggling my hips, straining against my restraints. “Please, yes!”

Anna chuckles. “Not up to you, Darling.” She turns to my husband. “What do you think? Think she should be teased more?”

“Yeah,” my husband responds with a stuttering groan. “Yeah, tease her until she begs.”

“What the husband wants, the husband gets,” Anna says, dropping between my knees. Her nose presses against my mound and she licks a tentative stripe up my pussy. “Fucking delicious,” she says before going in for another long lick, ending at my clit. Her lips wrap around my throbbing clit and she sucks so hard that I see stars.

“Ahhh, I’m so…close!” I scream. My hips are gyrating on their own, seeking any friction I can get. I’m tugging as hard as I can against my restraints as the bed creaks.

“You come when your husband says you can come,” Anna growls.

“Please, please, I need to come!” Waves on waves of pressure are building in my core. My toes are curling, my thighs are tight. I’ve never felt edged like this before. My husband doesn’t quite have the patience that Anna does, and my body has built it all up, ready to explode.

“Let her come,” my husband booms.

Anna slides two fingers into my pussy, curling into my g-spot at the same time as hollowing out her cheeks on my clit. All the pressure releases at once and I let out a low, deep moan.

I’m breathing hard and my pussy has gushed so much that my slick completely coats my ass and my thighs.

Anna pulls her fingers out, catches my eye, and licks my slick clean.

I almost come again just watching her blissed out expression. It’s like she can’t get enough of my taste. It makes me want a taste of my own.

“Sit on my face,” I moan. “It’s only fair.”

Anna grins. “You wanna watch your wife eat me out?” she asks my husband.

By now, my husband’s hand is under his pants. He’s gripping his sac and pumping himself slowly. His eyes are half-lidded and he’s breathing in short, staccato puffs. “Yeah, make her eat you out. She’ll wear those damn thighs like earmuffs.”

“You heard the man.” Anna slides up my body, pausing for a beat with her breasts near my face. Hers aren’t as ample as mine, but there are no bad tits. They’re soft and plush and they gently rest against my cheeks, causing more heat to rise through my body. When she finally takes a seat on the throne of my lips, I’m so hungry for my meal.

She hikes up her dress even more, making sure my husband gets a good look of her ass. Arching her hips, she settles onto my mouth. I’ve never been with a woman before, but I know what I like. I place a light kiss right where her pussy meets her thigh before licking everywhere but her clit.

Anna gasps and grabs the headboard, slowly gyrating to get me to lick her clit. I need a taste of her first, and I dive my tongue into her folds, sliding it into her pussy. Fuck, she tastes perfect. Salty-sweet slick coats my tongue and my own pussy pulses. Eating her out is bringing me closer to another orgasm.

I tease her a little more, mixing my saliva in with her slick, until I latch my lips onto her clit.

It only takes five seconds for her to come crashing down.

Her body trembles when suck hard enough for her to come. Her thighs squeeze my head, overwhelming my senses. Her pussy gushes out, coating my chin. And, she moans, hitching into my mouth one last time.

It takes her a moment to catch her breath and climb off me. I lick my lips, tasting her slick again as it drips down my jaw. My body tingles, my skin is hot, and my pussy is aching to be filled now.

Anna caresses my cheek, wiping my lips clean with her thumb. “You did so well,” she says, breathy and fucked-out. “How about we let your husband have a turn now?”

I nod. “Please, yes.”

“Should we uncuff you for him?”

“No,” my husband says, placing a hand on my thigh. “I’m gonna use my slutty wife just the way she is.”
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My breath hitches at my husband’s words. I’ve never thought of myself as a slutty wife even if we’ve played around with sharing once before. That was just a one-time experiment, but this feels more our speed. I really could be his shared wife, sleeping with women while he watches. I could embrace my true slutty self—a side of me that I wouldn’t have even known about if it weren’t for my loving husband.

His gaze is so intense, pinning me to the bed even harder than my restraints, that I’m squirming in anticipation. I need this. I want this. I’m desperate for my husband to use me like I’m his toy.

I want my husband to fuck me right after I’ve been with a woman for the first time.

“I hope you don’t mind if I watch,” Anna says, taking the seat my husband has just vacated.

“Not at all,” my husband growls. “I’d fuck my wife for the whole world to see if I could.” He kisses the inside of my calf, bending my leg so my knees hit my chest. My nipples rub against the skin of my legs, and it’s just enough friction to make me whimper.

I’m already soaked, but my husband’s rough touch is sending my pussy into overdrive. I want his big, calloused hands all over my body.

“So nice of Anna to have warmed you up for me.” My husband grinds his still-clothed cock into my core. “Let’s she what she tastes like on your tongue.” He leans his weight onto me so my legs squish my breasts, and I’m pinned to the bed when he kisses me. My wrists still restrained, I’m overwhelmed by the senses of my husband.

This is nothing like the last time he shared me. This is something so much better. My husband can’t keep his hands off me. He’s gripping at any piece of exposed flesh he can find—my thighs, my ass, my breasts. He’s pulling me closer into him, mapping my mouth and lips with his tongue. When he pulls away, a hot strand of saliva connects us before licks his lips.

He hums, eyes darkening. “Delicious.”

“Fuck me,” I whisper, undulating my hips in time to my husband’s grinding.

“That’s the plan.” He smirks, settling back onto his knees. “How should I use you?” He slides his hand up and down my thigh in thought. “Should I fuck your pretty pussy first or your mouth?”

He’s talking to himself like I’m not even here, and I love it. If I had my way, he’d get to use all my holes at once, but biology doesn’t quite work like that. I do know where I want him to cum, though.

“Mouth first,” I plead. “Cum in my pussy. Fill me up. My pussy’s so empty without you.” I’m babbling the first thoughts that come to mind. Being this needy around my husband is making my head spin.

“Happy wife, happy life,” my husband says as he shifts toward my head, straddling my chest. He unzips and wraps his hand around his shaft.

My mouth waters at the sight. His cock really is the only cock for me—pussies however, seem to be a different story. Now that I’ve embraced my slutty desires, my body burns with even more need to wrap my lips around my husband. “I need it,” I whisper. “Please. Don’t keep me waiting!”

With a grin, my husband tips up my chin and slowly slides his cock down my throat. “That’s it, breathe for me.” My husband runs his thumb down the side of my neck like he’s easing my muscles to let him slide as deep as possible.

I breathe through my nose, calming my gag reflex. My husband’s cock fills my throat, his engorged head deliciously bulging. I’ve given him plenty of blowjobs before, but taking him after eating out our nanny fills me with new enthusiasm. It’s like I’ve come into my own now, and I use that confidence to hollow out my cheeks and create a vacuum, sucking my husband’s cock till my nose hits his crotch.

“Fuck, you’re taking me so well. Such a needy slut, my wife.” He bucks, setting a steady pace.

Out of my periphery, I can see Anna’s hand trailing down her body. She squeezes her breasts, lets out a soft moan, and taps her finger when she reaches her exposed clit. Her pussy lips glisten with my saliva as she parts them, slowly sliding two fingers inside.

My husband’s thrusts slow as he watches our nanny the same way as me. “See what you do to people?” my husband asks me. “You turned her on so much that she’s gotta get herself off again already.”

I beam with his compliment. I wouldn’t have thought of doing this without his suggestion, but now that I’m here, I can see the effect I have on both my husband and Anna. My slutty mouth and pussy are doing all this work.

I groan around my husband’s cock, letting the vibrations travel from tip to base. His body shudders in arousal and his thrusts turn erratic. I love making him lose control in the same way that he loves making me mindless with pleasure. I swallow, constricting my muscles, and revel in the way he comes undone.

“Fuck,” he grunts, pushing his cock down my throat as far as it’ll go and stilling. “You’re so good at that.” Hot cum spurts down my inside and I guzzle it all up, refusing to miss even a drop.

Anna’s breaths quicken in the corner and her eyes are peeled on my husband and I. We’re putting on a show for her just like her and I put on for my husband.

My husband chuckles when he slides his cock out of my mouth. “The two of you got me so hot that my cock’s still ready to go.” He traces my lips with his thumb before shifting down my body. Kisses pepper his way between my legs and when he slides his fingers through my folds, grazing my clit, my body arches into his touch. “So eager for my cock,” he teases, sliding his tip between my pussy lips to gather my slick.

“I am,” I whimper. “Please, my pussy’s so empty.”

My husband finally gives me what I need, sliding his cock in me in an excruciatingly slow pace. The drag of his skin against my walls makes me hold my breath. I can feel every inch of his cock as my pussy molds around him. He pushes in to the hilt, groaning when he bottoms out. “So…tight,” he grits out. “Squeezin’ me so hard.”

He starts thrusting, holding onto my waist, and my body immediately heats up. Anna is fingering herself in time to my husband pounding me. They’re both moaning as wet sounds of skin against skin fill the air. I can’t help but pull against my handcuffs, the restraint making me feel like I’m just here for their pleasure.

And, I love every moment of this.

My husband’s string of control snaps as he fucks me harder and harder. His movements are sloppy as his thumb makes tight circles on my clit. “Fuck, it was so hot seein’ you eat her out.” The bed creaks. “You were so wet for her too—makin’ your pussy fucking flooded for me.” My husband is babbling, every word turning me on more than the last.

Anna breaks first when she moans from her spot on the chair. Her legs are wide, exposing her pussy dripping onto the cushion. The sight, coupled with my husband’s cock hitting perfectly against my g-spot makes me come undone. My pussy clenches so tight that my husband can’t help but spill into me again. His hot cum makes me moan so hard that I’m glad the house is empty tonight. My vision blurs and aftershocks of my orgasm keep my muscles tight, sending pulses of pleasure as my pussy recovers.

The three of us catch our breaths when my husband slowly pulls out of me. I’m boneless and hazy with pleasure and barely notice the cuffs coming off.

“If you ever want a repeat session,” Anna says, rubbing my wrist, “you know where to find me.”

I chuckle, pushing myself up on my forearms. I’m so thoroughly fucked out and used that I’m deliciously sore all over. I loved how watching Anna and me brought out the feral side of my husband. This is exactly how the other girls in my home owner’s association were talking about getting shared. And, now that I know how it feels, I can’t just let it go.

My husband makes eye contact with me and we nod in understanding. “I think we’ll find you again sooner rather than later.” He grins, grabbing some towels to clean us up as I get out of my sticky, cum, slick, and sweat covered dress.

This is just the start of our new and improved sex life.


HOTWIFE'S FREEUSE FOOTBALL SUNDAY


MY HUSBAND’S FRIENDS know the drill—once they’re in our home, my body is fair game. In every possible way.

My husband and I have an arrangement—every Sunday, his friends from college come over to use me to my body’s fullest. They fill all of me, teasing and pleasuring every inch of skin.

My husband watches and directs the show until it’s his turn. He uses me, pushing the desires of all his friends back into me. Before I know it, I'm mindless and thrumming in delight as I gush onto him, drenching them all in my desire. Our tradition is the best way to end a week.
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Moving to a new place is hard enough, but moving to a new place with a non-traditional marriage is something else entirely. I wasn’t sure how my neighbors would feel about the revolving door of men who show up to our place every week. My husband and I have been together for a decade, and things can get…repetitive. So, when my husband suggested that I sleep with other guys, I was more excited than scared.

Then, I found out that the women in my new neighborhood are all doing the same. Most of them anyways. And, this shared lifestyle made it easy to make some new friends.

“You were my one hope, Daisy,” Char says, shaking her head. “I thought that maybe ‘cause you were new to the neighborhood, you wouldn’t be corrupted by them” She sips the last of her coffee and puts the cup in the dishwasher.

I chuckle. Char is the one woman in the home owners group who seems to be the most reluctant about this whole wife sharing situation. “Don’t knock it till you try it,” I say. “We’ve been doing this for years, so we have a good group of guys already. They know me, they know Derek. They know what we like.” I give her a sly look over the brim of my cup.

“We tried it out a while ago and I thought my husband wasn’t into it.” Emma raps her nails on the counter—the nails of her first two fingers cut shorter than the rest. “But, it turned out we just weren’t sharing with the right person. Turns out we love it when I sleep with another woman.”

Sophie and Miranda’s eyes widen. “That’s hot,” both of them say in unison.

“See, it’s just about finding what works for you and your husband!” I say with a wide smile. “For us, it’s our football Sunday parties.”

“You know what they say about Sunday fun-day.” Miranda licks her lips.

“Glad to know not to panic when we hear you halfway across the neighborhood on Sundays, then.” Sophie laughs, shaking her head. “So, you get together every Sunday there’s a game? Then what?”

I smirk. “Then, they use me however they want.”

Char finally perks up. “Use you?” Her voice is breathy. “What do you mean?”

“I mean just that. They come over, we all watch the game together, and then, they use me like I’m just a toy to get them off.”

Char gasps. “They use all of you?”

I shrug. “If they want.”

All the other women are exchanging glances before pinning their gazes onto Char. She’s the one who’s been the most reluctant to think about being shared. Obviously, I’ve struck a chord.

“Damnit,” she mutters, her cheeks turning pink. “That really is hot.”

The women burst out into cheers, hollering about how we’ve turned the last of this little group. I'm glad they accept my husband and my lifestyle—not only that, but they all know how it feels too. Moving to this neighborhood might not be such a bad thing.

“So…if your husband suggests it, are you gonna think about it now?” I ask Char. I haven’t met her husband yet, so I don’t know if he’s the kind of guy to want this lifestyle. But, with the gleam in her eyes, I hope the two of them work it out.

Char’s lips draw into a thin line. “Maybe,” she mutters.

The room bursts out into cheers again. It looks like the rest of us really love this lifestyle. It’s some insane luck to have found these women in my neighborhood, but with how comfortable they make me feel, I can’t let them go.

“Wait, today’s Sunday,” Sophie says, turning back to me. “Are you hosting today?”

I nod. “Yup, my husband’s football buddies should be here in a couple hours.”

“Damn, okay, I won’t come knocking later then,” Miranda teases. “But we expect a full report.”

“Yeah, all the details please.” Char nods.

The women tease Char again about her sudden interest now that she knows about just how the guys use me. Just talking about the upcoming party is getting me hot for it. My husband and I have been too busy with the move to host one of these for a few months. Now, the guys are coming to our new home. They’ll help us christen the house in the way we like it.

I bid the women goodbye after they make me promise to tell them about today. I’ve never been able to keep a secret and my husband already loves sharing, so I have no problems telling them all the details—especially if it means that Char gets on board with being a hotwife like the rest of us.

“The girls leave?” my husband asks, coming upstairs from our home gym. He’s shirtless and sweat clings to the hard planes of his muscles. He used to be a college athlete, and he’s kept up with a lot of his old training routine.

“Yup, just in time for the guys to come over.” I’m shameless in the way I look him up and down. His dark hair is messy, framing the intensity in his hazel eyes. He smirks when he notices me ogling him, and I lick my lips.

“You look like you want me to warm you up in the shower.” He steps close enough for his breath to billow my hair around my face.

“I’m not gonna say no to that.”

My husband grins and trails a hot hand over my body—starting from the back of my thighs, grazing my ass, and landing on my waist. “Good.” His tone is firm and before I know it, I’m swung over his shoulder like a bag of potatoes.

Hot potatoes when he smacks my ass.

I squeak on impact before reveling in the delicious sting. “Again,” I whimper.

Another slap and I moan. Each spank ripples through my body and my pussy dampens right away. I love it when my husband is rough—I love it when all the guys are rough. And, like my husband said, this is just the warm up.

We hop into the bathroom and my husband turns on the shower. His eyes blaze with heat when he pushes my t-shirt up, slowly revealing my torso and then my breasts.

“Never gettin’ used to that,” he growls, snapping my bra off and rolling my nipples.

My hands thread through his hair, nails scraping against his scalp. I moan and arch my back. Our sex life has only gotten better once my husband started sharing me. Now, every time feels better than the last. And, Sundays are the best.

He scrapes his teeth down the side of my neck, ending at my breast. Latching his mouth around my nipple, he pushes my pants and panties down. As his tongue circles my nipple, his fingers work at my clit.

I’m breathing hard already and a gush of wetness seeps past my pussy lips. “Fuuuck, that’s so good,” I moan when my husband slides a finger into me.

He pumps, pressing into my g-spot hard enough to make me gasp, and then he pulls his fingers out with a smirk.

I whine at the loss of fullness.

“I promised you a shower,” he says, lifting me up and moving us both inside the shower. “No such thing as too wet.”

I can’t help but laugh. I’m already soaked between my legs, but this has gotten me so hot that even the warm water feels cool against my skin. The heat melts away some of my tension. We’ve been doing this for a long time, but with the move, I didn’t realize how wound up I was.

My husband presses his thumbs into the muscles of my shoulders, massaging gently. I sigh in delight as the knots of my body come undone. His hands slide down, finger resting at my clit. He pulls us flush and I can feel how hard he already is. “Can’t fucking wait to see you take the guys again,” he whispers, voice hoarse and needy. “Love watching you get fucked and used.”

“I can’t wait either.” I wiggle my hips, grinding against his cock. “I need it—all of you.”

“How much do you need this?”

Heat courses through my body and my skin tingles, pricking with every drop of water. “So much,” I say with a breathy voice.

“Get on your knees and show me.”

Fuck, I love it when my husband is commanding.

I turn around and slide my body down his until I’m on my knees. My husband grabs the bath pillow and makes my position more comfortable. I’m warmed by the thoughtfulness, and I can’t help but wrap my hands eagerly around his cock.

I’ve taken his friends’ cocks enough times to get acquainted with all of them, but my husband’s cock is still my favorite. It’s thick and throbbing when I slide it into my mouth. My husband groans, slamming a hand against the wall to steady himself.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “Your mouth was made for me.”

I hum, letting the vibrations run through him, as I push his cock down my throat. I meet his eyes from under my lashes. His pupils are blown-out and he’s looking at me like I hold the secrets to the universe.

Well, I’m holding his cock, so that’s close enough.

When I bob my head up and down his shaft, his hand tangles into my hair, guiding my motions. I let him take over, giving my body into the sensations. Warm water pelting my skin, my husband’s cock down my throat, and his hand firmly on my head. This is my heaven.

I rub my legs together and glide my hands down to my clit. With my husband fucking my mouth like its a fleshlight, I’m free to make myself come. I swirl my finger around my clit, rubbing tight circles. My nipples harden even more, bouncing with every thrust.

“Ahh fuck, yeah. My perfect slutty wife—couldn’t even wait to be fucked by my friends.”

I moan around my husband’s cock as my core tightens. He’s right. I can’t wait. I’m desperate to come already.

I hollow my cheeks at the same time that my pussy clenches. My husband’s hips stutter, my nose hits his base, and when his hot cum paints the back of my throat, my own rope of control snaps. I groan around his cock, my throat rumbling in pleasure. We’ve barely started and I’m already in the delicious mindset of being my husband’s toy.

I guzzle down his cum, slowly pulling off him. With a shuddering breath, he pulls me up to stand. Index finger under my chin, he tips up my mouth to capture my lips. His tongue explores my mouth like he’s kissing me for the first time—tasting any remnants of his cum along the way.

I melt into him, placing my hands flat on his chest. His pecs are hard and slippery, and I moan in delight.

I’m ready to get lost in my husband all over again when the doorbell rings.

With a gasp, we pull apart. My husband smirks. “Better not keep our guests waiting.”
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I don’t have time to get dressed, so I throw on a bathrobe and answer the door. Four of the biggest guys I’ve ever seen have their eyes peeled on me. There’s Mike, Jake, Nate, and Steve. All my husband’s friends from his college football days. Honestly, I only keep track of who’s who when they’re clothed. When they’re on me, all thoughts fall from my head and I can only swim in the pleasure of hands, mouths, and cocks.

“Shit, looks like you and Derek already got started,” Mike says, cocking a brow.

“What can I say? I just couldn’t wait.” I step aside, letting them in.

The guys come inside in a line, looking around our new place. If we were still at our old place, the guys would be on me already. They knew that the threshold of the door was our space. The moment they came in, I would be free game.

But this is all a new space—they’re looking for confirmation that our regular agreement is still on.

And, I know just the thing.

I untie the soft belt around my waist. My robe falls open, exposing my dripping pussy as my nipples peak. “Don’t suppose you guys want a house tour?”

Nate chuckles. “Guess that answers our question—old rules still apply.”

I nod. “Old rules still apply.”

That’s all it takes for them to flip the feral switch in their minds. They look at me like I’m a piece of meat and they’re starving. My body barely has time to shiver, goosebumps forming up and down my arms, when Jake growls, grabs my waist, and lifts me up. The robe falls off my shoulders and it’s kicked away by one of the other guys when I readjust and swing my arms around Jake’s neck.

“Startin’ without me?” my husband teases, appearing at the bottom of the stairs. His hair is still wet, but he’s no longer sweaty from the gym. In a tight shirt and shorts, he looks just as big as the rest of his friends.

“You get her every damn day. It’s our day today,” Steve says.

“Fuck, she’s already wet.” Jake looks down to where my pussy grinds against his clothed cock. I’m leaving a damp stain behind, and it’s egging him on. He rolls himself into me and I gasp when the sweet feel of his hard shaft greets my pussy.

This is what I’ve been missing during our move. And, this is exactly what I’ve been craving. His hands are hot and rough and he holds me up like I weigh nothing. My legs wrap tightly around his waist and I keen in delight when his abs flex.

“I got her warmed up,” my husband says, unable to hide the mirth from his voice. He palms himself. He’s already hard again.

“And we’re gonna finish her off,” Mike says, pupils blown out. “We haven’t seen this hot pussy in too damn long—and then you guys had to go and move farther out?” He scoffs. “Yeah, we’re gonna take turns and use your wife till she can’t walk anymore.”

“Good,” my husband says with a wide grin. “Fuck her, use her, cover her in cum. My slutty wife needs it all.”

The way they’re talking about me like I’m not even here is getting me so hot. My core tightens and my breathing picks up. They’re going to fuck all of my holes and coat me in cum from the inside out. And I want all of it. I anticipate all the ways they can take me—I could be on my knees for them, they could fuck my pussy and my ass, they could bend me over our dining table or the couch. I whimper from picturing it all happen, inadvertently rolling my hips. “Please,” I moan. “Fuck me.”

“Dibs,” Jake claims, taking two long strides to the couch. He bends me over the armrest and slaps my ass. “Your wife has the best damn ass,” he says with a low moan. “How much do you think she wants me to fuck it?” He’s talking to my husband instead of me.

My husband knows exactly how I want it and he answers with confidence. “My slutty wife won’t be happy until she’s overflowing with cum.”

I crane my neck and see Nate throwing Jake a small bottle. “I’ve been storin’ up my cum just for her.” Jake squirts lube onto his hand, pressing a finger into my hole without any hesitation.

My hands dig into the couch cushions and my back arches. It’s just a finger but I’m already so full. My body thrums in delight to finally being used like this again. He slowly thrusts his finger in my hole, testing my tightness and readying me for his cock. Jake has always loved my ass—usually, he’ll build up to it by fucking my pussy or my mouth first, but he’s been so starved that he’s going right for the main course.

“Her tight ass is pulling me in,” he groans.

“Damnit, why’s he gotta have all the fun.” Mike stomps over to my front and holds up my face. “I’m gonna fuck your wife’s mouth when Jake fucks her ass.”

“She knows the drill. Tap three times if it’s too much,” my husband confirms to the guys that anything goes unless I tap out.

I’ve never tapped out, and I don’t plan on it now.

All of my holes are open wide and ready to take the guys. Every additional cock gets me more and more hot.

Mike unzips and my mouth waters. His cock is massive and perfect. The mushroom head tip bulges in eagerness when he gives himself a long stroke. A bead of precum leaks out and he smears it over his head, making it glisten.

Fuck. I need it. I need his cock. I need my husband to watch me take all of these cocks—I want him to see his friends use me like a toy.

“She has a needy little mouth, doesn’t she?” Mike says with a raspy chuckle. His cock traces my lips, letting his salty-sweet pleasure leave a hot trail along the way.

“My wife is the perfect slut. She’s always ready for a cock in her mouth,” my husband chimes in.

Behind me, Jake has finally unzipped himself with his free hand. My ass flexes—signaling him to take his finger out and line up his cock. The two men lock eyes with each other, nod, and slowly push into me from both ends.

I take measured breaths, letting my body accommodate their cocks. It’s been too long since I’ve been filled like this and I feel out of practice. But, taking cocks is like riding a bike. Once my body remembers how to do it, it’s just muscle memory.

“That’s it,” Jake groans when my ass opens up, letting him slide all the way in. His pelvis meets the plush of my ass. Then, he pushes even deeper, squishing my ass cheeks until they spread out of the way.

It happens at the same time that my nose grazes Mike’s base. My throat is already warmed up from getting on my knees for my husband, but now that I’m filled in both ends, my body surges with arousal. I let out a low and deep moan as my lips close around Mike’s cock. The vibrations of my throat ripple through his body and I’m rewarded with the delicious stutter of his hips.

“Her mouth was made for cocks,” my husband says, walking around the couch so he can see my expression. “Those lips, that tongue, her tight throat.” He groans, grabbing his thick shaft over his shorts. “It’s all perfect.”

“Damn right,” Jake responds, grabs my waist, and starts thrusting. He goes slow at first, building up to a hard and fast speed that makes his sac slap against my pussy with every thrust.

Jake pulls my body along with him and my mouth bobs on Mike’s cock in time. My throat and my ass tighten at once, pulling harsh moans from both men. It doesn’t take long for their thrusts to turn erratic.

It’s a good thing, too, because the fullness is bringing me closer and closer to the edge. Jake’s cock is so perfect in my ass that the thin wall between my hole and my pussy pulses with every thrust. Jolts of pleasure race up my spine with the drag of their cocks, and when I feel the first cock twitch before spilling, I’m coming undone right there with them.

I guzzle down Mike’s cum, holding his gaze as Jake fills my ass. They come so hard that I can feel the force of their hot spurts painting my insides. I let out a sigh of relief, humming as Mike’s cock twitches in my mouth. It’s been too long since I’ve had their cum, and finally, my body gets some of what it’s been craving.

“Don’t think we’re done yet,” one of the guys says. My hazy mind supplies Nate’s name to the voice, but my orgasm is still creeping through me in waves, and I can’t concentrate on individuating any of the men.

The cocks slide out of my mouth and ass and I’m hoisted up and moved to the dining room. I hum in delight when I realize it’s my husband carrying me.

“You’re doing great,” he says, pinching my hard nipple and giving my cheek a light kiss.

My body warms with his touch, but I’ve come down enough to realize that my holes are empty. Cum leaks out of my ass, dripping onto the dining table. I wiggle and coat my ass as it cools. It reminds me how empty I am now. I ache to be filled again. “More, please,” I whimper.

My husband chuckles, drags his knuckle up my soaked pussy, and steps away. “That’s my girl. Just took two cocks and still begging for more.”

“Her pussy’s lookin’ fuckin’ perfect.” Nate steps up, tugging my body to him. Sitting on the dining table positions my pussy perfectly against the remaining mens’ crotches. Nate’s fingers dig into my ass cheeks and he grinds against me.

I moan with the feel of his thick cock. My legs automatically wrap around his hips, ankles resting at the top of his ass.

“You’re not the only one left,” Steve shows up behind Nate, eyes blazing. “Her pussy’s in for a workout today.”

Nate smirks, steps away just enough to unzip, and pushes down his pants. My eyes widen and my pulse races. It’s like the guys have trained me after all our times together. Whenever I see their cocks, my mouth waters and my pussy squeezes. This time is no different. A new gush of wetness seeps past my pussy lips at the sight of the new cock.

Nate notices with a smug look when he glides his shaft through my lips. “Bet your pussy’s feelin’ real left out by now, huh?”

I nod, biting my bottom lip. “Yes.” My voice is breathless and I grip the edge of the dining table. My ass might’ve been stretched out, but my pussy isn’t there yet. Nate enters me excruciatingly slowly.

“Fuuuck,” he moans. “Pullin’ me right in.”

“So…big.” My eyes flutter shut and my head is thrown back. My legs twitch with pleasure the deeper he gets. When he bottoms out, both of us inhale sharply.

As Nate starts thrusting, the rest of the guys gather around him. Steve unzips and wraps his hand around his cock, eyes fixed on where Nate’s cock is pounding into me.

“Don’t get too used to his cock, Sweetheart,” Steve growls. “Your cunt is just begging to be passed around.”

Fuck. Yes. That’s exactly what I want.

Just when Nate picks up speed, Steve huffs. The two men exchange a glance, Nate growls in frustration, and pulls out. Steve grins, teeth bared, and dives into my pussy without hesitation.

My mouth falls open as my walls try to accommodate the differences between their cocks. Nate might be thicker but Steve is longer. Both of their cocks stretch me out more than I thought I could take. But, my pussy is a champ. Even if I’m out of practice right now, my pussy knows how to be filled.

I’m moaning and whimpering as Steve pumps into me. His cock hits my g-spot so perfectly that every thrust sends jolts up my spine. My orgasm is edging closer and closer when Steve pulls out completely and Nate’s cock is in me again.

They really are passing me around like I’m just a fucktoy for them. My pussy is all they need from me. Every thrust is harder than the last and our dining table starts to screech against the floor. My breasts bounce and my breaths come out in short, staccato puffs.

“Her pussy just gets better every damn time,” Steve mutters.

“Every cock makes it better and better,” my husband concurs.

I whimper when I meet my husband’s eyes. He still has his pants on, but his raging hard-on is impossible to miss. The afternoon sun illuminates the outline of his cock so well that my pussy clenches tight in recognition.

“Fuck.” Steve’s hips stutter and before I know it, my pussy is flooded in his cum. I guess my pussy just squeezed so tight when seeing my husband that it milked his friend to the finish line.

A lazy grin tugs at the edges of my lips. Every drop of cum in me fills me with beaming pride. I’ve earned every drop of their pleasure.

Nate takes his place again when Steve slides out of me. He folds my knees to my chest, using his whole body to fuck me.

It only takes two more thrusts in this new angle and I’m rewarded with another orgasm. Where the last orgasm was a rolling build, this one is a crashing wave. I’m slammed with pleasure and arousal and my body stiffens. All my muscles are taut before relaxing and pulsing.

Nate is the final one of my husband’s friends to come in me. My pussy lips are puffy and sensitive when he pulls out. I’m filled to the brim, all the cum leaking out of me mixing on this table.

This is the perfect way to christen the room. I’m going to think about being taken like a fucktoy every time we have dinner now.

I’m boneless in the aftershocks of my orgasm when I feel my husband’s familiar touch. His skin against mine sends a tingle up my spine and makes my oversensitive clit throb.

“You did so well, baby,” he says in that deliciously husky voice. “But you have one cock left.”

“Yes,” I moan, “fuck all that cum back into me.”
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“Better than a damn pregame,” one of the guys says as my husband licks a hot, wet stripe up the side of my neck.

“Scoring touchdowns here like we used to on the field.” Another one chuckles.

“‘Cept this is way better—who would’ve guessed that when Derek got hitched?”

My husband’s friends are talking about my pussy, paying no mind to the fact that my husband is now pulling out his cock. They’ve all had their turns and now it’s time for the man I really love—the one I get to wake up to every day.

One hand strokes himself and the other parts my pussy lips. My husband gathers up the mixture of his friends’ cum, dragging it up my body. “You just love taking my friends’ cocks, don’t you?”

“Yes.” My chest heaves when my husband places his damp finger at my sternum. The mixture of cum and my own slick smears across my chest. I gasp with the contrast of hot skin, cool sweat, and drying seed.

“But you still belong to me.” My husband’s gaze narrows. “You could take all the cocks in the world, and you’re still mine.” The wet trail of his finger slides down to my belly button.

I nod furiously. “All yours—I’m your slut to pass around.” His slow movements are making me squirm out of my skin.

“All this cum because I let you be my slutty wife.” He scoops another handful of cum from my pussy and holds up his glistening fingers.

I whimper and my body moves on its own, grabbing his hand and sliding his fingers into my mouth. The following moan reverberates through my body, ripping out from deep within my core. My slick mixes perfectly with the guys’ cum, coating my mouth in lingering salty-sweet. I’m sloppy as I lick my husband’s fingers clean—my saliva coating his hand even more than the cum did.

“Not a single drop wasted,” he purrs, pushing his fingers deep into my mouth.

I hollow out my cheeks, hold his gaze, and let him dive deep. If I had much of a gag reflex, I’d be gagging on his fingers. Instead, I’m bobbing up and down, reminding him of how I sucked him off before the guys showed up.

“Fuck, she’s so hot,” one of his friends growls.

They’re standing around my husband and me, lightly squeezing whatever they can grab that isn’t taken up by my husband. They’re like a clamoring crowd and I’m their goddess—with my husband as our center.

“Damn right she is.” My husband’s fingers slide out of my mouth, leaving a wet trail on my lips. He rubs the spit covered fingers on his cock and lines himself up. But, he doesn’t push in right away. He parts my pussy lips with the tip of his cock, kissing my entrance without stretching it.

The anticipation is killing me—making my body heat and tingle all over. As much as I love being teased, he knows how much it riles me up too. I’m desperate for his cock—the cock my pussy has memorized. “Please,” I beg, “fuck me. Fuck me so hard, I can’t walk straight till next Sunday.”

Those are the secret words to spur on my husband’s feral shift. His cock spears me and my pussy flutters to welcome him in. He slides in with no resistance at all—mixtures of cum and slick lubing his way. I let out a soft breath when my pussy molds to him.

It’s just like he says—I could take all the cocks in the world and satiate my inner slut, but the one cock I’ll always come back to is my husband’s.

Cum gushes out as cock takes its place and my husband starts to thrust. He goes so slow, dragging every inch of him through my walls. I can feel every twitch, ridge, and vein pulsing in me. “Fuuuck, you feel so good,” I mewl.

My husband smirks, knowing full well how affected I am from taking his friends cocks. “You’ve already come so much…but I know you can give me one more.” He’s now out almost completely—only the tip of his cock in my entrance. “One more, and I’m gonna make you squirt.” A sharp thrust all the way to the hilt has me keening. “Come on my cock and show the guys how much you’ve missed bein’ our slut.”

My breath hitches. I’ve come in front of the guys so many times, but now they’re watching how my husband works me. I’m the spotlight now.

All of his thrusts hit my g-spot so perfectly, coaxing moans and mewls out of me every time. My hands shift to gripping his shoulders, digging in and urging him to drive into me as hard as he can. There’s something so delicious and urgent about the fact that my husband is wearing all his clothes still—just fucking me through pushed down shorts to reveal his cock. It’s like watching me take his friends got him so worked up that his impatience took over—even through his teasing at the start.

Wet slicks of skin against skin fill the air. So much liquid coats my ass and pussy that I’m sliding around on the table. My husband has to grip my ass tightly to keep me in place.

The guys have their eyes peeled on where my husband stretches out my pussy.

“Fuck her harder,” one of them says.

“Make the neighbors hear her,” another says.

Their voices meld together in a low hum of encouragement. The tables are turned now with the guys directing how my husband fucks me in the same way that he did.

My husband’s eyes are half-lidded and he’s carefully watching how my body responds to his thrusts. My core tightens and I urge him into me, deeper and faster, by digging into his ass with my heels. I need him as close as possible. I need all of his cock and body to shudder when I come around him. I need—

My thoughts are interrupted when he tilts my hips and drives into me one last time. It’s so hard that our dining table is pushed back and my husband almost stumbles. But, he’s fast and strong, and instead, he lifts me up and holds me in place.

I convulse on his cock, my muscles rapidly tensing and releasing. My thighs are so tight around him that he doesn’t even need to hold me up. All of my orgasms today have been incredible, but this is something out of this world.

It’s like I’m floating through the clouds and the stars when my eyes roll back and my mouth falls open. Jolts of pleasure ripple through me from head to toe. Everywhere that my husband touches is hot—inside and out. His cum spills into me, overpowering his friends’ cum.

I don’t know how long it takes me to recover from the strongest orgasm of my life, but by the time I can think about something other than the mens’ cocks, I’ve been cleaned up with the robe draped over me again. I’m tucked into the couch with my husband on one side and Nate on another side. I’m warm and sated and when the TV switches on for the game.

It really had been too long since we’d done this, but this was the perfect way to settle into our new house. We’re well on our way to christening the whole place now.


HOTWIFE'S SURPRISE


I FINALLY AGREE to be my husband’s hotwife on one condition: I get to give up complete control.

I relinquish my body to my husband and become his shared wife. When he blindfolds me so I can’t see who I’m shared with, my anticipation floods my desire. The anonymous man pleasures all my senses so thoroughly that I’m left squirting with my release.

Not to be shown up, my husband takes this as a challenge. When the mystery man is revealed to be my husband’s boss, my husband shows me off and edges me until I’m begging to come again.

I can’t stop begging to be shared now.
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“Yup, they came over and fucked me on the couch and the dining room table.” Daisy grins. “And they’re going to do it all over again next Sunday—we have more rooms to Christen.”
“Damn, that sounds so hot.” Miranda fans herself with her hand. “These guys are all your husband’s friends?”

Daisy nods. “I’ve only been shared with people he knows. We like it that way.”

“That’s honestly super sweet.” Sophie sighs in contentment.

There’s a lull in the conversation when the women all glance at me.

I roll my eyes, but I can’t hide my obvious interest. “No promises,” I say, “but hearing all this…I dunno”—I shrug—“it seems…scary to open your marriage to this.”

The women look thoughtful before Sophie responds. “It kinda is, but I also feel way more secure in us now.”

“Look, we don’t wanna pressure you into anything, but don’t push down the things you want just because it’s not traditional.” Miranda squeezes my knee in a comforting gesture. “Maybe talk to Grant about it?”

I know I shouldn’t be swayed by the stories of these women being shared, but there’s something about all of their stories that gets me more and more curious each time. Some of them sleep with strangers, some with their husband’s friends, and some with women. They all have these varied sharing experiences, and they all seem so happy.

I try to picture it for myself. I’d want my husband to be there when I’m taking a new man’s cock. I’d want my husband to command the scene. I’d want my husband to take me and pump me full right afterwards.

I have to take a steadying breath at the thought.

Because that sounds perfect.

I love my husband, and I’d never stray from him. But, the thought of surrendering control like that? Now that sounds appealing.

I’ve always been in control—always thought I had to be in control. I’m in charge of our household, I’m in charge of making sure the kids get to soccer practice, I’m in charge of making sure my family is happy and healthy. And, I take pride in that.

My husband helps me relinquish some of that control in the bedroom. His dominating and domineering frame coupled with his stern and heavy voice—it all does something to me. Something primal. Something I don’t let myself feel otherwise. So, I’m satisfied. In fact, I’m more than satisfied with our sex life.

But, is my husband holding back?

I know the husbands of the neighborhood talk just like us wives do. Sophie’s husband talking to Miranda’s husband is proof of that. I know that my husband has gotten wind of how the neighborhood wives have become shared wives now. But, he hasn’t brought anything up with me.

I can’t help but think that he’s been doing that out of respect for me—pushing down his needs.

I think about this all the way home from meeting with the girls. When I get home, I’m greeted by my husband already having put the kids to bed. He’s usually so busy with his work that we take any time we can together. But, today, I have to bring up what’s clawing at my mind.

“Are you happy?” I blurt out.

My husband freezes, blinks, and then laughs. “Yes.” His arms wrap around my waist. “But something tells me you’re not asking that as a general question. What’s on your mind?”

I huff and put my hands around his neck. His strong, muscled frame so close almost makes me forget my thoughts. “The girls…have you heard about their marriages?”

He cocks a brow and searches my face. “I’ve talked to the guys, yeah. Even heard about Derek and Daisy—new to the neighborhood but they already fit right in, don’t they?”

I nod. “So, then, you know? You know that all their wives are sleeping around?”

Something flashes in his eyes. It’s so quick that if I weren’t paying attention, I would’ve missed it. “So I’ve heard.”

Ugh, I shouldn’t be so nervous about this. My husband has seen me through the worst—we have two kids for fuck’s sake. We’ve been through a lot. But, this simple conversation feels different. It feels like we’re on the cusp of a whole new shift in our relationship.

I take a deep breath and gather all my remaining courage. “Is that something you want?”

His fingers sink into my hips. “I don’t want anything you don’t want.” His voice is firm, but he’s talking around my question.

“I know, but is that what you want?”

His eyes narrow and I realize that maybe I’m not the only one who’s been scared of this conversation. “I want you to feel as hot as how I see you.”

His words warm me and my pulse quickens. My hands drop from his neck, exploring his hard chest. “I…I’ve been thinking about it,” I say with a shaky voice. “And I think I’d be up for it if that’s what you want.”

A low, rumbling noise escapes him and I feel it emanate from deep within his chest. “My wife getting shared with another guy? My wife embracing her insatiable, slutty self? And, I get to show off that side of you?” He lets out a low, sharp chuckle. “Fuck, that sounds incredible.” His face has dipped lower and his hot breath skates along my skin.

I know now that I had been protesting too much when the women mentioned their hotwife lifestyles. I was just scared to give up control—I was scared that my husband wouldn’t want the same thing as me. I was scared of being completely honest in my relationship.

But, I’m not scared now.

“I want that,” I whisper. “I want to lose control—I want to be taken like a mindless pleasure toy.” Daisy’s story keeps running through my mind as my thighs tighten and my core heats. “I want to be used however you see fit.”

With a feral growl, my husband captures my lips. My admission has spurred something on within him. He swallows my moans, threads a hand through my hair, and pushes me back till I hit the wall with a soft thump. His tongue explores my mouth like it’s the first time—his nails along my scalp deliciously tip my face upwards. I’m overwhelmed with his fervor, and I can’t seem to get enough.

My body arches into him, one leg hooking up around his waist. My hips roll and I grind against his hard shaft. When we pull apart, I can see the affect my honesty has had on him. His eyes are blown out and his lids are heavy. He’s looking at me with a gaze I’ve never seen before. Like he’s hungry and I’m not just dessert, but the whole meal.

It’s a good thing the kids are already asleep because something tells me that my husband isn’t holding back anymore.

“You know I love you, right?” he growls, husky and needy.

“Yes,” I whimper when his teeth graze the side of my neck.

“Good. Because I’m going to fuck you like I don’t, and then, you’ll take as many cocks as I tell you to—you’re not just my wife anymore, but my slut now.”

Shit, that sounds so hot. I was such an idiot to deny myself this level of sheer desire. My emotions are running wild as my pussy clenches at the thought of my husband watching me with other men. If he reacts with the amount of enthusiasm I see now, I’ll gladly embrace the inner slut I’ve been pretending that I’m not.

With my back still against the wall, my husband shifts so his knee is between my legs. I grind down against his knee, my breaths quickening. Through my clothes, I can feel myself getting wetter and wetter. I look down and through my needy haze, I can see that I’m leaving a stain on my husband’s sweatpants.

My husband just grins and moves his knee around, encouraging me. “That’s it, I love when my slut just can’t hold back. You’re desperate to get off, aren’t you?”

I nod, not trusting my voice for a full answer.

A deliciously wicked smile splits across his face and he pushes his knee upwards, pressing hard against my clothed clit but not letting me move against him. “But, are you going to be a good slut and get off only when your husband says you’re allowed?”

Oh fuck. That’s exactly what I need. Giving myself into mindless pleasure and relinquishing control of even my orgasms? Nothing sounds better than that. I want my husband to drive me to the edge and beyond because nobody knows my body like him. “Please,” I mewl, panting hard.

“Good girl. Now, grind until you come untouched.”

I let my mind be completely taken over by his singular command. His grip on my hair tightens as the one on my hip loosens. My hips roll against his hard thigh, chasing release. He kisses a hot trail up my neck and around my jaw, nibbling my ear lobe. The friction builds up quick from my gyration and my nails sink into his shoulders. The heat builds up so quick that I barely have time to realize what’s happening when I’m already moaning and coming undone.

My husband kisses me, swallowing my whimpers and whines when my body trembles under his touch. He pushes me up against the wall even more and a second wave of pleasure rocks through my core with the feel of his ready shaft.

“Fuck me,” I moan, pulling us apart. “Fuck me, please.”

“What my wife wants, my wife gets.” He unzips and pushes his pants down just below his ass, revealing the prized cock. I’m let down from the wall long enough to do the same, and I shimmy out of my pants as fast as I can.

His fingers are at my pussy, wasting no time in sliding through my wetness. I’m gushing onto his hand and dripping onto the floor. I’ve never been so turned on even through my oversensitivity. It makes me needy and demanding as I roll my hips, trying to fill my pussy. My husband rewards me by sliding two, thick fingers in.

I sigh in relief when my walls pulse. His fingers aren’t as big as his cock, but they’re perfect to stretch me out and get me ready for him. They’re still thick, long, and nimble. He presses against my walls, finding my sensitive g-spot.

“Fuuck,” I moan. “Right there!”

My husband watches my face with rapt attention, looking for all the signs of my pleasure when he speaks. “Your pussy is so needy—it’s going to look so damn perfect taking another guy’s cock.”

My breaths are coming out in the shortest puffs as his fingers reach deeper and deeper. I think of all the hands and cocks that could be on me the next time I’m like this, and my body keens in imaginative pleasure. Fuck, I can’t believe I’m really going to do this. I can’t believe I’ve actually agreed to become a shared wife.

My pussy squeezes at the thought and my husband groans before slipping his fingers out. I pout at the loss of his warmth, but I know his cock isn’t too far away. He uses my wetness to coat his cock, languidly stroking it until a hot bead of precum leaks from his tip.

He holds my gaze as he lines us up. My body hitches upwards and into the wall when his cock tip slides into me. That’s it. That’s what my body has been craving.

My husband grabs both my hands and interlaces my fingers with his, pinning them above my head. I’m held up by my thighs around his waist again and without my hands, I’m completely at his mercy. His cock is perfect in my pussy—filling it to the brim and stretching me out into a world of pleasure.

“Fuck,” he mutters. “Thinkin’ about you being used by someone else is getting me harder than ever.” He thrusts into me, cock head pushing so far into my pussy that my vision blurs. “He’d fuck you and fill you with his cum.” Another thrust with a hard grunt. “Then, I’ll fuck you and show him how it’s really done.”

The way my husband is already talking about this makes me believe that he’s been thinking about it for a while. He just hasn’t had the chance to be open about it. But now, there aren’t any secrets between us. Its pure uninhibited pleasure—both of us chasing our release.

He’s thrusting into me so hard that if I could spare a thought at that moment, I’d be concerned about him fucking me right through the wall. But, his body feels so good against mine, whispering all sorts of promises about this new lifestyle, that I don’t care about the wall. One more thrust is all it takes for the two of us to finish in tandem.

My pussy soaks up all of his hot cum, squeezing him tight as he groans and twitches. My fingers curl around his and my body arches, tightening and releasing in rapid succession. We stay there, panting until his cum starts to drip out of me, past his cock.

My husband lets out a raspy chuckle, softly setting me down on a kitchen stool when he dampens a towel to clean me off. “Well, shit. We should have heart-to-hearts about our sex life more often.”

My skin tingles as I recover from two of the best orgasms of my life, but I can’t help feel responsible for being the reason that we didn’t have this talk earlier. “I’m sorry,” I say with a deep breath. “I should’ve thought of being a shared wife earlier. The girls kept talking about it, and it’s just…it’s not what I ever thought I was supposed to like.”

My husband shrugs. “It’s our marriage, Char. We can make it however we want.”

Even though we’ve just had hot and raunchy sex, his affirmation is what makes me really blush. “You sounded like you had someone in mind—to share me with.” I change the subject back to the thing I was curious about.

It’s his turn to blush. “I’ve been thinkin’ about it since the guys brought it up, yeah.”

I raise a brow, eying him with curiosity. “Do I get to know who’s cock I’ll be taking?”

My husband grins mischievously. “Not until they’re done with you.”
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Since the heated conversation about turning me into his slutty, shared wife, my husband has been getting everything set up for my first time shared. Discreet packages have arrived at our doorstep and he’s hidden them before I could open them. He’s planning something big, and anticipation thrums in my veins.

He knows that the biggest thing that gets me off is being out of control—rather, handing over control to him. So, he’s been taking full charge of the situation. And, I love not knowing the details. I’ll get to just show up, open wide, and be fucked out of my mind. That’s all I need to know because I trust my husband.

And, he delights me on the weekend when he sends the kids to stay with their grandparents, and he wraps his arms around me, pulling me close.

“Ready to be fucked by another man?” he whispers, nose grazing across the tip of my ear.

I’ve just come out of the shower, hair still damp. I’ve thrown on my husband’s favorite lacy lingerie, and my husband is obviously ready to take advantage of that. “Today’s the big reveal, then?” I giggle, wiggling my body in his hold. “I’m so ready.”

His hands travel up, grazing the bottom curve of my breasts. Thumbs tracing along my ribcage, his touch makes me lean into him. His hard front warms the curves of my back. I’ve been giddy with anticipation for this day.

“Do I get to find out who’s fucking me?”

“Not until I’m the one between your legs.”

I bite my bottom lip. “So, are you going to blindfold me or something?”

My husband chuckles, squeezing my tits and rolling my nipples through my bra. “Yup. Exactly that.”

I moan as my nipples peak to meet his ministrations. So, I’m going to be blindfolded and then taken. Whoever my husband has invited over will use me however they want. I already feel my core heating.

“We’re not going to do anything you and I haven’t already done before.” My husband holds up the silky blindfold. “But, if there’s anything that makes you feel uncomfortable—just say ‘red’ or tap three times if your mouth is occupied.” The silk slides across my collar bone and neck, sending a shiver down my spine. “I’ll be right there.”

I nod. “I trust you.” My voice is breathless, but it doesn’t take away from the words. If I didn’t completely trust my husband, I wouldn’t be open to this.

Now, I understand why the girls have been talking about how amazing their experiences have been. All this time, I’ve been thinking that it’s just about sleeping with other guys, but it’s actually about fully trusting in my marriage.

As my husband wraps the blindfold across my eyes and ties it tight, I hold my breath. Plunged into darkness, it takes me a minute to settle into this new experience.

My senses heightened, the gentlest touch feels like jolts of pleasure. My husband lightly grabs my waist and directs me to the living room. My skin feels hot and without being able to see what’s happening, my pulse is racing so fast.

“How’re you feeling?”

Wow. My husband’s voice sounds even huskier and lower than normal. I can’t tell if it’s just because he’s so turned on or if it’s because I’m focusing on the subtleties in his voice more. Maybe a mix of both.

“Better than ever,” I whisper.

The couch cushions feel softer than I remember and the moment I’m seated, some of my nervous tension eases. My husband squeezes my shoulder in a comforting gesture before I hear the door open and new footsteps.

My breath hitches. The men he’s decided to share me with are here. My mind races trying to put the cadence of their steps together with the men my husband knows. Maybe they’re guys from work? Maybe they’re from his weekend rec league? Either way, they’re the men my husband has picked out for me. And I can’t wait.

My knees fall open when I feel the warmth of a man against my thigh. “Hello?” I tentatively ask, still trying to figure out who it is.

“You look downright fuckable like this.”

I recognize that voice. I know I’ve heard it before. It doesn’t come to me right away, but I’m pretty confident it’s someone from my husband’s work. My husband and I regularly host dinners for his work team and bosses. There’s a very good chance that I’ve met this man before.

Now, he’s going to see me in a whole new light.

“Your wife’s always been hot, but now?” The man seems to be talking to my husband now. “Fuck,” he groans.

A hand lands on my knee, thumb rubbing at the inside of the joint. The touch shoots right to my core and my breathing picks up. The man’s hand slowly slides upwards, tracing the edge of where my lacy underwear meets my thigh. His other hand lands on my waist, thumb against the edge of my bra.

I take a shaky breath—not out of hesitation, but out of a mix of eagerness and curiosity. I love that I’ve decided to do this because my body is already heating and the fabric at my crotch is dampening. I can’t see where my husband is, but I can sense his presence in the room with us. He’s watching this man slowly make their way around my body.

“You like that your husband’s invited me over to fuck you, don’t you?” There’s a light touch at my clothed folds, pressing the damp patch around my pussy lips.

“Yes,” I whimper. “I love it.” My thighs twitch as the man presses his palm flat, heat sinking into my pelvis.

“Damn right you do—you’re fucking soaked.” His finger hooks underneath my underwear, finger sliding between my pussy lips.

How can a simple finger feel so good already? With the blindfold on, it’s like I can feel all the callouses and bumps on this man’s hand. His fingers are large and thick—like my husband’s but also completely different. His voice is heady and deep, pulling me in closer and closer with every encouraging statement.

My head starts to spin when the second man kneads my breast. He’s not grabbing very hard, but every point where his finger pad squishes into my flesh is like a direct roll of my nipple. But then, he does roll my nipple.

And I keen with a loud moan, body shuddering into a delightful arousal.

It all feels so damn good and I’m still in my lingerie!

“Wish you could see how perfect you look right now,” my husband finally speaks. “Gripping the couch, breathing hard, pretty pink spilling over your skin. Fuck. Delicious.”

Hearing my husband’s voice fills me with boldness. “Are you touching yourself? Are you getting off to seeing other guys with your wife?”

It strikes me that even just a couple weeks ago, I wouldn’t have even dreamed of talking like this—I wouldn’t have thought that having the hands of unknown men all over me would be so hot. But, now that I’m in the situation, I can’t imagine ever going back. My husband is going to have to keep sharing me in order to keep up with me now.

My husband lets out a raspy chuckle. “Hell yeah. My hand hasn’t left my cock since I put that blindfold on you.”

I whimper at the thought of my husband’s hand wrapped around his hard shaft. I bet he’s watching so intently, and he’s rewarded when the man reaches around my back and snaps my bra clasp open. The cup easily falls away. I hiss at the cool air hitting my already peaked nipples.

With my bra off, the man has free rein along the expanse of my body. And, he uses it—immediately latching onto my nipple with his mouth.

“Fuck. That’s it. Keep going. Doesn’t she have perfect tits?” My husband is egging this man on.

I thrust my breasts deeper into this man’s mouth. His tongue swirls around my nipple before his teeth graze across the sensitive patch of skin. Everything is so enhanced without my sense of sight. His wet and hot mouth makes me squirm and grind my hips, seeking out even more.

I need so much more.

I had no idea that I’d turn this needy and hungry as a newly shared wife, but I can already sense the inner slut in me raging to come free.

The man flicks his tongue across my nipple before pulling off. Without his mouth warming it, his spit cools my skin. “Can’t believe you’ve been keepin’ her all to yourself this entire time.”

“Not anymore,” my husband growls.

“Damn right.” The man’s finger between my legs finally slides into my pussy.

“Ahhh, yes!” I shout, hands jutting out in front of me to feel the man. It’s not lost on me that the first time I’m getting hints towards what this man looks like is when his fingers are already in me, but not knowing makes it so much hotter.

My fingerpads make contact with a hard wall of muscle. The man flexes under my touch and I realize I’m holding onto his shoulders. Firm, large, and warm, I moan when my nails dig into him. It encourages his hand as he curls his fingers in my pussy, pressing hard into my g-spot.

“Fuuuuck,” I moan, eyes fluttering shut even under my blindfold. My walls clench and squeeze his fingers hard enough for him to let out a guttural moan. Hearing the ragged noise drawn from him spurs on my body even more.

I’ve been with my husband for so long that my body has forgotten the touch of other men. The excitement, the exploration, the sheer newness of it all. But here, my body gets to experience all of that while still having the encouragement of my husband. Being a shared wife really is a win-win.

The man chuckles and his fingers are gone just as quickly as they appeared. “Your husband’s been kind enough to share you and I’m not wasting that.” He unzips and there’s a rustle of fabric. “You’re going to come on my cock like a good slut.”

My legs open even wider and I instinctively slide down the couch. “Please,” I whine, wiggling my hips. My ass smears my pussy juices around, but I don’t care. The man grabs my ankles, hoists them upwards, and I don’t have to wait long to feel a long, hard shaft sliding through my wetness.

Without my sight, the first moment of entry takes my breath away. The mans’ cock head stretches my entrance and then he pauses. It’s like he’s feeling my pussy mold to him before pushing in.

“Shit, you’re so tight!” he says through gritted teeth. “Grant, you’ve been hiding away this tight little pussy!”

My husband lets out a ragged, throaty noise. “Bet she’s squeezing you real good.”

“Too good.” The man chuckles. “Don’t think I’m gonna last much longer like this.” He buries himself to the hilt. Our hips meet with my legs practically folded over my body. The angle sends him so deep and even without being able to see him, I’m overwhelmed by everything about him.

His harsh, woody scent. His rough grip. His massive cock spearing me. Everything around me is filled with this man—someone my husband has decided should finish in me.

And, I love it.

I love not having to think about what I look like at that moment. I love not having to think about getting myself off. I love that this man just gets to use me while my husband watches.

He starts thrusting and the pressure in my core changes. It’s nothing like a regular orgasm now. The freedom behind my blindfold and the soft grunts of this man build something hotter and faster between my legs.

I gasp when his thrusts pick up speed. The couch scrapes against the flooring as he has his way with me.

“Come on his cock, Char,” my husband groans. “Let’s see you come undone.”

My husband’s voice snaps my last thread of control and with the next hit of the man’s cock in my pussy, I’m trembling as a gush of wetness spurts out between my legs. Holy shit, I got so riled up that I actually squirted!

“Wow,” I pant with a heady giggle. “That was….”

“Incredible,” the man finishes for me. “I’m glad the two of you decided to do this.”

My head hits the back of the couch as the man’s cock slowly slides out of my pussy. “Me too.” Cum dribbles past my pussy lips, but I don’t have time to focus on that when I hear the shuffling of bodies and I’m greeted with my husband’s musky scent.

One man down, one to go.
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My pussy is empty again but my husband’s hand lands on my leg, gently rubbing at my thigh. I’m sitting up, catching my breath. I can’t believe I’ve just fucked another man while my husband watched.

And, I can’t believe how amazing it was.

“You did so well taking his cock,” my husband says. He’s close enough now that his hot breath billows my hair around my face. “Squirted all over the place.”

I wiggle my ass on the seat and the wet cushions fill me with a burst of pride. I don’t squirt often, but today’s build up was inevitable.

“You ready to see who you were fucking?” My husband’s voice is soft.

I gulp. “Yes, show me.” My voice is shaky as light streams into my eyes. It takes me a moment to focus. The first thing I see is my husband’s eager face—grinning wide and licking his lips. Then, I look over his shoulder and gasp.

I knew I recognized that voice. “Your boss?” I whisper.

My husband invited his boss over to be the first man he shares me with.

I can hardly complain—my husband’s boss is only a few years older than us and he wears the years well. His salt and pepper hair and stubble frame his chiseled jaw. His intense gaze doesn’t leave mine when he dips his fingers—glistening in my slick—into his mouth and licks them clean.

That’s the man who’s fingers and cock have been in me. And, that’s the man who oversees my husband’s work. I’ve been to his house—and he’s come here many times. He’s eaten at my table and we’ve mingled at office parties.

Now, he’s seen me naked, and from what it seems, he’s about to watch me get fucked by my husband.

Maybe it should concern me but it doesn’t. Instead, I think of the possibilities of getting fucked by my husband’s boss in other occasions. Maybe at the next Christmas party, my husband’s boss can fuck me on my husband’s desk. Maybe we can fuck when I go to my husband’s office on the days he forgets his lunch.

The opportunities to be fucked by this man are endless. And, my husband’s face tells me he’s already thought of all the same things.

“Hope you don’t mind,” my husband’s boss says. “When Grant said that you’d agreed to being a shared wife…well, I just couldn’t let an opportunity like that pass me up.”

I giggle, the haze of my lingering orgasm starting to fade. “I didn’t mind at all—especially not when you fucked me so well.”

He smirks, palming himself with the fingers he’s just cleaned off. His cock is still hard and his pants are completely soaked. “See how wet you got? Don’t think this’ll just be a one-time thing.”

I blush but my husband’s boss takes the wetness as a badge of honor. I’m about to respond when my husband does it for me.

“Fuck no. This is just the start. Making my wife squirt is the entry fee to her pussy.”

I raise a brow. “Oh? Are you going to make me squirt too now?”

My husband snorts. “I’m going to have to, aren’t I? What kind of husband doesn’t make his own wife squirt?”

Before I know it, my husband’s mouth is on mine, ravishing and claiming me for himself. He’s so pent up from watching his boss fuck me that he can’t hold back now. He tugs on my bottom lip and it’s puffy by the time he lets go.

If I thought he was excited the night I agreed to be shared, he’s downright ecstatic now.

In an instant, we’re flipped around so my husband is on the couch and I’m on his lap. My back hits his front and I’m looking right at his boss. Even though the man has already fucked me, sitting on my husband’s lap like this makes me feel like I’m on display. It’s a stark change from not being able to see at all, and my body revels in it with a needy mewl.

“He made you come when you couldn’t see, so now, you’re going to come, watching him.” My husband’s hand snakes around my front and lands on my clit.

I’m already so sensitive from my last orgasm that the moment his heat touches my sensitive nub, my hands sink into his thighs. “Feels…amazing,” I moan rolling my hips to meet my husband’s tight circles. He wastes no time bringing me back up near another orgasm. I’m panting and writhing on his lap, dripping my pussy juices everywhere and staining his shorts. The pressure in my core is so hard and tight that I’m sure I’m going to explode.

And just when I’m at the edge, my husband takes his hand away.

“Fuck!” I shout through gritted teeth. I was so close!

My husband’s boss chuckles, watching the show. “Grant’s always been an overachiever, hasn’t he? He’s going to make you squirm until you’re begging for it.”

I let out a shaky breath. The way my body is reacting right now, it won’t be long at all until I’m begging my husband for release.

“How bad do you want it?” my husband asks, pulling me into him and grazing his teeth against my shoulder.

“So bad,” I whine. “I was so close!”

My husband’s vicious grin is so apparent that I feel his lips curl across my skin. His finger presses into my clit again and my back arches, hot and tight. I hope that he’ll give me my next release this time, but I’m left wanting again.

My husband is edging me farther than I thought I’d ever be able to take! He repeats this until I’m a babbling mess, soaking everything around me. My pussy is fluttering and relaxing in the rapid-built anticipation, but my husband keeps snatching it away.

“Please,” I moan. “I…I need to come. Please, let me come!” I’m shouting, begging, and whining all at once. My husband’s boss is stroking himself to the sight of me pleading to come undone, and I can’t get myself to feel any bit of shame. I’m open and ready, and in this moment, I feel so deliciously aroused that I can’t imagine a life where I’m not displayed like this.

“Sounds like you’re ready for my cock now.” My husband grinds his shaft against me. I’m amazed at his level of self control—still keeping his cock at bay while my pussy is on him.

“So ready. Please, give me your cock!”

Finally, my husband rewards me by shifting us so he can tug his cock out from his zipper. It slaps my ass when its freed, leaving a spot of wetness at the cusp of my ass. He’s just as excited as I am now. The sleek feel of his skin against mine makes me moan. My husband takes that as all the encouragement he needs, lifting me up and positioning me right onto his erect cock.

He sinks into me so slowly that I feel every twitch of his cock in the delicious stretch of my pussy. His entry is aided by his boss’s cum already clinging to my walls. My husband is so big and thick that even having taken another cock already, my pussy pulses to welcome him in.

“She was made to take cocks,” my husband’s boss growls. He’s now pumping his cock, thumbing across the damp head. His gaze is hungry and fierce—like he didn’t get enough of me when he actually fucked me. Now, he’s ready to get off watching my husband fuck me.

“My wife has the perfect little pussy,” my husband says right near my ear. “So perfect, it would’ve been a damn shame to keep it all to myself.”

I preen at the compliments and my walls clench tight around my husband’s cock. There’s a low pressure humming in my core, ready to burst just like before, but my husband doesn’t let me release until he starts bucking. His cock drives into my g-spot, making a lewd, wet noise with his slaps.

With all the edging my husband has done, I can barely keep my eyes open when he fucks me. I love that he’s pounding into me, using my body to get off while also building me back up to my pleasure. It doesn’t take long for the three of us to be breathing hard and babbling until we’re ready for release.

I’m sure I’m going to break first, but my husband’s boss delights us when he groans and stills. Hot cum spurts onto his abs as he scrambles to push up his shirt. The sight of the viscous liquid makes me burst again. I gush everywhere, coating my husband’s legs in my slick. My husband follows right after, coating my pussy in his hot seed.

The pleasure is so intense that I slump, letting my body vibrate as my pussy soaks the couch under us.

There’s a part of me that still can’t believe how I had been denying myself this level of pleasure. I’ll have to tell the girls that they were so right. Being shared and used like this has opened my eyes to a whole new way of experiencing my marriage—my husband. Now, I know that I won’t be able to go back. And, I see no reason to.

My husband wraps his arms around me and I sink into his warmth. We’re all taking a beat to catch our breaths before we have to clean up, but right now, I feel thoroughly fucked and sated.

Finally, I'm ready to stop denying myself by becoming my husband’s shared wife.

~~

Love a great deal on enthusiastic wife sharing stories? Check out Sharing The Newlywed Hotwife featuring 6 sizzling hotwife stories: https://books.sierradumont.com/newlywedbundle


FIREWORKS WITH THE HOTWIFE

Love stories where wives are shared with their husband’s friends? Check out Fireworks With The Hotwife!
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My husband invites his friends over to watch fireworks for the long weekend. They get the show of their lives when sparks fly between all of us.


I warm up in the car, self-pleasuring myself and teasing my husband. But, when my husband’s friends get a full view of my jewels, they’re bulging and ready to go.


My husband tells them about our lifestyle and that it’s their turn to taste me. They jump at the prospect—taking turns with every inch of me. With fireworks overhead, everyone gets to come with a bang.


Fireworks With The Hotwife is the third in the Hotwife Adventures series. All stories in this series are standalones featuring the same husband and wife. All stories focus on hotwife/wife sharing where all parties are consenting adults. 

Read Now: https://books.sierradumont.com/adventures3


SHARING THE NEWLYWED HOTWIFE

Love a great deal on wife sharing stories? Check out Sharing The Newlywed Hotwife.
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One wife; five groomsman. Encouraged by her husband, the newlywed becomes a hotwife.


My husband makes a second proposal at our wedding: he wants me to take each of the groomsman, finishing with group fun while he watches. One by one, I take them all. I'm spanked, filled, and used until I'm mindless with pleasure. It's the perfect start to a perfect new life.


Series bundle includes:

	Shared With The Best Man
	Spread By The Groomsman
	Filled By The Groomsman
	Claimed In Public By The Groomsman
	Tied Up By The Groomsman
	Used By The Wedding Party While My Husband Watches

Sharing The Newlywed Hotwife contains SIX sizzling and smutty wife sharing stories following the same wife on her new hotwife life! All stories include explicit scenes and focus on hotwife/wife sharing where all characters are consenting adults.



Read Now: https://books.sierradumont.com/newlywedbundle
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Sierra writes about women being passed around, used, and shared—all with the encouragement of their loving husbands. All stories are about the hottest wives being pleasured in every way possible, whether by one man or multiple!

Stay up to date on new releases and sales while also nabbing a FREE hotwife story by signing up for Sierra’s newsletter at https://sierradumont.com!
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