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The Hotwife’s Decision
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“Did you hear what I just said, Hazel?”

My husband’s words pulled me out of my own little world. A world where I was trying my best to hide the fact I was staring shamelessly at our new neighbour. Well, technically, we were the new ones. Gary and I had just moved into this street three days ago, but we’d been so busy unpacking that I hadn’t even had a chance to meet anybody yet.

We were sitting out on the front porch, drinking our morning coffee, while our neighbour was washing his car. I had to admire his enthusiasm this early in the morning. I could barely function without at least two cups of coffee and he was out here scrubbing the dirt from his car.

“Sorry, my love. Can you say it again, please? I was just going over the grocery shopping list in my head, so I didn’t hear you.”

Gary chuckled, glancing back and forth between me and the guy next door. “Uh huh. I’m sure you were. Judging by the way you’re blushing, it must have been a riveting shopping list.”

I laughed and nudged him gently in the ribs with an elbow. “Of course. I was thinking I might get us a cheesecake for desert tonight, and you know how much I love cheesecake.”

He looked at me out of the corner of his eye, a mischievous grin on his face, and I knew he wasn’t falling for my lies. But I was rescued, kind of, by the fact that the man from next door was wiping his hands off on a towel and making his way towards us. He stopped at the bottom of the three steps that led to our porch and looked up at us.

“Hi, there. You must be my new neighbours. I’m Connor. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

He held his hand out to Gary, who shook it warmly, before turning his blue eyes to me. Connor took my hand too, shaking it gently, then holding it a few seconds longer than was probably necessary. With the way he was looking into my eyes, I could feel myself growing flustered, my face becoming hot the longer he watched me.

“It’s great to meet you, too,” my husband said. “I’m Gary, and this is my wife, Hazel. We just moved in a few days ago.”

“Yeah, I saw the removal truck and meant to come and introduce myself sooner, but work has been crazy.” Connor finally broke eye contact as he spoke, turning his attention to Gary instead.

I took a deep breath to steady myself, ignoring the pounding of my heart and the sudden heat between my thighs. Connor was fucking gorgeous, with his blue eyes and dark brown hair streaked with grey at the temples. He must have been at least ten years older than us, but if I was being honest, he was in better shape than Gary. My husband was slender, but not very muscular. But I got the impression Connor worked out a lot if the way his t-shirt pulled against his biceps and muscular chest was any indication.

“I tell you what,” Connor continued. “Why don’t you guys come over for dinner tonight? I can’t promise anything fancy. In fact, I’ll probably order pizza if that’s okay with you two. But at least it will give you a chance to relax after all the stress of moving.”

Connor turned back to me, his smile making it hard to breathe again all of a sudden.

“Sure, that sounds great,” Gary replied on our behalf. “What time shall we come over?”

“Is about seven okay for you?” Connor asked, his gaze still on me.

I cleared my throat, deciding it was time to join the conversation so our neighbour wouldn’t think I was too stupid to string a sentence together. “That sounds great, Connor. We’ll see you then.”

He grinned at me, then nodded towards my husband, before wandering back to his front yard.

Gary looked at me, his lips curled up in an amused grin, and my face grew even hotter. Not wanting to face the teasing I knew was coming my way, I picked up my empty coffee cup and made my way back into the house. But my husband wasn’t going to let me get away with it that easily, and he followed me inside.

“What was that all about?” Gary asked, coming up behind me in the kitchen and wrapping his arms around my waist.

“What do you mean?” Perhaps if I played dumb, he would take pity on me.

He laughed while nuzzling his face into my hair. “You know damn well what I mean. You were practically drooling over Connor. Do I need to be worried that you’ll be going to visit him while I’m at work?”

I whirled around to face him. “Of course not! You know I’d never do that to you, Gary.” And I meant it. I wasn’t the kind of woman to cheat. Admiring from afar was the most I would ever do.

Gary slid his hand up my side and cupped my breast in his hand. He used one thumb to tease back and forth over one hard nipple, causing a soft moan to slip from me as tingles spread outward from the little nub.

“I know you wouldn’t cheat,” he said, leaning closer to push me back against the countertop. When I felt his erection pressing against my hip, I let out a gasp. “I just thought it was adorable the way you got so flustered around him. It was obvious you had a crush on him, and I think he had a crush on you, too, Hazel.”

He plucked at my nipple through the thin cotton of my t-shirt, drawing another moan from me. I was only wearing a t-shirt and shorts, which I’d quickly pulled on when getting out of bed, with no bra or panties underneath. Gary’s touch was sending ripples of pleasure through my body, adding to the ache I was already feeling between my thighs after the encounter with Connor outside.

“But that doesn’t mean anything,” I said breathlessly, while sliding a hand between our bodies so I could rub his erection through his pants. “You’re the only man I want.”

Gary’s lips curled up into a grin that made him look almost arrogant. “Oh, I’m very confident in the fact that you want me, Hazel. I never doubt that, and you never do anything that makes me think I have to worry about you going with anybody else behind my back.”

He moved his hand down from my breast and slid it in the front of my shorts instead, his fingers teasing against my slick cunt lips. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as I surrendered to his touch, enjoying the warm sensations that flooded my body each time his fingertips brushed over my aching clit. When he lowered his head to brush kisses against my exposed neck, I let out another soft moan and wrapped my arms around him, wanting him to feel how much I desired him.

“Don’t stop,” I whimpered when his fingers moved away from my clit. But to my relief, he wasn’t finished with me yet. Instead, Gary slowly slid a finger into the welcoming heat of my pussy.

“Look how wet you are,” he growled in my ear, sending shivers of lust down my spine. “I think the way he was looking at you got you feeling needy and flustered, didn’t it?”

Even with the state I was in, whimpering and writhing as he fucked me with his finger, I still couldn’t bring myself to answer that question truthfully, so I tried my best to distract him instead. I pulled his shorts down to release his hard cock, and I wrapped my hand gently around his shaft to stroke him.

Gary went quiet for a long moment, except for the sounds of his low moans, and I thought my plan had worked. He rocked his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my hand, my fingers quickly growing slick with his precum.

“What if I told you I thought it was hot to see the way you two were staring at each other this morning?”

My husband’s words shocked me so much that I pulled my hand away from his cock and almost forgot about the finger that was lodged deep inside my pussy.

“You did?” I asked, trying to stop my voice coming out as a screech.

“Of course. You looked so beautiful when you were blushing and speechless. And I knew he wanted you. There is something so fucking hot about knowing you are my wife, but other men crave you, Hazel. I guess it’s an ego boost, because I know how much you love and want me while they are practically drooling over my woman.”

I grew more breathless as I listened to him. Seeing how aroused he was right now was having an effect on me, and when he grabbed my hand and brought it back to his cock, I didn’t even try to fight it. I enclosed my hand around him once more and began rubbing his shaft a little more vigorously, enjoying the way he was throbbing with my touch.

“See,” he groaned, “feel how much it turned me on to watch you two. I was rock fucking hard the entire time.”

Gary began thrusting his finger into my pussy again, even sliding a second digit in with the first to stretch me a little more. I spread my legs wider for him, giving him easier access to my needy cunt. The harder he pumped his fingers, the faster I stroked his cock. It wasn’t long before we were both trembling and moaning, getting closer to the edge of ecstasy.

“Imagine what it would have done to you if I’d flirted with him,” I teased quietly, unsure if he’d even heard me over his panting and moaning. But he did hear my words, and his dick pulsed so wildly that I was almost certain he was about to blow his load.

“I want to see that,” he groaned. “When we go over tonight, you should wear something that shows a lot of skin and then flirt with him. It would be so damn sexy.”

At that moment, Gary twisted his hand slightly so he could rub my clit with his thumb while still thrusting his fingers hard and deep into my pussy. The extra stimulation took my breath away as he pushed me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I had no idea what had got into Gary, but something niggled inside me, whispering that he wanted a whole lot more than he was admitting to.

“Tell me,” I whispered in his ear. “What is it that you really want, Gary? There’s more, isn’t there?”

“Fuck yes,” he moaned. “Do you remember that fantasy I told you about three years ago on our honeymoon?”

I wracked my brain for a moment, trying to remember what he was talking about. Of course, the way he was expertly building the pleasure at my core was making it hard to think straight. But then it suddenly hit me.

“Oh!” I gasped, not sure what else to say.

“You remember, don’t you?” Gary asked while sliding his fingers out of me.

I whined quietly, disappointed by the fact he hadn’t even made me cum before stopping, but my mind was reeling too much to be able to protest properly. “You want to watch me fuck another man?”

Just hearing the words was enough to make him moan. “Fuck yes. You are literally the sexiest woman on the planet, Hazel. Watching you in the throes of pleasure would be insanely hot. And watching you on your knees with a big hard cock in your mouth is an image that goes through my mind all the time. But the question is... would you want that?”

I stared up at my husband, shocked by what he was saying, while also feeling incredibly aroused. “But I didn’t think you meant it. You mentioned it once when we were in bed, but never talked about it again afterwards.”

“That’s because I wasn’t sure what you would think about the idea, but I never stopped fantasising about it. And seeing the attraction between you two today just made me crave it even more.” Gary paused for a moment, looking down into my eyes. “Maybe Connor could be the one. The other man you fuck while I watch.”

“I... maybe.” My mind was racing, and it was getting more and more difficult to string a coherent sentence together. “Wouldn’t that be cheating, though?”

“Not at all,” he answered quickly. “You would have my permission to fuck him, and do whatever else you wanted with him. But, obviously, only if you want that. If you don’t, then nothing happens.”

“I need some time to think about this,” I said. “This is all so unexpected, and I don’t know what I want to do.”

“But you were attracted to him, Hazel?”

Looking up at him, I knew he wanted me to be honest. “I was. I mean, I am.”

Another soft moan escaped him with my admission. “Then how about this? We don’t need to decide anything right now. Why don’t we just go and have dinner with him tonight and get to know him a bit more? If you like him, and still feel that attraction for him, we can talk about it again. And if you don’t, then we can just forget about this conversation.”

“I... I guess that’s the best plan. No pressure. Just a nice dinner.” I suddenly realised my fingers were still wrapped around his cock, although I had been so distracted by our conversation that I’d forgotten to do anything more than hold it gently.

“Perfect,” he said, smiling down at me. “I need to go shower and get ready for work, then tonight, we go have dinner with Connor.

He leaned down to kiss my lips hard, then turned and walked out of the kitchen, leaving me wondering what the hell had just happened.

[image: ]

THE DAY SEEMED TO DRAG by so slowly. I went to buy groceries and tried to keep myself busy with some last little bits of unpacking that were left. But no matter what I did, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Gary was suggesting. Could I really go through with sleeping with another man? I wasn’t sure.

One thing I was absolutely certain about was that every time I thought about Connor, a warm rush of arousal would flood my body. Several times during the day, I found myself fantasising about Connor’s lips on mine, or his hands moving over my body. And every time that happened, I had to fight the urge to run to the bed and fuck myself senseless with my dildo. I had been horny as hell all day, and by the time Gary got home from work, I was almost ready to jump on him.

Unfortunately, he was late home because a car accident on the highway meant he got caught in a lot of traffic, so my plans for a quickie before we left to visit Connor were ruined.

“Hey Hazel,” Gary said as he rushed through the front door. “Are you ready to go?”

I stepped out of the living room into the hallway, and his jaw dropped when he saw what I was wearing. Even though I’d tried to go for more of a casual look, apparently the short skirt and low-cut, tight-fitting sweater I’d chosen was an effective combination. Gary’s eyes roamed over my body, and I noticed the way they lingered on my cleavage and the expanse of thigh that was showing. I wasn’t sure what made me pick such a revealing outfit, but I had a feeling my flustered and horny state had something to do with it.

“I am. But maybe I should choose something else to wear?”

All of a sudden, I was worried about looking too slutty in front of our neighbour. Plus, if Gary kept looking at me the way he was, I couldn’t even promise we’d make it to dinner because I would end up dragging him to bed instead.

“No!” he said quickly, almost shouting the word in his eagerness to get it out. “Definitely don’t change. You look perfect. And hot. Besides, I told you to wear something revealing.”

Gary stepped closer, wrapping his arms around me and placing his hands on my ass, gripping the flesh of my cheeks firmly. Unsurprisingly, he was hard again, and I wriggled against him. A growl escaped him, but he quickly released me and stepped back.

“Give me ten minutes to shower and get changed, then we can go.”

I let out a frustrated sigh as he ran up the stairs, taking two at a time. If Gary didn’t fuck me long and hard when we got home from Connor’s, then I was going to be seriously pissed. My entire body was already on fire, aching for attention, and I still had to get through an evening with our sinfully gorgeous neighbour. I had no doubt I would be a wanton mess by the time we got home.

I paced while I waited for him to finishing getting ready, wondering if I had time to give myself a quick orgasm while Gary was in the shower. But just as I decided to at least try to get some relief before we left, my husband came bouncing down the stairs.

“Let’s go!” he said, grabbing my hand and pulling me out the door towards Connor’s place.

Gary and I arrived at his front door at the same time as the pizza delivery guy. We all stood there awkwardly while waiting for the door to open.

As soon as Connor appeared, it suddenly grew hard to breathe again. If he was this good at taking my breath away, I had no idea how I’d survive a night in his bed. With a brisk shake of my head, I tried to get rid of those thoughts. We were just here for dinner and a pleasant evening. Not for anything sordid.

But when I lifted my gaze to Connor’s face, I knew I was doomed. He was staring openly at my legs in a way that made me fidget. He was completely ignoring the pizza guy and my husband as he stared shamelessly at my body. My face grew hot, and I was pretty certain the little whimper I’d heard had actually come from me.

“Hi, Connor,” I said, smiling nervously as I tried to pull his attention away from my legs and make him aware there were three people stood on his doorstep.

He blinked rapidly, then dragged his gaze up my body, and just as Gary had done not so long ago, his eyes lingered on my generous cleavage for a few long moments. Once he reached my face, he smiled.

“Hi, Hazel. And Gary. It’s good to see you both.” Connor opened the door wider to let us in, and we stepped inside while he grabbed the pizzas. He closed the front door, then turned to us again, although he seemed to find it hard to stop staring at me. “I wasn’t sure what you guys liked, so I just ordered a few different ones for us to share.

“Sounds great!” Gary answered. “We’re not fussy eaters, so I’m sure we’ll love whatever you ordered.”

“Great,” Connor replied. “Let’s go sit down and eat, then.”

He turned and walked through to the living room, and I followed along with my husband beside me. When I looked up at Gary, though, I noticed his face was flushed, and his eyes were dark with lust. It seemed he was just as aroused as I was, and I wondered how we were going to get through this evening.
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WHILE WE ALL HAD FOOD to distract us, the evening went much more smoothly than I had been expecting. We all made polite small talk and got to know each other better. Besides the occasional side glance from Connor at my legs, he was behaving like the perfect gentleman. Although, if I was being honest with myself, I didn’t want him to be a gentleman. Whenever his eyes were on me, my entire body tingled with longing, filling me with a heat that was so intense I thought I might combust.

When the meal was over, Gary wrapped an arm around me and I snuggled into his side as we sat on the couch together. Connor was sitting in the armchair opposite, watching us intently. Gary’s hand on my thigh brought the other man’s attention back down to my long legs. Even though I had been worried about my outfit choice, I was now glad I’d chosen the short skirt. Connor seemed fixated on my legs, and I loved his attention.

“You really are a lucky guy, Gary,” he said, still watching my husband’s hand as it stroked gently up and down my thigh. “Hazel is really beautiful.”

Gary shifted slightly beside me, and I had no doubt the conversation was affecting him just as much as it was me. “Thank you. I feel incredibly lucky to have her as my wife. As you can see, I have trouble keeping my hands off her.”

Connor chuckled and nodded, finally lifting his gaze to our faces. His eyes met mine as he spoke. “I’m not surprised. I would have trouble with that if she were mine, too.”

Another whimper escaped me, and Gary suddenly gripped my thigh a little more firmly. It took me a moment to realise he was gently pulling my legs further apart, but I didn’t fight it. If he wanted to show me off to our neighbour, I didn’t mind. We were all getting off on the sexual tension that was now filling the air, and I was surprised to hear a small moan coming from Connor as he noticed what my husband was doing.

“I’m almost tempted to ask if you ever share your wife with other men, Gary, but I doubt I’d ever be that lucky.” Connor laughed, acting as if he was making a joke, but we all knew he wasn’t.

“Well, it’s something we’ve talked about a bit,” I said without thinking, and I wasn’t sure which one of us was more shocked by the words that slipped out of me.

“Is that right?” Connor asked, looking at Gary.

My husband nodded briskly. “It is. Watching my wife with another man has been a big fantasy of mine for as long as I can remember. She’s beautiful, and I know it would be so hot to watch her fucking someone else. It would be like watching my perfect porn.” He chuckled a little, obviously embarrassed by his confession.

“I can understand that,” Connor said with a smile. “Any porn with Hazel in would be my favourite as well.” He flashed us both a wicked grin that had me squirming in my seat. Given the fact that we hadn’t run at the first mention of sharing me, Connor was growing more confident. “And how do you feel about this, Hazel? Is it something you would like to try?”

I thought it over for a long moment, feeling conflicted. My husband was perfect for me, and I loved him with all my heart. But there was no denying the way my body was reacting to Connor. I was feeling like a horny teenager all over again. I mean, if I could have both–my husband and one hot night with my neighbour–wouldn’t I be crazy to pass that up? But what if it affected my relationship with Gary? I’d never forgive myself.

Unsure what to do, I turned towards my husband, nibbling nervously on my lower lip. As if he could read my fears, he pulled me closer and pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead.

“This is entirely your decision, love. It is not cheating, and I won’t be mad at you if you want to go for this. But if you don’t want it, or you’re not ready, then that’s fine, too.”

“But you would like to watch me with Connor?” I asked, still needing more reassurance that I wasn’t wrong for feeling such intense sexual attraction towards the other man.

“I think it would be a dream come true to watch you with him. But only if it’s what you want. If you don’t enjoy it, then it isn’t going to be fun for any of us.” He leaned closer, whispering in my ear so Connor wouldn’t hear the next words. “I love you with all my heart, and nothing will ever change that, Hazel. I just want you to be happy, and to be showered with all the attention you deserve.”

Apparently, those were the exact words I needed to hear to soothe my fears. I would never want to do anything to lose Gary’s love. Especially when he was so willing to let me have my cake and eat it, too. Men like him were incredibly rare.

I turned to Connor, who was patiently waiting while my husband and I discussed it, and I was finally ready to answer his question. “It’s definitely something I’d like to try, Connor,” I said, without the slightest hint of hesitation in my voice. “So long as it’s what you want as well.”

The moan that came from my husband as I came to my decision made me feel even more confident about what I’d chosen to do. It did genuinely sound as though he was turned on by what was happening.

Connor grinned at me. “Oh, it’s definitely what I want. In fact, I haven’t been able to think of anything else ever since I met you this morning. So come sit with me, and we can see what happens.”

With one last look towards Gary, who nodded his encouragement, I stood from the couch and walked towards Connor. I paused for a moment as I realised he was sitting in an armchair so it was impossible to sit next to him, but he grabbed my hand and tugged me into his lap instead. With one arm wrapped around my waist, he pulled me close to him, and I had to work hard to hold back a whimper.

Being this close, I could feel the heat emanating from him through our clothes, and the way the muscles of his powerful frame rippled with each movement. He placed his other hand on my thigh, giving a gentle squeeze.

“I haven’t been able to stop staring at your legs all evening, Hazel. I kept hoping that perhaps if I stared enough, I would get a glimpse of your panties, but I wasn’t lucky enough for that. Until now.”

He slid his hand up my leg, pushing my skirt up with it, then pulled my thighs apart, exposing the white lace panties I was wearing. A shiver of lust ran down my spine as he took in the sight of my panties. I squirmed in his lap, gasping as I felt his hard rod pressing against my ass cheeks.

“Keep wriggling like that, sweetheart, and I’ll have to forget about the foreplay altogether and just take you right now.”

I moaned softly and wriggled some more, spreading my legs wider for him. Connor laughed and looked over at Gary. “Is your wife always this much of a tease?” he asked.

My husband grinned back. “Always. I’m constantly fucking hard whenever she is around.”

“Hey!” I said to Gary, laughing a little myself. “That’s not my fault. You just have no self-control.”

“I can’t say I blame him,” Connor said as his hand moved higher up my thigh until his fingertips were brushing against the wet gusset of my panties. “A body like yours is just begging to be touched by any man you desire.”

Tingles radiated outward from my core with his touch, and my wriggling increased as I tried to rub myself against his fingers. The arousal I’d been feeling all day had me acting wantonly, desperate for any touch that would bring me the pleasure I’d been craving.

“I desire your touch, Connor,” I whimpered, feeling bold as he looked at me with dark lust burning in his eyes.

“Is that so?” he asked. Although it must have only been a rhetorical question, because he was sliding my panties to one side before I could even form a response.

Connor’s fingers brushed against my bare folds, leaving me gasping for air as sensations flooded my body. I glanced over at Gary, who was staring at the spot between my thighs where another man was touching me. The front of his pants were tented over his huge erection, and he was rubbing at his cock through his clothing. Oh yeah, he definitely seemed to be enjoying this.

Suddenly, Connor pulled his fingers away from my pussy, and I whimpered in protest. If he wasn’t going to touch me, then I would touch him instead. I shifted slightly in his lap and moved my hand to his crotch, gently running my hand over his impressive bulge.

“Such a greedy girl,” he growled. “If you want my dick that badly, sweetheart, you should be on your knees already.”

Those words coaxed a loud moan from my husband, and I remembered what he’d said earlier about how he often thought of me sucking another man’s cock. I quickly scrambled to my knees. If this was what Gary needed, then I would happily give it to him. Especially if it meant that I would get a chance to worship this gorgeous man’s hard rod.

I unbuckled his belt, then opened the button and zip on his pants, working eagerly to free his cock. Once it was out of his pants, my mouth began watering at the sight of him. It was only a tiny bit bigger than Gary’s, but it had been a long time since I’d been this close to a dick that wasn’t my husband’s, and it felt so deliciously naughty to know I was about to suck off a guy who was practically a stranger.

Connor stroked his fingers through my hair, and I looked up at him, squirming on my knees. “Go ahead, sweetheart. It’s all yours tonight.”

Nibbling my lip, I looked over my shoulder at Gary, and when I was certain he was okay with what was happening, I leaned in and flicked my tongue against the bulbous head of Connor’s cock, delighting in the moan that came from him.

A drop of precum landed on my tongue, and his salty taste filled my senses. That was enough to trigger my hunger, and I wrapped my lips around him to suck vigorously. The moans that came from both men spurred me on, and I slid my lips up and down his shaft, taking him as deep as I could each time.

Connor tangled his fingers in my hair and helped guide the movements of my head as it bobbed in his lap, but he never forced me to take more than I could handle. His cock pulsed between my lips, letting me know how much he was enjoying my attention.

Unable to resist any longer, I reached down between my thighs to rub at myself through my soaked panties. My moans filled the air too, as tingles of pleasure spread through my entire body. But after a moment, Connor was nudging my hand out of the way with his foot, leaving me denied again. A frustrated groan leaked out around his cock as I continued to suck.

“If you want to cum, sweetheart, it will be me making it happen tonight. Understood?” Connor’s voice was a low growl that only increased the heat between my thighs.

I nodded my head quickly, unable to respond any other way when my mouth was already so full.

“Good,” Connor replied, as he tugged on my hair to pull me up off his dick. I whined quietly, torn between the urge to keep sucking and the desire to beg him to fuck me. “Now go sit on the couch beside your husband and take off your panties. Then spread your legs wide and show me how ready you are for me.”

I quickly jumped up to my feet, eager for the kind of attention that required no panties, and moved over to the couch. Before sitting down, I lifted my skirt and pulled down my underwear, leaving them on the floor while I sat down. When my legs were spread wide, Connor’s hungry gaze landed between my thighs and a shiver of longing moved over me.

“Actually, I want you out of that sweater and bra, too. I want to see those luscious tits of yours.”

Gary reached over, quickly helping me out of all my clothes except my skirt, which remained around my waist. Something about my husband helping me get naked for another man was strangely arousing, and when we were finished, I leaned over to kiss Gary hard on the lips, wanting him to know I still craved him even though I was about to let another man take me. He kissed me back hungrily, plunging his tongue into my mouth in a claiming way, then he pulled back when we were both breathless.

During the kiss, Connor had moved closer and was now on his knees between my legs, staring at my slick honeypot like he was a starved man. With a moan, I leaned back on the couch and spread my legs wider. I ached for his tongue, and it took all my willpower not to reach out and pull his head between my thighs.

It seemed Connor wanted to take it slow, brushing his lips tenderly along my inner thighs, moving from one side to the other to lavish both legs with attention. By the time he reached my dripping pussy, I was writhing uncontrollably, so fucking desperate to feel his mouth on me properly. He lifted his eyes to me, looking up at me from between my thighs with a wicked grin on his lips.

“Please,” I moaned, lifting my hips slightly in my effort to push against those soft lips, but he pulled back just enough that I couldn’t reach. Another frustrated groan escaped me.

Fingertips brushed against my folds, making my pussy quiver in anticipation for a split second, before Connor sank those fingers deep into my pussy. I moaned loudly and arched my back, relief filling me as my needy little cunt was finally getting the attention it had been aching for all day. My eyelids fluttered closed as I got lost in the sensation of Connor’s thick digits filling me over and over, fucking me in a steady rhythm that caused my toes to curl.

But when Connor lowered his head and suckled voraciously on my clit, it was enough to send fireworks shooting through my body. Pleasure exploded within me, making me shudder and moan loudly, filling every single cell of my body with an intense white light. I felt an arm around my waist and realised my husband was holding me while another man unleashed an overwhelming climax within me.

Connor kept pumping his fingers hard and fast into my pussy, drawing out the pleasure for as long as he could while continuing to suck and lick at my clit. That little button quickly grew too sensitive, and I had to wriggle away from his mouth. He kept his fingers deep in my soaked cunt, though, while I tried to catch my breath, slowly pumping them in and out.

“Oh god,” I moaned, over and over, unable to figure out how to say anything else.

“Are you ready for my cock now, Hazel?” Connor asked, slowly drawing his fingers out of me so he could free his erection from his pants once more.

“Fuck, yes,” I answered with great enthusiasm, nodding my head vigorously, which made Connor laugh.

“Good, because your pussy felt so damn good around my fingers that I don’t think I can wait any longer to find out how good it feels gripping my cock.”

He held the base of his shaft and lined the head up with my dripping entrance. I squirmed needily, feeling how big he was and knowing he was going to stretch my tight hole in the best possible way.

Connor moved his hips forward, slowly plunging into my wet and welcoming sheath. I let out a soft moan. His cock felt even better than I’d expected, and I pulled my knees up towards my chest to open myself up and allow him to sink even deeper.

“Fuck, you feel so damn good, sweetheart,” he moaned as he began pumping his hips. My inner walls gripped him tight, and I could feel every pulse of his dick as he slid in and out of me.

Gary leaned closer, whispering in my ear. “You look so fucking hot, my love. Give yourself to him. Let him make you feel good.” He reached out, cupping one bare breast in his hand, caressing it gently. His fingers brushed against the hard little buds, sending even more tendrils of pleasure through my body and down to that spot between my thighs that was currently being pounded by another man’s cock.

The pleasure was building steadily, pushing me towards the crescendo I was desperate for. “Harder,” I moaned breathlessly. “Fuck me harder. Please.”

I wanted him to fuck me so hard I’d be sore for days. Nothing less would do.

Connor grinned down at me as he gripped my legs and began jack hammering into my quivering pussy. “With pleasure, sweetheart. And I’m not going to stop until you are screaming my name.”

It wasn’t going to be long before that was happening, with the way he was slamming into my body so damn hard, and with the attention Gary was giving to my breasts. He was pinching and tugging at my nipples in the way I loved, adding to the sensations growing within me.

After only a few more hard thrusts, I was shattering apart, gripping the couch cushions hard in my fingers as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me. It took me a moment to realise the screams bouncing around the room were coming from me as I lost all control and gave myself completely to my climax.

My pussy squeezed tight around Connor’s cock, gripping him even harder than I had been, and he quickly followed me over the precipice into blissful oblivion. His loud grunts and moans joined my own sounds, creating an orchestra from our pleasure.

He gave one last brutal thrust of his hips before collapsing on top of me, breathing heavily. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close, while turning to look at my husband. Gary was watching us with an expression on his face that I could neither recognise nor understand. When he realised I was watching him, my husband smiled and stroked my hair tenderly.

Connor lifted up off me, then slowly slid out of my pussy. It was only now I realised that we hadn’t used protection, and I could feel his warm cum seeping from my well used pussy.

“I think you should attend to your husband, sweetheart. Look how hard he is after watching us.”

I lowered my gaze to Gary’s lap, and sure enough, he was rock hard, his cock pressing against his pants so ferociously I was worried the zip was going to break.

“Sure,” I said with a wicked grin on my face. “I would love to take care of you too, Gary.” I placed my hand on his thigh, slowly sliding it higher up his leg until my fingers brushed against his erection.

Gary smiled at me and took hold of my hand, gently bringing it away from the object of my desire. I tried to hide the little pout that instinctively wanted to form as he denied me what I wanted.

“Thank you for tonight, Connor,” my husband said. “But if you don’t mind, I’m going to take my wife home now.”

While there was no coldness to his tone, a part of me worried, anyway. Had he changed his mind a little too late? Was he going to be mad at me for sleeping with someone else? Or was he going to find it difficult to love me anymore after seeing me with another man? I kept trying to catch his eye, looking for any kind of signal that something was wrong, but he was wearing his poker face.

“Of course,” Connor said. “Thank you for letting me enjoy your wife. And I have to say that I really enjoyed her.”

Gary held out his hand and pulled me up onto my feet, then he helped me get into my clothes. My legs were still trembling from the intense orgasms Connor had given me, so I was grateful for his assistance.

After giving Connor a brief kiss on the cheek, Gary and I began our short walk home. My heart was pounding, and I couldn’t think of a single thing to say. But if he was mad at me when we got home, I knew I’d accept it and beg for his forgiveness. And promise him it would never happen again. He was the man I loved. Whatever had happened with our neighbour was just meant to be fun, and I’d only agreed to it because I thought it was going to be fun for all three of us.

Gary closed the front door behind us and turned towards me. His eyes were dark as he slowly walked towards me.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I promise it won’t happen again. I thought you were enjoying it, too.”

Before I knew what was happening, Gary had me pinned against the wall, sweeping my feet off the floor so that I had to wrap my arms and legs around him. His mouth was on mine, kissing me with an intense hunger we hadn’t experienced since the early days of our relationship.

He pushed his hips forward, grinding his hard cock against my pelvis through our clothes in a way that had us both moaning into the kiss.

Now I understood what he’d been feeling. He just wanted to be in the privacy of our new home when he surrendered to the lust he was feeling.

We clawed at each other’s clothes, quickly peeling away the layers that acted as a barrier between our bodies. And when we were both naked, he pushed into me, impaling me with the thick length of his hard shaft.

He pounded into me, taking me with an animalistic ferocity that was driving me wild. I held onto him tightly, begging him to give it to me harder, which he willingly did. Another orgasm was blossoming, and I was helpless to hold it back.

My entire body shuddered violently as I gave myself to the intense pleasure, screaming even louder than I had done with Connor. The climax consumed me, taking my breath away with each new wave of bliss that swept over me.

Then Gary roared as he succumbed to his orgasm, flooding me with the warmth of his own seed while he continued to pound my quivering pussy at a merciless pace.

When we were sated, we held onto each other, breathing heavily.

“You weren’t mad at me?” I asked timidly, hiding my face in the crook of his neck.

Gary laughed softly and squeezed me tighter. “Not at all, Hazel. I loved every damn minute of it, and don’t be surprised if I invite Connor over for dinner at ours one day soon. I just needed to be inside you. And I wanted it to be in private. But did you enjoy tonight, my love?”

My face was burning when I nodded my head slowly. “I did. But knowing you were with me was what made it so perfect. I don’t think I’d want to do that kind of thing on my own.”

He kissed my temple tenderly. “Then I promise to always stay with you whenever we are exploring this with other men. And I’m more than happy with that. I loved watching you with him.”

“So we’re really going to do this again?” I asked.

“Of course. Whenever you want to, Hazel. It will always be your decision whether or not you want anything to happen with someone else. I will never force you. I want you to be pleasured, and to feel sexy and desired.”

With a smile on my face, I held him tighter. “Thank you,” was all I could say as I became overwhelmed with love and gratitude for my perfect husband.


[image: ]

The Helpful Hotwife
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It was almost 11pm by the time Gary got home and I was already settled in bed, reading a book. He always told me I didn’t have to wait up for him, but the truth was that I hated going to sleep when I wasn’t wrapped up in his arms.

“Did you have a good night?” I asked, as he entered the room, already stripping off his shirt. I grinned as I watched him, feeling the usual warmth between my thighs as he got undressed.

“Yeah, it was a good night,” he said, making his way over to the bed to kiss my forehead. “I won a few games, and might have lost a couple as well.” He chuckled to himself as he disappeared into the en-suite bathroom. The sound of him brushing his teeth emerged a few seconds later.

Every Thursday night, he’d meet up for a poker night with some of the other guys who lived in the neighbourhood. We’d only moved in a month ago, but everyone had been very welcoming so far. Especially Connor, next door.

A couple of days after we’d moved in, we’d gone to have dinner with him, and the night had taken an unexpected turn with me fucking Connor while my husband watched. It had been a great night, and we had done it again a couple of time since, but it wasn’t a regular arrangement. It did always give me an illicit thrill though whenever I saw him, knowing he was the man who’d first turned me into a hotwife.

I hadn’t slept with anyone else since becoming Gary’s hotwife, although my husband and I had discussed it occasionally. We just weren’t sure how to make it happen.

Gary returned from the bathroom and flopped down onto the bed beside me before covering himself with the blanket. I put my book down and looked at him. For some reason, he wouldn’t make eye contact, and I was instantly curious.

“Did something happen tonight, Gary? You’re acting strange.”

When he didn’t answer straight away, my curiosity was piqued even more. But I waited patiently for him to tell me what was going on.

“My friend, Will, do you know him?” he asked. I looked at him with a confused expression, so he continued. “He’s the guy with a German Shepherd. We see him sometimes in the morning, walking his dog.”

“Oh, yes!” I said. “I know him now. I don’t think I’ve ever said anything more than an occasional hello to him, though. What about him?”

“Well, he was telling us guys about a problem he’s got. It’s his birthday tomorrow, and his sister is throwing him a big party at his house because it’s his fortieth.”

“That doesn’t sound like much of a problem. In fact, it sounds like his sister is very thoughtful.”

“Oh, she is,” Gary replied. “But it’s not his sister who is the problem. It’s his mother. She’s obsessed with the fact that he should be settled down with a nice woman by now, but he’s perfectly happy living the life of a bachelor. So he’s worried she’s going to cause a scene tomorrow night in front of everybody. Apparently, she likes to do that.”

I wrinkled my nose as I listened. “Will’s a fully grown man, and he’s capable of making his own choices. It sounds like she needs to learn to butt out of other people’s business.”

“I know. And usually Will would be happy to tell her that. But he just wants to avoid drama at his party because his sister has gone through so much trouble to organise it for him. So somebody suggested that maybe he could find a fake girlfriend for the night just to keep the peace.”

I chuckled. “I suppose that could work. But where are you guys going to find a fake girlfriend at this short notice?”

Gary didn’t answer straight away. Instead, he looked at me and offered me a sheepish smile. Suddenly, everything clicked into place.

“You told him I’d be his fake girlfriend, didn’t you?” I asked, my voice rising indignantly.

“Actually, it was Connor who first suggested you’d be a good candidate. But I agreed with him, and I might have put your name forward for it. Please, love. It would really help Will out.”

“What would I be expected to do?” I asked.

“Just stay with him all evening and do regular girlfriend stuff. Dance with him sometimes, laugh at his jokes, and look at him adoringly whenever his parents are watching.”

I considered it for a moment. “I guess that doesn’t sound so bad. But what’s in it for me?”

Gary grinned at me and moved down beneath the blanket. When I felt gentle kisses on my thighs, I spread my legs and welcomed him between them. He lifted my silk nightdress higher and pressed a firm kiss over my mound through my panties. “Do you think this might help sway your decision?” he asked, looking up at me from between my legs.

I couldn’t help but laugh at him. My husband could be goofy sometimes, but I loved him. “Make me cum hard enough and I will be the perfect pretend girlfriend for Will tomorrow.”

He grinned up at me. “Challenge accepted.”

With dextrous fingers, Gary pulled my panties to one side before lowering his mouth down to on my lower lips. He licked and sucked on slick folds, teasing my aching flesh until I was writhing wildly and aching for more. My clit throbbed while my husband focused his attention everywhere but that sensitive little button.

“I need to cum,” I moaned. “Please, love.”

Even though he continued to ignore my clit, he slid two fingers into my dripping honeypot and slowly pumped them, curling the digits just enough to graze that sweet spot deep inside. My body shuddered involuntarily as the sensations increased, slowly building up to the orgasm I craved.

“I want you to go to that party with Will,” Gary said, and I was surprised by how breathless his voice was. “And I want you to do all the things a real girlfriend would do. Everything.”

It took a moment for the words his words to sink in, but when they did, I gasped and lifted my head from the pillow to look down at Gary. “You want me to fuck Will?”

“Yes,” he groaned. “I love watching you with Connor, but I think Will would be perfect for you too, Hazel. You deserve to have as many men as you desire devoted to your pleasure.”

I moaned and dropped my head back again, letting the heat created by his fingers seep through my entire body.

“I realise you don’t know him yet,” Gary continued, “and if you decide tomorrow night that you don’t feel enough chemistry with him for it to happen, I completely understand. But just know that if you like him, you have my blessing to do whatever you want with him.”

With a whimper, I nodded my head. “Thank you, love. You really do spoil me so much with all this attention from other men.”

“I just love seeing you being pleasured like that. You are so damn hot. So beautiful.”

Gary began pumping his fingers harder, rubbing vigorously at my g-spot. At the same time, he lowered his mouth to my clit, sucking the bud into his mouth while flicking his tongue against it rapidly.

My world shattered apart in an explosion of colour as my orgasm hit me hard. Waves of pleasure pulsed through my body, creating uncontrollable shudders. I rocked my hips, working myself against his mouth and fingers, moving instinctively as I lost all control of myself.

Gary kept going until my climax had faded and I was gasping for air. He slowly slipped his fingers out of me and pressed one last gentle kiss against my clit, before crawling up the bed and wrapping his arms around me.

I nuzzled into his body, soaking up the heat emanating from him. “I’ll do it,” I said. “It sounds like a lot of fun.”

My husband grinned. “It will be. I’ll make sure you don’t regret helping Will.”
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THE NEXT DAY, I LEFT early for the party, wearing a modest cream coloured dress with tiny blue flowers over it. It only showed a bit of cleavage, and the flared skirt came down to my knees. Perhaps it wasn’t a dress made for seduction, but it was perfect for impressing his parents.

When Will opened his front door to find me standing there, a wide smile spread across his face. I’d always noticed he was good looking, but knowing he was so happy to see me created some excited flutters between my thighs.

“Hi, Will,” I said, smiling up at him. “Happy birthday!”

“Thank you, Hazel. And thank you for offering to help me. You have no idea how much drama you will be saving me from tonight.” He laughed, and the sound sent a thrill running down my spine.

Damn, I had a feeling I was really going to enjoy being his girlfriend during the party. Will exuded a sexy confidence while managing to remain completely laid back. It made me wonder what he would be like in the bedroom.

He stepped back and let me in. “When will everyone else be arriving?” I asked.

“My sister will be here in a few minutes to start setting things up, so you got here just in time.” Will smiled down at me, letting his eyes move over my body in a way that had me burning up. “You look beautiful. All the men will be jealous of me tonight with you on my arm.”

I shifted from foot to foot, all too aware of the flutters in my core. Knowing that something might happen tonight was only adding to the sparks between us. I knew Gary had come over to talk to him earlier in the day, to let him know that he was free to treat me like a real girlfriend this evening, and although I didn’t know exactly what had been said, apparently he had seemed very interested.

Will stepped closer and placed his hands on my hips, pulling me towards him before dipping his head to press his lips against mine. As soon as he did so, the sparks between us ignited, and I threw my arms around his neck while parting my lips, inviting him to deepen the kiss.

His tongue plunged into my mouth, seeking mine, and I moaned against his lips. That sound of pleasure seemed to spur him on as he pulled me against his powerful body and kissed me so hard I had a feeling I was going to have to reapply my lipstick afterwards. I didn’t care, though. The way he claimed my mouth hard had my heart pounding and my pussy quivering in anticipation of what was going to happen later in the evening.

“Awww, this is cute and all, but maybe you guys could make out later when I’m not watching.”

The voice surprised me and I jumped back, my face hot as I smoothed out my dress and tried to make it look like nothing had been happening.

Will just laughed and walked towards the woman who was standing in the doorway holding a box of supplies. He took the box from her and held it with one arm, while wrapping her up in a big hug with the other. I assumed it was his sister, and I smiled over at her.

“Hi,” I said, feeling more than a little flustered.

As soon as Will let go of her, she rushed over to me and threw her arms around me as if we were old friends being reunited. “I’m so pleased to meet you, Hazel. I’m Sarah, Will’s sister. And I can’t believe he’s been keeping you a secret from all of us! How long have you been dating?”

I opened my mouth to speak, then realised I had no idea how to respond. Will and I had been too busy making out to work out our story. Luckily, he came to my rescue.

“About six months now,” he answered as he came to stand behind me, pulling me back against him. I bit my lip to stop a whimper escaping. Judging by the hard bulge that was pressing against my ass cheeks, Will was definitely interested in having me as a real girlfriend for the night.

I tried to ignore the lust that was building rapidly inside me, making it hard to focus on what was happening. With a smile on my flushed face, I nodded quickly, agreeing with Will even though I’d already forgotten what he’d said.

The hour before the party rushed by as the three of us worked together to prepare everything. But that didn’t stop Will taking me into his arms and kissing me at every opportunity. Every time, he kissed me with such passion and sensuality that I was close to begging him to take me upstairs. My poor panties were soaked with arousal, and the ache between my thighs was growing more intense the longer I was with him. By the time the party guests started to arrive, I was so horny, I almost jumped on Gary when he walked in. Luckily, I remembered just in time that I was here as Will’s date and I was supposed to pretend I didn’t know my husband.

Will introduced me to everybody as they arrived, and I did my best to remember names, but it was difficult in my aroused state. His parents were so sweet to me, but I made sure to stay near my date so that he could answer all their questions about our relationship. I didn’t want to slip up and say something wrong, but Will seemed completely in control of the situation. Which was something that turned me on even more. A man in control was always sexy as hell.

After we’d been chatting with his parents for about twenty minutes, Will placed his arm around my waist and pulled me close against his side. “Please excuse us,” he said to his mother, “but I’ve been dying to dance with my pretty girl all evening, and I don’t think I can wait any longer.”

His mother squealed and gave us both a big hug. “Of course, my dear!” she replied. “You two look so adorable together. I wouldn’t be surprised if I need to buy a mother-of-the-groom outfit soon! Now go and enjoy yourselves.”

She wandered away, heading towards the drinks table, quickly followed by her husband, who I didn’t think had said a word throughout the entire conversation. Which perhaps wasn’t surprising, considering how much she had been talking.

Will directed me to the middle of the living room where a few other couples were already dancing to the slow song that was playing. I spotted Gary standing in one corner, chatting to Connor while they both had a drink. My husband’s eyes were dark as he watched me begin slow dancing with his friend in front of everyone. With just one look, I could tell he was insanely turned on, and that knowledge made me feel even more aroused.

“Gary can’t stop staring at us,” Will whispered in my ear. “He really is enjoying watching us together, isn’t he?”

“He is,” I admitted, feeling a little flustered by Will’s closeness.

As we swayed, Will moved his hands lower, sliding them down my hips until he was cupping my ass cheeks. I whimpered softly, both surprised and excited by his touch. The tingling between my thighs that had been a constant ever since I’d arrived was now in overdrive as I imagined how those hands would feel against my bare ass, or maybe sliding between my thighs to rub my aching pussy.

Will grinned down at me, as if he could read my thoughts. “But would Gary really be okay with watching us together? I mean, I haven’t known him long, but he is a friend and I wouldn’t want to fuck that up.”

I chuckled. “Watching me with Connor didn’t do anything to their friendship. Look at them over in the corner together.”

His eyes widened, and I realised a little too late that Gary must not have told him about how he’d already watched me having sex with another man. “Oh wow. I didn’t realise. How many times has that happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Not many,” I said, feeling my face heat up as he asked. “Maybe three or four times. The first time was just a couple of days after Gary and I moved in.”

“I see. And those two are like best buds now.”

I nodded my head. “They are. So it’s not something that is going to cause a rift in your friendship, or in my relationship with Gary.”

Will lips curled up into a wicked grin. “And what about you, Hazel? Do you want to do this? There is absolutely no pressure from me if you don’t want to. But if you do, I’ll be dragging you up the stairs to my bedroom very soon.”

A whimper escaped me, and it took me a few moments to gather both the courage and the state of mind to answer his question. “I do want this, Will.” I said it with every bit of arousal and sincerity that I felt, so he would have no doubt about just how much I wanted this.

His eyes darkened, and if I wasn’t mistaken, he let out a small moan that was only just hidden by the music. “Then let’s go,” he said, grabbing my hand and pulling me towards the stairs.

“But wait, what about your party?” I asked, looking around at all the guests who seemed happy chatting and drinking in small groups.

“They won’t miss me. Besides, as the birthday boy, I get to do what I want, right?” He flashed me a grin so wicked it made my toes curl.

“I guess you’re right. But what about Gary?” I turned to look over at my husband and noticed he was watching us and moving away from the corner he had been occupying with Connor.

“Don’t worry, Hazel. We’ve got it all planned out. He knows that if he sees me take you upstairs, then he is to wait a minute or two, then follow us up.”

“Okay then,” I said, and followed him upstairs, looking over at Gary to make sure he knew I wanted him to follow soon. He gave a brisk nod of his head, letting me know he would be coming with us, and I moved more quickly behind Will.

He led me down the corridor, straight to his bedroom, and I would have taken a moment to look around if he hadn’t pushed me back against the wall and kissed me hard on the lips. I melted, parting my lips for Will to give him entrance. He took full advantage, claiming my mouth with a deep kiss that left me breathless.

After a few long moments, Will pulled his lips from mine, and I noticed we were both breathing heavily. “I’ve been wanting to kiss you properly all evening,” he said, his voice low and raspy.

I whimpered softly. “And here I was, thinking you had been kissing me as often as you could ever since I’d got here.”

Will laughed and shook his head. “Those weren’t proper kisses. I wanted more kisses like this one.”

His eyes darkened as he lowered his head once more, pressing his lips to mine and forcing them apart, devouring me with an intensity that literally took my breath away. In my position trapped between him and the wall, all I could do was surrender and writhe against him as my desire for Will grew overwhelming.

The sound of the door opening startled me, and I tried to pull my mouth away from Will’s, but he wouldn’t let me. He continued kissing me with the desperate hunger that we had both been feeling all night.

“It’s okay, Hazel,” Gary said, and I relaxed as I realised it was my husband who had entered the room. “It’s only me. You don’t have to stop. In fact, I’d really prefer it if you didn’t.” He chuckled to himself, and I heard the bedsprings squeak as he must have sat down.

I melted into the kiss once more, closing my eyes as I let Will take control. With his body pinning me against the wall, his hands were free to roam wherever he desired. He grasped my voluptuous tits firmly in his large hands, massaging them in a way that made my nipples harden into tight little buds. Tingles spread outwards from those sensitive buttons, heading straight for my pussy.

Needing his hands on my bare flesh, I reached behind and unzipped my dress, pulling the straps down until the garment slithered down my body and fell to the floor. Now there was only my lace bra in the way, but Will made quick work of tugging the cups down so that my tits were free, lifted by the lace beneath them as if they were begging for attention. And maybe they were.

Will finally broke the kiss and stepped back, and for a moment, I stumbled as I lost his support. He held my arm, helping to steady me as I regained my balance. But he couldn’t seem to draw his gaze away from my breasts.

“Holy shit,” he groaned. “I knew from that delicious flash of cleavage you’d been showing off all night that your tits would be perfect. But I’m pretty sure I could worship these beauties for hours.”

He reached out, cupping both breasts in his hands, being more gentle with them now than he had been a moment earlier. The way he handled them was almost reverent, and a shiver of lust ran down my spine.

When Will lowered his head, taking one hard nipple into his mouth, I moaned and tangled my fingers in his dark hair to hold him close. My eyes met Gary’s over the top of Will’s head, and I could see he was consumed with the same dark lust that I was feeling. He had already unfastened his pants and taken out his cock, and he was stroking his erection slowly.

I continued to watch my husband while Will lavished my breasts with attention, going back and forth between them to lick and suck at the hardened peaks. Tendrils of heat curled through my body, ending up between my thighs to create the most delicious ache.

After a few minutes, Will grew rougher with his ministrations, biting at one nipple while pinching the other between his fingers. The pain combined with the pleasure of his touch to leave me breathless, moaning loudly as I gripped his hair harder and tugged him closer to my curves.

Will released his grip on my nipple and slowly lowered his hand down my body, bringing it between my thighs to rub at my wet pussy through my panties. A gasp escaped me as his touch sent sparks shooting through my body. It felt so damn good that my legs trembled, and I was grateful for the wall behind me helping to keep me steady.

Gary was pumping his fist rapidly up and down the length of his cock while he watched, his moans mingling with mine in the room over the sounds of the party coming from below.

I writhed needily, doing what I could to rub my needy cunt against Will’s hand. “Please,” I moaned, when the craving became too overwhelming.

Will lifted his head, letting my nipple fall from his mouth with an audible pop. “What is it you want, Hazel? Tell me.”

“I need you inside me,” I whimpered, whispering the words as shame flooded me. Here I was, begging for another man to use me. A man who I barely knew. It felt delightfully dirty, and one glance over at my husband jerking frantically showed me how much he was loving it too.

Will pressed firmly at my mound, his finger against my clit, to bring my attention back to him. “Is it my finger you need? Or my cock?” he asked, his voice a low growl that caused another rush of heat to my pussy.

“Your cock,” I answered instantly, and I was rewarded with a moan from both men. “I want your cock inside me, Will. Please.”

His lips curled into a smirk, and I almost didn’t recognise the pathetic whining sound that came from somewhere deep inside me. “Not yet, Hazel. You don’t get to feel my cock in your pussy yet. First of all, I want to taste you.”

With that, Will sank to his knees in front of me and tugged down my panties, exposing my freshly waxed cunt. He moaned softly as he ran a finger along my folds, gathering the moisture that dripped from me. I watched wide-eyed while he brought that digit to his lips and licked it clean.

“Damn,” he groaned. “You taste as sweet as honey. And I want more.”

Will grabbed one of my legs and hooked it over his shoulder before leaning in to put his face between my thighs. He wasted no time lapping at my juices and suckling on the tender flesh. My body shivered as an intense rush of heat washed over me as a result of his expert attention.

I leaned back against the wall, using it for balance while forced to stand on one leg. As it was, that leg was trembling, the knee weak as it tried to support me while Will did sinfully wicked things with his tongue.

Will looked up at me while devouring my cunt, and I couldn’t pull my gaze away. They held such lust that I felt like the most desired woman in the world. And knowing my husband was watching us, stroking his cock as if he was watching the hottest porn imaginable, also had its effect on me.

With their devoted attention, I grew more wanton, grinding myself against Will’s mouth in my desperation to get off. His moans against my folds only increased the sensations until I was frantic with my need for the orgasm that was growing steadily closer.

When I was on the brink, Will plunged two fingers into my soaked pussy, pumping them rapidly while he sucked on my clit. That was more than enough to send me crashing into my climax, my moans filling the room while my body shuddered violently with each ecstatic wave of bliss.

Will didn’t let up until he managed to draw out every bit of pleasure he could from me. I was leaning back against the wall, breathing heavily, my entire body feeling flushed and damp with sweat.

He placed my foot back down on the ground, then stood slowly. It was only then I realised my eyes were still tightly clamped shut, and I opened them, glancing up at Will, whose mouth was glistening with my juices.

Unable to help myself, I reached up on tiptoes to drag my tongue along his lips, letting out a soft moan as the taste of my climax filled my senses. But the sound of a zipper opening distracted me, and I looked down to find Will had already taken out his cock and was holding it in his hand. It was rock hard and a little drop of precum glistened on the tip.

“Now it’s my turn,” he growled. “Get on your knees.”

I quickly lowered before him, instinctively taking him into my mouth as soon as I was on my knees. Will took a step forward, until the back of my head was against the wall behind me, then he began slowly pumping his hips, sliding his thick length back and forth between my lips. I sucked hungrily, the knowledge that he had me pinned helplessly against the wall pushing my craving for him into overdrive.

In this position, I could no longer see Gary, but I could hear his moans. I had to wonder if he was going to cum soon, and even though it was selfish of me, I hoped he wasn’t going to. One of my favourite things about being with other men was how hot the sex was with Gary afterwards. It had always driven him crazy to watch me with Connor in the past, and every single time he had fucked me so damn hard afterwards, as if he was reclaiming me after another man had used me. And I definitely wanted some of that tonight.

Knowing that my husband was watching me, I spread my legs wider and began rubbing my cunt, putting on a show of touching myself while I sucked his friend’s cock.

Will pumped his hips harder, fucking my mouth hard enough that the back of my head hit the wall with each thrust. I gagged slightly as the engorged head of his cock pushed into my throat, and I felt saliva dribble down my chin and onto my tits.

“That feels so good, baby,” he moaned, stroking his fingers through my hair before placing his hand between the back of my head and the wall.

His cock was throbbing in my mouth, pulsing more insistently each time he pushed deep, and I thought he was going to feed me his cum. I sucked desperately, eagerly awaiting my prize, but he pulled out at the last second, leaving me gasping for air now that his dick was no longer filling my throat.

The hand on the back of my head curled into a fist, grasping a handful of hair, and Will pulled me up to my feet. His roughness created a sting on my scalp, but somehow that only added to my excitement. It was as if he knew he could do what he wanted with me.

He pushed me over to the bed, bending me at the waist so that my face was level with Gary’s. I placed my hands either side of him on the mattress to keep my balance, watching his hand as it pumped up and down his shaft as if mesmerised.

Will kicked my feet further apart, and the head of his cock brushed against my pussy, making it quiver in anticipation of being filled. He used his grip on my hair to lift my head, forcing me to pull my gaze away from Gary’s dick so that I was looking into his eyes instead.

“Kiss him, Hazel,” Will groaned. “Kiss your husband while I take you hard.”

I was helpless to resist, and I leaned forward, closing the small gap between us until my lips met his. Gary instantly reached up with his free hand, cupping my face as he kissed me with such intense passion that I felt my entire body flush.

Will chose that moment to plunge his cock deep into my soaked cunt, and I moaned against my husband’s lips as I was stretched and filled. He wasted no time, setting a brutal pace with his hips as he fucked me hard and fast. Each thrust pushed me towards Gary, who was moaning almost as wantonly as I was.

The intimacy of kissing my husband while another man fucked me was a whole new level of filthy fun. This wasn’t something we’d ever done with Connor, who preferred to keep me all to himself while he used me, and my entire body was tingling with longing.

“That’s it,” Will grunted between powerful thrusts. “Show him how much you love him while another man is pounding this tight, married pussy.”

I let out a soft groan. His words made me feel like a dirty slut, and my cunt quivered around him as another fresh wave of arousal washed over me. I mashed my lips against Gary’s in a desperate, hungry kiss while Will kept slamming hard and deep inside me. The pleasure was building quickly, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I was going to last.

“I’m going to fill your hot little pussy with so much cum, Hazel,” Will continued. “It’s going to be dripping out of you for your husband to see.”

Those words forced a moan from Gary, who pulled back slightly, breaking the kiss. With nothing left to muffle my moans, my cries of pleasure each time Will slammed his cock all the way home into my pussy were suddenly loud in the room. I gave a moment of gratitude to the fact that the music from the party was so loud, so nobody else in the house would be able to hear me.

“And when he’s finished filling you with cum,” Gary said, “it will be my turn to fuck you and fill you even more. So by the time we go back down to the party, your sweet little pussy will be leaking so damn much.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, imagining the scene. I would have to dance and chat to other people like normal while the cum of two men was leaking out of me.

“Are you ready for the first load, Hazel?” Will asked.

I could barely speak as his relentless pace took my breath away, but I nodded my head quickly. I was so damn ready. After a few more thrusts, Will tensed, then shuddered as he unloaded himself inside me. I could feel his cock throbbing within my tight walls, and I’d been so close to the edge that it set off my own release.

The pleasure swept over me, consuming every part of my body as I helplessly surrendered to it. The merciless thrusts sent me spiralling into such intense bliss that my legs gave way beneath me, but both men held me up while Will kept railing me hard. I was limp as a rag doll as I succumbed to the will of both men.

My orgasm had barely faded when Will pulled out of me and, just as he’d promised, I could feel his seed dripping onto my inner thighs. Through the fog in my mind, I could feel two sets of hands moving me into position so I was straddling my husband’s lap, and Gary pulled me straight down onto his rock hard dick.

I cried out as I was filled once more, and he slid easily inside me as both my juices and Will’s cum kept me well lubricated.

“Fuck me,” Gary growled, his lips close to my ear. “You need a second load of cum inside you, don’t you, beautiful?”

“Oh god, yes,” I groaned.

From somewhere deep inside me, I found a whole new reserve of energy, and I began bouncing on my husband’s cock. Will reached around me from behind, mauling my tits with his hands as the voluptuous mounds of flesh jiggled with my movements. He pinched the hard little buds, tugging them roughly to send little jolts of pleasure down to my pussy.

I let out a loud moan as the attention from both men left me feeling overwhelmed with sensations. Gary gripped my hips hard, guiding my movements up and down on his cock. He was throbbing inside me, and I knew he wasn’t going to be able to last much longer. Not after the excitement of watching me being used by his friend.

“I want you to cum on my cock, Hazel,” my husband said through gritted teeth.

Unable to catch my breath enough to speak, I nodded my head vigorously and continued to ride his cock hard. My own orgasm was swiftly building, working up to the crescendo I still needed so badly, even though it had only been minutes since my last one.

Will released one of my nipples from his grip and ran his hand down my spine until his fingers were teasing between my ass cheeks. I gasped in surprise when I felt pressure against my tight rosebud as a finger penetrated my forbidden hole. He worked his finger slowly in and out of my ass while I fucked my husband, moving with a wanton frenzy as I grew closer to my release.

It was too much, and within moments I was unravelling, falling into the blissful oblivion of my orgasm. My body shuddered violently, and I threw my head back with a loud moan as wave after wave of pleasure consumed me.

At the same time, Gary’s roar filled the room as he pumped his hips hard and fast, slamming up into my quivering cunt while he filled me with another hot load of cum. We both moved frantically, clinging to each other as we succumbed to our joined release. And when we were both finished, Gary fell back onto the bed, taking me with him so I was laid on top of him.

Slowly, Will slipped his finger out of me and leaned to press a kiss against my shoulder blade. A smile spread across my lips as I laid in my blissful afterglow.

“That was amazing,” he whispered. “Hazel can be my fake girlfriend any time you guys want.” Will chuckled softly, and I grinned.

I had a feeling this wasn’t going to be my last time with Will. Gary and I were enjoying our new sexy lifestyle far too much, and we were both becoming greedy for more.
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The Hotwife On Display
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Ismiled and let my eyes drift closed for a moment as I enjoyed the sounds of my husband talking and laughing with his friend, Adam. It had been a long day, and the sun had long since disappeared over the horizon, but despite my lag in energy levels, it sounded as if the two men were still full of beans, discussing something about football. It was apparent they supported different teams and were teasing each other light-heartedly about it.

“Are we boring you, Hazel?” Adam asked, and I chuckled before opening my eyes to look over at him. His full, lush lips were curled up into a teasing grin that awakened an excited flutter between my thighs.

“Oh no. It’s just been a busy day and I’m getting tired.”

“I bet if it was either Will or Connor here with us tonight, you’d suddenly have a lot more energy, love,” my husband said, flashing me a wicked grin.

My face burned with his words and I shifted slightly in my seat as a warmth seeped through my body.

“Wait, what? So I really am boring you. You’d prefer to have other people here than me?” Adam held both hands against his chest, feigning heartbreak, and both Gary and I burst out laughing.

“Of course not,” I said quickly. “It’s not like that at all, Adam. I’m enjoying your company tonight.”

I’d hoped that if I had answered him, then Gary would have no need to fill Adam in on any other details, but my husband would not be deterred.

“Oh, so I haven’t told you about Will and Connor yet, then?” Gary asked the other man.

“No. What about them?”

Adam looked politely curious, but he wasn’t exactly jumping about in his seat with excitement, so I had a feeling the following words out of my husband’s mouth were going to be quite a surprise.

Gary grinned at his friend, pausing for a moment before speaking. “I enjoy sharing my wife with other men sometimes, and Hazel has enjoyed the company of both Will and Connor on occasion since we moved into the neighbourhood.”

The euphemism in his words was clear, and Adam’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Oh wow. I never would have guessed it of you two! But that does sound fun.”

When Adam turned to look at me, there was a sudden new interest in his eyes. He’d been over to see Gary a few times, usually to watch football games together on the TV, and he had always been nice to me, but now his gaze lingered longer than usual on the cleavage displayed by my shirt. And I had to admit, the way he looked at me was causing my heart to beat wildly.

“And you both enjoy it?” our guest asked.

“Oh yes. I love watching her let go and have fun,” my husband answered. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. And, of course, Hazel always has a great time.”

“I... I do,” I admitted, suddenly feeling rather timid.

I had no way of knowing if Gary was about to suggest that Adam could use me too, and the anticipation was leaving me feeling breathless and excited. If I was honest, I wanted him to suggest it. The way he shared me with his friends was such a turn on, and just thinking about it had given me a sudden new burst of energy.

The two men were quiet, and I became painfully aware of the little whimpers I couldn’t hold back.

Adam turned to Gary. “I bet she would look so beautiful when being pleasured by another man. Hazel is a very sensual woman.”

A soft moan escaped my husband. “I’ve honestly never seen anything like it.” He quickly turned his gaze to me, his eyes dark and full of an unmistakable lust. “I want you to show my friend just how sensual you are, baby. Spread your legs wide for us.”

His command forced another whimper from my lips, and I hesitated a moment. Gary knew I wasn’t wearing any panties under my short skirt, and doing as I’d been told would mean Adam would see much more than he’d bargained for.

But the way they were both looking at me was driving me wild, and the ache between my thighs made it impossible to resist. Perhaps if I did as I was told, they would both take me inside and fuck me hard. That was exactly what I needed.

So I took a deep breath and spread my legs wide, feeling the material of my skirt rising higher up my thighs. Adam groaned softly as his gaze landed on my exposed pussy, and the sound sent a ripple of pleasure running down my spine. He devoured me with his eyes, and I couldn’t stop staring at him, enjoying the look of pleasure on his face simply from observing me.

“Will you touch yourself for us, Hazel?” Adam asked in a quiet voice that I had to struggle to hear from the other side of the porch.

Something about his request made my pussy quiver with lust. I’d never imagined I had an exhibitionist streak before, but the idea of them both watching as I brought myself to an orgasm had me panting hard.

But, as much as I enjoyed the idea of them both watching me, the fact that other people might be able to see me as well had me feeling nervous.

“What if people see me?” I whimpered, glancing around the street. The houses weren’t tightly packed, but there were enough around that someone seeing me out of their window was a legitimate concern. It didn’t help that there was a streetlight directly in front of our house, casting some light on our porch even in the darkness of the night. If anything, the streetlight felt more like a spotlight.

“Then they will think you are hot and will be unable to stop staring at you,” Adam responded. “Just like us.”

When I turned back to Gary and Adam, I found them both still staring at me. Deciding to focus my attention only on them, I leaned back in my chair and spread my legs wider, enjoying the appreciative moans that came from them.

Adam sat forward, resting his elbows on his knees as he continued to stare. He’d pulled his shirt sleeves up to his elbows earlier in the evening, and seeing the way the muscles in his forearms flexed with each movement in the glow of the streetlight was oddly arousing. It hinted at power and strength, and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to have his arms wrapped around me.

“I can see how wet you are from here, Hazel,” Adam growled. “But I want you to be even wetter. So why don’t you touch that pretty pussy of yours while we watch you?”

I cast a quick glance around the street once more, looking for any sign of curtains twitching, but I couldn’t see anything. Then I brought my gaze back to my husband, who gave one brisk nod of his head to let me know I should comply.

As I brought a hand down between my thighs, I felt completely exposed. On display. Yet when my fingers brushed against my lower lips, I found out Adam had been right. I was completely soaked.

A soft moan escaped me, and I began stroking my fingers along the length of my dripping slit, coating the digits in my nectar. My flesh tingled, sending little tendrils of pleasure seeping through my body.

As they watched, both men were rubbing at their crotches through their pants, and a wave of satisfaction washed over me as I realised they were both hard already. The knowledge that they were enjoying my little show made me feel bolder.

Keeping my legs as wide apart as possible, I dipped my middle finger into my aching pussy, pushing it as deep as it could go before slowly pulling it out again. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from them, letting the obvious desire on their faces fuel the fire that was burning between my thighs.

Quiet whimpers flowed from me as I slowly fucked myself with my finger. The goal wasn’t to make myself cum, so I didn’t rush. I took my time, wanting to put on a good show for my captive audience.

Adam was the first one to free his cock from his pants to stroke himself. His erection was thick and long, and I knew I needed to have it inside me before the evening was over. One glance at Gary told me he wanted to watch Adam take me, too.

“Another finger, Hazel,” Adam growled, and a shiver of lust ran through me. He was taking complete control, despite the fact that he hadn’t even touched me yet. God, I hoped he wasn’t going to make me wait too long to feel his hands on me.

Without hesitation, I slipped another finger into my slick cunt and began pumping them more vigorously. I dropped my head back and let out a soft moan, trying to keep the sounds of pleasure quiet so I wouldn’t draw attention from any of the neighbours.

“Unbutton your shirt, Hazel,” came the next command, that one from my husband.

I slowed the pace of my fingers in my pussy so I could concentrate on opening the buttons of my shirt with my other hand, slowly revealing more and more of my flesh to the two men. I was suddenly glad I wore the push-up bra, considering the way Adam was now staring at my impressive cleavage. He was pumping his fist faster along the hard length of his member, and the sight of it was making my pussy quiver in anticipation of feeling that beast pounding my cunt hard. My husband’s cock was, unfortunately, still inside his pants, but I could tell by the huge tent in the front of his clothing that he was rock hard too.

After my shirt was open and almost hanging off my shoulders, I got back to focusing on my needy pussy, thrusting my fingers hard and fast.

“Come on, baby,” Adam grunted between quiet moans. “You can take another finger. You need to get yourself ready to take this cock.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, as I fit a third finger into my wet hole. I was really feeling the stretch now, but it felt so damn good.

While Adam and Gary watched, I fingered myself hard, letting my head fall back once more while a blissful heat infused my entire body. It was getting harder to control my moans as the sensations grew more intense, but I couldn’t stop. Everything felt so good, and knowing they were watching me and getting off on me touching myself just made it all feel so much better.

My fingers made sloppy, wet sounds as they pounded in and out of my cunt, making it embarrassingly obvious how much I was enjoying being on display for their entertainment. In fact, I was enjoying it so much, it was getting harder and harder to worry that a neighbour might see. All I wanted was to cum.

As if he could read my thoughts, Adam growled another command. “Make yourself cum for us, Hazel. Make that pussy nice and wet for me, so it’s ready when I want to take you.”

I moved my fingers frantically, angling my hand so that it slammed against my clit with each thrust. With the extra stimulation, it only took a few more seconds to reach that peak, and I bit hard on my lower lip to contain the loud moans that wanted to escape.

Out in the warm evening air on the front porch, I made myself cum hard, my body shuddering violently as each wave of pleasure washed over me, sweeping me up in the intensity of the moment. My audience stared with lust written all over their faces, and Adam continued stroking his cock, while I fingered my pussy until my orgasm had faded.

I slipped my fingers slowly out of me, suddenly feeling embarrassed now that I wasn’t so caught up in my desire to cum.

“Come over here, love,” Gary said while patting his lap, and I quickly stood and made my way over to him, feeling self-conscious with my clothes all out of place.

I lowered into my husband’s lap and moaned as he turned me towards his friend and pulled my legs apart once more. Now I was closer to Gary, he’d have an even better view of my dripping pussy, and the way he stared between my thighs had me aching for another orgasm already.

He let out a soft growl. “Such a pretty pussy. I’m looking forward to ruining it soon when I take you hard.”

I moaned and squirmed in Gary’s lap, feeling his erection pressing against my ass through his pants. My husband moved his hand between my thighs, slowly trailing his finger over the wet slit. Even that gentle touch was enough to cause my back to arch and my toes to curl.

“She really is soaked,” he said to his friend. “Hazel is more than ready to take your cock now.”

Adam reached over with his free hand, cupping one breast gently. Although the padded cup of my push-up bra meant I couldn’t feel much of his touch against my sensitive nipple, the way his fingers slowly kneaded the voluptuous flesh that overflowed the cup felt heavenly.

“And what do you want, Hazel?” he asked, holding my gaze intently. “Do you want me to fuck you? Or would you prefer your husband take care of your needs?

I whimpered and turned to look at Gary over my shoulder. Even after everything that had happened with Connor and Will in the past, I still felt as if I needed his permission to do something with another man. I’d never want to do anything that would hurt the man I loved.

“Hazel,” he said, a warm smile on his face and lighting up his eyes. “You know how I feel about this. I get so damn turned on watching you fuck another man. So long as you want to do this, you are free to let Adam use you. And it’s not a choice between him or me.” His voice lowered to a growl for the words that followed. “You know how much I love claiming your cunt hard again after another man has used it.”

I moaned softly. The reclaiming was almost my favourite part of what we did with others. Gary would always turn feral and fuck me hard after he’d watched me with another man. I had already been craving Adam with an intensity that was almost overwhelming, but now I was getting desperate.

Turning back to Adam, I felt my face flush as I told him my decision. “I want you to fuck me, Adam. Please.”

I wasn’t sure why I’d said please, but something in his features changed as soon as he heard that word. “Good girl,” he said, and I wasn’t sure why, but those words coaxed another little whimper from my lips. “Come get on your knees. I want to sample that pretty little mouth of yours first.”

Without hesitation, I slipped from Gary’s lap and crawled the short distance to Adam, settling on my knees between his feet. At this height, I had the perfect view of his cock, and my desperation for it suddenly grew into something even more intense. His hand was still wrapped around the base, but he was no longer stroking it.

My mouth watered as my gaze followed a drop of precum that was slowly making its way down his shaft, running along the prominent vein. I moved quickly, before even realising I was doing so, to drag my tongue along his hard rod, collecting that drop of precum before it could reach his hand.

The touch caused Adam to moan loudly, and his dick throbbed right in front of my face, as if begging for attention.

“Again,” he groaned, and I slowly ran my tongue along his entire length, starting where his hand held the base all the way up to the tip.

I twirled my tongue around the engorged head and flicked it against the little slit where another drop of precum had appeared. Just as I was about to slide my lips down over the tip, Adam gripped my hair with his free hand, holding it firmly enough that I couldn’t move to take him into my mouth.

“Please,” I whined, and once again, that word caused a visceral reaction in Adam.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “You should always ask nicely for the things you crave. And you crave to suck my dick, don’t you?”

“Oh god, yes,” I answered quickly, feeling no shame at all about my eagerness to please him.

Adam seemed pleased with my answer and rewarded me by using his grip on my hair to lower my mouth down onto his cock. My lips parted around him, having to stretch wide to accommodate his girth, and I let out a muffled moan.

He released his grip on his cock, and brought his other hand to my head, gently guiding my movements as I worked my lips up and down his length. I sucked hungrily, enjoying the way he controlled me without making me take more than I could handle. My pussy was soaked, and I could feel my juices leaking onto my inner thighs. Oh yeah, I really was so ready for his cock. But right now, I was more than satisfied just to have him in my mouth.

Adam’s soft moans filled the quiet night air, and those sounds only made me even more wanton. I didn’t care where we were, or if others could see. All I wanted was to make him moan like that over and over.

His cock pulsed between my lips, letting me know I was doing a good job, and with his guidance, I slid my lips down further to take him deeper into the wet heat of my mouth. Adam tangled his fingers in my hair and moved my head up and down, using my mouth for his own pleasure in a way that created such an intense heat between my thighs. I squirmed on my knees, squeezing my thighs together in an attempt to quell the ache between them, but I knew nothing other than a good, hard fuck would fix it.

“God, you are so good at this, baby,” Adam groaned, his voice breathless and strained as he tried not to lose control and explode in my mouth.

The sound of his voice, and knowing he was so close, had me sucking even more desperately on his throbbing shaft. Whimpers escaped me as the taste of his precum grew more pungent. Suddenly, I was overcome with the desire to make him cum in my mouth. I needed him to feed me.

My cheeks caved in while I sucked as hard as I could, stroking my lips up and down his thick length. Adam’s moans were growing louder, and I could feel his body tensing as his orgasm approached. I was so fucking close to my prize, and so damn hungry for it.

The sound of a car driving past startled us all, reminding us of exactly where we were, and Adam pulled me up off his cock, leaving me gasping for air as stings of spittle hung between my lips and the bulbous head of his dick.

We all turned our heads to look at the car and recognised it as one of the neighbour’s. I ducked down between Adam’s legs, not wanted to be seen, but the car soon disappeared around the corner.

“Do you think they saw us?” I asked breathlessly.

“I doubt it. The house is tucked back a bit from the street. They may have seen Gary and I sat here, but I doubt they would have noticed you on your knees with my dick in your mouth.” Adam looked down at me, flashing me a grin so wicked I’m sure my panties would have melted if I’d been wearing any.

Now that the danger had passed, I was ready to get back to work pleasuring Adam. I leaned forward, my lips just brushing against the head of his cock before he pulled me back again.

“Sure, your mouth felt good, Hazel, but I’m ready to use your wet little cunt now. Is it still wet for me?”

Without waiting for an answer, Adam reached down and slipped his hand between my thighs, running his fingers through my folds. The groan that came from him let me know he was pleased with what he’d found.

Instinctively, I began moved my hips, writhing needily against his hand. He’d barely touched me yet, but I was desperate for more.

“Should we go inside for this?” I asked, my voice coming out as little more than a whisper.

For a moment, I thought he hadn’t heard my question. Adam remained quiet while teasing his fingers through my wet petals, moving them back and forth until his fingertips brushed against my engorged clit. I gasped and jolted at the sudden intense sensations caused by his touch, spreading heat through my body.

“I don’t think so,” he replied after so long I’d almost forgotten I’d asked him a question. “At least, not yet. I want to play with your pussy out here. Is that okay with you, Gary?”

Adam and I both turned to look at Gary, who was watching us with a wild lust in his eyes. He was stroking his cock, and even through his pants I could see the way his manhood was throbbing insistently.

“That’s fine. She’s yours for the night, Adam. You have my blessing to do whatever you want with her.”

I squirmed as I realised Gary didn’t mind who saw another man fucking me, and decided that if he didn’t care, then I wouldn’t either.

Adam took my hand and helped me to my feet, guiding me over to the railing that surrounded the edge of the porch. He placed my hands on the wooden railing and forced me to close my hands around it. I was facing outwards, while he stood behind me. At least in this position, I could look out for anybody who might be peeking at us.

My shirt was still open, but I was still wearing the bra underneath it, and I hoped the wooden slats around the porch would hide the fact that my skirt was hitched up around my waist if there were any people watching.

Adam ran his hand over the curve of my exposed ass cheek, bringing my attention back to him. His touch awakened something in me, and I pushed back against his hand, eager for more. He slapped my ass just hard enough to send a pleasant warmth through my flesh, and I let out a moan, too caught up in the sensations he created to care if someone else might hear.

He did the same on the other ass cheek before sliding his hand down between my legs, running his fingers through my wet folds again.

“Oh god, please,” I moaned, and I was rewarded with a low growl from Adam.

“Please, what? Tell me what you need, baby.”

“I need you inside me, Adam. I need you to fuck me.” There was a desperate tone to my voice, and even I was surprised by how wanton I sounded.

He stepped closer behind me, and I felt his erection against my thigh while his lips brushed against my ear. “But if I fuck you right now, the other people in the neighbourhood might see. And then they’ll know you are just a pretty little plaything to be shared around.”

My cunt quivered as I listened to his words, unable to work out why they made me so aroused I could barely catch my breath. I was surprised to hear a moan coming from Gary as he watched. Did that idea turn him on just as much as it did me? Is that what he hoped for by sharing me with his friends?

The desire for him became overwhelming, and I suddenly didn’t care if everyone was watching us from their front windows. “I can’t wait, Adam. I need you inside me. Now. Please.” That final word came out on a long, low moan that I didn’t even have time to finish before I felt the fat head of his cock pressing against my opening.

Adam slowly entered me, filling me with his cock inch by inch while I could only whimper and writhe against the welcome invasion. He wrapped his arms around my waist and pressed his chest against my back, and I let out a soft moan as his searing heat enveloped me.

Once he was fully inside me, impaling me with every thick inch of his impressive dick, I began rocking my hips shamelessly, working myself against it. My inner walls gripped him tight, and the swollen head rubbed against pleasure sensors I didn’t even know I had. Adam hadn’t even started fucking me yet, standing motionless behind me while I moved my hips, but I was already a needy mess.

“I think that’s what you want, isn’t it, Hazel? To be a pretty plaything for the men to share, knowing your husband will be watching and enjoying every fucking moment. Admit it, you crave to be a good little toy for everyone to use.”

My face was burning as a mixture of shame and desire washed over me. It was true. I loved the attention I’d been getting from other men over the last few months, and I was beginning to crave it more and more.

“Admit it, Hazel,” Gary added, watching us from his seat on the porch. “We can all see it’s what you need.”

But I was too embarrassed to admit it. Yes, that craving was there, but I hadn’t been raised to be a slut. Wouldn’t people think badly of me about it? Despite the shame, my entire body was being consumed by an uncontrollable need for relief. I needed to be fucked, and I needed to cum on Adam’s dick. I moved frantically, moaning loudly in the warm night air.

“Please, Adam,” I whined, hoping his love of hearing me ask nicely for what I needed would make him give me what I craved. But he remained motionless.

“If you want me to fuck you, you have to tell me what you crave to be. Then I will make you cum so fucking hard I’ll have to carry you over to your husband when I’m finished with you.”

Frustration swept over me as he refused to give me what I needed unless I did as I was told. Especially as his complete control over me had me feeling even more desperate than usual.

“I... I want to be a pretty plaything,” I whimpered, repeating back the words he’d used, because he had put it so fucking perfectly.

“What was that, Hazel?” he asked. “I couldn’t quite hear you. And I know for sure Gary couldn’t hear you from where he is sitting.”

“Nope. I didn’t hear a thing,” Gary confirmed.

I groaned and continued to writhe on Adam’s dick. “I want to be a pretty plaything,” I said as loud as I dared, and both men let out a moan.

“Good girl. Now you’ve earned your reward.”

Adam began pumping his hips, slamming into my needy pussy with hard thrusts. I couldn’t hold back the sharp cries brought out by the sensations created each time he slammed his huge cock home within me, and I was grateful when he placed his hand gently over my mouth to muffle the sounds.

He thrust hard enough to push my hips against the wooden railing, and I suspected I was going to have bruises there in the morning, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered in that moment was how good Adam’s cock felt as he used me at a merciless pace.

My eyes rolled back as I surrendered to the blissful sensations, knowing it wouldn’t be long before I was swept away with another orgasm. Adam’s thrusts had my body shaking like a rag doll, and I’d never felt anything so fucking good. My moans were growing louder, and I had to bite the inside of his palm in my attempt to keep as quiet as possible. At this rate, if I couldn’t control myself, the entire street would be stood on their doorsteps watching us.

With only a few more brutal thrusts, I shattered apart, screaming into Adam’s hand as an intense climax ripped through me, making my body shudder violently with the overwhelming pleasure.

“That’s a good girl. Cum on my cock, baby. And then I’ll fill your greedy little pussy with my cream.”

It wasn’t as if I could do anything but obey his command. The orgasm was already consuming me, making my cunt clench tight around the huge cock inside me. With a loud grunt in my ear, Adam found his own release, and he filled my pussy with a hot load of cum. He kept thrusting hard and deep until we were both sated, and then he slowly pulled out of me, letting me feel his cum as it leaked out onto my inner thigh.

When Adam pulled his hand away from my mouth, I let out a soft moan. “Thank you, Adam,” I whimpered. “That was exactly what I needed.”

He chuckled and gave my ass a gentle slap. “I know it was, baby. Because you are a greedy little plaything.”

I felt my face flush as I remembered what he’d had me say before he fucked me. I didn’t regret saying it, though. It was pointless to regret saying something that was absolutely true.

Suddenly, I felt another pair of arms around me, and I turned to see my husband stood beside me. “That was so fucking hot,” he groaned. “But now it’s my turn, love.”

He gripped my waist and lifted me, forcing me to wrap my arms and legs around him as he carried me into the house.

“Feel free to follow us if you want to watch Hazel being used hard,” Gary said over his shoulder to Adam. “It’s only fair seeing as you let me watch.”

Adam followed along behind us with a wicked grin on his face. “I would be crazy to pass up an opportunity like that.”

Gary carried me straight through to the living room and placed me down on the couch before kneeling between my parted thighs. When he stared down at my well-fucked pussy, I became all too aware of the fact that I was splayed lewdly and displaying the cum that was oozing out of my pussy.

My husband groaned and slid two fingers inside me. I winced slightly, my pussy feeling a little sore from the battering it had just taken, but that didn’t stop me from parting my legs wider for him as an invitation to continue.

He pumped his fingers, apparently enjoying the squelching sounds that appeared from between my legs with each thrust. But he quickly pulled his fingers out again and brought them up to my mouth. I parted my lips eagerly and slipped them over the offered digits, sucking greedily on them. They tasted of my pleasure mingled with Adam’s cum, and the combination was intoxicating.

With his free hand, Gary unfastened his pants and worked his cock free. “I need to be inside you, Hazel,” he groaned, as he lined up the head of his cock with my sloppy entrance. “I’m going to fuck you and fill you with even more cum. Because that’s what happens to pretty playthings. They get filled with several loads of cum.”

Adam moaned appreciatively. “Fuck, yes. And she’s such a good little toy that she deserves to be filled over and over.”

I closed my eyes and let out a needy wail as their words drove me crazy with lust. Then Gary pushed his hips forward, impaling me with his cock with one hard thrust. I cried out, my back arching up off the couch as I was once again overwhelmed by the most pleasurable sensations.

My husband pumped his hips furiously, slamming into me repeatedly with thrusts hard enough to take my breath away. His fingers in my mouth muffled the moans, and I sucked desperately on them as my lust took over.

Adam came closer, kneeling on the couch beside me with his semi-hard cock in his hand. “I’ve got something for her to suck if she’s hungry,” he said to my husband, a smirk on his sexy lips.

Gary chuckled and pulled his fingers free. “That sounds perfect. I bet she’ll enjoy that.”

I let out a moan as I realised this was going to be my first time being used by two men at the same time. Turning my head towards Adam, I parted my lips for him and waited for him to take the offered hole. As soon as he’d slid his cock between my lips, I began sucking, moaning as the combined taste of our pleasure filled my senses once more.

His dick twitched in my mouth, quickly growing fully hard once more. Both men pumped their hips, fucking both my holes at the same time, and the pressure built rapidly between my thighs as I felt another release coming.

With my eyes closed, I revelled in the feel of both dicks moving in and out of me, almost synchronised as they took what they wanted from my willing body. If I’d thought being fucked by just one man was good, it had nothing on pleasing two men at the same time.

I sucked hungrily on Adam’s cock, whimpering each time it throbbed in my mouth. At the same time, Gary kept up the same brutal pace, helping the heat between my thighs to grow until it was consuming me again.

Another powerful climax washed over me, my back arching and my body writhing as I became overwhelmed by the intensity of it. It was almost too much, but Gary didn’t slow down. He was merciless, fucking me hard until he found his own orgasm. He groaned and shuddered as he emptied himself inside me, filling my already sloppy pussy with another big load of cum.

Only when the pleasure had passed did Gary slow his thrusts, moving gently in and out of my pussy while I continued to work on pleasing Adam for a second time. He was so close, and the desire to pleasure him again had me frantic.

I sucked desperately on his cock, sliding my lips up and down his shaft until he was groaning with his climax. His cum splashed against my tongue and I swallowed it eagerly, grateful for my prize after being denied the taste of his cream earlier. He placed his hand on the back of my head, holding me in place while he fucked my mouth until every drop had been drained.

When they both pulled out of me, I whimpered quietly, and Gary settled on the couch beside me to hold me in his arms. I snuggled in close to him, relaxing in the warmth of his body as I caught my breath.

I felt a hand stroking my hair gently and turned to see Adam close by me on the other side.

“Thank you for letting me be a part of this, guys,” he said, a soft smile playing about his lips. “Although I have to admit, you didn’t make it easy for me.”

“What do you mean?” Gary asked, obviously feeling as perplexed as I was. “I thought you said Hazel was a good little plaything.”

“Oh, she was,” Adam said, laughing softly. “That was the problem. You see, I’m used to being very dominant in the bedroom, or on the front porch, or wherever the intimate activities might be happening.” He flashed me a wink before continuing. “But I had to hold back on that with Hazel, and the fact that she has some very obvious submissive tendencies made it very difficult to hold back.”

I whimpered softly. “That was you holding back?” I asked incredulously. “You seemed in full control the whole time!”

My words brought a hearty laugh from Adam. “Oh, baby, trust me. I was holding back. A lot.”

I squirmed a little as his words caused another excited little flutter between my thighs. “Well, now I’m curious what you are like when you are not holding back.”

“You’re welcome to find out another night if you want to, Hazel. So long as Gary is okay with that, of course. Watching you fuck another man is one thing. Watching you submit to another man would be something else entirely.”

I turned to look at Gary. “What do you think?” I asked, knowing full well I was already eager to find out more about this side of Adam. But I still wanted to my husband’s permission.

He pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I think you would enjoy it, love. I’ve seen how you react when you are commanded to do something, and I suspect you do have very submissive tendencies. Plus, I would be there with you, watching over you the whole time while you try something new.”

That was all the reassurance I needed. “Okay,” I said to Adam. “I’d really like to try it.”

He grinned back at me. “I had a feeling you would. How about you two come over to my house on Saturday night?”

“That sounds perfect,” Gary replied.

I smiled and nodded my head, trying to ignore the excited butterflies that had suddenly appeared in my stomach. It was going to be a long wait until Saturday.
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The Submissive Hotwife
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My heart was pounding hard in my chest while Gary and I waited for Adam to open his front door. Our special evening with our neighbour had been arranged a few nights ago, and I had been on tenterhooks ever since. A part of me was craving what was about to happen so badly, while another part of me was feeling nervous about trying something so new.

My husband wrapped his arm around me just as Adam opened the door. Our neighbour was wearing black slacks and a pale blue shirt which was stretched over his muscular frame. A soft whimper escaped me as my gaze travelled over his body. I hadn’t been sure what to expect him to wear on my first voyage into bdsm, but this wasn’t it. A part of me had wondered if he would be dressed in leather and carrying a whip, but he looked surprisingly casual.

“Hey guys,” he said, his lips curving up into a wide smile. “Come on in!”

I stepped in through the door first, quickly followed by Gary, and Adam swept me up in his arms. “I’ve been so looking forward to tonight,” he said, his voice a low growl as his lips brushed against my earlobe.

My body shivered in response, desire surging through me unexpectedly. “I have, too,” I whimpered. And it was true. Despite the nerves I felt, I knew tonight was going to be better than anything in my wildest dreams.

Gary and I had moved into the neighbourhood a few months ago, and he had already shared me with a couple of the new friends he’d made here. Earlier in the week, he had shared me with Adam for the first time, who had confessed at the end of the evening that he was a Dominant. When he offered me a chance to explore the world of dominance and submission, I’d jumped at the chance.

“Let’s go through to the living room,” he said, turning to lead us further into the house. “We have some things we need to discuss before we get started.”

I followed after him with shaky legs, and Gary reached out to grab my hand. I had no idea if he was offering me support of the physical or emotional kind, but right now, both were greatly welcomed. Once we reached the living, Adam sat on the couch and pulled me down to sit beside him, and Gary moved to the armchair opposite us.

“We’re not really sure what to expect,” Gary said to Adam, and I smiled. I’d talked to him about how I was feeling before we’d arrived, and it was sweet of him to voice my concerns for me. “I mean, how hardcore is it going to get? Will she need safe words and things like that?”

Adam smiled at my husband before wrapping his arms around me and pulling me in close against his side, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “It’s understandable that you’re both a little nervous. But I will not be pushing too hard tonight, seeing as it’s your first time submitting, Hazel. Consider it a gentle introduction to giving up control. But no, for tonight, we will not be using safe words. If Hazel wants to stop, simply saying telling me to stop will be enough.”

Another fear popped into my head. One I hadn’t spoken to Gary about. “But if I do need to stop things for whatever reason, will I be punished?” I knew very little about bdsm, but I had heard rules and punishments were part of it.

“No!” Adam answered quickly. “That is not what punishments are for. If the scene needs to end, it ends immediately, and then Gary and I will both be here to take care of you. So you must absolutely stop things if you need to. I expect you to do that, and I will be upset if you let me continue when you are not enjoying it. Is that understood?”

I squirmed a little. The way he spoke had changed slightly from when we had been chatting together out on our porch earlier in the week. There was a forceful confidence in his voice now, and it had sent a warmth down to my core. If he was demanding that I put a stop to things if I needed to, then I would do exactly that.

“I understand,” I replied, my voice a soft and breathless whimper. There was something about this side of Adam that was definitely having an effect on me.

“Good girl,” he said, and winked at me when those words forced a quiet gasp from my lips. “Now we should discuss what kind of things you might like to try with me tonight. Let’s start with one of the basics. How do you both feel about bondage?”

“You mean you would tie Hazel up?” Gary asked.

“Yes, if you both wanted that, of course. Nothing will happen without consent from both of you.”

I imagined him tying me to his bed while he fucked me, and it suddenly became a lot harder to breathe. “I know I would like that,” I answered quickly, the words all tumbling out on one long moan.

Adam grinned at me, no doubt very aware of the arousal this conversation was causing. Then he turned to Gary. “And how do you feel about it?”

“If it’s what Hazel wants, then I’m happy with it, too. I trust you to set her free if she needs that.”

“Thank you, Gary. I appreciate that trust. So, we will give bondage a little try.” Adam turned back to me, gripping my chin gently to lift my face towards his before he brushed his lips against mine.

I whimpered softly against his lips, finding it difficult to hide just how arousing I found it to even be talking about these things. A fire spread out through my body, consuming me with the lust I was feeling for Adam. I wanted him. No, I needed him badly. And for tonight, I wanted nothing more than to surrender to him.

“How about spanking?” he asked suddenly, his lips still so close to mine that I could feel the warmth of his breath against my skin.

“I... I would be okay with that.” I felt my face turn hot as thoughts of being bent over his knee and spanked went running through my mind. It created a surprising reaction, with my pussy quivering as my arousal grew even more intense.

“Then I don’t think we should try spanking tonight then,” Adam replied, his lips in a straight line.

“But why?” I blurted out before I even realised I was going to say anything. I squirmed some more, growing more turned on the longer we spent talking about these topics.

“Because I don’t just want you to be okay with something, baby.” He leaned closer, pressing gentle little kisses along the side of my neck in the exact spot that always made me melt. “When I do anything to you, I want you to be aching for it. Dripping wet. Desperate and begging.”

“Begging?” I squeaked, having to hold back a groan at how idiotic I must sound to him.

“Of course. And I promise you this, Hazel, you will be doing a lot of begging tonight.”

His words made me dizzy and breathless. It was as if he knew exactly what I needed. “Then please spank me tonight, Adam. I need it.”

I heard a moan coming from Gary, who was quietly watching us, but my attention was firmly focused on Adam. The corner of his lips curled up into a barely perceptible grin. “For a beginner, I suppose that’s passable as begging. I will just have to make sure I give you plenty of practice in the fine art of pleading before the end of the night.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered quietly, because it felt like the only natural thing to say in response. My panties were soaked, and all I could think about was how much I needed Adam to take me and control me.

“Is there anything else we need to talk about?” Gary asked, and when I looked over at him, I realised he was staring at us with a wild lust in his eyes and with a huge tent in the front of his pants. Apparently, he was just as eager as I was to get things started.

Adam nodded. “Just a couple more things. When I take you both upstairs to my bedroom in a moment, I expect Hazel to quickly and silently strip, then get on her knees on the rug in the middle of the floor. And from that moment on, she will refer to me as Sir. Nothing else. Only Sir.”

I whimpered and nodded. “Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly.

He chuckled softly. “We are not in my room yet, but your eagerness to obey has been noted. Good girl.” His praise had me wriggling on the couch, trying to extinguish the growing ache between my thighs. “One more thing. Once we are in there, I expect total obedience. It is your first time and I will always be mindful of that, but if I give you a command, there are only two possible responses. One is ‘yes, Sir’ followed by you doing as you are told, and the other is ‘I need to stop, Sir.’ In which case, the scene will stop and the cuddles will begin. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” I replied, my voice coming out as a soft moan.

“Then let’s go, baby.”

Adam stood and held out his hand for me. I took it and followed as he led us up the stairs. A brief glimpse over my shoulder showed me that Gary was right behind us. When we entered his bedroom, I stood in the doorway and gasped softly. It appeared to be just a normal bedroom, but laid out on the large oak dresser were several items that I recognised but had never seen in real life.

There were implements for spanking, a flat black leather paddle and a flogger made with long thin strips of leather. There were two dildos and a metal butt plug. A bottle of lubricant. But the items that probably excited me most were the various lengths of rope. My mind instantly started racing with thoughts of all the ways he might use them to tie me up.

The sound of a voice being cleared pulled me out of my daydream, and when I looked over at Adam, he was watching me with one eyebrow raised. He didn’t look impressed, and I searched my brain frantically for a reason why he might be upset with me.

Suddenly, it hit me. He’d told me I was to do something specific when I came into the room, and instead, I’d stood in the doorway staring at his collection of toys like an idiot.

I moved further into the room, giving Gary some space to enter too. With trembling fingers, I began working the zip on my dress, pulling the garment off and laying it over the back of a chair in the corner of the room. Then I unfastened my bra and slid the straps down my shoulders. My nipples were already like hard little pebbles, standing to attention as I revealed my breasts to the two men.

When I realised they were both watching me intently, I was reminded of the way they had both watched me masturbate the other night. The thrill I’d got then by being observed was back, and I quickly finished stripping off my clothes, wanting to be fully on display to them once more.

Once I was undressed, I moved to the rug and lowered to my knees, placing my hands on my thighs because I didn’t know what else to do with them. My heart was pounding hard in my chest, and my tits were heaving with the rapid pace of my breathing.

Adam stepped closer, standing tall and looking down at me. I bit my lip on a whimper as I realised his cock was at eye-level. Even through his slacks, I could see his dick pulsing, growing hard.

He reached out and gently stroked my cheek, before tilting my head up so I would meet his gaze rather than continue to stare at the outline of his cock.

“How are you feeling right now, baby?” he asked in a soft voice.

“I’m feeling good, Sir. Just needy.”

He grinned down at me. “Good. That’s how I want you feeling, Hazel. And if anything happens that doesn’t feel good, you know you are to tell me, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly, although I wasn’t sure I could think of a single thing he’d do to me that wouldn’t feel heavenly.

Adam smiled and then stepped away, moving towards the dresser, and I turned to see if he was going to pick up any of the items that were laid out. He paused, but didn’t look around. “Stay facing forward, Hazel,” he commanded, his voice making clear no discussion on the matter was welcome.

I shivered at his tone, finding the strength in his voice oddly compelling. Without hesitation, I turned my head back around, facing forward as I’d been told. I heard him moving things around on the dresser, but it was impossible to know what he was touching. A heat deep in my core kept me squirming while I waited for him to return, but he didn’t seem to be in any hurry. The longer he took, the more I craved his attention.

To try to distract myself, I looked out of the corner of my eye over at Gary. He was settled in the chair where I had placed my clothes earlier, watching me intently. I could see how hard his cock was through his pants, and occasionally he would rub absent-mindedly at his rigid flesh.

Footsteps alerted me to the fact that Adam was finished over by the dresser and walking back to me. The warmth of his hands enclosed my wrists as he gently pulled them behind me, then I felt the rough rope being looped back and forth around my wrists, keeping them bound behind my back. I couldn’t help but let out a moan as I resisted the urge to tug on the rope, wanting to make sure I really was helpless.

When he was finished, Adam leaned closer from behind and brushed his lips against my ear. “Does that feel okay?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly while nodding my head. “It feels perfect.”

Adam chuckled and stood once more before walking back around to my front. I lifted my gaze to his face, whimpering quietly as I waited for his next command. He reached out to stroke the pad of his thumb against my lower lip.

“I know you are a good cocksucker, Hazel. I found that out the last time I used you. But now I want to find out how well you worship cock.” He grinned down at me, the wicked curve of his lips igniting a flash of longing so intense I could feel my nectar leaking onto my inner thighs.

“Yes, Sir. I will do my best to please you.” I went to unfasten his pants, but the rope keeping my arms tied together stopped me. A keening whine emerged from me, and I looked up at him with pleading eyes. “Please, will you take your cock out so I can suck it, Sir?”

“No, Hazel. My cock doesn’t come out of my pants until it is rock hard and dripping copious amounts of precum. So you’d better get to work if you want to earn the privilege of being my cocksucker tonight.”

The thought of having to earn his cock was enough to have me squirming on my knees, but I didn’t understand what I was supposed to do if he wasn’t going to give me his cock. Suddenly, his hand was on the back of my head, pulling me roughly towards his crotch. I could feel the hard outline of his dick and, as if acting on instinct, I began kissing along the length of his shaft.

Both men moaned, and Adam began stroking his fingers tenderly through my hair. “Good girl,” he said. “Worshipping cock isn’t just about having your mouth fucked until you are fed a big creamy load of cum. It’s about showing me just how much you crave my cock. It’s about showing how happy you are doing nothing more than focusing your complete attention on my hard dick.”

I moaned as I set to work, doing as he’d commanded, pressing feather-light kisses along his hard length and taking my time to show my desire. Each twitch of his cock against my lips through the fabric of his pants had me mewling desperately. I already needed his cock so badly, and being so close without being able to have it inside me was slowly turning into the most wicked torture.

When I couldn’t take it anymore, I pulled back and looked up at him with pleading eyes. “Please let me have your cock now, Sir. Please. I promise to be a good cocksucker.”

Gary moaned loudly, and my attention was pulled away from Adam for a moment as I caught sight of my husband slowly stroking his cock while he watched us. But the sound of a zipper being lowered soon pulled me back to Adam. He gently pulled his cock out of his pants, and he was so hard it was jutting out proudly from his body. A drop of precum was hanging from the tip, and before it could fall, I leaned in quickly to catch it. My tongue flicked against the engorged head, and the taste of his arousal filled my senses.

A hand gripped my hair firmly, tugging back hard enough to make my scalp sting. I whined as Adam pulled me away from his cock, and my natural instinct was to lean forward and try to worship his throbbing rod again. But he wouldn’t let me.

“Did I tell you that you could touch my cock yet?” he asked, a menacing tone in his voice despite the gleam of lust sparkling in his eye.

I had no idea why being reprimanded by him seemed so hot, but he was making it hard to form proper thoughts. “I... no... but...” My words trailed off, only to be replaced by little whimpers.

Adam chuckled. “Then you don’t do it, baby. Tonight, you don’t have to think about a single thing. Tonight, you are nothing but an obedient little plaything for my pleasure. You do exactly what I say when I say it, and then I promise all three of us will be very happy. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimpered, shifting side to side on my knees.

“Good girl. Now open your mouth for me.”

I let out a groan before parting my lips wide, offering him my mouth for his use. A loud moan from the corner of the room brought my attention back to Gary for a brief moment. He was jerking his cock vigorously now, apparently enjoying the show very much.

“Now remember, Hazel. You must obey. And right now, I want you to remain completely still, just like that, with your mouth open.”

Seeing as I couldn’t speak while holding my mouth open, I nodded enthusiastically to show him I understood.

Adam gripped the base of his shaft firmly and stepped closer until his dick was so close to my face I could feel the heat emanating from him. He tapped the swollen head against my lips, and every instinct I had screamed at me to take him into my mouth and start sucking. It took every bit of willpower I possessed to fight that urge. The desire to obey and please Adam was the most important thing in the world to me at that moment.

His lips curved up into a smile as he tapped against my lips once more. I began squirming again, my body becoming restless with my desire to be used. The teasing was driving me crazy, and I craved his cock with a wild intensity.

Next, Adam slipped just the head into my mouth, letting it rest on my tongue while I kept my mouth open as instructed. Precum was oozing from the tip, leaking onto my tongue, and the taste of his desire was enough to break any resolve I’d had left. I sealed my lips around him and began sucking desperately, taking him as deep into my eager mouth as possible.

In an instant, Adam stepped back, his face moulded into a frown as he tucked himself back into his pants. “I didn’t tell you to start sucking yet, Hazel. And now I’m afraid I’m going to have to punish you for being disobedient.”

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean to be bad. I promise I will try harder to be good.”

Adam leaned down over me, his lips brushing against my ear. “Don’t worry, baby. I think we are both going to enjoy this punishment.” He grabbed my arm and helped me up to my feet, before turning me around and marching me over to the dresser. “Now, choose what item I will use to turn your ass the prettiest shade of red you’ve ever seen.”

“Oh god,” I moaned, my pussy quivering at the thought of what he was about to do. Ever since I’d found out that I would be submitting to Adam, a spanking had been at the forefront of my fantasies, and now it seemed that dream was about to come true.

I looked at the flogger and the paddle that were laid out, my gaze moving back and forth between the two as I tried to work out which one to choose. Seeing as I had no experience with spanking, I had no idea which one would be best. But I couldn’t seem to stop looking at the large leather paddle, so I figured that was the one my body craved.

I swallowed deeply and licked my lips before speaking. “The paddle please, Sir,” I whimpered. It was almost impossible to hear my quiet words over the pounding of my heart. The excitement was coursing through me, filling me with a level of craving I had never felt before.

Adam nodded and picked up the paddle before guiding me over to the bed. He sat down on the edge, then wrapped his powerful arms around my waist and pulled me over his lap. My hands were still tied behind my back, and the rope rubbed against my skin as I writhed uncontrollably.

I felt a strong hand on my back and I instantly stilled, lowering my head to the mattress.

“For being unable to follow a simple command, you have earned five strikes with the paddle. And you will count after each one. If you lose count, then we will start at the beginning again, so I suggest you don’t do that.”

My mind swam as I tried to process his words through the haze of lust that was currently consuming me. The ache in my cunt was overwhelming, and I felt like I would go crazy if Adam didn’t fuck me soon. Only his hand on my back was keeping me grounded in any real way.

“Are you ready, Hazel?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned, surprised by the wantonness in my voice.

Without warning, the paddle came down hard on my right ass cheek, creating a dull thudding sound against my skin. I cried out, my body jolting as a throbbing pain spread through my flesh, but after a moment, I realised the pain wasn’t as bad as I’d expected. It was more of a pleasant ache than anything.

“One, Sir,” I said as loud as I could in my flustered state.

“Good girl for remembering,” he said, just a split second before the paddle came down on the left side, producing a mirroring ache on my other ass cheek.

The screech that emerged was more from surprise than pain, and the sound soon morphed into a needy moan.

“Two, Sir.”

Adam placed the paddle down gently on my upturned ass, resting it there while his hand dipped between my thighs to tease along my slick folds. I gasped at his touch and did my best to wriggle against the digits. But before I could begin to enjoy myself properly, he pulled his fingers away, leaving me desperate for more.

“Oh my,” he said, sounding amused. “Gary, it seems your wife is enjoying her punishment. She is dripping wet. I expect I will have a damp patch on my pants by the time I’m finished with her spanking.”

Gary moaned softly. “She does look so damn hot draped across your lap like that. Maybe I should bring her to you for spankings more often.”

A low growl vibrated through Adam. “Feel free to bring her around whenever you want, Gary. I will happily turn this sexy little ass red as often as you like.”

I writhed needily across Adam’s lap as the two men discussed me as if I wasn’t even there. The fire between my thighs was growing out of control, and the things they were saying were only pulling me deeper into my frantically needy state.

The weight of the paddle on my ass disappeared, and I braced myself for the next impact. I waited. And waited. It seemed Adam was even going to tease me with his spanking, and I found myself growing more desperate for it the longer he made me wait.

Suddenly, a more intense pain spread across one ass cheek, making my flesh feel like it was on fire, and I realised the first two strikes must have only been a warm-up. I yelped loudly, my body jerking in response to the sudden pain, but Adam continued to hold me in place with his free hand on my spine.

“Three, Sir,” I said, the words coming out on a strangled moan. He barely gave me time to catch my breath before the paddle landed hard again. “Four, Sir,” I groaned, a small sob almost escaping me. Even as the pain spread through my flesh, I knew this felt even better than I’d thought it would. The feeling of his control was intoxicating, knowing he could do whatever he wanted to me, even if that meant being punished.

There was another pause before the next strike, and all I could hear was my harsh panting and the pounding of my heart. Then suddenly, I didn’t have to wait any longer as the paddle crashed down across both ass cheeks, harder than any of the strikes that had come before it.

My sharp cry filled the air, and Adam threw the paddle down onto the bed before pulling me up in his lap, cradling me in his powerful arms. I was breathing hard, and my ass felt like it was on fire, but that was nothing compared to the burning lust that was coursing through my entire body.

“How was that, baby?” Adam asked softly, rubbing one hand up and down my back.

“So good,” I moaned, and he laughed.

“It was meant to be a punishment, Hazel,” he reprimanded in a mock stern voice. A grin teased at the corner of his lips to let me know he wasn’t being serious.

“It felt more like a reward,” I teased, and Adam laughed again while shaking his head.

“That wasn’t the reward. This is.”

He turned me in his lap and began untying the rope that was still binding my wrists together. When my arms were free, Adam quickly flipped me onto the bed with my head on the pillow, and he straddled my waist. I wriggled a little beneath him, enjoying the feeling of being helpless beneath him. That feeling only increased when he grabbed my wrists once more and pushed them above my head so he could tie me to the headboard.

I turned my head slightly so I could look over at Gary. He was staring slack-jawed as he worked his dick frantically with his hand. Even from here I could see he was close to the edge, and I sent up a little prayer to the heavens that he would be able to hold on long enough to be able to fuck me after Gary was done. Although I wasn’t sure there were angels put in charge of helping with that kind of thing.

Adam climbed off the bed, leaving me wriggling needily and tugging a little on the rope just so I could feel how secure it was. When I saw him picking up items from the dresser out the corner of my eye, I turned my full attention to him. As he walked back to me, he was holding a metal butt plug and the bottle of lubricant.

“Have you ever had both holes filled at the same time, Hazel?” he asked, a wicked glint in his eye.

His words forced a soft gasp from my lips at the same time as my pussy clenched with her desire to be filled.

“No, Sir,” I answered breathlessly.

“I suppose there has to be a first time for everything, right?” he said, a teasing grin playing about his lips.

Adam got back onto the bed and pushed my legs wide apart so he could settle between them. He covered the plug in lube while I watched, feeling a shiver of longing all over my body as I wondered what it would feel like to have my ass filled. I’d never experimented with any anal play before, so I was grateful to see the plug looked quite small.

I looked over at Gary again, noticing how he was watching with wide eyes, no doubt just as excited about this first-time event as I was. He had stopped stroking his cock, leaving it ignored for a while as he enjoyed the show, and it was still throbbing insistently.

“Lift your bottom up off the bed, baby,” he commanded, and I quickly obeyed.

I moaned as I felt the cool metal press against my tight rosebud, and for a moment my body stiffened. Adam paused, giving me a moment to breathe before he started pushing on the plug to slowly open my forbidden hole.

“Good girl,” he moaned, his eyes on me as he watched me squirm while he filled me with the toy.

I closed my eyes, focusing on all the sensations. The plug was stretching me more than I’d imagined it would, and it wasn’t exactly painful, but it was sending tingles rippling out through my entire body.

Suddenly, the plug was fully seated within me. Adam released the base and placed both hands on my hips to push them back down onto the mattress. As soon as my bottom touched the bed again, I began writhing, gasping with pleasure as I felt the toy shifting slightly within that tight hole.

“I think she likes it,” Gary said, his voice coming out as a moan.

“Fuck, yes,” Adam grunted, watching me with hungry eyes as my lust consumed me.

I spread my legs wider in invitation, and the way his gaze moved down to that spot between my thighs as if he was going to devour me sent tremors through my body. I needed him so fucking badly that my entire being was thrumming with desire.

“Please, Sir,” I groaned, unable to hold back the words anymore. “Please fuck me, Sir. I crave your cock so badly.”

Adam grinned down at me, the look on his face so sinfully delicious. He slowly popped open the button on his pants and lowered the zip so he could push them down over his hips. His rock hard cock sprung free, bouncing slightly in a way that made me whimper. I needed it inside me. Now.

“Please, please, please, please...” I whimpered, repeating the word over and over as if it was a prayer.

He lowered himself down over me, grinding his hips against mine so that the length of his dick slid back and forth against my soaked folds without ever once entering me. I was going to go fucking crazy if he didn’t slide it inside me soon and give me an earth-shattering orgasm.

“Please,” I groaned, the sound making it seem as if I was being tortured. And I was pretty certain I was.

“You want my cock inside you, baby?” he asked, apparently amused by my frantic state. I could feel his cock throbbing against my clit, adding to the sensations already coursing through my body.

“Yes! Please, Sir! Just fuck me. I need it so badly.” I tried to reach down, wanting to guide him inside me, but the ropes around my wrists made it impossible.

“Well, seeing as you asked so nicely, Hazel, how could I refuse?”

Adam leaned down to press a kiss against the side of his neck. At the same time, he slowly pressed the head of his cock against my dripping entrance and plunged deep inside me with one hard thrust. He pumped his hips with a ferocious intensity, making the entire bed shake beneath us.

I cried out with each thrust, after the teasing had left me so desperate to be filled. My wrists were tied and my body was being pinned into the mattress by his powerful frame, but the one part of me I could move was my legs. I wrapped them tight around his waist, drawing him in deeper with every savage thrust.

Something primal emerged from Adam as he took me hard, with grunts and growls flowing from him. He looked down into my eyes, allowing me to see the hunger written all over his face, and I melted beneath him. It wasn’t as if I could do anything as he had made me helpless, but I let him do what he wanted with my vulnerable body and I loved every moment of it.

My moans filled the air, along with wet, sloppy sounds as he pounded my cunt. The pleasure was already building, making me gasp and wriggle as much as I could beneath him. My toes were curling and my body tensing as I prepared for the orgasm I’d been needing all night.

“Don’t you dare,” he growled, sounding like a vicious beast.

I hadn’t even realised I’d closed my eyes, but they popped open again as I heard his words. “What...?” was the only word I could seem to find as his cock took away both my breath and my ability to think straight.

“Don’t you dare cum without permission, Hazel. Good girls always need permission when they cum. Are you a good girl for me?”

“Yes, Sir,” I answered quickly, desperate to please him so he might allow me the intense climax that was rapidly building. “Please can I cum, Sir? I need it so badly. I’ll do anything, just please let me cum.”

Adam groaned softly. “Fuck, yes. Cum for me, baby. Cum on my dick.”

He pounded his hips harder, slamming into me at a brutal pace that soon had my head spinning as my climax washed over me. My body shuddered beneath his, and my loud cries lifted into the air while I clenched tight around both his dick and the plug in my ass. Adam didn’t slow his pace, though. If anything, seeing me in the throes of my orgasm made him go harder, making the bed squeak loudly as it struggled under the force of his thrusts.

After a few moments, he stilled above me apart from a slight tremor that moved through his muscles, and he let out a loud moan. A few spurts of his warm cum filled my quivering pussy, and I welcomed his seed; then he began his merciless pace again until we were both satisfied.

Adam pulled slowly out of me, leaving me whimpering quietly as I adjusted to being empty again. I could feel his cream oozing out of my pussy, leaking onto his clean sheets. He leaned down to press his lips softly against mine in a moment that felt so gentle after the rough fucking.

Then he lifted his head and turned towards Gary. “Would you like me to untie her before you take your turn?”

Gary shook his head as he quickly stood up from the chair he’d been sitting in the whole time. His dick was standing out proudly, so fucking hard that I was certain he wouldn’t last long. But then maybe that was a good thing, given how tender my pussy was feeling.

“No,” my husband growled quietly. “I definitely want her tied up.”

A shiver of lust ran through me at his tone, knowing he wanted me to be helpless for him as well. Adam climbed off me and laid on the empty side of the bed, and I only had a split second to mourn the comforting weight and heat of his body on mine before that feeling was replaced by my husband.

He laid down over me and kissed my lips tenderly, sliding his hard dick straight into my dripping pussy. I moaned into the kiss as he began moving his hips, sliding in and out of me in slow and steady strokes.

Unable to help myself, I tugged on the ropes, wishing I could wrap my arms around Gary while we made love. But the reminder that I was still bound and helpless caused my pussy to squeeze around my husband’s cock.

His moans let me know he was close, and I rocked my hips beneath him, matching his pace. I needed him to fill me and reclaim me as his own. I craved to be marked with his cum.

When his body stiffened, then shuddered above mine, my moans of pleasure were almost as loud as Gary’s. His pace quickened as he pumped his cum into my eager cunt, and even though I was too sore to find pleasure again, just knowing he had filled me with even more cum was enough to make me happy.

After his climax had faded, Gary remained on top of me, holding me in his arms while he caught his breath. Adam reached over and unfastened the ropes as quickly as he could; then I wrapped my arms around my husband, holding him close to me.

“Thank you,” I whispered, suddenly feeling overcome with emotion. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to have a husband who allowed me to explore so many sensual delights.

Gary smiled and kissed me. “I love you, Hazel.”

“I love you, too.” A sudden tiredness washed over me, and I allowed my eyes to flutter closed while Gary and Adam cuddled close on either side of me, enveloping me in their warmth as I drifted off into a blissful sleep.
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The Hotwife’s Desire
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Gary smiled at me across the round table we were sitting at in our favourite Italian restaurant, Antonio’s. Then he shifted his chair further around so he could sit closer to me.

“Having a good night, so far?” he asked.

I chuckled and patted my stomach gently. “Of course. The bruschetta was as perfect as always, and I can’t wait for the Fettuccine Alfredo to arrive.” After taking a brief look around the small dining room to make sure nobody was paying any attention to us, I lowered my voice to a whisper. “You did help me to build up quite an appetite before we got here.”

My husband flashed me a wicked grin, which caused a new stirring between my thighs, despite the fact that we’d spent most of the afternoon making love. It was our wedding anniversary, and we were making the most of our special day together.

He leaned towards me, keeping his voice quiet when he spoke. “Well, I thought I would try to make it up to you, seeing as I didn’t get you the gift you wanted. I wouldn’t want to leave you feeling disappointed.”

A rush of heat flooded my face, and I laughed awkwardly while trying to hide my blushing features with my long, dark hair. “You know I was only joking about that, Gary.”

“Uh huh, of course you were, my love.” He winked at me, then turned his attention to the waiter, who was carrying our food over to the table.

I used that time to take a deep breath or two and get myself back under control. Gary had been teasing me all day about the anniversary gift I’d jokingly mentioned a couple of weeks ago when he’d asked what I wanted. Okay, maybe I was only kind of joking about it. Perhaps it was more accurate to say I was testing the waters to see how he would react to the idea, but he seemed surprised more than pleased, so I had backtracked quickly.

At the time, we had been laid in bed together on a lazy Sunday morning, and he’d asked me what I would desire as a gift. Something that would make me truly happy on our special day. And an idea had popped into my head as if from nowhere at his request. I had been so surprised by the thought that the words had just tumbled right out of my mouth before I could stop them.

Ever since we’d moved into a new neighbourhood a few months ago, Gary had taken to sharing me with the new friends he’d made on our street. There had been three of them altogether — Connor, Will, and Adam. I enjoyed the attention of other men, while he enjoyed watching me with them. It was an arrangement that worked well for us both, and our friends seemed to enjoy the pleasures of having no-strings attached hook-ups with a married woman. It was a win/win situation!

Except when Gary had asked what I desired most, I had kind of admitted to wanting to be shared by all three of them. At the same time. I’m not sure what I’d expected his reaction to be, but he hadn’t exactly looked overjoyed by the proposition, so I’d quickly told him I was joking around and tried to forget the whole thing had ever happened.

But all day he had been playfully teasing me between sessions of lovemaking, telling me he was just trying to give me enough sex to make up for not bringing over three men for a gangbang. Every time he worded it like that, it just made me even more flustered and, dare I say it, aroused, because the idea of it was so very naughty.

I took a deep breath, inhaling the delicious scent of the food that had just been placed in front of me and putting those thoughts behind me. It was a fun fantasy, but I was being perfectly spoiled for attention as it was.

Gary was already digging into his Spaghetti Carbonara, and I couldn’t help but smile as I watched him. I loved him so much for everything he was willing to give me already, and it was greedy of me to ask for more.

I leaned closer to him, sliding my hand over his thigh. “You do know your cock is the one I crave most out of everyone, don’t you, my love?”

He coughed and spluttered on a mouthful of food as I brushed my fingers against his cock through his pants. It twitched slightly in response to my touch, and feeling emboldened, I moved my hand until it was covering his genitals fully.

“Oh, I don’t doubt that, Hazel. Although it’s nice that you feel you have to prove it here in the middle of a restaurant.”

I ignored my food for a while, focusing all my attention on my husband as I caressed his cock through his pants, enjoying the way it was hardening again in my hand. He let out a soft groan before clamping his lips together tightly. His eyes bored into mine, and a tiny grin tugged at the corners of his lips.

“I am enjoying this new side of you, Hazel. Ever since I started sharing you, you’ve become so much more confident when it comes to your sexuality. Is it any wonder I can’t keep my hands off you?”

His compliment brought another flush to my cheeks and created a pleasant warmth between my thighs. But I tried to hide how flustered he made me feel with a sweet smile. “But I thought it was me who couldn’t keep my hands off you?” I gave his cock a gentle squeeze before going back to stroking it slowly.

“Maybe we are both just equal opportunity gropers? That could work.”

Gary smirked at me, but I could see the way he was gritting his teeth together by the firm line of his jaw. If I was right, my husband was close to losing control of himself, and a part of me wanted to see that happen. His cock was rock hard and throbbing behind the cotton of his pants.

I opened up the fastenings on his pants as quickly as I could with only one hand, attempting to twirl some pasta on my fork with my other hand to maintain our appearance of a normal couple out for dinner.

One of had us to try, after all. Gary had stopped eating, placing his cutlery down so he could hide his face in his hands. I was almost certain I heard him moan as I wrapped my hand around his cock and pulled it out of his pants beneath the table. While I’d always thought the long table-clothes at Antonio’s looked dated, I was suddenly grateful for them, as it meant I could stroke my husband’s cock without anyone else being able to see.

I took a mouthful of food, savouring the creamy taste on my tongue while casually moving my hand up and down Gary’s hard shaft. He was really throbbing now, and my hand was growing slick with the precum that was leaking from him.

The sound of a small laugh coming from Gary surprised me, and I turned to look at him. His face was flushed, and his eyes dark. It was the kind of look on his face that told me I was going to be in for one hell of a good time once we got home.

“You look like you are really enjoying yourself,” he said, his voice coming out as a low growl.

I giggled and nodded. “I am. I’ve got good food, nice wine, the man I love, and the cock I crave right here in my hand. What more could I ask for?”

Gary grinned at me, and for a moment, I thought he was going to make some comment about me asking for a night with three men, but he didn’t. Instead, he reached down under the table and gripped my hand, gently pulling it away from his erection before he tucked it back in his pants.

“Hmmm, that does sound like your perfect evening. But do you want to hear how my perfect evening would go?”

I tensed a little, wondering if the teasing was about to start again. “Sure,” I said. “I’d love to hear about it.”

He placed his warm hand on my thigh, gliding it upward until it was under my skirt. I felt his fingertips brushing against my wet pussy lips, and I let out a gasp as his touch sent tingles throughout my body.

“My perfect evening would begin with taking you out to a restaurant, fingering you in the middle of the main course until you cum, then taking you home and helping to make all your wildest dreams come true.”

I blinked in surprise, looking deep into his eyes to see if he meant what I thought he meant. Surely I was just dreaming, right? Or maybe he was just teasing me again. But I was too shy to ask him.

Before I could figure out what to say in response, Gary plunged two thick fingers deep into my pussy, surprising me so much that I cried out much louder than I should have in such a small restaurant. I noticed a couple of people turning in our direction, and my husband had a smug grin on his face, but I tried to pretend nothing had happened. The other people soon got bored and turned back to their own meals.

“I didn’t think you actually meant you were going to finger me here in the restaurant,” I said breathlessly, as my inner walls quivered around the sudden invasion. “I thought you were just teasing.”

“Then I guess you thought wrong, my love.”

He leaned closer to press a gentle kiss to the tip of my nose, before he began slowly pumping his fingers in and out of me. With each movement, he dragged the length of his fingers against my ever-swelling clit, creating such intense tingles between my thighs that it was getting hard to keep still.

“Lean back in your chair, Hazel, and spread your legs wider for me,” he whispered.

After taking a quick glance around the restaurant, I did as I’d been told, spreading my legs as wide as I could beneath the table to give my husband better access to my dripping wet pussy.

“Good girl,” he praised, and I felt a whimper slip from my lips.

I wanted to close my eyes and sink completely into the pleasure of his fingers, but it was too risky to do that here in the middle of the restaurant. Yet I was feeling a similar kind of thrill to when Gary let Adam fuck me out on our front porch where any of our neighbours could have seen if they’d looked out their window. It was the thrill of knowing I was doing something so deliciously naughty and I could get caught at any time. That feeling only added to the sensations that were building in my core while Gary continued to slowly pump his fingers in and out of me.

I glanced around the dining room, flicking my eyes back and forth between all the other couples enjoying their romantic meals to make sure nobody was watching us. My heart was pounding, no doubt a combination of the pleasure that was quickly growing between my thighs, along with the fear and excitement of misbehaving in public.

Gary brushed his thumb against my clit, and I had to clamp my lips tightly closed before a loud moan could escape from me. Lightning bolts of sensation shot through my body at that touch to the sensitive bud. But apparently, that wasn’t enough for my husband. He pressed his thumb against the little button and began rubbing in a slow circle that felt so good it was suddenly hard to catch my breath.

It was impossible to fight the desire to squirm and writhe against his thumb, and I suddenly forgot about the fact someone could be watching us while I got caught up in my need to cum. Gary kept his fingers deep inside me, no longer moving them, just allowing them to fill my slick channel while he worked his thumb more vigorously over my clit.

I was worried I might cut open my lower lip with the force I used to bite down on it as the beginnings of my climax swept over me. It was the only way to stop the loud moans that wanted to flow out from me as wave after wave of pleasure moved through my body.

As soon as Gary saw my body stiffen and my eyes go wide, he rubbed harder and faster at my clit, building me up to an intense peak that was breath-taking. He drew out my orgasm for as long as he could, forcing my inner walls to twitch and contract around the digits still nestled inside them, while I was forced to keep as quiet as I could. Then he slowly pulled his fingers out and wiped them on a napkin.

He smirked at me as he watched me, still zoned out in my blissful afterglow. “You should hurry up and eat your dinner, Hazel. It will be getting cold.”

I groaned softly, holding back a laugh at the way he continued eating as if nothing had happened, while I was still shaking all over and wasn’t even sure I could hold my cutlery.
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THE REST OF THE MEAL had been uneventful, with no more touching under the table. Although the Tiramisu had been so good, it was almost orgasmic, so perhaps that could have been put down as another blissful experience at the dinner table.

On the car ride home, I relaxed in the driver’s seat, letting my eyes drift closed as I sank into all the happy sensations of a full tummy and a satisfied pussy. It really had been a good day, and I could feel the smile appearing as it spread across my face.

“I hope you’ve had a good day so far, my love?” Gary asked as if he could read my mind, and I opened my eyes just in time to catch him peeking over at me. He seemed to be glowing almost as much as I assumed I was, and my heart filled with love for him all over again.

“It’s been perfect,” I gushed. “I honestly couldn’t have asked for a better day.”

Gary pulled into the driveway and leaned over to kiss my lips gently, then he pulled back slightly, a smirk playing across his lips. “Well, the day isn’t over yet. We still have more time to celebrate.” With that, he jumped out of the car and headed towards the front door.

I followed after him, wondering why he seemed to be in such a hurry, and when I got inside the front door, I halted. With my mouth wide open in shock, I glanced around the hallway at all the men standing there. Connor from next door, who was the first man Gary had ever shared me with. Will, the friend who I had gone to a party with as his pretend girlfriend, except I had ended up doing all the things with that a real girlfriend would do. And Adam, the neighbour who had fucked me hard out on the front porch one night, and who had treated me to my first true taste of submission on another night.

They were all there, watching me with amused looks on their faces while I processed this turn of events. My heart was pounding, and my pussy seemed to be throbbing in time with my pulse as I became overwhelmed with my arousal.

“What... what are you doing here?” I asked, barely able to get the words out in my shock.

“Gary told us he needed some help to celebrate your anniversary,” Connor said.

“So here we are,” Will added. “Ready to help our friend on his special night.”

Adam stepped towards me, fixing me in his sights as if I was his prey, and my rapid pulse kicked it up a notch as a little whimper escaped me. “Gary tells us you are eager to be used by all of us at the same time. Is that true, baby?” His voice had taken on that cool tone, which told me he was in the mood to take control, and my knees suddenly grew weak.

“I... ummm... I think so,” I answered hesitantly, flicking my gaze over at Gary.

My husband smiled back at me before moving closer and taking me into his arms. “It’s okay, love. I think I was a bit shocked when you first mentioned it. But soon enough, all I could think of was watching you being passed around between my friends like a good little plaything. So I set this up. But I promise you, it’s going to be just as much a treat for me as it will be for you.”

I felt a wide smile spread across my face, and I threw my arms around Gary. “Thank you so much, my love. I can’t believe you actually did this for me.”

Suddenly, I realised that all the men were crowding around me while I hugged my husband, and Connor stepped up behind me to brush his lips against the side of my neck. When he pressed his pelvis against my ass, I could feel he was already so hard, and I couldn’t hold back my moan.

“Sorry, Gary,” Will said. “I don’t agree with you. Unless you can cum as many times as we plan on making Hazel cum, this is going to be a much bigger treat for her.” A playful grin pulled at the corner of his lips as he teased my husband.

“Considering how many times I’ve already made use of all her perfect little holes today, I’ll be lucky if I can even cum one more time,” Gary said with a laugh.

“Then let us take her off your hands for a while,” Connor said, wrapping his arms around me from behind to gently pull me away from my husband. “I promise we’ll take real good care of her, and by the time we give her back to you, she should be fully satisfied.”

Connor’s words, combined with the effect of being surrounded by four men who all knew me intimately, were making me dizzy with lust. My entire body already felt like it was burning up with my desire for them all, and nothing had even happened yet. Just their closeness was enough to get me so worked up I couldn’t think straight.

“Just so long as I get to watch, you guys can do whatever you want with her.” Gary grinned at me as he spoke, letting me know he really was going to enjoy this almost as much as I was.

“Let’s go upstairs then, shall we?” Adam asked as he took my hand. “I think your husband said something earlier about wanting to watch you being a pretty little cocksucker for all his friends.”

I let out a soft groan as his words placed images in my mind of the three men stood over me, while I remained on my knees, sucking each of them in turn. “Okay,” I whimpered. “Let’s go.”

Adam nodded and began leading the way up the stairs while holding my hand, and the rest of the men trailed up behind us. Will wolf whistled at me, and made some comment about my ass that I couldn’t quite make out, but it made me blush, anyway. I made sure to sway my hips in an exaggerated way as I took the rest of the steps, ensuring they all got a good view of my bottom.

I gripped Adam’s hand tightly as we walked into the bedroom, feeling some nerves suddenly mixing in with the arousal. How would I cope trying to satisfy three men at the same time? The idea of it seemed a lot of fun, but would the reality live up to the fantasy?

I relaxed though as Connor came up behind me again, sliding his arms around my waist while he nibbled at that sensitive spot where neck and shoulder met. A soft moan escaped me and I leaned back against him as Adam stepped closer, pressing himself against my front until I was sandwiched between the two men. A shiver of pleasure ran down my spine as I was enveloped in the heat of their bodies, and I felt a sudden urge to get us all naked so I could feel all that deliciously bare skin against my own.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Gary stepping away from the crowd to settle in the chair in the corner of the room. It was the perfect place for him to sit and have a front row view of all the action.

But then Will moved closer to the three of us, standing beside me to grip my hair in his fist and tilt my head back. He leaned down so that his lips were almost brushing mine, and although I tried to close the gap so I could kiss him, his tight grip on my hair made it impossible. A pitiful whine escaped me, and he smiled down at me.

“I’ve missed the feel of your lips on my cock, Hazel,” Will said. “I can’t wait to see you on your knees, working hard to please all three of us with your mouth.”

He conjured that same image in my mind that Adam had done downstairs, and I couldn’t help but squirm. The small movements had me rubbing my body against Adam and Connor, and I could feel their cocks twitching against me in appreciation.

“You like the sound of that, don’t you?” Adam growled in my ear. “You want to be on your knees, being a pretty little plaything for our pleasure. Isn’t that right, Hazel?”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned before I even realised I was going to say anything.

“Good girl. Now get on your knees,” Adam commanded.

Both Connor and Adam stepped away, leaving me unsteady on my feet for a moment as I lost their support. But Adam reached out to grip my arm gently, helping me to lower down onto my knees. All three men moved around to stand in front of me, and I took a moment to glance over at Gary. He was leaning back in the chair, watching me with hungry eyes while his erection throbbed noticeably in the front of his pants. I whimpered softly at the sight of him, turned on by the fact he was watching me and so obviously aroused.

A hand gripped my chin and tugged gently to bring my face back around to the three men, who were now standing there with their cocks hanging out of their pants. I let out a loud moan as my gaze travelled from one to the other, each of them rock hard and apparently ready for my attention. I licked my lips, wetting them in anticipation of the task I was about to enjoy.

“I know it’s your anniversary, and you want to make sure Gary is enjoying himself,” Adam said. “But right now, you have three of us here to take care of, and you are going to focus on us. Gary can tell me if he is unhappy about anything, okay?”

I whimpered and nodded. It was no surprise to me that Adam was the one taking control of things, considering the fact he was a dominant. He’d shown me very well in the past that he was all too capable of taking complete control.

“Good girl,” Adam continued. “Now all you need to worry about is being a good little fucktoy for us. I can assure you that Gary is going to love every minute of watching you tonight.”

My only response was a whimper, as my gaze lowered from Adam’s face down to his cock which was just inches from my lips. The slightest turn of my head would bring either Will’s or Connor’s cocks into my direct line of sight. It was enough to send a rush of heat down to my pussy.

I’d waited long enough, though, and I was more than ready to be used. I opened my mouth and leaned towards Adam, seeing as he was the one standing right in front of me, and I took the head of his cock between my lips. We both let out a moan as I began suckling greedily on the engorged crown, flicking my tongue against the sensitive underside.

Adam gripped my hair roughly in his fist, tugging on it to bring me closer, forcing his cock deeper into my mouth. I brought my hands up, holding onto his muscular thighs as he began moving his hips, thrusting slowly while I sucked on his hard length.

“Fuck,” Connor groaned. “I can see why you enjoy watching her with others so much, Gary. Hazel looks so damn sexy on her knees like this.”

“I know,” Gary agreed. “Is it any wonder I’ve become so damn addicted to this?”

The three men murmured their agreement, while all I could do was moan around Adam’s dick as it slid in and out between my lips.

“Now now, Hazel,” Adam said in an admonishing tone that soon had me squirming. I had no idea what it was about that particular tone that drove me so wild, but it got me dripping wet every time he used it. “You are being a very good cocksucker for me, but Connor and Will are just being neglected. You should be stroking them while taking care of my cock.”

I whimpered and felt a blush heat my cheeks as I realised he was right. Quickly reaching up, I wrapped my hands around both their cocks, stroking them in a slow and steady rhythm that soon had them rock hard and throbbing within my gentle grasp.

“That’s better,” Adam moaned at the same time I swallowed every inch of his cock, making gurgling sounds around him. “Now you really are being a good little toy for us.”

All three men were moaning above me, and the sounds of their pleasure were driving me wild. An intense heat was building between my thighs, and I was aching for that moment when they would all start taking turns using my pussy. But I knew I’d barely started on the cock sucking part of the evening, and I was planning on enjoying that to its fullest, too.

I slipped my lips off Adam’s cock and turned my head towards Will, taking his thick shaft into my mouth to begin sucking. Without Adam needing to say anything, I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked him, whimpering as my saliva made his flesh slippery to the touch.

Will pumped his hips, pushing deep into my mouth while holding my head in place with both of his large hands. I closed my eyes, moaning deeply around his cock, savouring the feel of him between my lips as I continued to stroke Adam and Connor’s throbbing dicks. It damn near felt like heaven, being on my knees and being the focus of their attention.

“My turn now, pretty,” Connor growled as I felt his hand tangle in my hair to pull me away from Will’s cock.

I whined softly as my mouth was left empty, but it was only a moment before Connor was pushing his hard meat past my lips, muffling those little sounds. As if working on instinct, I began sucking again, making loud, wet noises with my mouth as I worked to please him.

My wetness was leaking onto my inner thighs, letting me know my body was more than ready to take them all once they were finished with my mouth. The ache in my core was growing more intense, and I would have been begging them to fuck me if I could talk. But Connor was fucking my mouth steadily, holding my head so I couldn’t pull away, so begging wasn’t even an option, no matter how much my needy little pussy craved some attention.

Soon enough, Connor was pulling me off his cock, too, and I whimpered quietly as I looked up at the three of them, my body tingling all over while I waited to find out what they would do to me next.

“Get undressed, then get up onto the bed, pretty,” Connor said. “I need to feel your tight pussy gripping my cock again. It’s been way too long since I’ve felt that.”

A flush of guilt washed over me as I realised I had been neglecting him recently. Connor was the first guy I’d slept with outside of my marriage to Gary, and he had been a regular fuck buddy. But the addition of more fuck buddies had meant I didn’t have as much time for him anymore.

“I’ve missed your cock, Connor,” I whimpered. “I want it inside me.”

He chuckled. “Then get on the bed like I told you to, Hazel. On your hands and knees. Now.”

I scrambled up from my position on the floor, quickly slipping off my dress. Gary had told me before we’d left the house earlier that I shouldn’t bother with panties, so that only left a black lace bra. I made quick work of opening the clasp and pulling it off, leaving it on top of my discarded dress on the floor. It seemed all the men let out a soft moan at the same time as I stood there naked for a moment. But as much I enjoyed the way they were all staring at my body, I knew I needed much more than that.

I turned and got up onto the bed, settling on all fours with my feet hanging off over the edge of the mattress. Spreading my legs wide, I knew all the guys would have the perfect view of my needy holes that were both aching to be filled.

Looking over my shoulder, I whimpered as I caught sight of them all stroking their cocks vigorously, including Gary.

Connor stepped closer first, running his hand over my ass cheeks and massaging the flesh while he seemed to be admiring the view. But I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait for him.

“Please just fuck me, Connor,” I moaned softly, moving to lay my head down on the mattress so that my ass would be higher in the air, displaying my needy holes even more. “I need your cock inside me.”

I heard a soft growl coming from behind me, presumably from Connor. Although, truth be told, they all had a fondness for growling, and now that sound would get me instantly wet.

“You need my dick, do you, pretty?” As Connor spoke, I felt the head of his cock brushing against my folds, teasing between them without entering me properly.

“Yes,” I groaned. “I need it now. Please.”

The final word came out as a surprised squeal when Connor suddenly pushed his hips forward and filled me completely with one hard thrust. I let out a moan and realised it was a sound of relief at having him inside me once again.

“God, you feel even better than I remembered, Hazel,” he grunted, sounding like he was speaking through gritted teeth.

Connor held himself deep inside me for a few long moments, and I could feel him throbbing deep within. Even that small motion was enough to send shivers of lust down my spine, straight to my core.

While waiting for him to move, Will came to stand on the other side of the bed, close to my head. “It’s no time to rest, Hazel,” he said with a teasing grin on his face. “I need to feel your mouth on me again.”

I quickly lifted my head up off the bed and opened my mouth wide, offering him the hole to use. As soon as the head slipped between my lips, I began sucking almost desperately on his hard rod. At the same time, Connor began moving his hips, sliding slowly in and out of me. The way his rippled shaft rubbed against my slick inner walls made me moan loudly around Will’s cock.

It felt so damn good to have both holes used like this, and I closed my eyes, surrendering to the motion of their bodies as I swayed between them. Each thrust from Connor would push my mouth further onto Will’s dick, while each thrust from him would push me back onto Connor. I was helpless between them as they each took what they needed from me.

“That’s a good girl,” Adam groaned, and even though I couldn’t turn my head to look at him, it sounded as if he was standing at the end of the bed to watch us. “Now you are being such a good little fucktoy. Look at you taking both of them at the same time. Soon enough, you will be taking all three of us, but I’m happy to watch for now.”

A loud moan escaped me as I wondered if he meant he would be claiming my third and final hole. Judging by the deep moan I heard coming from the corner of the room, I had to wonder if Gary was thinking the same thing.

But soon it became too difficult to think about anything at all, as Connor began thrusting even harder into my pussy, forcing me so far onto Will’s cock that I began to cough and splutter on it. My body rocked back and forth between them, like a toy for their pleasure, which was exactly what I craved to be for them.

When Connor reached beneath me to find my clit, coaxing the little bud out from under its hood so he could rub his fingers over it in firm circles, it became too much. Will’s cock muffled my loud moans of pleasure as he kept fucking my mouth even through my orgasm. Violent shudders wracked my body as waves of ecstasy moved through me, consuming me entirely.

Before the orgasm had completely faded, Connor was pulling out of me, and I whimpered as I realised he hadn’t filled me with his cum yet. “Do you want a turn now, Adam?” he asked, and I heard a low, throaty chuckle coming from the other man.

“I’ve got an even better idea,” he replied. “Will, why don’t you lie back on the bed and let Hazel slide down on your cock? Then, while she is riding you, she can be sucking Connor’s cock clean of all her delicious juices.”

“But what about you?” Will asked. “Surely you want to join in, too.”

As I looked up at Adam, he flashed me a wicked grin. “I plan to join in. After all, she had three holes, right?”

I groaned softly as arousal washed over me, and I looked over at Gary to find out how he felt about that proposition. He was staring at me with dark, lust-filled eyes while frantically jerking his cock. It looked like he was close to cumming, and part of me wished I could be on my knees, sucking that hot load out of him.

But then there were rough hands on my waist, lifting me and settling me down onto Will, who was now laying on the bed, which brought me back to the task at hand. I straddled Will’s waist and eagerly lowered myself down onto his hard cock. After my orgasm, I was so fucking wet that he slid easily inside me, and I began riding him with wanton abandon.

Connor moved onto the bed, kneeling next to me so that his cock was easily within reach. His hard flesh was glistening with my juices, making it look even more delicious than normal. Without hesitation, I leaned down to take him into my mouth, moaning softly as the taste of my pleasure filled my senses. With any luck, I would be tasting his pleasure soon, too.

Will gripped my hips hard, holding me still while he pushed up into me, thrusting deep over and over. With him taking control and using my pussy, it meant I could focus on sucking Connor’s cock while still getting the good, hard fucking I needed. Each time he slammed into my dripping cunt, my moans flowed out over the hard meat in my mouth, and I had a feeling that if heaven existed, it must feel a little something like this.

“Get ready, Hazel,” Adam said, the sound of his voice coming from behind me. “This might be a little cold.”

Before I even had a chance to work out what he meant, I felt a cold liquid being drizzled between my ass cheeks, making my body jolt in surprise. Then his fingers were massaging the lubricant over my final hole, one digit pushing inside to fill me and prepare me for his cock. The added sensation sent tingles of pleasure throughout my body, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long before another climax would take me. I just wanted to wait until Adam was inside me too, so I would be completely full when I came.

Will held himself still beneath me while Adam slowly pulled his finger out of me and pressed the head of his cock against my tight rosebud. I even stopped sucking Connor for a long moment as I held my breath in anticipation of that moment when I would be fully filled. The idea of it both thrilled me and scared me all at the same time. I’d had Adam fuck me before while I was wearing a butt plug, but that had been much smaller than his cock, and I was worried I wouldn’t be able to fit both dicks inside me at the same time.

But once Adam began sinking ever so slowly into my ass, all thought melted away, and I was left only with the most blissful sensations.

“That’s a good girl,” Adam moaned. “You’re being such a good slut for us. Look at you taking all our cocks at once, like the pretty little fucktoy you crave to be.”

I whimpered, the words sending a rush of arousal surging through my body, and I began sucking greedily on Connor’s cock once more, while Adam and Will remained still, allowing me to grow accustomed to being so damn full. My inner walls quivered around them as my body grew impatient for the pleasure I knew they could bring, and I wanted to beg them to fuck me, but Connor was holding my head while thrusting in and out of my mouth, making it impossible to form any words.

Finally, Will and Adam began moving, both of them gripping my hips tightly to hold me in place while they took me as they desired. It didn’t take them long to find a rhythm that felt good for them, if their loud moans were any kind of sign, with one pulling almost all the way out while the other slid deep. As their cocks moved in and out of me, I grew dizzy from the overwhelming sensations. Another orgasm was quickly rushing up on me, and I didn’t even try to hold it back now that I had all of them inside me.

Connor’s cock in my mouth muffled my loud cries of pleasure until he pulled out so I could scream as loudly as I needed. Tremors wracked my body as the climax took hold, making my eyes roll back while I lost all control of myself. I gripped both cocks tightly through my orgasm, my inner walls quivering around them.

Adam and Will were grunting, their bodies tense as they moved, and I had to wonder if they were both about to fill me with cum. But to my disappointment, they both pulled out of me as soon as my pleasure had begun to fade, and the sudden feeling of being empty had me whining pathetically.

They didn’t give me much time to dwell on it, though. Adam gripped my hair and used his hold on it to pull me off Will, dragging me back down onto my knees on the floor. I followed eagerly, always desperate for whatever they were about to do to me.

All three men stood over me, still fully dressed and with only their pants undone, stroking their cocks frantically as I watched. The sight of them all like that was so fucking hot that my pussy began begging for another orgasm again, even though I was still feeling the little aftershocks from the last one.

“Open your mouth, Hazel,” Adam growled. “You’ve been such a good little slut for us that it’s now time for you to claim your reward.”

Without hesitation, I opened my mouth and held out my tongue, ready for my delicious treat. Connor was the first one to explode, with ropes of his creamy cum spurting out over my face. A good amount landed on my outstretched tongue, while even more of it coated my cheeks and forehead. I quickly closed my eyes, not wanting to deal with the sting of cum in my eye, and focused on the feeling of his pleasure dripping from my face down onto my naked body instead.

Connor let out a relieved moan as the last drops spilled from him, and he stroked a hand through my hair. “Thank you, pretty. You were as perfect as ever.”

I took a moment to bask in the praise before I felt more cum shooting out over my face. With my eyes closed, I couldn’t see who it was, but the loud grunts coming from above me sounded a lot like Adam. A thrill rushed through me as I got covered in another load of cream, feeling like I really was being a little slut. It made me want more, and I whimpered softly while still holding out my tongue, catching whatever drops I could with it.

“Fuck,” Adam groaned. “That felt damn good. Thank you, baby.”

I heard footsteps as he moved away, but I stayed exactly where I was, ready and waiting for Will to reward me with his load, too. It only took a few more seconds before he erupted, sending even more hot cum spurting out over my face. I knew I was covered and must look a mess, but something about that created a feeling of such intense arousal inside me. This was what I wanted, to be a dirty little slut covered in their pleasure.

When the final few drops had been given to me, I quickly closed my mouth, savouring the taste of their combined pleasure on my tongue.

“Thank you, Hazel,” Will moaned. “Damn, you look so fucking beautiful like that. We should definitely do this more often.”

The thought had me squirming on my knees. I definitely knew I wanted to do this again. And again.

Suddenly, I felt a hand gently cradling the back of my head. “Hold still, baby,” Adam said from somewhere close beside me. “I need to clean you up a little.”

A warm, damp wash cloth rubbed gently over my eyes, cleaning away the cum there. I whimpered quietly, always getting surprisingly turned on by these tender moments of aftercare with Adam, when he was usually so strong and demanding while using me. The contrast in his actions never failed to have an effect on me.

Once my eyes had been cleaned up, I opened them to look up at the three men standing over me. The rest of my face was still covered in cum, though, and it was quickly cooling on my skin.

“Thank you,” I said in a breathless whisper. “That felt so amazing.”

“You’re very welcome,” Will said with a big smile on his lips.

“But you’re not finished yet,” Adam said. “You still have one more man to please, baby.” He pointed over at Gary, who I was grateful to see had saved himself for me. While he was no longer stroking his cock, it still jutted out proudly from his body, hard as steel.

I got onto my hands and knees and crawled over to him, settling on my knees in front of him.

“I so want to fuck you, love,” he groaned, “but I’m so fucking worked up after watching you like that and I don’t think I’d last more than two seconds. So I’m going to paint that pretty little face of yours too. Get ready for it.”

“I’m ready,” I moaned softly, before closing my eyes and holding out my tongue again.

Gary gripped my hair tightly and tilted my head back, holding me at the perfect angle so that when his cock erupted, his cum spurted almost directly into my open mouth, with some splashing onto my cheeks too. I held still, all except for a slight squirm, until he was finished, and then I swallowed his cum greedily, whimpering at the delicious taste.

He pulled me up into his lap, wrapping his arms around me to hold me tight. As much as I wanted to nuzzle into him, I resisted so I wouldn’t get him all messy with cum, as well.

“That was beyond perfect, Hazel. I love you so damn much.”

I grinned widely. “I love you too, Gary. Thank you for such a special anniversary gift.”

Gary chuckled. “You’re welcome, love. Although now I’m already wondering how I’m going to top this next year. Maybe I’ll just have to invite more guys over then.” He flashed me a wicked grin that had me fidgeting in his lap.

“Maybe,” I agreed. “I’m pretty sure that is the only way you could get me a better gift in the future.” I tried to keep a straight face, but a giggle slipped out as I teased him.

“So greedy,” he said with a laugh. “I love it.”

I grinned and cuddled close to him, feeling so damn lucky to have a husband as wonderful as Gary.
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The Welcoming Hotwife
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“So, do either of you know anything about the guys who are moving in next door?” I asked Gary and Connor, pointing to the removal truck outside the house beside ours. Gary was my husband, and Connor was our neighbour on the other side. We were all hanging out on our front porch on a blazing hot Saturday afternoon, enjoying a cold drink together.

“Yeah,” Connor replied. “I spoke to them a few days ago when they came in to paint some of the rooms. I even ended up giving them a hand with it. They are called Brennan and Taylor, and they said they’ve been best friends since high school. They do everything together. Apparently even buying their first house.”

A slow grin spread across my face as I thought about that. “Just friends?” I asked, trying to sound as casual as I could.

Gary laughed and wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me in closer against his body. “Why do you want to know, love? Thinking about welcoming them to the neighbourhood the same was Connor welcomed you?”

I felt my face grow hot, and I laughed. Connor had welcomed Gary and me by fucking me in front of my husband, and that had been my first foray into the hotwife lifestyle. In fact, it was such a fun first time that I’d slept with Connor several more times since then. And a couple of other friends Gary had made since we’d moved into the area. Just a week ago, it had been our wedding anniversary, and Gary had set up the perfect surprise for me as a gift. He’d arranged for me to be fucked by all three of his friends at the same time.

With a subtle shake of my head, I pulled my attention back to the questions Gary had asked me. “Of course not. I was just curious, my love. I didn’t know if it was one of those times when guys are pretending to be friends when really they are more than that.”

Connor chuckled. “I mean, even if that was the case, it’s not really any of our business.”

I smiled and nodded my head, turning my head back towards the commotion next door. There were four men unloading furniture from the back of the truck, and they were all well-built and gorgeous as hell. Given the heat of the day, they had all taken their shirts off and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t drooling as I watched them.

A heat was already building between my thighs as my mind drifted to thoughts of being sandwiched between all four of those sweaty, muscular bodies. Except, if I had my way, we would all be sweating because of the workout we’d be giving each other, not because we’d been carrying heavy things around. Truth be told, my libido had begun raging out of control ever since my husband had begun sharing me with other men, and Gary seemed to be doing everything he could to encourage my horny behaviour.

He leaned closer, brushing his lips up against my ear as he whispered. “I bet you’d love to be trapped between their bodies, wouldn’t you, Hazel? Maybe on your knees between them while you sucked them off, one after another.”

A whimper escaped me, and Connor flashed me a knowing look. After all, he had been there on that night a week ago when I had been used by three men all at the same time, and he’d seen first hand exactly how much I’d enjoyed it. Judging by the way his eyes darkened when he looked at me, his mind was racing with all kinds of filthy images from that night, too. Just like mine was.

The heat between my thighs was raging out of control, and it was getting impossible to think straight. I considered dragging Gary and Connor back into the house, so they could take care of me, but I remained mesmerised by the sight of the powerful bodies in action next door. I licked my lips, imagining what it would be like to drag my tongue over every inch of their glistening skin.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Gary and Connor watching me, nudging each other and grinning, but they left me in peace to admire our new neighbours and their removal men. After about twenty minutes, everything had been unloaded and two of the men were climbing into the front of the truck.

The two men left behind must have been Brennan and Taylor, and I watched as they waved goodbye to the guys in the truck before they headed into their new house together. When I turned back to my husband and his friend, they were both staring at me with huge grins on their faces.

I laughed, unsure whether I should feel ashamed by my brazen display of longing or proud of it. “What?” I asked, the word coming out almost like a squeak. I had to resist the urge to roll my eyes at myself. I honestly couldn’t remember the last time my hormones had been raging so out of control.

“If you want to go over there and welcome them to the neighbourhood, I don’t mind,” Gary said with a huge grin on his face. “In fact, I think maybe you should. Perhaps take round some cold drinks and a few of those cookies you made this morning.”

I thought it over for a moment, and it took me a minute to realise I was squirming in my chair. “I guess I could. But you just mean to give them those things, welcome them to the area, and then come back again, right?”

My heart was pounding as I wondered if he really did mean to welcome them in the same way Connor had welcomed me. Both of the guys were gorgeous, and I would have been more than happy to welcome them that way. In fact, the bikini bottoms I was wearing under my little denim shorts were soaked just thinking about it.

Gary got up from his seat and took my hand in his, pulling me to my feet before pushing me back against the railing that ran around the whole edge of the porch. “No, that’s not what I mean, Hazel. I saw how you were staring at them, so you are free to go and welcome them in whatever way you want. Although I think you should do it in a way that means you leave their house filled with at least two loads of cum.”

A soft groan escaped me, and I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him even closer against me. “Are you going to come with me?” I asked.

He shook his head. “I promised to hang out with Connor today and help him with some stuff over at his house. So why don’t you go on your own and then tell me all about it when you get back.”

Oh, he was going to let me fuck other men while he wasn’t around. That was new. And it somehow seemed to add a sordid edge to our hot new lifestyle.

“I mean, they might not want me, so I can’t actually guarantee anything will happen,” I said, wanting to make sure Gary wouldn’t be disappointed if I didn’t come home with any exciting news about what I’d been doing.

My husband looked down at me, eyeing my generous tits as my skimpy bikini top tried its best to keep them contained, then stepped back a little so that he could run his gaze over my long legs that were perfectly displayed by my tiny denim shorts. Ever since he’d begun sharing me with others, my taste in clothing had become bolder, often with lots of skin on show. All the extra attention I’d been receiving had been a huge confidence boost, and I loved the way all the men in the neighbourhood stared at me.

“Listen, love,” he said, with one side of his lip curled up into a smirk. “If you go over there wearing that, I can’t see them turning you down. You look fucking delicious.”

Gary pressed his body against mine once more, pinning me back against the railing. He was rock hard, and I could feel his erection pressing urgently against me.

“He’s right,” Connor added. “I’ve been having to resist the need to bend you over and fuck you ever since I got here. In fact, if you still need more once they are finished with you, you know where to come.”

With the playful grin he was wearing on his face, it was impossible to tell if Connor was being serious or just teasing me. Either way, my pussy responded by clenching with its need to be filled.

Gary pulled my attention back to him by cupping my face and pressing his lips to mine in a passionate kiss. “Go on, Hazel. I can see how much you want them.”

“And you’re honestly okay with this?” I asked, feeling a little hesitant about my first time doing this without him by my side.

“Of course, love. So don’t worry about me. If you want this, then so do I.” He pushed his hips forward, grinding his hard cock against me as if to show me just how much he wanted it.

“Have I ever told you that you’re the best?” I asked, pulling him down to kiss me once again.

As soon as our lips touched, he forced mine apart with his tongue to claim my mouth with a deep kiss. I moaned into the cavern of his mouth, all too aware of the feel of his hard body against mine and the fact that Connor was sitting just inches away from us, watching our every move. A heat consumed my entire body while I kissed my husband back with every bit of desire I felt.

But Gary stepped back way too soon, breaking the kiss and leaving me standing there flushed and panting. “Go and have a good time, Hazel,” he said in a voice that was little more than a deep growl. “And keep track of all the little details, because I’m going to want to hear them all when you get home.”

I was too fucking aroused to remember how to put coherent words together, so I simply nodded my head and rushed into the house to gather everything I’d need from the kitchen.
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LESS THAN TEN MINUTES later, I was knocking at their door while carefully holding a tray of treats in my other hand. I had a large pitcher filled with lemonade and ice, a plate with several of my homemade chocolate chip cookies, and even half a strawberry cheesecake that had been left over from desert last night. Hopefully, they would appreciate it after the strenuous task of moving into their new home on such a hot day.

My heart was pounding as I waited for them to answer, and I was glad they didn’t make me wait too long.

The front door opened, and the blond guy was standing there looking down at me. His gaze seemed to be instantly drawn down to my cleavage, which was on full display in my bikini top, and a slow smile spread across his lips.

“Hi there,” he said. “What can I do for you?”

Several ideas about what he could do for me crossed my mind, but I discarded them all. I should at least wait until I’d been invited inside before I began asking him to do filthy things to me.

“Ummm, hi. I’m Hazel, and I live next door.” I smiled and pointed towards my house, where Gary and Connor were still sitting on the front porch, watching us with great interest. Gary waved over when our neighbour peeked out and looked over in their direction. “And that man who waved is my husband, Gary,” I continued. “I thought I would come over and say welcome!”

The man waved back at Gary before turning his attention back to me. “Hi, Hazel. I’m Taylor. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Would you like to come in?”

“Sure!” I said, blushing a little as I realised how breathless and eager I’d sounded. “I brought some treats. I thought you might need them after all your hard work today.”

“Sounds perfect,” he said, glancing down at the tray as if just noticing it for the first time. Taylor reached out to take it from my hands before stepping back to let me in.

I looked over at Gary one last time, smiling as he gave me a reassuring nod, then I followed Taylor into his new home. As to be expected, there were cardboard boxes and furniture wrapped in plastic all over the place, but I noticed the couch and a table were set up in the living room as Taylor led me in there.

“Brennan!” he called out. “We’ve got a visitor.”

The sound of footsteps racing down the steps was quickly followed by the appearance of Brennan in the doorway. My breath caught in my throat. His dark brown hair was damp and dishevelled, and he was only wearing a pair of shorts. From the looks of things, he hadn’t long got out of the shower, and he looked so delicious it was hard to stop staring at the well-defined muscles of his chest and abs. His eyes moved slowly over my body in return, in a way that had me fidgeting from foot to foot.

“Hi,” I said to break the sudden silence, and then had to clear my throat when the word came out as a squeak. “I... I live next door. I’m Hazel.”

“Hi, Hazel,” he replied, while his eyes remained glued to my long legs. “It’s great to meet you.”

“Hazel brought over some lemonade and deserts to help welcome us,” Taylor added, reminding me that he was standing behind me. When I turned back to him, he’d placed the tray down onto the table and had moved closer. “I saw her husband, too. He was hanging out on their porch when I let her in.”

I suddenly became aware of the fact that they were both standing close to me, even though the living room was more than spacious enough to accommodate us all. My body was flushed, and my skin prickling with the excitement created by their proximity.

“Thank you, Hazel, for bringing us some refreshments.” Brennan said. “God knows we need them right now. Why don’t we sit down and enjoy them together?”

I nodded and made my way over to the couch, sitting in the middle of it without thinking. Brennan came and sat down on one side of me, and his knee brushed briefly against mine, creating excited flutters between my thighs.

“I’ll just go grab some glasses and plates,” Taylor said. “I’ll be right back.”

I watched as he walked out of the room, trying to think of a topic of conversation to start up with Brennan, but luckily, he already had one in mind.

“So your husband seems pretty laid back, letting his wife come over to say hi without getting jealous about it. That’s great.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Gary doesn’t have a jealous bone in his body,” I remarked. “I’m a very lucky lady indeed.”

Brennan grinned at me. “What if a guy was to start flirting with you? Would that make him jealous?”

I felt my face heat up with his question. Gary had watched me do a lot more than just flirt with other men, and he always loved it. Brennan continued to watch me, no doubt noticing the blush, but other than an occasional glance down at my tits, he was being very respectful.

“Of course not,” I answered quickly, a smile playing about my lips. If I was going to say anything about the arrangement I had with my husband, which I was going to have to if I wanted anything to happen, then now was as good a time as any. Brennan was actually making it as easy as it could be to talk about it with the conversation he’d started. I still had to take a deep breath to gather my courage before continuing, though. “In fact, he likes it when I flirt with other men. He encourages it even.”

Brennan’s eyes widened almost comically for a moment before he quickly regained his composure. “Oh wow,” he said after a long pause. “It sounds like you two have a very fun relationship.” Another pause followed, and I wondered if I should follow that up with more information, but once again, Brennan beat me to it. “So does he encourage you to do any more than just flirting, Hazel?”

My face began burning and it must have flashed an even brighter shade of red. He was watching me with curiosity written all over his face and was even leaning slightly closer.

“He does, actually,” I whispered, both slightly nervous about admitting it and insanely aroused at the same time. There was no doubt in my mind that Brennan might be interested in some fun with the way he was looking at me, and it was getting hard to catch my breath as the anticipation built within me. “It was his idea for me to come over and see you.”

Brennan nodded, going quiet for a moment as his gaze wondered over my scantily clad body once more. “Okay,” he said, drawing out the word for a long moment, chewing on his bottom lip as if deep in thought. “But you wanted to come over to see us too, right? And your husband encouraged it? Or are you just here because he wanted you to come here?”

I almost groaned inwardly as I realised my mistake. By trying to make it clear my husband had given me his permission, I’d made it sound as if I’d played no part in the decision.

“I definitely wanted to come,” I answered quickly. “I’d been watching you guys all afternoon and Gary had noticed, so his suggestion that I should come see you was a reaction to the fact I hadn’t been able to stop staring since you’d all pulled up in the truck earlier.”

I shifted nervously, wondering how he would feel about my confession, but a grin soon spread across his face.

“I can’t believe I didn’t notice you, Hazel. Although I guess I was a little distracted by the move. So, another question for you, Hazel. If I wanted to put my hand here,” he paused and placed his hand on my thigh, gently brushing his thumb back and forth across my bare skin, “would you and your husband both like that?”

His touch sent little sparks of electricity shooting through my body, creating pleasurable sensations with just that simple touch. “I... ummm... we would both like that very much,” I stuttered, as the fog of lust made it hard to think of what to say.

Without thinking, I parted my legs slightly for him, and he slid his hand higher until his fingertips were brushing against my inner thighs where my shorts ended. A whimper escaped me as he leaned closer, the heat from his body searing into me. Knowing that I was being touched by someone who was a complete stranger added a strange thrill to everything that he did. All I knew about him was his first name, and here he was, sliding his hand so far up my leg that if he went any higher, he’d be touching my pussy through my shorts. I could see Brennan was breathing heavily, a slight flush of colour on his cheeks, and I had a feeling he was just as aroused as I was.

Feeling bold, I leaned forward, closing the gap between us until my lips were pressed against his. Brennan moaned quietly, curling his fingers to grip my leg firmly while his tongue pushed against my lips, seeking entrance. I opened for him, and his tongue plunged into my mouth, exploring it in such a sensual way that I melted against him.

Suddenly, there were footsteps approaching once more, and my natural instinct was to jump back and react as if nothing had happened, as if I’d just been caught doing something wrong. I reached up, straightening my hair as Taylor entered the room, and his gaze flickered back and forth between the two of us as if he knew something had been going on, but he didn’t say anything about it.

Taylor placed three glasses and three plates down on the table, along with some cutlery. “Sorry it took me so long. I had to find the boxes with what we needed, and then I gave everything a rinse.”

As soon as he’d said that, I slapped my forehead with the palm of my hand and let out a groan. “I’m sorry. I should have brought those things with me.”

“Don’t worry,” Brennan said quickly. “Perhaps your mind was on other things when you were getting ready to visit.” He flashed me a knowing grin, and there was no way I could deny the truth of his words. I’d been very distracted by several filthy scenarios running through my mind while gathering up my things.

“I guess you’re right,” I answered, chuckling quietly to myself.

Taylor came over and sat down on the other side of me, while Brennan got to work pouring out glasses of lemonade for all of us.

“So how long have you been living here?” Taylor asked, and I was suddenly all too aware of just how close he was sitting. Perhaps it should have been intimidating, being caught between two men who had the bulk of guys who worked out regularly, but it wasn’t. I found it sexy as hell. Perhaps it was the submissive part of me, getting off on the idea of being helpless between these two men. Perhaps it was the slight danger of being so vulnerable with complete strangers. Whatever it was, my entire body was burning with lust.

I tried to bring my attention back to Taylor’s question. “Ummm, we only moved in about six months ago, so I guess we would be considered new to the area as well.”

Brennan reached across me at that point, handing Taylor a glass of drink. But he didn’t pull back after the other man had taken the glass. Instead, Brennan pressed his lips against mine, continuing the kiss that had been interrupted just moments before.

I melted into it instantly, kissing him back passionately while he gripped my hair in once of his hands and tilted my head to the perfect angle that would allow him to deepen the kiss.

“Dude! What are you doing?” Taylor asked, his voice coming out as a screech. “I told you she was married!”

Brennan pulled back slightly, but kept a firm grip on my hair. “It turns out Hazel and her husband have a special agreement, where she can play around with other guys with his permission. And it just so happens they decided together that she should come over today and offer us a real warm welcome.”

He dipped his head once more, except this time he trailed featherlight kisses against the side of my neck, sending shivers of longing down my spine. I showed no resistance to his kisses, tilting my head back further to give him better access to the sensitive skin on my neck.

“Is that true?” Taylor asked.

“It is,” I said, the words coming out on a soft moan as Brennan began gently scraping his teeth against my bare flesh.

“And you’d like to welcome both of us, Hazel?” he asked, shifting closer behind me on the couch.

I reached over, placing my hand on Taylor’s thigh. “Definitely,” I answered quickly, and he let out a soft groan.

My body was now trapped between both of theirs, the heat emanating from their bodies to add to the fire that was building within me.

As Brennan continued to brush kisses against my neck, occasionally nipping hard enough to send a shockwave through my body, Taylor put a hand on my thigh and began stroking up and down it gently. Each time his hand moved upwards, his fingertips got closer to my aching sex, until I was panting and aching for his touch.

Finally, he brought his hand fully between my thighs, cupping my pussy through the denim of my shorts. I moaned and spread my legs wider in invitation.

“Does that feel good, baby?” he growled in my ear, and I nodded vigorously.

“So good,” I moaned. “Don’t stop. Please.”

Taylor began rubbing at my pussy through my clothing, pressing firmly over my throbbing little button in a way that had me gasping with pleasure. Instinctively, I began moving my hips in a circular pattern, grinding myself shamelessly against his hand.

At the same time, Brennan brought his kisses lower, down to the valley of my cleavage. He reached behind my back, tugging on the string bow that was keeping my bikini top in place to free my breasts. He cupped one tit in his hand, brushing his thumb back and forth over the hardened bud to send tingles down to my clit.

The way these two complete strangers handled me had me writhing and moaning uncontrollably. It felt so damn good that I almost forgot Gary wasn’t with me. But only almost. While I wished he was here, his absence somehow made this event feel even more illicit, adding to the arousal I felt. I knew he was going to love hearing every detail later, though, so I brought myself back to the present moment, focusing my attention on the way they were turning me into a needy mess with the gentlest of touches so I could tell Gary all about it when I got home.

Taylor pulled his hand away from my pussy, and I groaned with frustration. “Please don’t stop,” I whimpered, blushing at how desperate I sounded.

He chuckled softly, the sound vibrating through his chest as I leaned back against him. “Don’t worry, Hazel. I’ve got something in mind that will feel even better.”

Before I could ask him what it was, he quickly snapped open the button on my shorts and slipped his hand inside them, keeping his fingers flush against my skin so he could bypass my bikini bottoms, too. When his fingertips teased against my wet petals, I moaned and arched my spine as sparks of pleasure shot through my body.

Brennan saw his opportunity when the position pushed my exposed breasts towards him, and he leaned down to take a hard nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently on the sensitive little button while flicking his tongue against it.

The attention from both of them was combining to push me closer to the orgasm I’d been needing so badly ever since I’d started watching them earlier in the day.

“Oh god,” I moaned, bringing one hand to the back of Brennan’s head so I could hold him close against my tit. “That feels so good.”

Taylor pushed his hand lower between my thighs, sinking two fingers into my aching pussy while pressing the heel of his hand against my clit. I cried out, the sensations building so quickly that I knew it wouldn’t be much longer before I was cumming on his fingers.

He pumped his fingers in and out of me, the motion causing the heel of his hand to rub against my clit. Brennan sucked and licked one nipple, while tugging on the other with a thumb and forefinger, helping to build the inferno between my thighs before I spiralled out of control. My toes curled and my sharp cries of pleasure filled the air as they brought me to orgasm.

Taylor kept up the steady pumping of his fingers until my climax had faded and my slippery inner walls were quivering around the digits from the little aftershocks that wracked my body. I was panting hard, collapsed back against Taylor while holding Brennan against my front.

“I think she liked that,” Brennan said as he popped his mouth off my breast, his lips curled up into a wide grin.

As I was too breathless to speak, I could only laugh and nod.

Taylor brushed his lips against my ear from behind. “But now I think it’s time for you to give our cocks some attention too, Hazel. What do you think?”

A whimper escaped me even as a slow smile spread across my lips. My only response was to slide down onto my knees on the floor between them, running a hand over each of their crotches. God, they were both rock hard and, if I wasn’t mistaken, well hung.

I rubbed them both through the shorts they were wearing, enjoying the way their dicks throbbed with my attention.

“Do you want to suck our cocks, pretty?” Brennan asked, and I nodded my head quickly.

“Yes please,” I said, the words coming out sounding more like a moan than any actual kind of verbal communication.

They both grinned down at me and made quick work of unfastening their shorts. I moaned softly and reached inside their clothing, eager to find out what treats they had in store for me. With gentle movements, I wrapped my hands around each of their cocks, squirming as I felt how thick they were, then pulled them out of their shorts.

Fuck, they were both big and throbbing and dripping precum. My pussy quivered in anticipation of all the pleasures that were in her future, but right now, I was eager to taste them. I leaned towards Brennan first, flicking my tongue against the engorged head to lap up the glistening drops that were oozing from the slit. His low moan sent a shiver of lust down my spine, and I lapped at the head once more, before my hunger took over and I slid my lips down over the fat head.

Brennan placed his hand on the back of my head, gripping my long hair in his fist to guide my mouth up and down on his shaft. I moaned around him, enjoying the taste of him as he throbbed between my lips.

While sucking Brennan, I began stroking Taylor’s cock, whimpering when his moans started to fill the room, too. The sounds of their pleasure were enough to drive me wild, and I sucked hungrily on the dick in my mouth.

After a few more strokes of my lips up and down Brennan’s cock, I lifted my head, paused only long enough to take a deep breath, and then I lowered my mouth down over Taylor’s throbbing meat. I went back and forth between them, stroking whichever cock wasn’t in my mouth. The wanton desire to pleasure them was overwhelming, and even the ache deep in my core wasn’t enough to stop me.

They took turns fucking my mouth, lifting their ass up from the couch to thrust deep while I did my best to take as much of their big cocks as I could. Saliva leaked from my lips, coating their shafts until they were dripping with the evidence of my hunger for them.

I grew wild, needing to make them cum so I could taste their delicious cream, but before that could happen, a hand gripped my hair and pulled my head up, stopping me from taking either of them into my mouth. Taylor leaned down to kiss my lips, apparently not bothered by the drool that was dripping from my chin after sucking them both so greedily.

He broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to growl his words against my lips. “You are such a good little cocksucker. But now I want to try that wet little pussy of yours, Hazel.”

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned.

I was about to get up off my knees when Taylor got down onto the floor behind me, holding my hips firmly for a second to let me know he wanted me to stay where I was. “This is the perfect spot, Hazel. This way, you can keep sucking Brennan while I use your pussy.”

Damn if that wasn’t the most perfect idea I’d ever heard. Taylor pulled on my hips, lifting them so my ass was higher, then he pushed my shorts and bikini briefs down until they were pooled around my knees on the floor. I felt the head of his dick brushing against my dripping slit, making my petals quivers in anticipation. I held my breath as I waited for him to fill me.

“You heard what he said,” Brennan said, grabbing a fistful of my hair and guiding my head down into his lap. “I still want you sucking me off while he fucks you.”

I slid my lips down over his throbbing erection once more, my cheeks caving in as I sucked him vigorously. At the exact moment I took him into my mouth, Taylor drove his hips forward, filling me with one hard thrust. My loud moan vibrated around Brennan’s dick, and he used his hand in my hair to pump my mouth up and down on his cock while Taylor slammed repeatedly into my cunt.

“God, her pussy feels so good,” Taylor grunted between thrusts, and I’m sure I would have been beaming with pride at the compliment if I wasn’t right on the brink of another orgasm.

My body trembled, the pleasure building quickly. “That’s it, baby,” he groaned. “Cum on my dick. Cover it in your cream because soon you’re going to be sucking it clean for me.”

A few more thrusts of his big cock were all it took to send me spiralling out of control. My pussy clamped down tight around him while my body convulsed with each intense wave of ecstasy that washed over me. But that didn’t slow him down. If anything, Taylor pummelled my cunt even harder and faster with his hard rod, making my eyes roll back in my head as the orgasm consumed me.

Brennan had pulled me up off his cock as soon as I’d started cumming, and my loud screams of pleasure reverberated around the almost empty room. Then Taylor pulled out of me just as the orgasm was beginning to fade, leaving my pussy empty as it quivered with little aftershocks.

Without needing to say a word to each other, they both got up and switched ends, Taylor coming to sit on the couch in front of me, while Brennan got on his knees behind me. Taylor’s cock was still rock hard and glistening with a mixture of my saliva and juices. I didn’t waste any time in leaning forward to take him into my mouth, sucking hungrily on his wet rod. The taste of my own pleasure on his flesh had me moaning around him.

Brennan slowly entered me from behind, his hands gripping my hips hard to hold me in position. My moans grew louder, although the sound was muffled by Taylor’s cock in my mouth. They both began moving in synch, pumping and thrusting into my holes in the perfect rhythm. The way they moved so in time with one another made me wonder if they had done this before, taking a woman together in the most primal of ways.

“Fuck, you were right. Her cunt feels so damn perfect.” Brennan’s voice was strained, as if he was speaking through gritted teeth as he pounded into me.

Each of his thrusts pushed me forward onto Taylor’s cock, forcing me to take him even deeper into my mouth until I was gagging and spluttering on his throbbing meat. Neither of them slowed the pace of their thrusts, though, and I didn’t want them to. I was already on the verge of another orgasm as Brennan jackhammered my pussy with a powerful force.

“Come on, baby, you need to cum on my cock too,” he moaned. “I want to feel you gripping my dick with this tight little pussy of yours.”

I whimpered around Taylor’s cock, knowing it wasn’t going to take much to push me over the edge again. Then Brennan reached beneath me, sliding one hand between my thighs to rub at my clit. He circled his fingers vigorously over the slick and swollen button until my muffled moans grew even louder and my body was tensing while waves after wave of pleasure moved through me.

I clamped down hard on Brennan’s shaft, and that was enough to have him roaring loudly while he pumped my pussy full of his cum. Unable to help myself, I rocked back against him, impaling myself on his dick over and over while surrendering to an intense climax.

Then Taylor grabbed my head in both hands and began fucking my mouth even harder than he had been, until he erupted inside my mouth, feeding me his hot and creamy load. I sucked even more hungrily, swallowing every drop I could to try to fully satisfy us both.

Once we had all come down from our high, we stayed in the same position, with me on my hands and knees while resting my head on Taylor’s thigh, and with Brennan on his knees behind me, his cock still buried in my wet heat even though it was rapidly softening. One hand was stroking my hair, while another was gently rubbing my back, and I was almost purring with contentment.

“Make sure to thank your husband for us when you get home, baby,” Taylor said, and when I looked up at him, he had a huge satisfied grin on his face.

“I will. And I hope you don’t mind, but he’s going to want to hear all the details when I get home.”

“He is? I don’t know about that. It was private and personal. But if he’s willing to let you come and visit again, then we might let you tell him what happened.” Taylor was grinning at me as he spoke, letting me know he was teasing me, and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“I’m definitely hoping we can work out another visit for the future,” I said, smiling from ear-to-ear.

“Mmmm, I hope you do, Hazel,” Brennan said, leaning down to press a kiss against my bare shoulder. “This has been the perfect way to spend an afternoon.”

I chuckled, already making plans in my head to stop by again soon.
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WHEN I LEFT TAYLOR and Brennan’s house, there was no sign of Gary or Connor out on our front porch, so I went inside to look for them. Almost as soon as I stepped in the front door, my husband rushed towards me and pushed me up against the wall, his face so close to mine I was almost certain he was about to kiss me. He was panting, his breath rushing against my lips, and I could feel his erection pressing against me.

“Have you been hard all this time?” I asked, trying to hold back a giggle.

Gary laughed. “Of course I fucking have, Hazel. All I’ve been able to think about all afternoon is how those two guys were probably fucking you senseless. I wanted to jerk off, but I didn’t think Connor would appreciate me making a mess over at his house.”

Another playful grin teased at my lips. “I don’t see why not, love. It’s not like it would be the first time you’ve done that at his place.”

He groaned and leaned his forehead against mine. “But that was when I was watching Connor fuck you, so it’s different. Now tell me, Hazel. Did Taylor and Brennan fuck you?”

I whimpered and nodded. “They did.” My voice was suddenly breathless once more, with no hint of the teasing that had been there only moments ago. Seeing the way Gary’s eyes darkened with lust had me squirming as the ache between my thighs suddenly reappeared.

“Both of them? Separately or at the same time?”

“At the same time,” I answered, practically moaning the words.

Gary let out a soft groan. “Tell me more about it, love.”

As he spoke, he slipped his hand in the front of my shorts, sliding a finger into my wet pussy. Gary moaned as he fully impaled me with the digit, and I knew what had caused that sound. It was the fact that I was filled with another man’s cum.

“First of all, we were all sat on the couch together, and they were touching me all over, fingering me and playing with my tits until they made me cum.”

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I bet you looked so fucking beautiful when you were cumming for them, love. Then what happened?”

I got momentarily distracted when Gary slipped his finger out of me, leaving me pouting with my disappointment, but when he began unfastening his pants to pull out his cock, I quickly forgave him. Wrapping my hand around his shaft, I stroked him slowly while recounting the next part of my story.

“Then I got on my knees while they stayed on the couch, and I took turns sucking them until they were both rock hard and ready to fuck me.” The moan that came from him was an almost tortured sound, but he was throbbing insistently in my hand, letting me know how much he enjoyed hearing about it.

“I should have come over with you,” he said. “I would have loved to watch you like that.”

I smiled at him, thinking that he could always watch next time if he wanted. Not that I mentioned that possibility, though. I wanted him to cum inside my needy pussy, not in my hand. And it seemed he had the same idea as he was pushing my shorts down to the ground before lifting me up off my feet and sliding his cock deep inside me. We both let out a loud moan as he filled me, but he didn’t move. Instead, he held himself deep while keeping me trapped between him and the wall.

“What happened next?” he asked, his voice almost as breathless as mine.

“One of them got on the floor behind me and started using my pussy, while I sucked the other. We stayed like that until they’d made me cum again, then they switched ends and kept using my mouth and pussy until they came too.”

I was writhing as much as I could on his cock while I was pinned against the wall, and I could tell by his tense body and the firm line of his jaw that it was taking a lot of effort for Gary to maintain his self-control.

“Did only one of them cum in your pussy?” he grunted, and I could feel him throbbing deep inside me.

“Yes,” I whimpered. “And one came into my mouth.”

Gary held himself still for a little longer, then he began fucking me hard, slamming me against the wall with each deep, hard thrust. He was like an animal, rutting wildly into his mate, and I had to wrap my arms and legs tight around him throughout the rough ride.

Each thrust created a wet and sloppy sound between my thighs, a combination of my excitement and Brennan’s cum. That only seemed to drive Gary even more wild, and he jackhammered my cunt with powerful movements. The sensations were building quickly, pushing me closer to another orgasm at an overwhelming pace.

I held onto him even tighter, closing my eyes as a climax took hold of me, my body convulsing with the intensity of it. My spasming pussy was enough to push Gary over the edge with me, and he began pumping his hips harder as he filled me with another huge load of cum.

He kept fucking me until we were both breathless and trembling, then he slid down to the floor, pulling me into his lap.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’ve been going crazy all day wondering what was happening over there. Crazy in a good way, of course. The anticipation of finding out what was going on was intense and kept me on edge all day. I might need to send you off to have fun on your own more often.”

I giggled and nodded. “I love having you there, and I wouldn’t want that to stop completely, but there was an added sense of excitement knowing I was doing it alone. It made it feel even more naughty, if that makes sense?”

“Yeah,” he said with a grin. “I could see how that would add to the fun. I will have a think about what we can do next time to enhance that feeling.”

Gary winked at me before pulling me in closer against his body. It was hard to believe how different our marriage had become ever since we’d moved into this house, and it seemed there were still more fun changes in our future.

I couldn’t wait.
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The Hotwife’s Birthday
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“Please, just tell me what you have planned for today, Gary!” I whined at him, as I snuggled into the warmth of his body under the blankets. “It’s my birthday, so the least you can do is tell me what’s happening!”

My husband chuckled and kissed the tip of my nose before slipping out of bed. “It’s your birthday, which means you get to be spoiled in every way possible, so just trust me when I say you are going to have an amazing day.”

I muttered some bad words and pulled the blanket up over my head. Gary had been hinting for weeks about the special something he had planned, and the anticipation had been getting to me. I was excited, and I’d been hoping to find out what the surprise was as soon as I woke up, but he would not relent. I’d even offered him a blow job for information, and he refused.

“Why don’t you have a shower, Hazel, while I go make some breakfast? By the time you come down, I should have something delicious waiting for you.” He pulled the blanket off and grinned down at me with a wicked expression on his face.

“Fine,” I said with a sigh. “But there had better be bacon with whatever you’re making, otherwise there will be trouble.”

Gary chuckled. “Your wish is my command on your birthday, love,” he said, before turning and walking out of the bedroom.

I quickly scrambled out of bed and headed to the bathroom. While waiting for the water from the showerhead to heat up, I tried to think of a new plan to find out what Gary was up to today. But honestly, if the promise of a blow job hadn’t worked, I didn’t have a clue what else I could use to entice him.

I stepped under the showerhead, letting out a happy sigh as the hot water rushed over me. Maybe I’d just stay here and enjoy this bliss for as long as it would take for Gary come find me. Then he could help me find an even more satisfying kind of bliss.

The thought of a little fun here in the shower caused a small ache to blossom between my thighs, and I ran a hand down over my mound. But I quickly pulled it away again when I heard the bathroom door open. A smile spread across my face as I turned in the shower, about to ask Gary to join me.

Except it wasn’t Gary stood in the doorway. It was Connor. He lived next door, and he was the first man to turn me into a hotwife not long after Gary and I had moved into the area.

“What are you doing here?” I asked loudly over the running water, a wide smile on my face.

Connor stepped into the room and closed the door behind him as he started stripping out of his jeans and t-shirt. “Gary wanted you to have a special birthday, and he invited me over so I could help spoil you with attention.”

My smile widened even more, to the point that my cheeks were aching. “Then hurry up and get in here, Connor. I am in desperate need of attention.”

Connor laughed and stepped out of his underwear, leaving all his clothes in a pile on the floor as he joined me in the shower. He took me in his arms and pulled me closer to his naked body, and my skin instantly tingled from his touch.

“Happy birthday, Hazel,” he said, just before lowering his head to claim my mouth with a deep kiss.

I melted against him, a soft moan escaping into the cavern of his mouth as I surrendered to his kiss. Unable to resist the temptation, I ran my hands over the hard planes of his chest, then down over his abs, finally reaching his cock to take that thick length into my hand.

Connor was already semi-hard, twitching and growing within my grasp while I stroked him. His own moans flowed against my lips as he continued to claim my mouth with his tongue.

When I couldn’t wait any longer, I pulled back slightly to break the kiss. “Is this my birthday treat?” I asked breathlessly, giving his cock a gentle squeeze to let him know what I was talking about.

Connor groaned softly and bucked his hips, working himself within the circle I’d made around him with my fingers. “It’s one of your treats,” he replied with a grin, and I couldn’t help but wonder if Gary had invited any other guys around today to help celebrate.

That thought created a pleasant heat between my thighs that was nothing to do with the steaming hot water raining down on us. Hopefully, there would be plenty more fun throughout the day.

“Hmmm, well, if it’s my treat, I should enjoy it thoroughly,” I said, smiling as I lowered down into a crouch before him.

Connor nodded his head, his eyes growing dark as he stared down at me. “Enjoy it however you want, baby. Consider it yours for the day.”

“Ohhh, now I am a lucky birthday girl. I’m sure I could think of plenty of ways to enjoy your cock throughout the day. But first, I want breakfast.”

He opened his mouth as if to say something, but all that came out was a moan as I parted my lips and slid them down over the engorged head of his cock.

I kept my hand wrapped around the thick base, stroking up and down his shaft while sucking and licking the head.

“Come on, baby,” he groaned. “I thought you wanted to enjoy your treat. Not tease it.”

With that, Connor gripped my wet hair in his fist and drove his hips forward, pushing almost the entire length of his hard rod into my mouth. I coughed and spluttered with surprise as it hit the back of my throat, but it only took me a moment to recover and begin sucking hungrily on his cock.

“That’s better. Fuck, you are so damn good with your mouth, baby.”

The praise caused whimpers to escape around his cock, although the sounds were muffled with the way he was filling my mouth.

Connor gripped my hair with his other hand, holding my head in place as he started fucking my mouth enthusiastically. His moans echoed around the shower stall, and I could feel his hard meat throbbing between my lips.

The ache in my cunt was growing out of control as he used my mouth, and I couldn’t resist reaching down to rub my clit. Crouching down in this position had opened me up, making it easy to find that slick little button with my fingers. I rubbed vigorously, moving my fingertips around in little circles until I was moaning loudly around the cock in my mouth.

“That’s it, birthday girl. Make yourself cum for me. Make yourself nice and wet for when I’m ready to use your hot little cunt.”

The dirty talk had my pussy quivering with excitement, and I would have begged him to carry on talking to me like that if my mouth wasn’t too full to speak.

Instead, I did as I’d been told, rubbing hard and fast at my clit until pleasure exploded within me. I cried out, the sound completely muffled by his cock until he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me free to moan loudly as the climax consumed my entire body.

The pleasure had barely finished working its way through me before Connor used his grip on my hair to pull me to my feet. I stumbled slightly on the wet shower floor, but luckily, his hold on me was firm enough to help keep me.

Connor turned me around quickly before pushing up against my back, pressing my breasts and stomach against the slick shower wall. I could feel his hot breath rushing against my earlobe as he growled.

“Now how do you want to enjoy my dick, birthday girl?” he asked, his voice a low rumble in my ear.

“I want you to fuck me. Please fuck me, Connor.”

He chuckled softly, a wicked sound that sent of shiver of longing down my spine. “You want my cock deep in that tight pussy of yours, Hazel?”

“Oh god, yes. Please, Connor,” I begged shamelessly.

“Such a good girl,” he groaned, as he gripped my hips and pulled my ass closer to him. Then I felt the head of his cock teasing against my aching pussy for a long moment before he impaled me fully with one hard thrust.

I cried out with pleasure, my needy cunt gripping him tightly as he began fucking me hard and fast. Each thrust pushed my upper body harder into the wall, and I had to place my hands on the slick tiles to brace myself. My hard nipples rubbed against the wall to send ripples of heat down between my thighs.

Connor reached around me, grabbing my tits in both his large hands, pinching the hard little buttons between his fingers as he groped the voluptuous mounds of flesh.

I closed my eyes as I surrendered to the pleasure of his cock, the veiny shaft rubbing against sensitive spots deep inside.

“Harder,” I cried out, and Connor was all too happy to oblige me by pounding his dick faster and deeper into my pussy.

He pinched my nipples harder, tugging on the tight little buds, making my head spin as the stinging sensations mingled with the growing heat between my thighs.

It wasn’t long before fireworks were going off inside me, making my entire body convulse with the force of my climax. My loud cries filled the air, sounding almost like screams as I let go and allowed the violent orgasm to consume me.

After a few more deep thrusts, Connor’s grunts and moans filled the air alongside my own sounds of pleasure, and I felt his cum flood my pussy. He kept up the same brutal pace until my knees had gone weak and he had to hold me up.

“Damn,” I said with a weak grin playing across my lips. “What a way to start my birthday.”

Connor chuckled. “I know. It was fucking perfect. But there’s still plenty more time to celebrate. Let’s get washed up and go downstairs to see what else Gary has planned for you.”
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AFTER A SHOWER WHERE Connor and I took far too long running our hands over each other’s bodies under the guise of washing each other, we finally made our way downstairs. Connor was back in his jeans and t-shirt, while I was wearing nothing but a fluffy robe. After all, it was my birthday, and if I wanted to be comfortable, I would be.

To my surprise, Will was sitting at our kitchen table, and I felt another rush of warmth in my pussy. Hopefully, Gary had invited him around for the same reason he’d invited Connor.

Will’s face lit up when he saw me, despite my casual attire, and I rushed over to lower myself down into his lap. He pulled me close in his strong arms and pressed his lips hard against mine. I moaned softly and parted my lips for him, giving him access to claim my mouth with his probing tongue.

“I see you’re pleased with both your guests so far today, love,” Gary said, and I broke the kiss with a sheepish grin on my face.

“I couldn’t be happier, Gary,” I said as a small giggle escaped me.

“Good,” he replied. “I want your birthday to be very special this year. You deserve to be spoiled.” Gary winked at me as he placed a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon down on the table in front of me.

I squealed with delight as I realised he’d made good on his promise of bacon, and I began digging into my food. Apparently, being fucked hard in the shower could work up quite an appetite.

As I ate, I felt Will’s hands move to my front to open my robe. Both Connor and Gary watched as he caressed my breasts with his expert touch, gently teasing the nipples until they were so hard that they tingled with little sparks of pain. It was getting harder and harder to focus on my food as the ache between my thighs grew insistent once more. And the more I wriggled in his lap, the harder Will’s cock grew beneath me.

Finally, I gave up, putting the cutlery down and pushing the plate away. I relaxed back against him, letting out soft moans of pleasure as his hand glided down over my stomach to settle between my parted legs. He moved his fingers gently over my slick petals, and I had to wonder how much of that moisture was my arousal and how much of it was Connor’s cum still leaking out of me.

“Does that feel good?” he moaned in my ear as he sank two fingers deep into my wet cunt.

I let out a soft gasp as he filled me and nodded my head quickly, too breathless to form words. Gary and Connor were still in the room, watching us with lust-filled eyes while I surrendered to the pleasure of Will’s touch.

His fingers quickly grew slippery as he stroked them almost tenderly in and out of my pussy. My inner walls quivered around the invading digits as if urging him on to fuck me faster with them. But I don’t think he understood what my cunt was trying to tell him as he continued with the same maddeningly slow pace until I was writhing and moaning shamelessly in his lap.

I could feel Will’s cock pressing urgently against my ass cheeks, and that only seemed to make my pussy ache even more.

“What do you need, birthday girl?” he asked, while grazing his teeth against my earlobe.

I reached behind me, sliding my hand under my ass so I could grip his cock through his pants.

“This,” I managed to moan out. “I need this inside me.”

Will growled softly in my ear, and my pussy tightened around his fingers in response to that sound. After a few more slow thrusts, he pulled the digits out of me, causing me to cry out with disappointment at suddenly being empty.

But he quickly wrapped his arms around me and stood, placing my feet back on the floor as he bent me over the kitchen table. Will leaned down over my back, pressing gentle kisses along my spine. “It’s only fair that you get what you want on your birthday,” he said, his voice little more than a husky whisper.

The sound of a zipper seemed loud, and I held my breath, waiting for that moment when he would give me what I needed. Will stood behind me, gently gripping the back of my neck to keep me pinned against the kitchen table, and I melted into the moment.

I could feel the wetness leaking from my pussy, dripping down onto my inner thighs, and it took me a moment to realise the whining sound I could hear was coming from me.

“Please,” I whimpered. “I need your cock, Will.”

I heard all three men moaning, although I couldn’t see any of them with my face pointing towards the wall while my head was being held down. But that only seemed to heighten the arousal I was feeling.

After a long moment, I felt the head of Will’s cock teasing against my wet petals, gliding up and down my slit without actually entering me. I moaned and tried to wiggle my way onto his cock, but it was impossible with his hand holding me firmly in place.

Then, inch by inch, Will slowly pushed inside me, stretching me with his thick meat. I let out a moan. “Oh god, yes. Fuck me. Please, fuck me.”

Will placed his other hand on my back, keeping me even more helpless as he began thrusting into me with deep, hard thrusts. The sounds of the wooden table legs scraping along the floor filled the room as our movements forced the table forwards.

Heat flooded to my core as Will pounded my pussy hard, the head of his cock slamming deep with each thrust. His primal grunts mingled with my loud moans while he took me hard, yet I could only hear it as if from far away as a fog of lust descended upon me.

The pleasure was building up inside me, quickly pushing me towards another release, and my body trembled with the intensity of the sensations.

“That’s it, Hazel. Cum for me. I need you to cum on my cock.” His words came out as a low snarl, and he began fucking me harder, his heavy balls slapping against my clit with each of his thrusts.

It all became too much, and I quickly spiralled out of control, crying out as another orgasm wracked my body. I shuddered violently with every wave of pleasure that washed over me, the intensity taking my breath away.

“Yes!” Will grunted triumphantly. “That’s it. Cum on my cock.” His final word morphed into a loud moan as I felt him erupt deep inside me, filling me with my second load of cum for the day.

Will kept up the brutal pace until we were both finished, then he fell back into the chair behind him, keeping my body close to his, so he remained inside me while I got settled on his lap once more.

We were both breathing hard, and my legs were still trembling when Gary walked over to us. His eyes were dark and hungry, and my pussy clenched around Will’s cock as I saw the look on my husband’s face. I was able to catch a brief glimpse of the obvious bulge in the front of his pants before he gripped my face in both hands and leaned down to kiss my lips hard.

My moans flowed against his lips as I kissed him back hungrily, reaching up to grip his t-shirt in one hand. Even though I had already been fucked twice, and still had another man’s cock growing soft within me, I still needed my husband with every fibre of my being.

But he broke the kiss, breathing hard as he pulled back with a wicked grin teasing across his lips. “Finish your breakfast, love, then go get dressed. We’ve still got a lot more celebrating to do yet.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “If it’s the kind of celebrating that requires wearing clothes, I’m not sure I want to be any part of it, Gary.”

He laughed along with me. “Don’t worry. I think you are going to love what I have planned for the rest of the day.”

I grinned and picked up my cutlery, going back to my forgotten breakfast. With any luck, I was going to be needing the energy for the rest of my special day.

[image: ]

BY THE TIME I’D GOT dressed and appeared in the kitchen again, it was almost mid-morning and both Connor and Will had disappeared.

Gary smiled at me as he saw me enter, walking to me and pulling me into his arms.

“Having a good birthday so far, my love?” he asked.

“Mmm, it’s been perfect so far. Thank you, Gary. Should I be expecting any more visitors today?”

As if to answer my question, there was a loud knock on the front door. I grinned and arched a brow at my husband, who looked like he was going to explode with excitement.

“That will be Adam. I thought it would be nice to invite him for lunch, but he obviously got here a little early.”

A thrill ran through me as I watched Gary go to open the front door. Adam was the Dom in the neighbourhood, and my time with him usually meant I’d have an opportunity to sink into my more submissive nature.

When I heard Adam’s voice, I practically skipped out to the hallway to greet him. He scooped me up in his arms and kissed me hard, taking my breath away with his lips.

When he pulled his mouth from mine, his lips were curled up into a wide smile. “Happy birthday, Hazel!” he said. “I got you a present, but I’m not sure where to give it to you. Where shall we go?”

I giggled as I looked him over and realised he wasn’t actually holding a gift. I was going to have to assume it was a filthy gift, and that was perfectly fine by me.

Taking his hand, I pulled him into the living room and guided him over to the couch. Gary followed us in, taking a seat in the chair opposite us.

“So, what did you get me?” I asked, almost bouncing with excitement. “It must be very small because I can’t see you carrying anything.” I flashed him a teasing grin, and he laughed.

“Well, it’s something special. Something I assume nobody else has given you. And seeing as I am the friendly neighbourhood Dom, it’s my privilege to be the one to give it to you.”

I squirmed beside him, suddenly feeling a little breathless. Whatever he was planning to give me, I had a suspicion I was going to love it.

“What is it?” Gary asked, and when I looked over at him, I realised he was rock hard while he watched us. The front of his pants was showing an impressive tent as his cock stood proudly.

“I thought I’d give Hazel a birthday spanking. I assume nobody else has given you one of those?” he asked, turning back to me.

A loud groan escaped me, and I quickly shook my head. “No, Sir,” I responded, naturally sinking into a more submissive frame of mind.

“Good. Then let me be the one to give it to you.”

With a swiftness that surprised me, Adam wrapped a strong arm around me and pulled me across his lap. I wriggled a little, trying to calm the insistent ache between my thighs, and I could feel his erection pressing against my hip.

Slowly, Adam pulled my skirt up over my hips. “What’s this?” he asked, his voice dropping down into that deep and commanding tone he always used when he was taking control of me. “Wearing panties, Hazel? You should know better than that.”

“I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t realise you...”

My words were cut off by the loud crack of a hand coming down hard against my ass cheek, quickly followed by my surprised wail as a stinging heat spread across my skin.

He gripped my burning flesh roughly in one of his large hands, kneading my ass cheek to force whimpers from my lips. My pussy was leaking with pure arousal, and I wanted to beg him for more. But then his hand was gone from my body as he made easy work of ripping the little lace panties right off my body.

“A pretty little fucktoy like you should never wear panties. Your holes should be available for us all to use whenever we want, shouldn’t they?”

His words created a flutter deep in my pussy, and I wriggled against his thighs, hoping to find something to rub myself against. “Yes, Sir,” I whimpered. “I’m sorry.”

“Good girl,” he said, rubbing my ass cheek gently before sliding his hand down between my thighs.

A low growl escaped him. “So fucking wet and needy already. Or maybe you’ve already been a good little slut today and taken a couple of loads of cum in your greedy pussy? Which one is it, baby?”

“Both,” I answered quickly, knowing it was the truth. Sure, some of that sticky mess between my thighs was likely to be cum, but the lust consuming me told me some of it was going to be my own mess too.

I worked my hips up and down in his lap, grinding myself shamelessly against his fingers, breathing hard as I let my wanton desires take over.

“Both, huh? What a perfect answer.”

Adam moved his slick fingers from between my thighs and placed his hand back on my ass. I wriggled beneath him, whining quietly about being denied his touch where I needed it the most.

“Ready for your birthday spanking?” he asked in a low growl that sent a blistering heat instantly to my core.

“Yes, Sir,” I moaned, the words barely recognisable over the sound of pleasure. But Adam knew me well enough by now to realise that I always craved a spanking, no matter the occasion.

There was a long pause before I heard Adam take a deep breath, then he began the spanking. His hand rained down over and over on my ass cheeks, moving from one to another, leaving both burning from his attention. My loud cries filled the air, along with the sound of his hand slapping flesh.

I wriggled, my body instinctively trying to move away from the source of pain even though my inner thighs were slick with the arousal it caused. But Adam wrapped his free arm around my waist, pulling me against his stomach and holding me tight to keep me helpless.

The display of his strength and power over me turned me on just as much as the spanking. It took me a moment to realise that my ass was rising and falling as I tried to hump against his thighs once more, even as he kept smacking my ass. By now, both my ass cheeks were burning, the pain seeping deep into my body to fill me with an intense heat.

When Adam stopped, I was almost disappointed. But then I felt his hand back between my thighs as I melted into his touch.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That feels so good, Sir.”

My eyelids fluttered shut as I let the sensations envelop me like a soft blanket. The relief his touch brought to the ache in my core was like a balm to the pain on my ass, and I couldn’t stop moaning softly.

Adam chuckled. “It’s supposed to feel good, baby, otherwise I’m doing something very wrong.”

“I’m pretty sure you’re doing everything right,” Gary observed. “Very right indeed, judging by the look of her.”

Suddenly, two fingers plunged deep into my pussy, and I spread my legs wider apart while still laid across Adam’s lap, welcoming the invasion.

Adam had never been the kind to be gentle, which was one of the things I loved most about him. He pounded my cunt hard with his fingers, and I could feel my own wet mess splashing against my inner thighs with each thrust. I was so damn wet and needy, and my greedy pussy clenched around the digits to suck them even deeper.

“Good girl. You like it when I use you hard, don’t you?”

I tried to answer with a yes, but the sound came out completely garbled by a loud moan. I moved my hips as much as I could as he held me against his body, trying to fuck his fingers even harder.

Just as I was about to cum, Adam pulled his fingers free and smacked my ass hard again, making my eyes sting with tears of frustration.

“Don’t worry, baby. You’ll get what you need soon enough.”

Adam gripped my arms and helped me up into a sitting position on his lap, facing away from him so I could look over at Gary. My husband was staring at me with wild eyes, breathing heavily as he jerked his cock. The sight of his obvious arousal took my breath away, and I almost begged Adam to be allowed to crawl to Gary and suck my husband’s cock while he used my pussy.

But before I could even get a word out, Adam was lifting me, then sliding me down onto his cock, impaling me on it. I cried out in surprise as he filled me. I hadn’t even heard him unfasten his pants, so it had been a shock. But I recovered soon enough and began bouncing hard and fast on Adam’s hard rod.

Each time I slammed down all the way onto his cock, pain flared on my ass cheeks, making the sensations feel overwhelming. I gripped Adam’s knees tight, my fingernails digging into his skin as I gave in to the pleasure that had been building inside me from the very moment he’d started fucking me with his fingers.

An orgasm crashed into me, taking my breath away completely. Adam began moving beneath me, thrusting up into my cunt while my inner muscles squeezed and spasmed around him. He seemed to have more control than I did, though, as he managed to hold off on his own pleasure.

He fucked me hard throughout my climax, sending fireworks through my entire body, and kept going even when the sensations had faded and I was limp from the intensity of it.

I clung to Adam’s legs even tighter, worried he was going to bounce me off his lap with his brutal thrusts, even though he had a firm grip on my hips. Lifting my head, I looked over at Gary, noticing the puddles of cum decorating his stomach, and felt some relief that I hadn’t been the only one who couldn’t control themselves.

Adam moved his hands from my hips and brought them around to grip the front of my shirt. With one hard tug, he’d ripped it open, exposing my breasts to my husband. I’d put on a lace bra to match my panties when I’d got dressed, but its only function was pretty, as it certainly wasn’t providing any support. My generous tits were bouncing as I rode Adam’s cock hard, slowly slipping out the side of the little scraps of lace.

Adam grabbed my breasts, massaging them in his large hands. His palms were rough as they rubbed against my hardened nipples, the stimulation on those sensitive buds sending even more heat down to my core.

I threw my head back and let out a loud moan as I felt another orgasm approaching.

“That’s it, baby,” Adam growled in a low, feral tone. “Cum on my dick again, Hazel. I’m ready to fill you with another load of cream and I need you to fucking cum with me.”

I bounced harder on his cock, growing wild with my desire to please him. Reaching down, I began rubbing at my clit, giving my well-used pussy the extra stimulation it needed to clench and quiver with another orgasm.

The pleasure washed over me once more, and I clamped down hard on Adam’s dick, squeezing it while feeling it pulse deep inside me. He let out a loud moan of his own as he pumped me full of his cum, flooding my needy cunt with his hot seed.

We kept up our frantic movements until we were both fully satisfied; then I collapsed back against him, exhausted but glowing with happiness.

“Did you like your gift, baby?” he asked softly, his lips brushing against my ear.

His question seemed ridiculous given my current state, and I couldn’t help but giggle. “I loved every second of it, Sir. Thank you.”

I turned my head towards him and placed a big kiss on his cheek.

“Good,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. “Now go be a good girl and lick up the mess your husband made. I know you need his cum too, don’t you, baby?”

I nodded quickly and slipped off Adam’s lap to settle on my hands and knees, feeling Adam’s seed trickle down onto my inner thighs. Keeping my gaze locked firmly on the creamy puddles decorating Gary’s abdomen, I crawled towards him, licking my lips in anticipation of the taste I craved.

“That’s it, love. Come here,” Gary said.

Once I was at his feet, I lifted my gaze briefly to his face, seeing the lust still blazing in his eyes before leaning closer to lap at the salty cum with my tongue. I moaned softly, savouring the taste of his pleasure as I licked over and over again in long, slow strokes, gathering as much of his essence as I could.

Gary moaned softly and gathered my long hair in his fist, holding it firmly as I cleaned him up. Once all the cum had been lapped up, I turned my attention to his cock, kissing and licking along his softening shaft.

When I was satisfied he’d been fully cleaned, I lifted my head to look up at him. “Is that all my surprises for today?” I asked softly, a small smile playing across my lips.

“Perhaps,” Gary replied with a chuckle. “You will have to wait and see.”

I grumbled quietly under my breath, before climbing up into his lap and cuddling close to him.
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TWO HOURS LATER, I was still sitting naked in Gary’s lap. Adam was sitting beside us, giving my feet a gentle massage while we all chatted. I was being thoroughly spoiled with attention, and not just the sexual kind.

My heart overflowed with love for my husband, knowing he was happy to share me with other men and allow me these kinds of special experiences.

A knock at the door forced a soft groan from me. “Another surprise?” I asked, grinning at Gary.

Adam jumped up from his seat, letting my feet fall from his lap. “I’ll get it. You two stay there.”

I watched him curiously as he ran out to the front door. From where I was sitting, I couldn’t see who entered, but I heard voices out in the hallway and instantly recognised them.

Taylor and Brennan.

They had moved in next door to us a few weeks ago, and I had given them the kind of warm welcome that Connor had given me when we’d first moved into the area. My pussy quivered with excitement. If they were both here, that meant they would want to use me together, and very little aroused me more than pleasing multiple man at once.

The three men burst into the living room, Taylor and Brennan grinning as they spotted me.

“Happy birthday!” they both exclaimed almost at the same time.

I rose up from Gary’s lap and went to greet them, and they both immediately pressed close to sandwich me between their bodies.

“Thank you for coming to celebrate with me,” I whimpered breathlessly.

Even though Gary had invited all the other men I’d slept with since moving into the neighbourhood, I hadn’t been sure if he would invite these two. Connor, Will, and Adam had all become regular fuck buddies, and I had grown close to them all. But I had only been intimate with Brennan and Taylor once, on the day they had first moved in.

“I thought it was time you got reacquainted with them, love,” Gary said, watching me with the two men. He hadn’t actually come with me that day, so he’d never seen me with them, but he knew how much I’d enjoyed myself with them.

“Thank you,” I said to him with a wide smile on my face, before turning back to the two men holding me captive between them.

Taylor was behind me, and he leaned to whisper in my ear. “We’ve both been thinking about you and wanting more. So we were happy Gary invited us today.”

I squirmed between them, feeling a heat between my thighs despite having already been fucked three times today. My greedy little pussy still wanted more, and she wanted these two in particular.

“You don’t mind if I stay to watch too, do you?” Adam asked, already settled into the seat beside Gary, where he had been before we’d been interrupted.

I looked at Taylor and Brennan. While I obviously didn’t mind if Adam stayed; after all, he’d already seen me in various intimate situations; I couldn’t be sure that they would mind having an extra person in the audience.

They looked at one another over my head and both shrugged. “We don’t mind,” Brennan replied. “We’re going to be far too focused on the birthday girl to pay much attention to whoever else is in the room.”

I grinned at that, feeling a shiver of lust run down my spine.

“Why don’t you get on your knees, Hazel,” Taylor growled in my ear, and I quickly obeyed.

Without waiting to be told, I got to work unfastening Brennan’s pants as he was standing in front of me. Within seconds, his hard cock was free, and I was sucking greedily on it. His moans filled the room, and he rocked his hips slightly to push deeper into my mouth.

Behind me, I felt Taylor crouch down, his hand sliding between my reddened ass cheeks before moving beneath me to tease at my dripping sex. His touch brought out a moan from me, the sound of pleasure vibrating around Brennan’s hard rod as I sucked on it.

A finger entered me, and then a second, slowly sinking into my wet cunt. I closed my eyes, savouring the sensation of having two holes filled and used at the same time. Taylor began pumping his fingers, moving them in and out at the same slow pace Brennan was using to fuck my mouth.

Brennan placed both hands on the back of my head, holding me still while he moved, pushing his cock deeper with each thrust until I was taking every inch of him. I gagged and spluttered on his thick length before relaxing enough to swallow him easily, letting him use the tight channel of my throat for his pleasure.

And while sucking Brennan, his friend kept fucking my pussy with his fingers, slowly increasing the pace until he was slamming the digits hard and deep inside me. With a slight curl of his fingers, Taylor was rubbing against that sensitive spot on my inner wall, making me see stars as the sensations suddenly grew so much more intense.

Within seconds, pleasure was flooding my body, drowning out even the feel of the cock in my mouth. My muffled moans filled the air, and my body shuddered violently as I surrendered to the feelings rushing through me.

As soon as the pleasure had faded, Taylor slipped his fingers out of me and gave my glowing ass cheek a slap. It was only gentle compared to what Adam did to me, but it was enough to ignite the heat on my flesh once more.

“Turn around,” he said. “It’s my turn to use that pretty little mouth of yours.”

I let Brennan’s cock slip from my lips and turned around, catching sight of Gary and Adam watching me intently. They both grinned at me, letting me know they were enjoying the show I was putting on. But then Taylor’s cock was pressing against my lips to distract me.

Opening my mouth, I slid my lips down over his cock, stroking them up and down his hard rod while I sucked. Behind me, Brennan gripped my hips and pulled me up so I was on my hands and knees. I felt the head of his cock teasing against my soaked cunt lips, gliding up and down my slit without actually entering me.

“Are you ready to take both our cocks at the same time?” he asked, his voice a breathless growl.

Taylor pulled his cock out of my mouth, giving me a chance to answer. “Oh god, yes. Fuck me. I want you both inside me.”

The sounds of Gary’s moans were quickly drowned out by my own as Brennan slammed deep into my pussy with one hard thrust. He began thrusting hard, pummelling my cunt with forceful movements.

At the same time, Taylor pushed his cock back into my mouth, and I instinctively began sucking it. My body rocked back and forth between the two men as they each used me, and I could feel my heavy tits swaying beneath me.

I closed my eyes, focusing on the feeling of having both holes used hard. They were both moaning, their cocks throbbing within me, and the knowledge that they were enjoying using my body made me feel wanton and sexy.

As if from far away, I could hear Gary and Adam talking about what a hot show I was putting on for them. Their admiration just added to the arousal I was already feeling, and soon enough, my body was tensing, readying for the next climax.

“That’s a good girl,” Brennan grunted. “Cum on my cock, Hazel.”

He slammed into me harder and faster, the head of his cock sliding against that sensitive spot deep inside me with each thrust. The pleasure was impossible to fight as it washed over me once again, and my inner walls clamped down tight around Brennan’s dick to make the sensations even more intense. He let out a loud roar while filling me with his cum, painting my insides with his creamy loud. I could feel him pulsing wildly inside me, making me moan even more wantonly around Taylor’s thick meat.

Once he had emptied every drop inside me, Brennan slowed his pace, moving with a gentle motion while my cunt quivered with little aftershocks of pleasure around him.

Taylor pulled out of my mouth, leaving me panting and gasping as I tried to catch my breath. I looked up at him, watching as he pumped his hand up and down his fat cock.

“Tell me where you want my cum, birthday girl,” Taylor said while looking down at me.

Part of me wanted to beg him to paint my face with it, but when I glanced over at Gary, he shook his head at me as if he knew what I’d been thinking. A shiver of arousal ran down my spine, and I turned my attention back to Taylor.

“I need it in my pussy. Please, Taylor?” After all, everyone else had filled my pussy with cum, so he should, too.

Brennan pulled out of me, and I could feel his warmth trickling down my leg.

“There you go, Taylor,” he said. “She’s all yours.”

Brennan moved away, and Taylor walked around to settle on his knees behind me. “Here you go, Hazel. One more load of cum as your birthday gift.”

“God. Thank you,” I moaned, pushing my hips back as I felt the head of his cock pressing against my dripping folds.

He filled me with one hard thrust, then lowered himself down over my back, so he was on his hands and knees with me beneath him. Taylor pulled my hair to one side and pressed kisses against the back of my neck as he began to thrust hard and deep. He brought his hand beneath me, quickly finding the slick and swollen bud of my clit to rub it vigorously.

Despite the soreness between my thighs, I rocked back enthusiastically against him, lost in the arousal that had swept me up in its grasp. The pleasure was quickly building, cresting to its peak, and one final flick of Taylor's fingers against my clit sent me spiralling.

I cried out as my body shuddered with each wave of pleasure that moved over me, and my pussy clamped down hard around Taylor’s thick meat. He slammed harder and harder into me, until he let out a roar of triumph, filling my pussy with its sixth load of cum that day.

He didn’t slow down until we were both collapsed on the floor, with me trapped beneath his powerful body. After taking a few long moments to compose ourselves, Taylor slowly lifted himself off me and helped me back up to my knees.

I was trembling all over, naked with cum leaking from my well-used pussy, aware of all the pairs of eyes on me. But then my eyes met Gary’s, and I knew I needed him.

I crawled towards my husband and climbed up into his lap, straddling his thighs. Despite the wet mess between my thighs, I pressed my core against him, feeling his hardness through his pants. The room was silent except for the sound of our heavy breathing, and anticipation filled the air.

“I need you,” I whimpered quietly while staring into his eyes.

“Are you sure you can handle more, love?” he asked, tenderly pushing my damp hair out of my face.

I couldn’t help but laugh because, in all honesty, I wasn’t sure if I could. But I knew that there was no damn way I was going to let all these men take me on my birthday without letting the one man I loved inside me.

“Just be gentle with me,” I said, a small grin teasing at the corners of my lips.

“I can do that,” he said, chuckling softly.

Gary wrapped his arms around my waist and stood with me in his embrace. Without taking his eyes from mine, he addressed the three other men in the room.

“Feel free to help yourselves to some beers or whatever, guys. But I’m going to go enjoy some quality time with my wife.”

Cheers followed us as we left the room, and I wiggled my fingers at them in a little wave as I got carried away. Even after we’d left the living room, Gary refused to put me down, insisting on carrying me up the stairs.

I wrapped my arms around him, taking his ear between my teeth to nibble gently on the fleshy lobe. A growl escaped him.

“Do you want me to lay you down on the stairs and fuck you here, Hazel? Because I will.”

I laughed softly, nipping the lobe once more. “Is that a threat or a promise, my love?”

Gary laughed too as we reached the top of the stairs, and he headed straight for our bedroom door, nudging it open with his foot before laying me down on the bed.

He laid down on top of me and brought a hand between my thighs, cupping my mound in his palm. I spread my legs wider for him, lifting my hips in offering to him. Gary pressed firmly, the heel of his hand directly over my clit. A gasp escaped me, and I began writhing beneath him, rubbing myself wantonly against him.

“Still craving more, even after taking five guys already today?” he asked, a small grin on his lips.

A few months ago, a question like that would have made me feel ashamed. But not anymore. Gary had helped me explore my deepest desires and had loved me unconditionally through it all.

“I do crave more. But only from you, my love. I need you inside me, filling me and fucking me.”

Gary let out a soft groan and stood up from the bed, leaving me alone for a moment. He quickly stripped out of his clothes and left them discarded in a heap on the floor. His cock was rock hard, and my mouth watered at the sight of him.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around him, moaning as his thick shaft throbbed within my grasp. My husband stood at the edge of the bed, rocking his hips while I slowly pumped my hand up and down his hard length, watching as drops of precum leaked from the tip.

Unable to wait any more, I pulled gently, using my hold on his cock to guide him back onto the bed with me. He gripped my hips and rolled us over, so I was on top of him, straddling his waist.

“I want you on top,” he said, his voice coming out as a moan, “so you can control the pace. I don’t want to hurt you.”

A smile spread across my face and I leaned down to kiss him tenderly. “I don’t care if it hurts,” I whispered against his lips. “I just need you inside me, joined as one.”

I reached down between our bodies, taking hold of his cock once more to guide him to my slick entrance. My pussy was a dripping mess of cum and my own honey, and he slid easily inside me. Gary groaned loudly as I enveloped him in that wet heat, and he gripped my hips harder, holding me all the way down on his cock without either of us moving. I could feel him throbbing deep inside me, and he squeezed his eyes shut tight, as if fighting to keep control of himself.

After a few moments, he released his grip on me and we began moving as one with slow, sensual movements. Gary’s cock stroked slow and deep, dragging against all the sensitive spots in my core to make me moan and tremble with arousal.

“I love you, Hazel,” he moaned, pushing up into me, making me gasp as the head of his cock rubbed against my g-spot.

“I love you, too. I love you more than anything in the world.”

Our movements began growing more frantic despite our intentions to be gentle, our craving for one another overriding everything else. I bucked my hips, feeling the pressure building inside me once more.

Gary reached up to grip my hair tight in his fist, bringing my lips down against his. He kissed me hard and deep, his tongue plunging into my mouth in the same way his cock was taking my pussy. My moans echoed into the cavern of his mouth, elevating the sound into a cacophony of pleasure.

Leaning down over him as I was meant that my clit dragged against his pelvis with each movement of my hips, making me tremble with lust until an orgasm exploded within me.

Gary began pounding even harder into my soaked cunt, helping me ride out the pleasure. Soon enough, I felt him throbbing deep inside me as he erupted, filling me with his cum, and our loud cries mingled together around us.

We both bucked our hips frantically, giving each other what we so desperately needed, until we had drained every bit of pleasure we could. I collapsed on top of him, my head on his chest, listening to the rapid pounding of his heart.

Gary held me tight in his arms, stroking my hair tenderly, until we had both calmed down. “So, did you enjoy your birthday present?” he asked in a soft whisper.

A smile crept across my lips. “The time with the other guys was a lot of fun, so thank you. But my favourite gift today was you. Thank you for loving me so much.”

It looked like there were tears in his eyes as he held my gaze, the widest smile I’d ever seen on his face. “Oh, well that’s not something you need to thank me for. You are just so damn easy to love.”

I grinned and laid my head on his chest again, nuzzling my face against his bare skin, doubting that there was any other wife in the world who was loved quite as much as I was.
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