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CHAPTER 1

I flipped through the menu, skimming past a few pages about the restaurant’s history. For a steakhouse in downtown Minneapolis, it wasn’t bad at all. The place Evan had picked for his promotion dinner was dim and expensive, and it felt like the perfect spot to enjoy a bit of the bonus he’d just earned. We deserved this, just as much as Evan deserved his promotion.

My husband Evan was a sharp and talented man, admired by everyone at his firm. His promotion to Senior Manager came as no surprise to those who had seen his relentless dedication, though I often wondered if the boardroom also considered how sexy he looked in his signature navy suit. Despite his demanding schedule, Evan always made time to keep himself in shape, which only made him all the more irresistible.

I worked in corporate too, though I was nowhere near as formidable. In my consulting role, I made sure to look the part, which usually meant a fitted dress and makeup meticulous enough to suggest I had everything under control. At least my tits were generous enough and my ass had a perfectly slappable shape, so if I ever bombed in a meeting, I could always count on one of the guys picturing me on my knees and still come out ahead.

That was corporate life, at least in my corner of it. Though tonight, neither of our offices mattered. Tonight was a celebratory date night with Evan. Well, more than just a date, technically, because Evan had invited his colleague, Ryan. Ryan was one of the guys on his team who had been key to landing a major account and helping secure Evan’s promotion. Evan said it was the polite thing to do. Plus, Ryan had just scored a hefty bonus of his own for pulling in a new client, and he wanted to head out to celebrate just as much as Evan did. Still, I was beginning to think there was something deeper here, because Ryan wasn’t coming alone. He was bringing his wife.

“Do you think I should say something first?” I said as I brushed my foot against Evan’s under the table.

“They’ll probably talk to each other before we even get a word in.” His eyes stayed on the entrance.

“That’s what I’m nervous about. What if she doesn’t like me?”

“She’s going to like you. Trust me.”

“You sure? Because the last thing I want is awkward silence while you two joke around.”

He smirked, finally glancing at me. “I don’t think silence will be a problem.”

Before I could tease him back, Ryan and Kayla walked in.

Evan shot to his feet. I followed, offering a polite smile and my hand, but failing ridiculously hard to keep my eyes off Kayla and her pushed up breasts, as well as Ryan’s smooth shirt straining generously over his chest. Fuck, they were absolutely gorgeous.

“Ryan, good to see you. This is my wife, Julie,” Evan said.

“A pleasure,” Ryan replied as his hand enveloped mine. “Evan’s told me a lot about you.”

“All good things, I hope,” I managed, my heartbeat already picking up in my chest.

Then he introduced his wife. “This is Kayla.”

“Hey, nice to meet you!” she chirped with a wide smile. She stepped forward and gave me a quick, surprising hug. She felt small in my arms, but the way she held onto me made me feel like there was something much more fierce underneath.

As I stepped back, I realized how drenched I was already. My panties were basically stuck flush against my skin now, and I couldn’t believe how aroused I was getting from the sight alone.

Ryan was leaner than Evan, but everything about him said he could fuck for hours without breaking a sweat. Unlike Evan, he was only wearing a shirt with rolled up sleeves, and that was especially torturous because it revealed the thick, beautiful strands of muscle in his forearms. My eyes drifted to his tousled black hair and tall frame next, but all I could think about was how good he would feel sinking into my pussy while holding me in place. Ryan looked like pure trouble.

Kayla wasn’t far off either. She wore a flowy black dress that showed glimpses of her creamy thighs every time she moved. Her golden hair fell in messy curls over her shoulders, and they honestly looked perfect for a pair of sweaty hands to grip and drag through. My eyes then drew down to her generous breasts, followed by the blunt turn of her hips. A small tattoo marked her right forearm, but I didn’t really think about that at all. Instead, I pictured what she would sound like moaning through an orgasm as her legs locked around Ryan’s shoulders while he pumped away inside her.

Soon we all sat down. I tried to focus on the small talk, but my eyes kept sliding back to them. With every laugh and glance exchanged across the table, I knew it wouldn’t be long before something had to be done about the growing warmth between my legs.

A round of drinks came for the table, and we all moved past the small talk. Evan was in his element, taking plenty of time to hold the spotlight and talk about how good he was at work, while Ryan played the smooth charmer and cut in only when he had something cockier to say about who was the better employee. Kayla giggled generously the whole time but in a bright and unrestrained way that turned heads at other tables. The whole time I just sat there quietly with a glass in my hand, watching them intently as my mind slipped somewhere far dirtier.

By the time the steaks arrived, a second bottle of red wine was almost drained. Naturally, this meant the edges had loosened.

Kayla set her glass down a little too hard and laughed. “Honestly guys, I think I’m way too drunk for steak right now. I’m just sitting here thinking how I’d rather climb on a lap than cut another bite.”

Ryan smirked at her. “Fucking hell, Kayla, you wanna tone it down a bit? You’ve only just met Evan and Julie.”

“What? Like you’re not thinking the same thing,” she said, before looking at me. “Besides, Julie’s mind is probably dirtier than mine anyway.”

I smiled back. “You’d probably win that bet.”

Ryan eased off a bit and looked at me too. “Well, there’s nothing wrong with keeping things dirty if you guys are comfortable with it,” he said slowly. “Dirty usually means fun, anyway.”

Kayla giggled. “See? That’s why I like him. Once you loosen him up, Ryan loses his filter. Then he’s all about fucking and drinking. Isn’t that right, Ryan?”

Ryan just sipped away at his drink, too embarrassed to reply.

“Anyway Julie, tell me,” she started again, “do you ever get bored with playing the good wife?”

My pussy tightened so hard I almost gasped. I couldn’t believe she was asking me something so brazen all of a sudden. But at the same time, there was no point in shying away. I looked her right in the eye. “More often than I should, yes.”

“Aha!” Ryan added, clearly tipsy now. “I knew Evan wasn’t the only one with a restless wife.”

Evan smirked. “Trust me, Ryan, I know exactly what you mean. Some days it feels like Julie would climb onto my cock right there in the office in front of everyone if I let her.”

This time Kayla was the one who arched a smile back.

The night continued on like that for what seemed like hours. More dirty chatter and confessions followed, but it was nothing close to what I was really yearning for. Finally, after another round of dessert and more wine, Evan was the one to call it. “Well,” he started, wiping his chin with a napkin, “as much fun as this is, I have to be a Senior Manager tomorrow morning.”

With that signal, the night was over. We all stood up, a little bit clumsy and very much buzzed.

“We have to do this again,” Kayla said, giving me one last long hug as her juicy breasts pressed into mine. She whispered in my ear, “You’re even more fun than I thought you’d be.”

“You too,” I replied.

As we watched them walk away, the disappointment hit hard. All that heat and tension, but nothing to show for it. I wanted to pull them back and tear Kayla out of her black dress before tasting her then sinking down on Ryan’s cock instead. I wanted her moans in my mouth and Ryan piercing me open while my husband sat there licking his lips and taking it all in. The thought left me aching, but I swallowed it down. Wanting it was one thing, but acting on it was another, and there was no way they’d be up for any of that… right?


CHAPTER 2

By the time we got back, I had sobered up slightly, but even that did nothing to temper how badly I wanted to fuck Evan. The moment our apartment door closed behind us, the polite facade of the evening burst open.

“Take this fucking dress off me,” I told him. I knocked my heels off and stepped towards Evan, before wrapping my arms around his neck and quickly pulling his mouth down to mine. We kissed messily and soon my mouth was full of his delicious tongue.

He pulled back with a smirk. “Can’t even wait, huh?”

“I need you inside me Evan. Like right now.”

His hands slid under my dress. “Then hold still.” He pushed it up around my waist, grabbed it by the shoulders, and then tugged it over my head with ease. The dress hit the floor somewhere behind me, and suddenly I was left standing there with a throbbing cunt and a heaving chest.

“You look so beautiful tonight,” he whispered on my skin as he started to kiss me down my neck. “Especially back at the dinner. Even Ryan couldn’t take his dirty eyes off you.”

“I don’t want them,” I lied, fumbling at his buttons with frantic fingers while he unclasped my bra. “I want my hardworking hubby. I’m so proud of you, Evan,” I said, sliding his jacket and shirt off his shoulders to reveal his muscly chest. I planted kisses down the middle as I inched closer to his dick. “Now let me taste my gorgeous husband’s cock.”

A sound rumbled in his chest before he backed me up against the wall and cupped my ass tight. I wrapped my arms even harder around him as we kept up our filthy kiss. His cock was slowly thickening against my waist now, and my cunt was practically gushing from the heat of it all. Then Evan dropped his head and closed his mouth over my nipple, sucking hard. I moaned at the touch, my head falling back against the wall.

“Fuck! Ooh yes!”

He pulled away for a moment. “Get down for me,” he commanded.

I slid down his body and landed on the floor at his feet. Immediately, I went for his zipper. My fingers were still a bit uncoordinated from how tipsy I was, but I managed to get it down fast enough. His cock then jumped out all thick and flushed, and I quickly took the head into my mouth. I swirled my tongue a few times so I could suck up his taste, then I just swallowed him deep. He groaned in response and twisted his fingers in my hair before pushing me even deeper to the point that I gagged. It had been a while since I’d done this, and my jaw was still a little stiff from lack of practice, but I managed to take him to the point of choking. I pulled back as my gag reflex kicked in and I let the spit leak out of me.

Evan just grinned at the sight. “It’s okay, Julie, just take as much as you can.”

“No, it’s not,” I said with determination in my voice. I licked the saliva off my lips and went back to work, this time more intently, using my hands to massage his shaft while my mouth focused on his puffy head. My eyes rolled up to watch him as I sucked, and I felt proud of the way his face tightened with every gag. I could feel him throbbing larger in my throat with each stroke, and it only made me want to ruin my throat for him even more.

Just as I was getting into a rhythm, he withdrew from my mouth and pulled me up by my arms. “Okay, that’s enough mouth fucking. I need your pussy now before I go mad. Bedroom?”

I nodded, and he swept me off my feet. With his strong arms under my legs and back, Evan carried me down the hall towards our room. He didn’t bother with the lights. He just kicked the bedroom door open and tossed me onto our bed, the streetlights spilling in just enough to show him how wet I already was.

He followed me onto the bed, pinning me down with his weight as he yanked my panties off and tossed them aside. His mouth traced kisses down from my feet and thighs, until he was panting hot against my slit.

His wet tongue then speared my engorged lips and flicked over my clit. I moaned again and shook straight up off the bed. Evan knew exactly what he was doing. He licked these devastating strokes from my slit all the way down to my asshole and back up again, slurping and drinking my juices all the way.

“Yesss Evan don’t stop!”

Evan kept licking me and then decided to incorporate his fingers too. With his right hand he brought up two fingers and shoved them straight into me. I screamed as he pushed me open. Then he twisted them up and around inside me and started kneading at my G-spot with plenty of force. My legs shuddered as he worked me both outside and inside. He was pleasuring me in every way possible, and I was absolutely lost in it. I sobbed shamelessly as sparks of ecstasy raced around my body. The man was lapping me up like he was dying of thirst.

“Ooh Evan! Give me your cock!” I then pleaded.

Evan pulled away without saying a word and stepped out of his pants and boxers fully. As he did, I took in the sight of his cock again. There it was, that beautifully meaty dick that was pretty much just as long and wide as my forearm. He stroked it a few times to tease me. The sight made my hand fly to my clit, and I started circling just to keep myself from losing my mind. Then I spread my legs wide and let my cunt gape for him.

He climbed back onto the bed and nudged his cockhead up against my folds. But as he pressed in, a dangerous thought erupted in my mind.

I couldn’t help it. My eyes rolled to the back of my head, and suddenly it wasn’t Evan’s broad and sweaty chest above me anymore, but Ryan’s. I imagined his mouth on my lips and neck. I imagined his cock driving into me instead of Evan’s, pushing deep until it hit the very back of my womb.

Evan continued pounding into me with those familiar thrusts that I knew and loved, but in my ridiculously horny head, it was Ryan. I was fucking Ryan, and I was doing so shamelessly.

“Fuck yes!” I moaned as my head filled with the muddy fantasy. I didn’t let the next part escape my lips, but part of me was screaming to moan Ryan’s name so loud the whole building would know whose cock I really needed.

The pleasure was building in me as Evan thrust into me, giving me exactly what I needed, but it was Ryan’s face burned behind my eyelids that sent me spiraling. In my head it was his cock prying me open, arms around me, holding me down like I was his to use. The idea of fucking another man while my husband pumped inside me made my cunt spray out its juice even harder.

Then, as my orgasm peaked, the fantasy shifted. Ryan was fucking me from behind, but then I turned my head and Kayla was there. She was leaning over me and kissing me deeply. Her bouncy breasts were pressed against me as Ryan’s cock slammed into my slit. Then the scene shattered and reformed. I was on my back again, and Kayla was on her knees between my legs with her face buried in my cunt while Ryan fucked my mouth.

The shock of wanting them both at once and in front of my husband like that, finally made me come undone.

I screamed hard into Evan. It was a long and shuddering cry that made every muscle within me tense up in pleasure. My pussy kept convulsing throughout Evan’s thrusts as if it was determined to never let go, and I had no choice but to scream louder until my throat burned.

Evan exploded not long after the first wave of my orgasm hit. “Argh shit I’m about to cum!” he groaned.

My eyes cranked open, and the fantasy quickly dissolved from my mind. “In my mouth,” I gasped, pushing him up and off me.

I scrambled off the bed and knelt in front of him as he pulled out of me. I grabbed his soaking cock like a dripping handle and shoved it into my mouth. I cleaned off my own juices with my tongue before Evan jammed himself forward and battered his head against my tonsils, making me choke once more. A few more groans in and suddenly he was flooding my mouth. It gushed in hot and salty all over my tongue, and I opened my throat in response so it could all slide down into my belly freely. With every pulse, I kept gulping, until my nose went wet from my own spit bubbling out.

When he finished, Evan slowly dragged his cock from my mouth and sank to his knees in front of me. With two hands he grabbed my face and pulled me into a kiss, and we swapped the taste of his cum as his tongue laced around mine.

We kissed like that for a long moment and finally made our way back onto the bed. As I rested my head on his sweaty chest, my mind wandered again. Not to Evan, but to Ryan and Kayla and how badly I wanted them here in bed with me too.

I knew how wrong it was, but my pussy didn’t care. I’d just been fucked raw by my husband, and all I could think about was when I’d get the chance to spread my legs just as wide for his coworker and his wife. I wanted them both to use me while my husband watched. Maybe it wasn’t even wrong. Maybe, Evan wanted that too.


CHAPTER 3

I sank into my office chair the next morning with a sore but tender heaviness. My cunt still felt deliciously bruised from last night, and I could feel that throbbing ache every time I got up to get a drink from the water fountain. It was a constant reminder of how brutally Evan’s cock filled me, and how shamelessly I’d moaned for him. What a perfect way to cap off the celebrations of the night, even if Ryan and Kayla kept creeping back into my mind the whole time.

“Well? How was the big fancy dinner? Did Mr. Manager get everything he wanted?” Amanda asked, sipping her coffee.

I glanced over and smiled. “Depends what you mean by everything.”

“Don’t start. You know exactly what I mean.”

“Let’s just say he left very satisfied. That’s all you need to know,” I said with a wink.

Amanda smirked back. “Mm, naughty. No wonder you look suspiciously satisfied this morning.”

“Suspiciously?”

“You’re glowing, Julie. Don’t play dumb. You’ve got that look like someone fucked you stupid last night.”

I leaned back, trying to fight the grin that broke through anyway. “Okay, maybe a little.”

“Knew it. Manager man celebrated his promotion properly, then.”

I replied with a giggle, knowing it wasn’t just Evan who had kept me up, but the thoughts of Ryan and Kayla too. “Yeah, something like that.” If only she knew what really went on last night. Or at least, what went on in my head.

The morning carried on slow after that. I tried to focus on the screen in front of me, but it was useless. My mind was back at dinner last night, back to the thoughts of how good Ryan and Kayla looked.

I closed my eyes for just a second and slouched further into my chair. I imagined Ryan walking into my office with that same clean shirt he wore yesterday and approaching me without saying a word. I fantasized about him taking me in one of my bosses’ private offices, sweeping everything off the desk, picking me up, and spreading my legs before eating me out right there. He’d yank my work pants down with my panties too and fuck me on the desk, slamming my ass into the table and making me moan so loud the walls would shake

Kayla would be watching from the doorway the whole time, touching herself and rubbing her nipples. Then she’d walk over, grab my tits, and slide her tongue deep into my mouth while Ryan switched to pound me from behind. What made it even hotter, though, was Evan. I pictured him standing right next to us, jerking his cock mercilessly while begging them to let him have me next.

I couldn’t believe how wet I was getting again at the thought. Even here on a Wednesday morning in my professional office attire, my panties were soaked. All because of my filthy little mind.

I needed to do something about it, so I called Evan. Maybe his smooth voice would settle the peaks of my arousal. I unlocked my phone and dialed his number. After the second ring, his familiar voice came through the line.

“Hey, you,” I began, trying to sound breezy. “Just wanted to say hi. I hope the new assignment isn’t killing you already.”

“Thanks for checking up, everything’s going well so far. Actually, it’s good timing that you called, I was going to invite you over. The partners are having another little celebration, and they asked me to bring you.”

“Another one? After last night?” I replied. “Who’s even there?”

“Most of the team. Ryan’s here. Kayla came with him too. A couple of the other partners managed to drag their spouses along—”

“What!?” I interrupted. The names tightened in my chest. “Kayla and Ryan are with you right now?”

“Yes and no. They were out here a few minutes ago, but Ryan just sent me a text. He said they were going to ‘celebrate’ in his office, and he told me to ‘enjoy the show.’ I think we all know what that entails.”

My grip on the phone tightened. “What do you mean?”

“Well, uh, they’re having sex, Julie.”

“Are you fucking serious?”

“I wouldn’t say it if I wasn’t sure,” Evan whispered. “In fact, I think I can see them. I’m only a few feet from the glass, it’s frosted in the middle, but I can see a pair of shadows moving. Julie, they’re definitely fucking.”

The words almost took the air out of me. My pussy oozed with cum as Evan finished his sentence, and suddenly all those filthy thoughts from moments before came rushing back into my mind. In an instant, all my inhibition dissolved away. The image of Ryan and Kayla fucking in their office while Evan watched was enough to make me want to shove my hand down my panties right there at my desk.

“Tell me what you see,” I breathed into the phone with a shameless tone. “Describe all of it, now.”

There was a moment of silence. “Julie, are you… are you serious?” I could hear the surprise in his voice, but underneath it, there was a tremor of excitement. The same excitement I felt when he was fucking me yesterday.

“Of course I’m serious, Evan,” I snapped back. “I’m sitting at my fucking desk all soaked and wet. I need you to tell me what they’re doing in there before I explode!”

A surrendering grunt came through the phone. “Okay, okay, Jesus,” he whispered. The soft shuffle of his footsteps broke over the line as I heard him move closer. “Alright, I’m a little bit closer now.”

“Okay, and?”

“Uh, I think I can hear Ryan slapping his thighs against Kayla’s ass.”

One of my hands slipped down from my desk and into my panties. They were already drenched. I moved carefully, keeping my body still so Amanda wouldn’t notice beside me, though by now she had her headphones in and was lost in her work.

“Fuck, tell me more. What do you see? Peek over the frosted bit if you need to.”

“Are you really that desperate?” he questioned back.

“Yes!” I rumbled, trying not to raise my voice and draw the attention of anyone else in the office. “I’m trying to get off to this shit, Evan!”

“Shit, well why didn’t you say so before,” Evan replied as he adjusted his view. “Alright, Ryan’s got Kayla over his desk. Fuck, he’s slapping into her ass really fast now,” he continued. “Damn, Julie, I’m sorry to have to admit this but wow, Kayla’s ass is so round and perfect!”

I bit my tongue to keep me from making a sound. I wanted to moan so badly.

“She must be getting loud, he just put his hand over her mouth. I can see the outline of his fingers against her cheek through the glass. Her head is thrashing back and forth against his hand.”

“Is she naked?” I whispered, my fingers starting to rub myself more forcefully.

“From the waist down, yeah. He must have ripped her panties off. He’s taking her so hard, Julie. I can see the whole desk shaking with his thrusts. He’s not holding back.”

A little whimper escaped my lips. I couldn’t help it. I wanted to be her. I wanted to be bent over that desk, taking that hard cock while Evan watched.

Then, he swore, but his voice was laced with arousal, not panic. “Fuck! Julie, he just looked right at me!”

My breath caught. “Shit! What did he do?”

“He... oh my God, he’s not even stopping. Kayla just looked, too! They’re both smiling at me, Julie. They’re smiling and still going! He’s pulling her hair back now Fuck, she’s so close.”

My own legs started to shake. I squeezed my legs together, trapping my hand between them, creating more pressure as I rubbed away at my swollen bud.

“He just slapped her ass and her whole body jolted. Fuck, he did it again. Oh my god, Julie, her ass is getting red. It looks like a fat little cherry. It’s like he’s just using her.”

“Fuck,” I let out. The pressure was building, and I was honestly going to come right there.

I couldn’t stay at my desk. Not for one more second. “Evan, hold on,” I whispered. I stood up from my chair, my legs trembling so badly that I almost collapsed. I grabbed my phone and practically ran towards the bathroom as I felt my heart pound away in my throat. I didn’t care if Amanda noticed, I only cared about getting somewhere private.

I stumbled inside one of the single bathrooms around the corner from the desks, away from everyone else, and locked the door behind me.

“Julie? What was that?” Evan asked through the phone. For a second I had forgotten he was even there.

“I’m in the bathroom,” I panted as I hopped out of my bottoms and stood with my back up against one of the walls. I rubbed my clit some more and then slipped a few fingers inside my dripping slit.

“Fuck!” I gasped as I started fucking myself. A moan slowly built in my throat, and I quickly covered my mouth with the other hand just to hush myself.

“Holy shit, Julie, are you fingering yourself?” Evan asked. Even from the way he said it I could tell he was both shocked and immensely turned on. I could hear from the change in his breathing that there was definitely a rush of blood heading down south.

I couldn’t speak anymore. I just moaned into my palm as my fingers worked faster in my cunt, my thumb joining too to rub at my clit. Sloppy sounds echoed from my pants, but as long as I was here, I could be as filthy as I wanted.

“Shit, I can hear how wet you are, Julie. That’s so hot. You wouldn’t believe how hard I am right now.”

I kept finger fucking myself. I was so close. The thought of my polished and controlled husband losing it at work and needing to massage his cock because of me, was going to push me right over.

“Alright, I’m going to have to jerk off,” he muttered, before the sounds of his feet moving on carpet came through again.

“Evan, where are you? Someone will see you.”

“Don’t worry, I’m at one of the desks nearby. There’s a gap in the frosting if you sit low enough.”

“Won’t someone see you staring inside though?”

“Everyone else went to the bar next door for drinks, so it’s just me and this view. Like I said, don’t worry about a thing.”

“Still, be careful,” I whispered, even as my cunt pulsed with excitement at the risk. Then I heard it. A faint but wet slapping sound of Evan pleasuring himself through the phone speaker.

“Oh shit,” Evan growled. “They’re switching positions now. He just pulled out of and now she’s pushed up against the glass! Shit, her tits pressed are pressed up right against it. They’re literally flat on the glass, Julie!”

I was unbearably close now. My cunt was pulsing around my fingers and begging for its release.

“Julie, fuck, the glass is shaking! He’s coming inside of her and she’s screaming into his hand!”

That was the image that pushed me over.

My whole body went tense. A moan jumped out of my throat, muffled instantly by my own hand, and if not for that, the sound would have certainly alerted everyone in the office.

My fingers kept pumping faster and faster as a wave of searing pleasure ripped through me. My legs shook uncontrollably, and I felt another gush of heat as my own juices leaked over my hand. I was coming so hard I thought I was going to black out.

From the phone, I heard Evan’s own groan. “Argh, fuck! I’m coming!”

The slapping of his hand then shifted tempo, and Evan erupted into his orgasm. He moaned louder than I ever could in my bathroom stall, and even through the speaker I could picture how much cum he was spilling into his pants.

I eventually came down and slumped down against the stall door with my hand still buried in my wet pussy.

Evan spoke again as he caught his breath. “Ah, shit, now I have to clean this up. It’s all over my pants.”

I started giggling, picturing him sitting at some empty desk with cum soaking through his suit trousers. “Serves you right,” I managed to say. “That’s what you get when you can’t keep your dirty thoughts at bay.”

“Worth every second though, especially when it had you moaning like that.”

“You’re such a pervert,” I teased back.

“Second to you, slut,” he shot back, and I could almost hear the smirk in his voice. “Don’t forget this was your idea.”

“Okay, well, we should probably get back to pretending we’re normal people.”

“Yeah. Later tonight though, we go back to this. Okay?”

“Fuck yes,” I replied. “Love you.”

“Love you too, Julie,” he said, before hanging up the phone.

Then I was left in the echoing silence of the bathroom, fresh off the most intense orgasm I’d had in years. I cleaned myself up with a crumple of toilet paper and tried to make myself look presentable again. When I caught my flushed face and wild eyes in the mirror, I couldn’t believe what I had just done with Evan. We’d had phone sex while he watched our new friends fuck in an office right in front of him.

The craziest part was that it hadn’t drained me. It had only made me more curious and more desperate. I hadn’t felt this kind of reckless arousal in ages, and I had a thrilling suspicion this was only the beginning of what the four of us might get up to next.


CHAPTER 4

That night, the orgasm in the office bathroom felt like a pale appetizer for the main course. The second we walked through our front door, Evan pressed me against it, and his mouth simply devoured mine while his hands peeled away at my clothes. We didn’t even make it to the bedroom. He fucked me right there in front of the door, backed up against one of the walls as his girthy cock pierced straight into my cunt.

“Fuck me like Ryan was fucking her!” I gasped as he bent me over the island bench in our kitchen. “I want you to use me!”

Evan didn’t need to be told twice. He grabbed my hair and pulled me back before slamming into me again from behind. He fucked away like I was some toy meant to be used, his balls slapping savagely against my plump ass. “Tell me you want them to watch,” he growled against my back. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I want them to watch,” I sobbed. “I want Kayla to see how hard my nipples get when you fuck me. I want Ryan to see how wet you make my pussy.”

He fucked me harder at that, faster and faster until my whole world was just the feeling of his cock filling me and the filthy words we were spitting at each other in our apartment.

Later, when the frantic energy had subsided and we lay in bed tangled in each other’s arms, we started reminiscing about the day and how much the others had turned us on.

“Could you imagine if we actually did that? Fucking each other while they were in the same room?” I asked him.
He looked at me like he had been waiting for me to ask, even though this was crossing a line we hadn’t admitted to before.

“It’s definitely so fucking hot, Julie, but are we really that type of people?”

“Aren’t we?” I let my hand drift down his stomach and brush the base of his cock, as if stroking him would pull the truth out of him faster. “Even after everything that happened today?”

He was quiet for a moment before finally speaking. “They’d probably think we were freaks.”

“Would they?” I challenged gently. “Kayla told me I was ‘fun’, and you already know how Ryan was. I don’t know, Evan. Something underneath it all tells me they might not be as vanilla as you think.”

He sighed. I could see the conflict in his eyes, the battle between his controlled world and the wild territory we were starting to explore. Even though he was being cautious about it, Evan was also undeniably turned on. He was already swelling against my fingers, growing hard as a stone at the thought of it.

“It’s a crazy idea.”

“It’s a hot idea,” I corrected him. Then I leaned in and kissed him, nice and deep so the thought really settled in. “Just a fantasy, right?”

“Right.”

I looked deep into his eyes. “Then what’s the harm in playing with it?”

“Alright,” he said, and my heart gave a little leap. “Maybe we should invite them out for another date night first, just to see what the vibes are.” He turned to face me fully. “We can all talk and see how it goes. It doesn’t even have to involve anything remotely sexual. Down for that?”

Was I down for that? Of course I was. I was already starting to soak the sheets between us with my pussy juice. I had never been more down for anything in my entire life.

“Of course,” I replied with an excited grin.

He smiled back, a real smile this time, full of relief and exhilaration. He leaned in and kissed me again.

“Okay, great. I’ll let him know first thing tomorrow morning.”

***

The time between that conversation and the night we finally went out was agonizing. As usual, I couldn’t focus at work. Every call and every meeting dissolved into background noise. I was in a constant state of simmering arousal, my thighs perpetually damp from all the daydreams I had about Ryan and Kayla. I fucked Evan night after night, each time harder and filthier than the last. I hadn’t felt this horny in years.

Now we were here, a local bar with a dance floor that drew in both younger and older crowds, yet still kept a luxurious, modern edge that made it the perfect place to dress up for a night out. Everything was alive with the sounds of an indie band playing smooth covers of pop songs in the background and the undercurrent of chatter from people gathered in booths and at the bar.

It was an old favorite we used to visit when we first started dating, and we hoped Ryan and Kayla would like it too. Evan wore a dark brown blazer that drew the eye perfectly, and I’d chosen a silky dark green slip dress cut low enough at the neckline that anyone even a few inches taller than me could see straight down to my breasts. With guests like ours, of course I was going to look my best tonight.

Ryan and Kayla walked in not long after Evan and I sat down. Ryan wore a slit cut dress shirt that made me instantly gush, and he had his hair back too as if it was an intentional move to bring out the sharp lines of his face even more. Despite this, it was Kayla who really took my breath away. She had on a tight and shimmering dress that accentuated all of her features, and I felt my clit twitch just watching her walk across towards us.

It was so instantaneously aroused. Again, that familiar feeling of needing to pull my panties aside and rub myself raw right there bloomed in me again. If only they knew the real reason behind Evan and I bringing them here tonight.

We stood to greet them but this time the formalities of last time simply vanished.

“You look incredible, Julie,” Ryan commented.

“If you keep flattering her like that, Ryan, I might start charging you for it,” Evan joked.

Kayla exchanged a few more words with Evan before we all sat down in our booth. We quickly got into our first round of drinks before chatting away like old friends. Just like last time, I could hardly pay attention to a thing as I kept studying Ryan and Kayla.

By the second round of drinks, we had devolved again into filthy dialogue. This time I was searching for the right moment to plant the idea of watching them while they fucked, or maybe even admitting that we had already gotten off to them fucking in their office. I looked at Evan a couple of times as the thoughts rattled in my head, wondering if he was circling the same fantasies too. A few loaded silences passed, and then Evan did it. He straightened in his seat and cleared his throat, and with a tone trembling with the perfect mix of shame and unadulterated thrill, he dropped the bomb.

“Alright, I’ve been trying to keep this in, but I can’t hold it anymore. I have a confession to make.”

Ryan leaned back with a crooked grin. “Oh yeah? Did you embezzle a few million from the company?”

“Eh, worse,” Evan replied, looking directly at Ryan. “I’m just going to say it. So, you know how you sent me that text about your little ‘celebration’ in the private office?”

“Yeah?” Kayla said, her eyes lighting up as she knew exactly where this was going.

“Well, I, uh... I watched. The whole time.”

I was expecting them both to give him an astonished gasp, but Ryan just grinned. “I know, man. We saw you. The real question is, did you enjoy the show?”

An intense silence fell, but it wasn’t awkward. Evan glanced at me, then back at them. “Well, now comes the second part of the confession. I was on the phone with Julie, and she was listening to me describe the whole thing.”

This made Kayla burst out in laughter. “Oh my god!” she shrieked. “You were narrating it for her!?”

Ryan laughed too. “Fucking hell, man. You should have just put her on speakerphone!”

That last bit made the rest of the tension shatter completely.

“Okay, fine, but I still feel a bit like a pervert,” Evan stammered, though he was smiling.

“Oh bullshit!” I cut in, trying to bring the conversation back to the heat. “He wasn’t just ‘watching,’ Evan was hard as a fucking rock just witnessing you two go at it. I know it’s true, because he was groaning through the speaker the whole time.”

Kayla’s eyes widened. “Fuck, really?”

“Yes, and I swear on that,” I confirmed. “In fact, I got so hot listening to all the dirty shit you two were doing that I bolted to the bathroom at my office and started fingering myself in one of the stalls. I came so fucking hard.”

Everything felt so combustible now, and I knew this was it. My confession was the point of no return. Ryan just stared at me and dragged his tongue across his teeth like he was tasting the image for himself. Evan, meanwhile, was looking down at his drink like he was trying to bury his hard on in the bottom of the glass.

Kayla, though, had other ideas moving through her head. She kept her eyes on me as she spoke. “Well holy fucking shit,” she said. “That’s actually kinda hot. I’m wet just thinking about it. Mm, I honestly feel like rubbing one out under this table right now.”

A few minutes ago I would have flushed red and folded into myself, but Kayla’s equally shameless confession back to me simply kept me throbbing.

“Is that right, Kayla?” Ryan added.

“You bet your ass it is. I’m dripping just sitting here.”

Ryan just sat there shocked but clearly extremely aroused. I was inclined to say something just to keep the filthy conversation alive, but then the bar itself seemed to rescue us.

Suddenly the lights around us dimmed another notch and the music from the band swelled. A small but packed dancefloor had materialized near the front.

Kayla’s restless energy finally boiled over. She pushed her chair back and came over close to me. “Come on, let’s go dance.”

Without a second thought, I was on my feet and following her down to the dance floor. There, we both started to move in a slow sway as we let the pulsing bass from the band playing at the far end of the room take over. Minutes blurred, and Kayla pressed in closer. Her hips pushed against mine and we began to grind together. I could smell her perfume now, and paired with the way her breath ghosted against my cheek, I only grew wetter. I was so utterly desperate for more of her. The boys hadn’t joined us on the dance floor yet, but I saw them near the edge, watching us while they sipped from their drinks.

Kayla’s hands then slid up my arms and her fingers brushed along my bare shoulders before catching at my neck. She pulled me even closer and suddenly her mouth was only inches from mine. At this distance, I could finally appreciate just how enticingly soft and plump her lips were.

“You weren’t kidding,” she murmured against my tender lips. “You really are fun.”

I tried to form some smart reply, but it was of no use. In the few seconds it took for me to swallow a breath, Kayla’s lips were suddenly on mine.

I thought it was going to be a testing kiss, but that couldn’t have been further from the truth. Kayla was devouring my mouth, her tongue sliding and curling in all sorts of reckless ways. She was hungry for my taste just as much as I was for hers. My hands shot to her waist, and I dragged her in even closer. That was when I felt the hard nubs of her nipples pressing into my chest through our clothes. It was fucking incredible. The world just melted away into the heat of her mouth and how violently alive her body felt against mine.

After a moment, I became vaguely aware of laughter spilling in from beside us. I dragged my eyes across and saw Evan and Ryan. They were laughing at us, but not in mockery. Instead, it was a moment of unadulterated delight.

“Fuck, look at them,” Ryan muttered to Evan, voice thick with hunger. “I’d pay good money to watch something like this at a sex club, but now I get it for free.”

Evan groaned in reply, the same way he did when he was beyond turned on. “Tell me about it, man. Honestly, I just want them to fuck already. My cock’s throbbing just watching them.”

Hearing my husband say that and give us his permission in the most shameless way possible was electrifying. I gushed out of my slit even more. Kayla pulled back from the kiss with an equally devious grin on her face. She’d heard it too.

“Okay, if that’s what the boys are happy with, then we better get to it,” she said with urgent command, before grabbing my hand. “Come with me. Let’s have some more fun.”

She yanked me off the dance floor, weaving us through the crowd until we reached the single, private bathroom. She didn’t let go of my hand until we were inside. The music dulled to a muffled thump as she shut the door behind us. The second the lock clicked, her mouth was on mine again, harder and more desperate this time now that no one was watching. She shoved me back against the door just as I had done to myself at work, and her hands started roaming everywhere. First they were clawing at my ass, then sliding around to the front and grabbing at my aching breasts.

“You have no idea how wet you made me,” she breathed against my lips. “I can’t believe you got off to us fucking like that. Well, are you happy now? That you can get the real thing?”

I nodded, and then her hand was between my legs, pressing into my cunt right through my dress. I moaned into her mouth. I was so wet now that the thin material over her hand was completely soaked through.

My hands went to her next, slipping under her dress and around to her cunt. I dipped in and waded through her unruly pubic hair. She whimpered and pressed harder against my hand. She was just as wet as I was. Then I found her clit and moved in circles, just as she did to me while pulling my dress up and sliding beneath it too.

We rocked against each other like that, our moans bleeding into the dark. With each passing moment, our hunger only got more and more intense. At one point we were fingering each other so frantically it felt like neither of us would last another second.

“Oh god, Julie, I’m so close,” Kayla panted as she worked me.

“Come with me, Kayla, I want to feel you unravel on my fingers,” I said back, my lips dragging along her ear.

“Then don’t you dare stop,” she groaned, grinding down harder against my hand. “

Her confession was all it took. The pressure in my core exploded. My orgasm ripped through me, a silent, violent convulsion that left me shaking against the stall door. My inner walls pulsed and clenched, and I felt my juices gush onto the tile below us. A second later, Kayla lost it too as a shuddering gasp broke from her lips.

As the high tempered we traded a few more sloppy kisses and started collecting ourselves. I began sliding my hand down her legs after a while, wanting to get her out of her dress fully so I could plunge my tongue into her dripping slit instead.
“Not now,” she muttered as I tugged at the edges of her dress. “It’ll take too long, and the guys will notice we’re gone. Save that for next time.”

I nodded, and we tidied each other up, focusing on cleaning up our messy hair and straightening down our dresses. We stumbled out of the bathroom as a mess of smeared makeup and soaked panties, and made our way back to a different booth where the guys were now waiting and sharing drinks. A secluded, private, and curtained-off table towards the corner of the venue.

The moment we got there, I grabbed Evan’s face and pulled him into a deep kiss. “Take me,” I breathed against his mouth. “Right here. I need you to fuck me with your fingers.”

Across the table, Kayla was grinding her lips against Ryan’s with the same desperation.

We all fell into the booth and desperately started making out with our husbands, the boys having no idea they were passing the taste of each other’s wives back and forth in the kiss. Ryan even took it a step further, pulling Kayla onto his lap as his lips grazed her throat and his hand pushed under her dress, fingering her slit. Seeing this, Evan’s hand slid up my dress too, his fingers finding my clit, already swollen and exquisitely sensitive from the bathroom. He worked me in circles, and I moaned, my eyes locked on the couple across from us. Evan was watching them too, his cock pressing so hard against his pants there was no doubt how turned on he was.

My hand went to his zipper next and I dragged it down, pulling his cock free from his boxers under the table. Hot and hard in my grip, I stroked him to the same rhythm he was finger fucking me with. Across from us, Kayla had her hand wrapped around Ryan now, jerking him off in vicious pulls that made his chest shudder.

I felt the pressure building again. I looked at Kayla, and she was looking right back with wide eyes as she rolled harder into Ryan’s fingers. It was a race. I collapsed into Evan, my orgasm tearing through me as his hand worked me frantically. Across the booth, Kayla screamed into Ryan’s mouth as he came across her hand. A second later, Evan groaned and his body shuddered as he spilled his cum over my hand and across his pants.

As we sat there catching our breaths, thankful that no one had seen or heard us through the music, I waited for someone to acknowledge the insanity of it all, but that moment never came. Evan then wiped his hand on a cocktail napkin and looked up at us. “Another round of drinks?” he asked, unbothered.

Ryan’s grin was filthy. “Fuck yes.”


CHAPTER 5

The smell of waffles filled our kitchen the next morning, a sharp contrast to the sweat and musk that filled our nostrils the night before. I was sitting at the island in a loose tee and panties, sipping on a mug of coffee as Evan took care of the cooking. My cunt was bruised from the grip of last night and all the different fingers that had been inside me. What a way to wake up.

Evan put a plate with waffles in front of me and sat down opposite.

“Julie, last night was fucking insane,” he muttered, dragging a hand over his jaw.

“I know. I still feel it everywhere.”

“Watching you and Kayla on the dance floor was unbearable, and then in the booth. Damn.”

“What about it?”

“The whole time Ryan was fucking her with his fingers, all I could think about was his hand in you instead. You don’t know how badly I wanted him to touch you like that.”

My fork clattered onto my plate and my heart slammed hard against my ribs. I couldn’t believe he’d actually said that out loud.

“Fuck, I guess I should be honest with you too,” I said. “When I had your cock in my hand, when you were coming all over me, I was imagining it was Ryan’s too. I kept wondering what his dick would feel like in my grip and how long it would be.”

I expected Evan to flinch, but he only replied back in a filthy tone. “We’re completely fucked up, aren’t we?”

“Definitely, but I don’t really care. I want to watch Kayla suck your cock, Evan. I want to see her lips wrapped around you and see if you can make her gush the same way you made me gush in that office bathroom.”

His eyes went black. “Just as I want to see Ryan’s dick buried so deep inside your cunt you can’t even breathe.”

We were both severely aroused now, completely enslaved to this fantasy of swapping with Ryan and Kayla.

“Speaking of Ryan,” Evan went on, “he actually called me this morning.”

“Shit, what did he say?”

Evan toyed with a bite of waffle, taking his time. The bastard was dragging it out. He knew how much I wanted it. “He said he had a really good night, and that Kayla hasn’t stopped talking about you since. He said she felt so aroused kissing you and feeling you come on her hand.”

Fuck, I hadn’t expected her to reveal what we did in that bathroom to Ryan so easily, but my pussy pulsed at the words nonetheless.

“He said they talked about it all the way home, just like we did on our way home too. Importantly, he said they’re keen to do something like that again.”

He stopped, but I knew there was more. I could see it in his eyes.

“Uh, and what else?”

“Well… he said that next time, they would love to go ‘further’.”

I blinked hard. No way they were serious. “Further!? What does that even mean? Further like, him fucking me?” The words almost felt dangerous.

“I don’t know, maybe. Or perhaps he means having us fucking side by side while we watch each other. No idea, he wasn’t specific.”

My mind raced, tumbling through the scenarios. Was this the crack in the door that would finally lead us to a swap? A foursome? Gosh, the images were so vivid in my head now.

Evan continued. “So if it even involved so much as us fucking beside each other, would you be down?”

“Fuck yes,” I shot back instantly, my voice steady and hungry. “A thousand percent yes.”

“Good, because Ryan was talking about maybe doing something tomorrow at work, says it would add to the spice of it and make it more fun.”

My breath caught. “Tomorrow? Like, Monday? At your office?” The idea was incredibly audacious and recklessly intoxicating, but I didn’t care at all at this point.

“Yeah. He didn’t tell me much else, just that he’d booked one of the private offices for us, same way he did with Kayla last week.”

“Okay, this all sounds fine, but have you forgotten I’ve got work tomorrow? I can’t just vanish halfway through the day to come see you.”

“You can if you want it badly enough. Ryan said Kayla’s already taking the day off.”

I paused for a second as the thought warmed me up. “So you’re saying that I should call in sick tomorrow just because you can’t wait?”

“I’m saying that you’ll hate yourself if you don’t. You’ve been dripping for them since the night of that dinner. Don’t pretend otherwise.”

He got me. Evan was right. “Ugh, fine. Whatever you say.”

“That’s my girl. I love you, Julie, don’t ever forget that,” he informed with genuine passion.

“I love you too,” I said back, never having meant it more.


CHAPTER 6

The lie tasted sweet on my tongue. I’d sent the text to my boss first thing when I woke up. Something about food poisoning and not being able to keep anything down, but I didn’t really care what the excuse actually was. It was easy, and even more thrilling because I knew I was on my way to get fucked at my husband’s office while I watched Kayla get fucked by hers.

I met Evan in the lobby of his building. He looked devastatingly handsome, so completely in his element in his white shirt and jacket. He brushed a quick kiss across my cheek before his hand closed over my ass in firm grip. “Look who’s glowing. You’ve got such a spring in your step today,” he said with glittering eyes.

“Maybe I’m just excited to be corrupted on a work day,” I shot back. “It’s amazing what a day off can do for your wellbeing.”

We rode the elevator up, and when the doors slid open onto his floor, I stepped out with him and took it all in. Huge windows flooded the space with light and opened onto a panoramic view of the city skyline. I had never been to his office before, and the sheer scale of it left me energetic.

“Wow, this is nice.”

“It’s not bad,” he said as he led me down one of the corridors. “You can see the whole city from here. Imagine getting fucked against that glass while the whole city watches.”

A current ran up my back. “Don’t tempt me,” I said back. “We have a schedule to keep.”

The office was surprisingly quiet, and it almost looked deserted. The few people we passed were hunched over their keyboards, lost in their own worlds with their headphones on.

“Where is everyone?” I asked Evan.

“Forgot to mention. Mondays are usually slow around here because most of the team works from home. You’re not complaining though, are you?”

“Definitely not.”

We soon reached a secluded corridor at the far end of the floor. There were a series of private offices with walls made of glass. Evan stopped in front of one and knocked softly.

The door swung open a second later, and there they were. Ryan was standing behind Kayla, who was perched on his desk with her ass pressed against the edge. His hands cupped her tits through her top, and they had just broken apart from what was clearly a deep, sloppy kiss only moments before.

“Good morning,” Ryan said, not looking the least bit embarrassed. “Glad you could make it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Evan replied smoothly.

Kayla dragged a finger across her lower lip. “About time. We’ve been warming up without you.”

I was going to say something back before Ryan straightened up and immediately took control. “Okay, so here’s how I think this should work. You two take the office next door, while we stay in here. Once the doors are shut and everything is locked, we’ll open the blinds so you can see right through into each room.”

Evan voiced the one concern I hadn’t even thought of. “What about the noise? These walls aren’t soundproof.”

Ryan smirked. “Don’t worry about them. I sent a message to the team that Kayla was coming in and that these rooms were off limits. They know exactly what that means, probably even jerking off to the idea of what we’re about to do. Trust me, they’re not going to interrupt.”

It sounded reasonable enough.

“Okay then,” Kayla said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s get in position.”

Evan took my hand and led me into the adjacent office. He closed the door behind us and locked it. The room was identical to Ryan’s. A big desk, a couple of chairs, and that massive window looking out over the city. Then there was the dividing wall, or should I say window, with closed blinds hiding the view of Ryan and Kayla just a few feet away.

Then, we started to undress. There was no frantic energy this time. Everything about us stripping down was purposely slow. I unbuttoned my top, letting it slide off my shoulders and fall to the floor. I watched Evan as he untied his tie before unbuttoning his shirt to reveal his broad chest.

Once we stripped down fully, Evan’s eyes devoured my bare breasts and hardened nipples.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, voice thick, “I can’t wait to ruin you while they watch.”

“Then do it fast, and make them jealous they’re not the ones inside me.”

A moment later, Evan’s hand went to the small cord on the blinds. I held my breath. With a soft click, he twisted his wrist. The vertical slats turned in perfect unison, and soon the wall between our two rooms became a crystal clear window once the blinds were fully drawn up.

The moment I saw both of them standing there, my whole body started sizzling. Kayla was standing there, completely naked, not an ounce of shy hesitation in her body. Her tits were just as perfect as I’d imagined, huge and perky with pale pink nipples that were already hard as pebbles. A neatly trimmed strip of dark blonde hair was all that adorned her pussy, the lips of which were plump and already glistening. She saw me looking and she licked her lips slowly as if promising me a taste once we’d made it past the first round. Then she deliberately widened her stance, giving me a better view.

Beside her, Ryan was just as hot. Defined abs and all the muscles along his torso and legs just carved into his body like they’d been built for me to trace with my tongue. Then I saw his cock, and I pretty much forgot how to breathe. It was clearly longer than Evan’s, just like I’d hoped, and maybe just as thick too. If I had to guess, I’d say it was a full seven inches, with an engorged head and a couple of pulsing veins running the length of the shaft. He was already brick hard, stroking himself patiently as his eyes dragged over every curve of my naked body.

I didn’t get to stare for too long, because as soon as the four of us became exposed, Ryan mumbled something to Kayla and Evan through the glass, and quickly, Kayla dropped to the ground in front of him. She turned her shoulder and looked at me with a shameless challenge in her eyes, before taking his long cock straight into her mouth.

A deep growl rumbled in Evan’s chest beside me. “You know what to do, Julie,” he informed.

I moved instantly, sinking onto the carpet in front of him. I looked through the glass and watched Kayla struggle to take Ryan deeper. She hollowed out her cheeks as best she could, but something was clearly making her falter. Was it the fact that Ryan was watching me, his eyes plastered onto my naked body as I swallowed Evan’s cock? Could that have made him harder than Kayla ever managed, the rush of blood swelling his shaft so much that she couldn’t force him down the way she used to? Maybe. There was no way to know, but all I cared about was that he was watching me while his wife sucked his cock.

As I took Evan deeper, my eyes never left them. His familiar taste filled my senses, but my brain was on fire with the image next door. I slid one hand away and cupped Evan’s balls, feeling their weight in my palm. He liked it when I sucked and stroked him like that, and I made sure Ryan knew what he was missing out on as I dragged my tongue from the base to his tip before devouring him whole again. I slurped and sucked on his cock, then gave his balls a firm squeeze that made him let out a piercing rush of air.

“Argh, fuck yes, just like that,” he yelled. “You’re such a perfect little slut, Julie. Can’t take your eyes off him, can you? Watching her choke on his cock while you’ve got mine down your throat. It’s making you drip, isn’t it?”

He was right, I couldn’t tear my eyes from them at all. Ryan’s hips began to pump steady and deliberate as he fucked Kayla’s throat like she was built for it. The sight made my own pace on Evan quicken. My head dipped and rose faster while my tongue traced along every swollen vein. I wanted to outdo her. I wanted to show Ryan, and my husband, just how good I was at sucking cock.

Just as I thought I was going to make Evan bust, Ryan pulled his dick out from Kayla’s mouth. As he did, a rope of spit dangled from Kayla’s lips to Ryan’s shining head. He pulled her to her feet and then, with no effort at all, lifted her and sat her on the edge of his desk. He wrenched her thighs apart and lined himself up with her glossy entrance.

“Get on the desk,” Evan grunted, seeing this and pulling me up too. It almost seemed like he was running his own competition with Ryan too.

He pushed me back onto our own desk and let my ass compress flat against a stack of papers that rested there from whoever used this room before us. He opened me up exactly as Ryan had opened her, then held me there while he planted his cock where it belonged. As he did, I looked up and past his shoulder. Out the massive window behind him, I could see the morning glow fading into a searing sun overhead. A slow ripple of motion was spreading through the streets below. Thousands of people down there, in their cars and apartments, were going about their normal lives, and they had no idea that a few floors above their heads, I was about to get fucked on an office desk while watching another couple do the same.

Evan pushed himself inside me as I switched my vision back to Kayla and Ryan.

“Good girl,” Evan howled as I moaned for him. “Make sure they know how much of a slut my wife is.”

I was lost in it. My eyes were glued to the window, watching Ryan fuck Kayla. He was fucking her so brutally now that her face twisted into a mask of ecstasy and strain. Her head was thrown back, her mouth open in a scream. It was so loud it reverberated through the glass, and I could hear it on our side.

“Ooh yes, Ryan, just like that!” she cried out.

I kept on watching Ryan wreck Kayla, her moans now mixing with mine as they bounced around in our rooms and rattled through the glass wall. I wrapped my legs around Evan’s waist and started to meet his thrusts, fucking him back urgently.

My orgasm built relatively quickly after that. The second I saw Kayla’s body harden in release, mine gave in too. I buried my face in Evan’s shoulder while his hips continued hammering into my slit. My teeth marked his skin as I tried to choke down the scream that ruptured out of me, my pussy tensing and squeezing around his cock in violent pulses.

After a moment, he pulled out. Even while I was sitting there catching my breath, Evan flipped me over onto my stomach, not a care in the world whether I was ready for the next round or not. “Ass up,” he commanded, like his dick couldn’t last a second without burying itself in the soaking flesh between my legs.

I pushed myself up onto my hands and knees, presenting my ass to him like a meal. In the office next door, Ryan had done the same. Kayla was arched over the top of their desk, her perfectly round and juicy ass high in the air. The men were now standing behind the both of us, and Evan quickly pushed his thick cock back inside me from behind. His eyes met Ryan’s through the glass, and I stared right back at Kayla too, knowing she was loving the position just as much as I was.

Then they started fucking us. Faster and faster until we both started shaking the walls again with our crying moans.

The pleasure was too much. It was overwhelming. I was going to come again, and this time I wasn’t going to be quiet about it. I felt the orgasm cresting like an unstoppable wave.

Evan must have sensed I was close because he started going much harder with this thrusts now. Right as a scream ripped from my throat, his hand clamped hard over my mouth, muffling it into a choked sob. At the same moment, Ryan’s hand fastened over Kayla’s mouth too. We came together as our bodies trembled and our muffled cries sank into our men’s hands. What a shame I couldn’t moan any louder.

“Fuck, Julie, I’m gonna cum,” Evan then growled against me as my voice quietened.

“On my tits! I need them to see how much I make you come!” I yelled out.

Evan quickly pulled out and turned me around to face him. Ryan, noticing this, did the exact same with Kayla. The two of them stood there for a moment and furiously pumped away at their throbbing lengths before the first spurts of come started spilling out.

Creamy bursts of Evan’s load then shot out and splashed all across my breasts, leaving behind a warm and sticky ooze on my skin. Through the glass, I saw Ryan’s own release erupt over Kayla’s chest, and she seemed to laugh through it as we both took in the sight of each other getting painted in cum.

Evan kept telling me what a good girl I was, how proud he was of the show we’d put on for them. Meanwhile, Kayla’s eyes stayed on me as her tongue darted out to clean up the drops of cum that had landed on her lips.

We had done it. We had finally fucked in front of each other. Yet despite how good it felt, the only thing running through my head as I sat there in front of Evan, was when we’d finally get to trade for real.


CHAPTER 7

After the racket we’d made, Kayla and I quickly threw on our clothes and stumbled out of the rooms with our attire still a mess. There was no time for any talk or debrief, no time to catch our breath. We darted straight for one of the bathrooms in the foyer area to finish cleaning ourselves up, leaving the guys to get back to work.

In the bathroom, I stared at my reflection in the mirror. My face was flushed pink, and my eyes were burning with a feral shine. I looked to the side of my rumpled top and faint red mark lingered on my shoulder where Evan had bitten me in the heat of our sex. I looked like a woman who had just been thoroughly and brazenly fucked, probably because that was exactly what had happened.

“We should probably go,” Kayla said beside me, applying another generous layer of lipstick to her swollen lips. “Before someone notices the mess we made back there.” She winked at me in the mirror.

We agreed to slip out quietly, and walked back down the hallway looking at least a little more presentable than before. As we passed the two offices, we caught sight of the boys again through the cracks of the doors left ajar. They were dressed, each at his desk, eyes on their computers like nothing had happened. Like they hadn’t just used our bodies for a competitive fuck through the glass. Evan looked up as we passed, his eyes meeting mine. He gave me a nod, and that was all the confirmation I needed.

Kayla grabbed my hand as we got into the elevator. The second we were alone, she pushed me against the wall and kissed me hard and deep. It was a kiss of victory, and a kiss that told me she had missed me. That even with Ryan inside her, she’d been aching to fuck me too.

“Damn, that was so fucking hot,” she breathed against my mouth as she grabbed another handful of my ass. “I loved watching the skin ripple every time Evan slammed into you.”

My hands tangled in her hair as I kissed her back, just as desperate. I could still smell Ryan’s cum on her, and it was driving me insane. Just as our frantic make out session built higher, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled away to look. It was a text from Evan.

“Hey, catch you later. Thanks for stopping by again. Also, if your pussy happens to get really hungry, I don’t want you to hesitate at all. Fuck Kayla hard, and make her scream for it.”

I showed the screen to Kayla. Her face lit up as she read. “Funny, Ryan told me the exact same thing on my way out,” she said, then pulled me in again. “Come on.”

We didn’t head for the lobby. Kayla let the elevator carry us straight down to the underground parking garage. We found her car, a polished black sedan with tinted windows, and then she unlocked it before pushing me into the passenger seat and climbing in beside me. She didn’t start the engine at first. Instead, she reached over, pressed the button that released the seat lock, and shoved the back of my seat all the way down in one thrust.

“Remember that night at the bar where I told you about waiting until later? Well, now’s our chance. I hope you like the way my tongue feels on your clit.”

I shivered at her words. Kayla didn’t even give me a chance to breathe. Instantly, she was tugging at my pants and yanking my panties down with them. I kicked my legs up to give her space, and she leaned over the console with ease, lowering her head crossways between my thighs and pressing tender kisses along my warm skin.

Kayla ate my pussy like she needed it more than air. Being a girl herself, she knew exactly how to break me apart, and it showed in the expert precision of her tongue as it slid between my folds and locked onto my engorged slit. Her lips sealed around my nub and she sucked me straight into her mouth. She was so direct and so skilled that I came in under a minute. A strangled cry ripped out of me as my body quaked against the leather seat.

Then she came up for air. “Shit, you taste so delicious Julie! I can’t believe Evan gets to taste your cum whenever he wants. He’s such a lucky man,” she whispered, before giving me a tongue filled kiss and letting me taste just how wet I was. Then she pressed one of the buttons next to her seat and let her seat fall all the way back, just like mine. “Now it’s your turn.”

It was a beautiful and filthy trade. I devoured her as my tongue parted her plump pussy lips, revelling in her unique taste. I wanted to give her exactly what she’d given me. I wanted to hear her moan and to feel her thighs shake violently under my tongue. While I had her clit between my lips, my phone buzzed again. I reached for it, and found Evan’s text at the top of my screen. ‘Well?’ the message read.

Kayla pushed my head away. “What’d he say?” she panted.

“Evan wants an update. He’s asking if we’ve fucked each other already like he asked me to.”

“Oh my God, he’s so filthy. Make sure you send him plenty of photos,” she replied.

“I will, but only after I’ve licked up this last bit of cum,” I said, before desperately moving back down over her slit to smother my face in it once more. But as I did, one of her hands shot out against my forehead, stopping me.

“Wait,” she whispered. “Send him a photo of my cunt first, let him see how wet I am. I can’t stop thinking about your husband, Julie, he honestly makes me so wet. He needs to see what he’s missing out on.”

“Mm, I love that,” I said before reaching for my phone and snapping a few pics of her shiny cunt.

“Oh, and tell him to come over tonight. You too, Julie. I think it’s time for a proper swap. Let’s not pretend how much we want to fuck each other anymore, okay?”

A thrill shot through my chest. I shivered at her proposition.

“Done, send me your address and we’ll be there. I’m sure Evan is yearning to dive into your cunt just as much as I’m aching to wrap my lips around your husband’s cock.”

“Sounds hot, can’t wait for tonight. Anyway, get back to cleaning me up, would you? I don’t think you’re done here.”

“My pleasure,” I said, before plunging into her slick folds and sucking greedily on all her flesh like the good girl I was.

***

Ryan and Kayla lived downtown in a tall but lowkey apartment building. We stepped in, and among the marble countertops and warm wooden furniture, there was also a city view from their living room that was somehow even more spectacular than Evan’s office.

“Nice place,” Evan said as Ryan offered us drinks to get started.

“Thanks,” Ryan replied, but Kayla cut in, her eyes on me. “Or we could skip the small talk, guys. I don’t know about you, but I’m aching to get my hands on someone.”

I matched her look, and the next second all four of us were setting our drinks down and tugging at buttons and zippers.

We were so horny and so desperate to get to the main event, that in less than a minute there was a pile of work clothes on the floor and four naked bodies moving with nothing but raw sexual energy.

But just as Evan reached for me to get things started, Kayla pressed a hand against his chest. “Wait, not yet. Before we start fucking each other and letting you ruin my pussy, I have a little surprise for you, Evan. Something I think you’ll enjoy.”

Evan accepted, and she led him over to a padded armchair perfectly placed in the center of the living room. “Sit down here,” she commanded.

Confused but aroused, Evan obeyed. Kayla leaned down as her exposed breasts brushed against his chest, and then whispered something in his ear. I couldn’t hear the words, but I watched his cock inflate with every sentence. Moments later he was sporting a throbbing erection that stood tall in the air. His hands gripped the sides of the chair, and his breath grew fast and shallow as he took in what Kayla was saying. I started to suspect Kayla’s “surprise” had something to do with keeping him planted in that chair while one or more of us put on a show. The idea aroused me even more.

Kayla straightened up with a glorious look on her face and then turned to Ryan. He had just finished stripping, and my mouth went dry. I had already seen him naked from earlier today, but the distance had not done him any justice. Up close now, his long cock was absolutely magnificent and had a girth to it that was significant enough to make my throat ache just from looking at it. Thick veins roped up the shaft and steadily engorged all the flesh it ran over. His pubes, too, were trimmed short in that perfect way where I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel if I dragged my tongue across it. His balls, too, were completely smooth and begging to be slurped into my mouth.

The moment Ryan walked up to me, everything else in my mind faded away. Without a word, he cupped my face in his hands and landed his lips on mine for a tender kiss.

“You look even more beautiful up close,” he murmured between kisses. “Evan is such a lucky man to have you dripping for him every night. I’ve been waiting to fuck you since the first time I saw you in that dress, and now Evan’s going to watch.”

I kissed him back even stronger. Our tongues wrapped around each other as his hands started roaming freely down my body. First my tits, making sure to roll my nipples between his fingers, then even lower as he grabbed my hips and pulled me closer. By the time his fingers brushed along my clit, I was already moaning his name. He gave it a few circular rubs just so I could shriek into his mouth, then without needing permission, he thrusted two of his thick fingers in between my dripping slit and deepened them until his knuckles hit my flesh.

I yelled out again as he started fucking me with his fingers. The combination of his touch and the knowledge that my husband was only five feet away, forced to watch, was almost too much. A full bodied orgasm soon seized me, and it shook me so hard that Ryan had to hold me extra tight. His hands gripped my ass as he grunted in my ear, telling me I was a good girl, telling me I was taking it so well, and loving every second of my orgasm for him.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught Evan squirming. His face was scrunched tight and his chest was rising and falling fast now. Kayla was behind his chair as he howled, her hands on his shoulders so she could pin him there while her other hand stroked his cock slowly. She was teasing him. It wasn’t enough to push him over, but definitely enough to keep him right on the edge.

As my orgasm settled, Ryan pulled away from my lips and pushed me onto my knees. I looked up at him, at that perfectly long and girthy cock aimed right at my face. I turned my head just to see what Evan was doing with his own, and I found him staring back at us utterly transfixed. He looked like he was living his fantasy, and now it was time for me to live mine.

I eagerly took Ryan between my lips and swallowed him whole. My hands reached around to grab his ass cheeks, forcing him down as far as my mouth and throat would allow. He was so long I had to work to take him, but I was determined. I wanted all of him. Ryan let me suck him for a moment as my tongue dragged along his bulging veins, then he gripped my scalp and started fucking my mouth. I was choking and gagging on him, my eyes watering from the force of it all, but neither of us gave a shit about how rough it was. In that moment, all I could think about was dick.

“Look how well she’s taking his cock, Evan!” Kayla commented, “It’s almost like she was made for that cock, don’t you think?”

Ryan continued smashing his hips into my face and letting out generous growls with every thrust. I was so aroused I had to rub myself too, using the spit leaking from my lips as lube while I smeared it over my clit and worked it hard.

I could feel Ryan’s legs tensing. “Fuck, Julie, I’m about to cum!”

Then in one swift motion, Ryan locked his hands on my head and thrust himself in as deep as he could go, my throat protesting at the volume and begging my brain to let go. Then came the first spurt of his salty cum, bursting out over my tonsils and spilling down my throat. After that came another, then another and another, and soon my whole mouth seemed to inflate with his warm and creamy cum. I didn’t recoil or hesitate though. I was doing this for him, and for my lovely husband watching from his chair. I swallowed everything like his cum was my dinner

When he was finished, Ryan pulled out of my mouth, and I took the chance to look back again at Evan. He looked utterly wrecked, but with it was also the proudest smile I had ever seen on his face.

Without a second to rest, Ryan pulled me up from the floor, and led me to one of the sofas. He pushed me down onto the soft cushion and followed moments after that, kissing my lips again but in a deeper, more possessive way.

He took his time with me. More kisses on my cheeks, my neck, my breasts, and everything in between. Basically every inch of skin he could find, Ryan would plant a soppy wet kiss upon it. He was kissing me like he wanted to drown in my body, and I knew he was doing it just to show Evan how much he enjoyed worshipping his wife.

Evan was still in his chair, but now he was bursting with need. “Argh, Kayla!” he started begging. “Please, I can’t hold back anymore. I need to get off!”

“My pleasure, Evan. You’re so fucking hot when you beg,” before coming around and collapsing her lips over his throbbing cock in one frantic mouthful.

Even from across the room, I could see how wound up he was. He immediately spasmed as Kayla started to suck him, and it was followed by an intensely loud groan that was completely unrestrained. Evan had been edged for so long that Kayla knew all he needed was a few lazy strokes of her mouth before he would start exploding. Sure enough, Kayla hadn’t even spent more than a few seconds on his cock before his whole body started shuddering.

“Yes! Fuck, Kayla, I’m coming!”

Evan finally came loose. He shouted loudly as he started shooting generous loads straight into her throat, convulsing as he emptied his balls. Kayla seemed to be an expert at sucking cock too, because even with his wild jerks and spasms, she stayed sealed around his shaft and gulped down every single drop of his endless load.

While this was happening, Ryan’s head dipped down between my legs and he started sucking and licking my cunt like my pussy juice was all that would quench his intense thirst. As he did, a new orgasm, entirely different from the ones I would have with Evan’s tongue there instead, began to rise in my belly. I was shocked at how fast it was coming on, but excited nonetheless to see just how much Ryan could tear me apart.

Kayla finally pulled off Evan’s lap as he finished, and even with his cock softening she stayed fixed on him, spreading her legs wide and landing a chaotic kiss to his lips. The movement had Evan already stiffening again. Back when we first started dating, Evan could go for round after round without breaking, but lately it had taken him longer to recover. Now though, with a new pussy wrapped around him, he was right back to that horny edge, and the sight of it thrilled me. Kayla grabbed his cock and guided it to her dripping slit before dropping down onto it, moaning out a muddy sound that echoed into the room.

As her tight pussy enveloped him, Evan groaned into her too. Then Kayla started to bounce. She moved slowly at the start but once she knew just how deep Evan’s cock could bury itself inside her, she began moving harder and more recklessly. Soon they both just sounded like raw meat slapping together as her tits and ass cheeks bounced and jiggled on him, Evan sucking one nipple into his mouth while his hand smacked and clawed at her ass.

This along with Ryan’s tongue devouring my slit between my legs, was enough to undo me. My back arched and my thighs clamped hard around his head as the orgasm ripped through me. It was a violent shudder, and the only brace I had was Ryan’s head, which I pushed harder onto my soaking flesh.

But as much as I loved the way Ryan licked me clean, I needed a cock inside me too. It wasn’t enough just watching Kayla ride Evan like that while my cunt sat empty, stretched only by Ryan’s fingers every now and then.

Kayla must have noticed my ache, because a moment later she called out towards us. “Ryan, stop teasing her like that and get up here so you can fuck her properly. I want to watch you ruin her cunt while I ride Evan.”

Ryan’s head slowly emerged from between my thighs. Without a word, he grabbed me and pulled me to my feet, before moving me towards the other two. He positioned me right behind Kayla so that her ass was pretty much flush against my stomach. She twisted her neck to look back at me and I saw the sheer amount of obscenity that spread across her eyes. “Ready for my husband’s cock, Julie?” she smiled.

“More than ready,” I breathed, and suddenly Ryan’s hand smacked across my left ass cheek. It left a red, stinging mark, and when I looked back at him to show him just how much I loved it, he landed yet another slap on my ass.

“You’re such a filthy little slut, aren’t you?” he said as his fingers started spreading my engorged pussy lips apart. “I hope you’re ready to take my cock, Julie, because I won’t go easy at all.”

Then he shoved himself in, and a shocked gasp escaped me. Ryan was absolutely huge inside me, and my pussy walls instantly stretched as he buried himself deeper and deeper. It was an overwhelming feeling that basically took the breath out of me.

“Oh my God, Ryan! Your cock feels so fucking good!”

He didn’t even give me a moment to adjust, because as soon as he pressed his head at the back wall of my pussy, he withdrew quickly and started pumping back into me with vicious thrusts. My legs almost gave way from how hard they were trembling now. To steady myself, I reached forward onto Kayla’s sweaty back.

As Ryan fucked me from behind, I leaned forward until my face was level with Kayla’s. She turned her head, knowing I was desperate for a kiss, and then we started tasting each other. Evan was fucking her so hard I could feel the violent shudders of his thrusts rattling through her teeth and back onto mine. The moans and groans that spilled from all of us in that position were offensive to say the least. I loved seeing Evan’s face twist with that ruthless focus, especially when his hand tightened around Kayla’s throat as if he couldn’t get deep enough without it.

My climax exploded through me shortly after that. My entire body gripped around Ryan as I sobbed into Kayla’s throat, begging her to hold me still while I shook and shook. But that was useless, because Kayla was also being wrecked by her own orgasm, gripping the armrest of the chair so hard the foam permanently deformed beneath her fingers.

The men were about to follow with their own climaxes too.

“Argh shit I’m going to come!” Evan yelled.

Kayla broke our kiss and gasped for air. “Evan, no, wait! Pull out and do it on my tits so I can taste you after!”

Evan just shook his head as his eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy. “Fuck no!” he roared. “Your pussy feels too fucking good, I can’t hold it! I’m going to cum inside you!”

Ryan let out a harsh groan that seemed to echo Evan’s sentiment. “I’m the same, Julie, your cunt feels too good not to impregnate. I’m going to have to ejaculate in you right now.”

It would have been nice to let him blow his load all over my tits, but what was even more exciting to me was the thought of being filled to the brim with another man’s cum. I desperately wanted to know how it would feel to have Ryan’s seed splatter in my womb, so I clamped down even tighter on him to make sure there was nowhere else for his release to go.

A moment later, a loud groan blasted out from Evan’s throat, and Ryan followed a second later, this time shouting my name. I felt him start to pulse deep inside me as his creamy white cum filled me up completely. I thought Ryan would ease off after a few thrusts, but no. He just kept going. He kept squeezing the cum out of his dick as spurt after spurt launched into the depths of my flesh. I loved every second of it and let him flood me until my pussy felt more like cum than flesh.

When he finally pulled out, a pearly stream of his cum immediately dripped down my inner thigh. Curiosity then seized me. I reached down with my fingers and brushed up the sticky fluid from my own skin, and brought them to my lips, before licking my fingers clean and tasting the saltiness of him. Ryan’s cum tasted shockingly good.

“Wow, this almost tastes better than Evan’s!” I commented. “I could honestly do this all day.”

Ryan let out a breath and started kissing my shoulder. Evan, still holding a spent Kayla on his lap, grinned back. “Is that an invitation?”

“Well, we can’t stop now, can we?” Kayla piped up, sliding off Evan’s lap. “How about we take this to the bedroom for round two?”


CHAPTER 8

I woke in bed the next morning with the strange and unfamiliar feeling of morning light hitting my face from the wrong angle. For a confused second, I didn’t know where I was. Then I felt the body next to me. I moved around a bit like I usually did with Evan, hoping to press my ass back into him and feel his cock solidify against me. But this time, it wasn’t Evan. The man next to me was heavier in the shoulders and had a different weight to him. I turned my head slowly and realized it was Ryan instead, one of his hands tight across my belly like he’d claimed me in his sleep. He was still out cold, completely relaxed from what must have been another round of fucking before we drifted off. I was in his bed. Which meant Evan was in the other room with Kayla. I grinned, knowing that he was becoming just as corrupted as I was.

My cunt was starting to ache again. I looked down at Ryan. A thick morning erection was swelling under the sheet, and I just couldn’t resist. I slipped quietly out from under his hand and moved down the bed. I lifted the sheet and just admired his heavy slab of cock for a second, pressing it up against my cheek and letting the fresh warmth of it spread across my face. That long and beautiful cock I had choked on so proudly yesterday looked even more impressive now. I wasted no more time. I leaned in and took it all into my mouth.

Ryan woke up with a deep groan. His eyes slowly blinked open as my tongue swirled around his cockhead. He didn’t say anything. Ryan simply sank back into the pillows while one of his hands gripped in my hair, letting me worship him. Waking a man up with a blowjob felt like the perfect way to show off just how much I craved him. I sucked Ryan’s cock effortlessly as his thighs began to tense under my tits.

I kept gagging on him as Ryan slowly drifted awake. When he did, he reached down and pried me off, before bringing me up by my arms and flipping me onto my back. “I’m going to ruin this pussy,” he breathed against my lips, before crashing his mouth into mine and devouring me in a kiss.

Those kisses then moved away and down my neck, my tits, my stomach, and then my cunt. He flicked and sucked at my clit for a while, then lifted up and shoved his cock back into my cunt.

He fucked me in his bed for what felt like an hour. It wasn’t the frantic, desperate fucking of the day before though. Ryan fucked me slow and intimate in missionary. He looked me in the eye with every deep thrust. Each time he pulled out, I glanced down and caught the full, sparkling length of his shaft before he drove back in. It was incredible.

Later, after Ryan had given me a good and filling creampie, the four of us met in the kitchen. We were all glowing with the exhaustion of the night before, and began chatting, when Evan asked a very important question.

“So what happens now? You guys just wanna fuck all day? I’d be happy with that, to be honest,” Evan said, pouring himself a coffee.

“I have an even better idea,” Kayla started. “Why don’t we all go on one big date today? Me with Evan, Julie with Ryan. Let our new partnerships really blossom. We can fuck each other as much as we want, maybe we can even see who makes the other person cum harder. How does that sound?”

The idea was so beautifully degenerate. It was the perfect way to spend a day, and I was already aching with excitement just thinking about all the dirty things I’d do with Ryan. We all shrugged in agreement, and soon each of us were getting ready, and making sure we put on our sexiest fits for each other.

Evan and Kayla left first. He gave me a deep kiss goodbye and slapped my ass one more time just to show me who he really belonged to. Then he said something in my ear. “By the way, make sure to send me everything you guys get up to today. I want to see it all, okay?”

“I’ll do my best, but if I don’t, just remember that I’m busy with Ryan.”

My date with Ryan was a tour of our own city. It felt like we were teenagers again, holding hands like a real couple and fully aware of the risk of being seen by someone we knew. At one point during a drive through the city, he pulled the car into an underground parking garage, stopping in a deserted corner, and shoved his hands in my pants before fingering me until I came. Later, we checked into a boutique hotel for the afternoon, and I sucked him off twice, swallowing his load each time.

Towards the late morning, we ended up at an art museum. It was quiet, basically empty, and we explored it freely. We were standing in an empty room full of classical paintings when Ryan stood behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist as we looked up at a huge canvas of what I could only think of as a Roman orgy. “Looks fun,” he muttered. “But they don’t look as hot as you and Kayla did last night.” He grabbed my hand. ‘This way,’ he whispered, pulling me past a velvet rope and down a short, dim corridor.

A sign on a stand read, ‘Exhibit Closed for Renovation.’ He pushed open the heavy door to the dark gallery and pulled me inside, letting it shut behind us. The room was empty, filled with canvases draped in white sheets. We were completely, thrillingly alone. He sunk his hand down and started fingering me right there, rubbing my clit until I moaned.

“Fuck, Evan told me to take photos,” I panted, pulling my phone out right there in the dark.

“Good, show him how wet I make you,” he replied.

I pulled away from his hand and spread my lips with two fingers, before pulling my panties to the side and taking a picture. My pussy was glistening with wetness and completely red from how hard Ryan had slapped his fingers into it. I snapped a photo and sent it to Evan. “Ryan just fingered me. I’m still dripping for him.”

His reply was almost immediate. “Fuck, Julie, that’s so hot. Is he going to fuck you? I want to watch. Send me a video.” Ryan was already two steps ahead, unzipping his pants and pulling out his hard cock before I could even tell him. “

I held my phone up, my hand shaking, and hit record as Ryan bared my ass and slid his cock into me right there against the wall. It was a silent but desperate fuck. He held his hand over my mouth to stifle my moans as his hips slammed against me. I came after only a few seconds. It was a shuddering orgasm that made me sob right into his palm. It made Ryan climax too, and he came so much inside me that some of his seed leaked out around the edges of my slit and straight onto the gallery’s dusty floor. I stopped recording, and then sent the short clip to Evan.

He texted me within seconds. “Holy fuck, that just made me blow my load in my pants! Be honest, how good does his cock feel?”

I shot back, “Evan, I love you so much but fuck his cock is just so massive. He stretches me out so much it almost hurts. You have to let him fuck me some more, okay? I’m so addicted to his cock right now.”

“Anything you need, Julie. I love you too.”

A moment later, my phone buzzed again. It was a picture from Evan. It was Kayla’s ass. She was slumped over what looked like a hotel bed, and her ass was bright red, covered in Evan’s handprints. There was a caption attached too. “She likes it rougher than you do. Guess I’ll have to try this on you next, what do you think?”

I texted back immediately. “God, yes. Make my ass just as red as hers. I need you to claim me.”

The rest of the day continued as a mix of our constant, erotic conversation happening over our phones while our bodies were busy with our new partners. Ryan and I then had lunch at a restaurant with a riverside patio, and he went down on me under the table, completely out of sight of the other diners, while we waited for our food. I sent Evan a detailed text describing the feeling of Ryan’s tongue on my clit.

In return, Evan sent me a video. He was fucking Kayla from behind on the floor of their hotel room. Her face was turned to the camera, and her eyes were glassy with pleasure. “Oh, Evan,” she was moaning, her voice a breathless pant. “You fuck me so much better than Ryan does!”

I couldn’t believe that my own husband was making another man’s wife say his name, and also making her admit that he was better.

The day continued on with more fucking and shared infidelity. We were knowingly fucking a whole new partner, and it was the most connected to Evan I had ever felt. I loved that man, and we made sure to let each other know through our texting as well.

I walked through the front door of our apartment that evening feeling completely spent, and with a pussy still leaking with Ryan’s cum. I lost track of how many times Ryan had emptied himself inside me, but I hoped I got most of it on camera for my lovely husband to jerk off to.

As I walked further inside, I was about to call out Evan’s name when suddenly he appeared from the bedroom doorway and started walking toward me with a dark little smile. The second he was close enough, his lips were on mine.

It was a kiss of possession, a kiss that told me I was his and only his, and that no matter how many times Ryan had filled me up, he was the one I’d be coming home to. I melted into him, my arms wrapping around him as I pulled him in close.

Fuck. I had missed him dearly today. His woody scent, and the way his hands knew exactly where to go every time we found each other. My purse and keys clattered to the floor as his hands roamed my body, squeezing at my tits and pinching my nipples through my top so hard I let out a soft moan.

“I missed you,” he told me.

“I missed you too,” I replied back, my hands messing around with his belt again. “Fuck me right now Evan, I need you inside me.”

We rushed back into our bedroom and fell onto the bed, shaking off the rest of our clothes and setting both my pussy and his cock completely free. He lined himself up and slid inside.

“Shit, you’re so wet,” he groaned as he thrust.

It was true. My own arousal, combined with what was already inside me, had created a surface that was almost frictionless. He was sliding in and out of me with pure ease. It was so drenched that at some point Evan paused just to check how sloppy I was before looking down at his own cock. It was coated, but with more than just my own wetness.

He looked up at me as the thought clicked in his head. “Fuck, is this… is this his?” he asked hoarsely.

I grinned back shamelessly. I just couldn’t help it. “Yeah,” I said, “Ryan only finished in me just before I came here. He had so much to give me that I didn’t even have time to clean up. I just wanted to bring it all home to you.”

A sound escaped his throat. “You fucking slut,” he snarled before grabbing my hips and slamming back into me. “My wife has just come home with another man’s cum dripping out of her pussy. What a perfect, filthy little whore you are.”

“Tell me more,” I begged as the walls of my pussy gripped him tighter after hearing his words. “Tell me what a shameless slut I am.”

“You spent all day getting your cunt used by him, taking his cock over and over like you were his personal fucktoy, and now you’re mine again.”

He fucked me against the bed so hard my legs collapsed and I couldn’t see straight anymore. Every thrust was punishing, his balls slapping against me as he forced every last drop of cum deeper.

The orgasm, when it came, was cataclysmic. It was a release of every single dirty thought and every broken taboo from the last few days. I screamed Evan’s name and came with the most profound, body wrecking wave of release I had ever felt.

I sensed him shuddering behind me as his own release became imminent. “Oh, fuck, Julie, I have so much for you,” he roared, continuing to fuck me. “I’m going to fill you up so much that I’m going to wash his cum right out of you with mine. You’re my wife and this is my pussy, okay? Never forget that.”

He slammed into me and poured it in, overrunning my pussy and making me so obscenely full that I could feel it spilling back out before he was even done. He kept going, grinding deeper with each pulse, and the sheets underneath us grew wet with the mess of him leaking from my cunt. It was perfect, and honestly, it felt like coming home.

When he finally collapsed on me, Evan started kissing my forehead, then my lips and cheek in a possessive but tender way. The storm had passed, and now there was only the heavy glow of satisfaction left as we curled together.

“I love you, you dirty girl,” he whispered as we looked at each other on our pillows.

I smiled back, all giddy and warm now. “I love you too, Evan. You’re the best man in the world.”


CHAPTER 9

The high from our “date day” barely faded when Evan and I woke up in each other’s arms the following morning. Both of us were completely addicted to all the sex and reckless indulgence going on between us and Ryan and Kayla. It was an exhilarating new rhythm that completely changed all of us, and we wouldn’t have it any other way. So you can imagine my frustration when Evan’s work notified him that he would have to leave for New York on a three day business trip as part of his new promotion. It was less than half a week, but it still felt like an unbearable interruption. A dry spell neither of us were prepared to endure.

“One more date night,” he had said to me as we slowly got up and dressed ourselves. “We need to see Ryan and Kayla again before I leave. Let’s have one more insane night, and then maybe I can jerk off in peace while I’m away.”

So that’s how we ended up here at “The Ember Room.” It was a place so cool it didn’t need a sign, just a single discreet brass plaque next to a windowed door. It was a rooftop restaurant and lounge that sat atop a luxurious boutique hotel. The place was sparkling with life. When we walked in, the first thing that hit us was the thud of music from the DJ across the space. Sexy house beats pulsed through the air and into our ears. Beside him, the city’s most beautiful people laughed and drank cocktails while draping themselves across one another like they were all auditioning to be fucked. Everything just felt so decadent.

Ryan, Kayla, Evan and I happened to look the part too. Evan decided on a fitted black suit tonight with no tie and the top two buttons of his shirt undone like he wanted to make every woman in the room stare. Ryan sported a suit too, except his was midnight blue and it revealed the carved lines of his chest through the open collar. Kayla was gorgeous as usual. A blood red maxi dress that draped beautifully over her curves.

As for me, I’d chosen a short but tight black dress that barely skimmed my thighs. I normally left black for special occasions, but with Ryan and Kayla across the table, would there be a more appropriate opportunity? Of course, underneath I wore my favorite matching lace set of bra and panties. When I hugged Kayla hello, my eyes noticed that she had a similar bra on underneath too, and it lit an even more intense fire within me.

We were led to one of the rooftop’s exclusive private cabanas that Evan had booked for us, a prime spot set on the far edge of the venue. It was well secluded and gorgeously luxurious, high walls with string lights and flowery decorations on the three sides facing the restaurant, and the fourth side completely open to the air and the glittering expanse of downtown Minneapolis.

The second we sat down, me with Ryan and Kayla with Evan, we quickly got stuck into our expensive drinks and delicious food, knowing it wasn’t the main course. The real feast was going to be each other. Ryan’s leg pressed firmly against mine, and the whole time he just kept rubbing up against my thigh. I could tell he was itching to push higher, to rub my clit through my dress and hear me moan, but he held back, scared he’d make me scream loud enough that the sound might carry.

Evan was doing the same with Kayla, brushing his hand up her thigh until she let out a quiet moan she couldn’t contain. A waiter then came around. “Everything okay?” he asked, stepping just inside the cabana’s entrance to refill our water glasses. “Yep. Just perfect,” Kayla breathed, though anyone looking in her eyes would have seen how starving she was for a good fuck. The game began right after that. As the waiter stepped away, leaving us in our private space, Ryan grew bolder.

He slid his hand along the inside of my thigh, dragging up the edge of my dress until his fingers found the slickness of my panties. He pressed over my clit and started to rub, sometimes teasing me with a finger playing at the edge of my slit, daring me to beg for him to slip inside. I exhaled hard.

I tried to distract myself by staring out towards the other buildings, thinking it would cool me down, but it only wound me up hotter. “You’re so wet for me,” Ryan whispered as he dipped his fingers in and moved straight for my cunt. I looked across the table. Evan was watching us, but he wasn’t jealous at all. Why would he be? His fingers were also buried in Ryan’s wife, and he was clearly aroused by the sight in front of him. Then he leaned towards Kayla and whispered something to her, and soon after that her hand disappeared under the table too. A moment later, I saw his expression change as her fingers inevitably found his cock inside his suit pants.

We were all touching each other now, and it was absolutely glorious. Then another waiter, a young and nervous looking man, came over to clear our plates from our first course. He stepped into the cabana and leaned over the table, and in a moment of clumsy misfortune, he dropped a fork and it clattered onto the floor. “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he stammered with a flushed face. He bent down to retrieve it, thankfully keeping his eyes glued to the floor, and then rose back up, apologizing for the disturbance. He hadn’t seen a thing, but the close call made Ryan’s fingers press even harder. We were so shameless and far gone by now that in the moments that followed, all we could do was grin mischievously at each other, going back to touching and stroking at each other without a care in the world.

“Alright everybody listen up,” Evan then said, withdrawing his fingers from Kayla and cleaning them up with his mouth. “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m so fucking hard right now that my cock’s basically screaming to bury itself in some pussy. We can keep fooling around like this, or, we can go down to the hotel suite I booked for us. Reckon you guys ready for that?”

“Hell yeah,” Ryan replied, and the rest of us echoed the same.

“Cool, then let’s finish off a few more plates and get to it.”

Once we finished eating and drinking, we started walking towards the elevator. Even though we were only minutes away from locking ourselves in the suite and fucking like rabbits, none of us could resist making out openly and grabbing handfuls of each other’s asses along the way. If you were a bystander that happened to catch us, you would think we were a set of newly wedded couples with how brazenly we groped each other.

When the bell dinged on our floor, we spilled out into the hallway and stumbled toward our suite. Evan fumbled with the key card for a second before the door clicked open and we all collapsed inside.

I barely had a chance to take it in. It was spectacular. A sprawling space with dark wood floors and tens of flickering candles lighting the corners, and a massive bed in the middle piled high with pillows. As usual, there were sweeping views of the city too.

But there was absolutely no dialogue this time. We were all over each other the second we’d all taken in the decadence of the place. My dress was ripped up my back in a violent tug and the seams just shredded away. Evan’s jacket was thrown on the floor just like Ryan’s, who was already tearing open his shirt buttons with quick moving hands. Kayla’s red dress was yanked over her head too, her tits spilling out too as she drew her arms back to remove her lace bra.

Once we were all naked, I was immediately pulled into a kiss, but I didn’t even know whose mouth it was at first. I eventually figured out the tongue belonged to Ryan, and he started squeezing and groping at my tits, not a care in the world about bruising me. Then I was passed to Evan, who devoured me just as roughly. A moment later, Kayla’s soft lips were on mine and her small hands cupped my face as I took the time to fondle her breasts too.

Then Evan took Kayla from me and guided her backward onto one of the massive beds in the candlelit area. Her naked body was a perfect pale contrast against the dark grey duvet of the bed. He stood over her with his brutally thick cock and slapped it against her clit in preparation of what was to come. At the same moment, Ryan moved me toward one of the windows before pressing me and my swollen tits right up against the glass until they flattened and smeared against it. The bustling streets below exploded in front of me, and if it weren’t for the fog of my breath clouding the glass, I would have forgotten the world even existed outside.

“See that view?” Ryan started as he kissed down my neck and shoulder while his other hand massaged my clit.

“Yes, fuck, it’s so beautiful.”

“Do you think they can see me ruining you like this?”

“Fuck, I hope they can. I’d love them to see just how wet I am.”

“Really? That shameless now, huh?”

“Yes! I don’t care anymore, I just want your cock!” I begged.

“Then get on your knees for me.”

I turned around and dropped hard onto the floor before spreading my mouth open for him. But before I could wrap my lips around his cock, Ryan gripped my hair tight and yanked my head back. He looked toward Kayla. “You too, Kayla. I need the both of you kneeling right now like the good girls you are.”

Kayla, without a flicker of hesitation, swung her legs over the side of the bed and knelt on the floor beside me. Evan then moved to Kayla and slapped his cock across her face. I was in front of Ryan now, and Kayla was in front of Evan. They stood before us like they demanded our worship. My eyes locked with Kayla’s beside me as I leaned forward and swallowed Ryan into my mouth. As always, I made sure to lick up the precum oozing from him, and scooped his sack into my mouth too as my tongue played with his balls. Beside me, Kayla did the same except she gagged herself down Evan’s cock until her mascara ran in black streaks. We sucked deep as our eyes moved to each other between thrusts. It was another competition again. Who was the better whore?

Evan was the first to howl as Kayla bobbed relentlessly on him. Noticing how good Evan was unravelling, I buried my mouth deeper on Ryan and let him stretch me raw. I choked instantly. My throat was protesting at his size, but my mind refused to quit. The moment Ryan battered my tonsils again, he started fucking my face. All that reverberated around the room now was the sound of choking and the wild moans of Evan and Ryan.

“That’s it,” Ryan grunted above me as he picked up speed. “Swallow my cock, you fucking slut. Show them all how much you love it.”

I mumbled something incoherent as spit poured from my mouth.

“Okay, now time to switch,” Evan suddenly commanded as Kayla licked her lips and shuffled toward Ryan.

We obeyed like perfectly trained pets. I pulled my mouth off Ryan and went to Evan. As I moved, I saw the slick trail of pussy juice I was leaving on the carpet. Our paths crossed in the middle of it all. We paused for a second and went for a quick kiss. After that, we continued our pilgrimage.

I arrived at my husband’s feet. I looked up at his familiar and beloved cock and immediately sucked him down, tasting Kayla’s mouth on him too.

“Mm yes Julie,” Kayla panted as she sucked. “You’re so good at that. But tell me, have you ever taken it up the ass?”

“Fuck, I was just thinking about that,” Ryan added. “I’ve been dying to fuck that perfect ass of yours for so long now. It’s just begging to be filled, Julie. Me and Kayla fuck in the ass all the time. Her little hole is so used to me now that it just swallows me right up.”

My whole body shook in excitement. I had never done anal before, not even with Evan, but I was incredibly aroused at the idea of my first time being with Ryan.

“I haven’t. But I really want to,” I replied back.

Evan looked down at me with a smile of approval. He stepped back, letting his cock slide from my lips. “Then you should do it with him,” he said. “Let someone experienced show you how good it can feel. I’ll do my best with Kayla.”

“Oh, god yes,” Kayla practically squealed, crawling over to Evan’s feet. “Let’s do it at the same time.”

Kayla didn’t waste a second. She scrambled up and disappeared for a moment, returning with a bottle of massage oil from the hotel’s bathroom vanity. “Get on the floor for us, Julie,” she cooed, guiding me down onto my hands and knees. My tits pressed against the plush carpet and soon my ass was high in the air for all of them to see. Then, her tongue was on me, but this time at my asshole. She was tracing the rim of my back opening, making me gasp. “Mmm, you’re already twitching for him,” she muttered before unscrewing the cap on the oil. She poured a shockingly generous amount right over my hole. “Who cares if we stain the floor,” she laughed. “All that matters is that Ryan can slide in so deep you feel him in your stomach.”

I glanced over my shoulder. Evan was standing there, stroking away at his thick cock. “Fuck, Julie, you look so good like that,” he said. “Especially with your little asshole just exposed for all of us.” Ryan was practically vibrating too as he watched Kayla prepare my ass for him.

Kayla’s oiled finger then slipped inside me, and I let out a moan. It was a strangely tight feeling, but not entirely unpleasant. She started to pump her finger in and out, gradually picking up speed when she realized I was loving it. “Oh, you’re so sensitive back here,” she whispered. “This is going to feel incredible for you.”

“Okay, Ryan,” Kayla commanded, “she’s ready for you.” I closed my eyes and braced myself as she spread my ass wider for Ryan.

The moment Ryan pierced the muscle of my asshole, I cried out a trembling moan. He was just so thick in my ass that I genuinely felt like he would cut me in two with how much my hole burned. He pushed again, slowly stretching me more than I thought possible. The pain then slowly melted into a delicious warmth that spread all throughout my intestines.

Then Ryan started to move, fucking me just as viciously as he did when he was inside my cunt. With every thrust, I quickly grew to love the feeling of cock in my ass. Beside me, Kayla had lubed herself up and was now on the ground too, with Evan rushing to bury himself in her the moment she spread her ass cheeks for him. “Fuck, Kayla, your ass feels so fucking good!”

Seeing her unravel next to me was almost too much. The new and intense friction in my ass was easily pushing me over the edge. What followed was an orgasm unlike any I’d ever had before. It was a shattering release that started deep in my lower back and made me scream straight into the carpet. A second later, Kayla cried out too, before the sound of our pleasure sent the men over the edge. I felt Ryan shudder along his length, then a generous torrent of his cum started stuffing me. A few more pumps later and my tight channel was basically overflowing with his release. The same was happening right next to me as Evan roared into the air as he pumped his seed into Kayla too.

“Holy fuck,” Ryan panted as he pulled out. His cock was glistening now but coated only in my lube and his own cum. “Your ass is so fucking clean, it’s just pure cum!”

Evan grunted in agreement, withdrawing his cock from Kayla too and making the same assessment. “Damn, they really are such perfect little holes.”

Kayla, still flushed and shaky, then got to her feet and immediately came over to me. “Let me see how Ryan did,” she demanded. She knelt and spread my ass cheeks, peering at the mess Ryan had made. A thick glob of white cum was already leaking out. “Wow, he really filled you up.”

Then without warning, she put her hand on my ass. With one of her fingers, she scooped up a drop of Ryan’s cum that was running down the back of my ass, and brought it to her lips, before sucking it clean like a lollipop and bringing her mouth back to mine for a satiating kiss.

“Fuck, I miss your cunt already,” Ryan said as he looked at Evan. “Evan, you should really try her ass. It’s so fucking tight right now. Better get in there before she gets addicted and I stretch it out for good.”

While Evan contemplated the thought, I took the chance to look at both of their cocks. Not only were they sparkling with our juice, but even after coming so hard just then, it was surprising to see both of their cocks still drawn up, rock hard and waiting for more.

Evan then decided that he did in fact want to sample my tight asshole, but not without Ryan in my cunt too. They had me stand and spread my legs wide. Ryan came up in front of me, squatting down slightly so the angle was just right for him to pierce my cunt. Evan then stood behind me and rubbed his cock head a few times around my freshly used asshole just to see how tightly the muscle clenched there, almost like it was a taste of the tightness to come. This whole setup honestly just felt like a human sandwich, except instead of bread, it was the viciously thick cocks of my two favorite men.

Then they pushed, both at the same time. The feeling was indescribable. I could never have imagined the sensation of a cock anywhere other than my cunt and mouth, yet here I was with my husband’s cock in my ass and another man’s cock shoved straight into my cunt. I felt reckless and delicious at the same time, and I loved how slutty I was becoming.

I thought they would start slow to see how I adjusted to the unique sensation, but I was wrong. Instantly, Evan began pounding into me, relishing the tight grip of my rear, while Ryan drove me back onto his cock from the front. I was being pulled and pushed over their meat as the seconds passed, and I couldn’t have been happier, moaning shamelessly again and again.

It wasn’t long before Ryan was devouring my mouth while Evan was digging into my shoulders and neck with his teeth and lips too. It was a perfect side dish to the two cocks that I was feasting on.

“Oh my God,” Kayla then exclaimed from the bed. When I looked over, he legs were spread and she was polishing her clit clean. “This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen! You look so pretty when you get wrecked like that, Julie,” she moaned.

They continued fucking me and I exploded in another orgasm, this time letting my body go limp as the boys took care of how and where I collapsed.

They kept fucking me until I exploded in another orgasm, this time letting my body go limp as they decided how and where I collapsed. As if filling both my holes wasn’t enough, Ryan then suggested they spit roast me, and suddenly they were repositioning me again, this time on all fours. Evan sank into my pussy while Ryan slapped his cock against my lips and made me drop my jaw so he could slide into my mouth. Like a human rocking horse, they used me, shuffling me back and forth on their cocks until there was nothing left in my lungs to scream out.

“Argh fuck I’m going to bust!” Evan then said as I suddenly felt a thick gush of his cum start ricocheting around in my cunt.

“Shit, it’s leaking on the carpet again” Kayla then informed as Ryan’s cock slipped from my mouth for a moment. “Let me clean it up.” Then Kayla came up right behind me and started slurping and licking away at my cunt, desperate to swallow up any extra bits of cum and pussy juice.

As Kayla licked away, Evan started up again. “Well shit, now I need something else to do while my dick recharges.”

“My asshole could use a tongue, if you’re looking for something to do,” Kayla replied.

The next sound I heard was Evan’s tongue licking warm ass flesh as his face dove between her cheeks. Kayla was behind me now, cleaning up my cunt, Evan was eating Kayla’s back hole, and Ryan was preparing to empty his load into my mouth.

Satisfied that everyone was getting the pleasure they needed, Ryan saw my open mouth and shoved his cock back down my throat. He fucked my face again as his orgasm built.
“Ohh yes, that’s it Julie, suck along my cock just like that,” Ryan gasped above me.

Then he gave out another groan and started dumping himself inside me. I tried to swallow the barrage of seed as best I could, but there was so much of it that I had to yield. It gushed from the corners of my mouth and spilled onto the floor even as I kept gulping it down.

It felt like my stomach was completely filled with his cum, but even then Ryan wasn’t finished. “Alright, that was a good start, but I think it’s time to try something different.” He looked at me, then at Kayla. “How about a little sixty nine, girls?”

What followed was pure hedonism. Ryan and I slid into position, his mouth locking onto my clit as I took his softening cock back into my mouth, working to bring him hard again. Just behind me, Evan and Kayla mirrored us, and it wasn’t long before the room filled with screams in unison as another round of orgasms ripped through us.

From there, it was Kayla’s turn. I watched as Evan and Ryan stretched her out between them, one cock in her ass, one in her cunt. Then the men moved to the side, and it was me and Kayla on the floor next to each other, both on our hands and knees as Evan took my ass and Ryan took hers. While they crushed us senseless from behind, Kayla and I would start making out passionately while our hands found each other’s tits, squeezing and grabbing until we were both breathless.

Over the few hours that followed, I completely lost track of how many times I’d come. I also lost count of how many times the men had ejaculated, and by the end both of their cocks looked red and bruised from constant use.

Eventually, even their seemingly endless stamina began to fade. “Fucking hell,” Evan panted as he collapsed onto one of the beds. “I genuinely think my balls are completely empty right now. I probably don’t even have a single drop of semen left.”
Ryan shot back. “Not yet, man, we need to end this right. Surely you’ve got one more load in you for our perfect girls.”

As exhausted as I was, I couldn’t turn down another good fuck. So when both men fucked us one more time and stood over our tits with their swollen cocks in their hands for one last release, all I could do was close my eyes and pray that every drop of it would land on me.

Once our tits were splattered with seed, Kayla and I bent to each other instantly. We licked and sucked the cum from our boobs and shoulders, vacuuming the mess hungrily and taking a mouthful of hard nipple every now and then. In the middle of it, Ryan and Evan urged us on, telling us to kiss and reminding us how good we looked coated in cum. We obeyed eagerly, crashing our lips together and swapping cum between our tongues in wet threads.

After the grand finale, we all moved to the bed, tangled together in an embrace, my head on Evan’s chest and Ryan and Kayla draped over my stomach and legs. This time exhaustion finally won. We didn’t even have the energy to clean ourselves.

“I’m going to miss this,” Evan eventually said quietly, kissing the top of my head. “I know it’s only three days, but I’m going to miss all of you very much.”

“Don’t you worry about a thing, man,” Ryan replied. “We’ll keep your wife plenty busy while you’re gone.”

Kayla chimed in with a wink. “Oh yeah. Very, very busy.”

I looked up at Evan and smiled. He simply shook his head, a look of resigned happiness on his face. His trip to New York was going to be anything but a vacation for him, but for me, it would be my chance to finally show these guys just how much of a slut I really was.


Epilogue

Evan’s trip to New York lasted three days. Just seventy-two hours, and even though it felt like a long time to be away from my husband, the rest of us wasted none of it. That promise Kayla and Ryan made as he left, that they would keep me “very, very busy,” was the most profound understatement I had ever heard.

They didn’t even let me go home. On Thursday, the first day Evan was gone, Ryan was waiting for me in his car right outside my office building. The second I got into the backseat, he whizzed around the corner and parked up near an empty, secluded construction site before joining me in the back too. He eased me down and then his mouth was on me, ripping a hole in my pants with his teeth just to get to my pussy faster. He ate me out right there in the car in the middle of rush hour, not giving a single fuck about how much he ruined my work clothes. That was just the appetizer though.

We went back to their place, and that night, they used me. I don’t mean that metaphorically. They used me like an expensive fuck doll that was built purely for their pleasure. They spit roasted me again on their living room floor, this time Ryan’s cock fucking my mouth while Kayla pounded my cunt from behind with one of her thick rubber dildos. Then they switched up completely, and I became a carousel of cock and cunt and toys. I didn’t have enough fingers to count the number of times I came that night, and at some point nearly every inch of me was covered in either saliva or cum. I crashed in their bed, wedged between their warm bodies with my own apartment completely forgotten.

Sometimes I’d send Evan a picture or video as evidence of just how much fun I was having. A quick shot of Kayla’s engorged pussy lips, or a short and shaky video of Ryan fucking me from behind. The texts he sent back were always soaked in filth.

“Fuck me, you’re such a whore Julie. I’m jerking off in my hotel room thinking about them sharing you,” and “does his cum taste better than mine?”

For the most part though, I didn’t have time to text. I was too busy getting fucked to even look at my phone. At work on Friday, I was a wreck. I couldn’t focus on a single thing. All I could think about was what they had done to me, and what they would do to me next as soon as I walked out the door. I went to the bathroom three separate times just to finger myself as I imagined Kayla’s tongue on my clit.

Saturday, the last night before Evan came home, we decided to have one big finale. When I got to their apartment, Kayla and Ryan just blindfolded me, whispering in the darkness that I would only get to feel, not see.

What followed was a barrage of cocks, toys, mouths, and fingers exploring every one of my holes and leaving me shaking in a puddle of our juices. But I couldn’t come until they let me, and at one point they pressed a vibrator to my clit so intensely that I screamed until they finally gave me release. When Ryan eventually filled me with his load, I didn’t even try to clean up. I just let it sit inside me, another reminder that my pussy was his just as much as it was Evan’s.

When Evan finally came back and walked through our door, I didn’t even give him a chance to put his bags down. I started kissing him frantically while breathlessly recounting every detail of how Ryan and Kayla had used me. I held nothing back, and with every word, his cock grew harder. By the time I finished, he was already buried in my ass and fucking me with a savagery that could only come from three days of pent up jealousy and arrogance.

That night, lying in bed with Evan’s arms wrapped tightly around me, I had never felt more loved. He had supported and accepted me this whole time, and in doing so, unlocked a new side of our relationship that drew all of us even closer together.

This was our life now, and as I drifted off to sleep in my husband’s arms, only one thought filled my mind.

Who were we going to add to our little fuck circle next?


More By Cara Lune

Swapped and Shared at the Villa: A Couple Try Something New

The Pleasure Haven sells itself as a place for connection and discovery. That was what the website promised, and Callum and I thought a coastal villa retreat might be exactly what we needed to rekindle our spark.

Instead, the very first couple’s experience had me gagging on him under the instruction of a guide who spread me open and told me to moan louder. Then came the wall, with a girthy shaft slid through the hole for me to choke on while Callum sank into another man’s wife right beside me.

By the time we reached the final beach party, my body was glazed with the seed of more men than I could count, and my tongue burned from all the women I’d licked clean.

Neither of us shied away from it though. Why would we? This was the new side of us we never wanted to let go. 


Sharing My Friend’s Husband: A First Time Swap

Sometimes you meet a woman who’s so hot and shameless that you toss your own husband to the side and let her drag you straight into her mouth while he sits there and watches. If you’re lucky, you might also then meet her own husband, whose shaft happens to be so incredibly thick that your mouth and slit cry mercy every time he uses you.

For me, that was only a taste of the weekend I spent by the lake with Clara, Adrian, and my husband Hugh. By the last morning, even a simple session of yoga turned nasty. Clara and I somehow ended up with our faces pinned down and our cheeks spread apart, while our men slurped and swapped between our legs until they flooded us completely.

Gosh, what a liberating weekend it was! 
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