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Dedicated to Emily Rose


Chapter 1

I sat across from Maria at the little coffee shop downtown, my hands wrapped around a cappuccino. I hadn’t seen Maria in ten years, but she looked as beautiful and radiant as ever. Her dark hair was now styled with soft bangs that framed her face, giving her a cute and sexy look. I also couldn’t help but stare at her full breasts, which were practically falling out of her low-cut blouse.

We’d lived together at college, but afterwards, Maria had moved away, and this was her first visit back to town. She’d reached out to me and asked if I wanted to catch up.

“So, are you married?” I asked. At college, Maria had been… very popular with the boys. I had wondered if she’d ever settle down with one man.

She laughed, the same throaty, confident laugh I remembered from the dorms. “I am. Happily married, actually.”

I raised an eyebrow, teasing. “Happily? You? With one man?”

Maria gave me a sly smile. She leaned in across the table, lowering her voice like she was about to share a dirty secret. “Well… one man, yes. But not only one man.”

I blinked at her. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” she said, pausing long enough to stir her latte, “that my husband likes me sleeping with other men. In fact, he loves it.”

I froze, staring at her. My first thought was that she was joking, that this was some outrageous Maria thing I was supposed to laugh at. But she just sipped her drink and looked back at me calmly, waiting for my reaction.

“You’re serious?” I whispered.

“Deadly serious.” Her lips curled into a smile. “It’s called being a hotwife. We both love it, me being desired, and him knowing about it. It’s the best thing we’ve ever done for our marriage. I let him get some action sometimes, too, but he mainly likes to watch me.”

I didn’t know what to say. My face felt like it was burning up. A dozen images flashed through my mind at once. Back in college, I’d heard her through the thin walls of our dorm rooms, getting fucked by a different guy every week. I’d even accidentally walked in on her once, which had turned me on more than I would ever admit. But the thought of being married, and sleeping around… somehow that was even filthier.

“That’s… wild,” I said finally, forcing a laugh. “And he’s really okay with it?”

“He’s more than okay with it.” Maria’s eyes sparkled. “Sometimes he sets it up for me. Sometimes he watches. Sometimes he just enjoys me coming home and telling him every little detail. He especially likes it when I just meet someone unexpectedly and fuck them right then.”

She glanced over at the barista behind the counter. “Like that guy there. I could just go and find out when his shift ends and go home with him.”

“Oh my god,” I whispered. My thighs pressed together under the table before I realized what I was doing. I shifted in my chair, embarrassed by how much her words affected me and how turned on I was. I started fiddling with my long, blonde hair.

Maria smirked, like she could see exactly what was happening in my head. “You look shocked,” she teased.

“I am,” I admitted. “I guess I never imagined…” I trailed off, because the truth was I had imagined things like that before, late at night, when Andrew was asleep beside me. Fantasies I’d never dared put into words.

She eyed me suspiciously. “You’re interested in it too, aren’t you?”

I felt my cheeks flush again. “What? No, I was just… curious.” But my voice betrayed me.

“Emily,” she said softly, “I know that look.”

I laughed nervously and traced the rim of the cup with my finger.

“I mean…” I lowered my voice. “I guess I can see how it might be… exciting.”

“It is. More exciting than you can probably imagine. And the best part is how much closer it makes us. Most women think it would push a husband away, but it does the opposite. He craves me even more because of it.”

My stomach fluttered as I tried to picture Andrew reacting that way. Would he? The thought made me shift in my chair, pressing my thighs together around my soaking wet panties.

Maria sipped her latte like she hadn’t just turned my world upside down. “You should suggest it to your husband.”

My mouth went dry. “Suggest it?” I repeated.

“Of course.” She leaned back in her chair. “Just bring it up casually. See how he reacts. He might surprise you.”

I thought of Andrew, my dependable, loyal Andrew. Would he really get turned on by the idea of me with someone else?

“I wouldn’t even know what to do,” I said.

“Don’t worry,” replied Maria. “I’ll teach you.”

I nodded slowly, my mind already racing. Maria was looking back at the barista. “You know, he is kind of cute.”




Chapter 2

The fluorescent lights buzzed softly overhead as Andrew and I pushed our cart down the produce aisle. It was our usual Saturday routine: grab groceries, argue over brands of cereal, and pretend we’d stick to the budget. I tossed a bunch of bananas into the cart and glanced at him.

Andrew was even sexier these days than when we’d gotten married. His short, brown hair, his blue eyes, and his sharp features. I saw other women looking at him all the time. And our sex life was great, I couldn’t get enough of his lean, muscular body. I wondered if it was about to get even better…

“Guess who I saw yesterday,” I said casually, picking up a bag of apples.

“Who?” he asked.

“Maria. From college.”

He looked around, surprised. “Wow, it’s been years. How’s she doing? God, remember how many men she went through at college. Her bedroom had a revolving door. You know, two of my buddies had her at the same time?”

I hesitated, then dropped the apples into the cart. “She’s married, actually. And… apparently very happy.”

“That’s good,” he said, distracted as he squeezed an avocado to see if it was ripe.

Then, before I could stop myself, I added, “She told me she’s a hotwife.”

Andrew froze, his hand still holding the avocado. He turned to look at me, eyebrows raised. “She told you what?”

“You heard me,” I said quickly, cheeks heating. “Her husband likes it when she sleeps with other men. She was telling me all about it.”

For a moment, I braced for him to laugh or look horrified. Instead, he just studied me, his expression unreadable. Then he smiled.

“Damn,” he said softly. “That’s… kind of hot.”

I blinked. “You think it’s hot?”

He nodded, eyes glittering in a way I’d never seen before. “Yeah. I mean… I’ve thought about it. What it would be like if another man wanted you, if I got to watch or just know about it. It’s… it turns me on just thinking about it.”

My heart thudded, and suddenly the grocery store felt too warm, too bright. “You really… you’d be okay with that?” I whispered.

“More than okay,” he said, leaning closer, his voice low. “The idea of sharing you? Of seeing how much you’re wanted? Emily… I’d love it.”

I gripped the cart to steady myself, a shiver rushing through me. Fuck. Maria had been right.

“Wait, you’d actually let me… sleep with someone else?”

“Of course,” he said, like it was obvious. He decided against the avocado and pushed the cart further down the aisle, leaving me standing there in shock. I hurried to catch up with him and put my hand on his arm. He turned, and I couldn’t resist leaning in. Our lips met in a hard, heated kiss that made my knees weak. My body pressed against his, and I felt the unmistakable hardness of his cock in his jeans.

We paused for a moment, breathing fast, aware of the grocery carts and other shoppers around us. But the tension between us was unbearable.

“Shall we…?” I began.

“Yes,” he said, already sounding out of breath.

We abandoned our cart and headed straight for the restrooms. The door clicked behind us, and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. He pushed me roughly up against the sink, his hands already groping my tits. My fingers went to his belt, unfastening it as quickly as I could. Then I practically ripped the buttons off, opened them up, and pulled out his cock. It was rock hard.

“Fuck me,” I whispered into his mouth. Then I turned around and yanked down my own jeans, struggling to get them off over my wide hips. My panties were next. I bent over the sink and stuck my bare ass out. His hands went to my cheeks, spreading me open. I could see him staring at my gaping pussy in the mirror.

“Fuck, Emily, you’re so wet,” he growled, running a couple of fingers down my slit and collecting my arousal on them. Then he pushed them into my mouth, making me taste myself. “Are you going to be a slut for me?” he said, pushing his fingers deeper into my mouth.

I sucked on his fingers and murmured “Yes” around them. Andrew wasn’t normally like this, but it was turning me on.

“Do you want to get fucked by a stranger?” He grabbed his cock and pressed it against my folds.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“You’re a slut,” he groaned as he slid his cock inside me, all the way to his balls. “But you’re my slut.” He started fucking me hard, slamming his hips into my ass as he drove me into the sink in front of me. I watched myself in the mirror, my face flushed, my ass bare as he fucked me from behind. My big tits bounced inside my T-shirt every time he rammed forward.

“Look at you,” he snarled in my ear, his cock slamming deeper. “Getting fucked in a store bathroom.”

“Yes… fuck… don’t stop,” I gasped.

He pulled out suddenly, and I whimpered at the loss, but then he spun me around, lifting me by the thighs and setting me on the counter. My jeans and panties tangled on one ankle as he shoved his cock straight back inside me. My legs were spread wide, and I could see my cunt stretched around his shaft as he penetrated me.

He rubbed my clit with his thumb, making me moan even louder, “You’d let anyone fuck you like this, wouldn’t you? All fucked open, dripping wet.”

I couldn’t speak, just nodded frantically, clinging to him as my body started to shake. I came hard, pleasure rushing through my body as he fucked me through the orgasm. My cunt clenched around him, and he groaned with relief as he pumped load after load of cum into my pussy.

When he pulled out, cum flooded out of me, dripping to the floor. I scooped some out with my fingers and sucked on them.

“Do you really want me to come home with someone else’s cum inside me?” I asked.

Andrew was still panting, his cock softening as he pulled up his underwear and jeans. “I do,” he smirked. “Now, let’s go and finish our shopping.”

We looked around sheepishly as we reclaimed our cart and continued down the aisle, but no one seemed to have noticed. Andrew and I had never done anything like this before. I could feel his cum still leaking into my panties, making them even more soaked than before. Fuck, were we really going to do this? I needed to talk to Maria again.




Chapter 3

We met in the same coffee shop as before. When the barista saw Maria, his eyes lit up and his face flushed. He got our coffees quickly and added some free chocolates to the tray. He was so embarrassed and coy, I knew immediately that something was up.

“Maria, did you hook up with the barista after we were here last time?” I asked when we sat down at a table.

She smirked, looking proud of herself. “Maybe.”

I gave her a stare.

“Okay, yes,” she laughed. “I went back to his and he fucked me in the ass.”

“Maria!” I said, shocked.

Maria was undeterred. “Let me tell you, that young man has some serious stamina, he came three times in a row.”

I nearly choked on my coffee. “Three times? In the ass? Jesus Christ, Maria.”

She just grinned, popping one of the free chocolates in her mouth like it was a badge of honor.

“So?” she pressed. “Andrew? Don’t keep me waiting.”

I hesitated, then lowered my voice. “He thought the idea was hot. So hot that we fucked in the grocery store restroom.”

Maria’s eyes widened, then she burst out laughing so loudly that people at a nearby table turned to look. “You dirty bitch! In the toilet?”

“Shh!” I hissed, but I couldn’t help smiling.

“Oh my god,” she said, still giggling. “Tell me everything. Was he rough? Did you scream?”

I leaned closer across the table. “Let’s just say… he was a lot more passionate than usual.”

Maria whistled, impressed. “That’s what it does to them. This is why you need to be a hotwife.”

“I know,” I sighed. “I really want to try it. But I… I don’t know where to start. How do I even meet someone just for sex?”

“Okay, listen. I can teach you to be a hotwife,” she said, opening her phone and scrolling. “Let me introduce you to… Jose.”

She put her phone on the table and turned it around to show me. There was a photo of a gorgeous man in jeans, with a bare chest. He was fit and muscled, with a Latino look, black hair, and a mustache.

“He’s hot,” I said. “But…”

She swiped her finger across the screen, and the next photo scrolled into view. It was almost the same, except that this time Jose was completely naked. His hard cock stood straight up, and…

“Fucking hell,” I exclaimed. “He’s huge.”

“Oh, I’ve had bigger than that,” she smirked. “But he’s pretty big. And he’s such a sweetheart. He’ll be ideal as your first bull.”

“Bull?” I said, confused.

Maria gave me a look like I was stupid. “Yes, bull. The man who fucks the hotwife.”

I blinked, my face heating. “Jesus, Maria. You make it sound like it’s some kind of organized sport.”

She laughed, nearly spilling her coffee. “Darling, it practically is. There’s a whole scene online for it.”

I chewed my lip, staring at Jose’s cocky grin and giant penis on her phone screen.

“But what if I mess it up?” I whispered. “What if it’s awkward? What if he doesn’t find me attractive?”

Maria leaned in and put her hand on my arm. “Don’t worry. Jose knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s done this plenty of times before.”

“Okay…” I whispered, my stomach twisting into knots.

Maria smirked. “This is only the first part of your training. Trust me. I’ll text him for you.”




Chapter 4

Just as I reached Jose’s apartment door, my phone buzzed. A message from Andrew lit up the screen: Good luck, baby. I can’t wait to hear everything later. My stomach flipped. For a moment, I thought about turning back, but instead I tucked the phone away, smoothed down my sundress, and knocked.

Jose opened the door almost instantly. He was taller than I expected. His smile was warm and polite as he invited me in. His apartment was spotless, everything in its place. But when he led me into the bedroom, I froze for a second. The big white bed gleamed in the bright afternoon light, and two tripods with ring lights stood at the edges.

“You film?” I asked, my voice catching.

“Sometimes,” he said with a shrug. “I have a page for paid users, and I do collabs with other creators. But listen, I won’t be filming you. Nothing happens here unless you want it to. If you tell me to stop, I stop. No questions.”

The reassurance helped, but my pulse still raced.

Then he stepped closer. “Relax,” he said gently. His hand brushed my shoulder, warm against my skin, and he eased one strap of my sundress down. The fabric slipped, baring the lacy strap of my lingerie. He didn’t rush. Every movement was careful and deliberate, like he was unwrapping something fragile.

By the time the dress slid into a pile around my feet, I was trembling. Standing there in my matching lingerie set, I felt turned on in a way I’d never experienced before. His hands held my hips as his lips met mine. I opened my mouth, touching his tongue with mine. He was the first man I’d kissed other than my husband since college.

He guided me backwards until the edge of the mattress touched the backs of my thighs. With a gentle pressure, he lay me down. The bedspread was cool against my skin. He pulled off his T-shirt in one motion, exposing his perfect abs. His hands were firm but unhurried as they slid beneath the straps of my bra. A soft snap of the clasp, and suddenly I was topless, too, my large breasts spreading out across my chest.

Jose murmured in appreciation, kissing my collarbone and then my breast. When he reached my nipple, he flicked it with his tongue. It stiffened instantly, and he sucked it into his mouth. The sensation sent a rush of electricity through my whole body. I arched my back off the bed and let out a loud moan of pleasure. As he sucked that nipple, his fingers teased the other one. Soon, I was squirming on the bed, clenching my thighs, my pussy aching with desire.

He pulled off my nipple with a wet pop and started to kiss lower, over my stomach. When he reached my panties, he kissed me on top of them, exactly where my clit was. The brush of his lips through the fabric made me moan again. Then he hooked his fingers into the waistband and slid them down my thighs.

When my panties were on his bedroom floor, he opened my thighs with his hands and admired my pussy. I had trimmed and sculpted the hair into a delicate triangle, just for him. He parted my lips with his fingers, opening me up. I felt a thrill at this stranger looking at me so intimately. I knew I must be soaking, my arousal pooling in my cunt. His tongue flicked out, exploring my folds and then pushing deep inside me.

“Fuuuck…” I moaned, arching my back again.

He licked up my slit with long, firm strokes of his tongue. Every time he reached my clit, a wave of pleasure flooded my body. Then he started to focus on it, licking it firmly and wrapping his lips around it. I squirmed underneath his grip, hands clawing at the bed sheets. He pushed two fingers into my cunt, curling them up and applying pressure to my front wall.

“Oh… god… I’m coming,” I screamed, and my orgasm flooded my body, making every nerve tingle as the release washed over me. I felt my cunt clench around his fingers, and a wet release as I squirted.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned as he sat up, wiping his face. My pussy was still spasming around his fingers. “You’re going to have to fuck me now,” I told him.

He grinned. His sweatpants were tented at the front. He pulled them down, and his cock sprang free. It was rock-hard, long, uncut, and so thick. I felt my mouth go dry. As he leaned over me, I reached out with both hands, stroking it and feeling how fat and heavy it was.

“Maria said you’ve never had a big cock before,” he smirked.

“I haven’t.”

“I’ll take it slow, baby,” he murmured.

I guided him to my entrance, and he pressed the blunt head against me. My pussy was swollen and soaked from my orgasm. I used my fingers to open myself up as much as possible, and then he was inside me. The stretch felt so good as he slid into me, deeper and deeper until it took my breath away. I could see him going in, and there was still more to go.

He started to fuck me, thrusting slowly but firmly. Every thrust went deeper, making me moan and clutch at his arms with my hands. He was so big, but God, it felt incredible.

“Look at you,” he groaned, gripping my thighs and pinning them back further. “Tight little thing. You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I whimpered.

I looked down between my legs. He was thrusting fully inside me now, his balls slapping against my ass. I didn’t even know I could take that much cock. The pressure was building higher and higher again. I reached down, frantically rubbing my clit. I came hard, squirting again and spraying him. But that only made him pound me harder.

He pulled out and flipped me over onto my knees. I’d barely had time to rest on my elbows before he was inside me again. In this position, he stretched me and filled me even more. He started slamming into me from behind, setting a steady pace. His hands gripped my cheeks, squeezing them and spreading me open.

“Fuck, baby,” he murmured, “Look at that big ass. You’re fucking perfect.”

I spotted my bag where I’d thrown it on the bed. My keys and phone were spilling out.

“Film me,” I gasped. “So I can… show my… husband.”

He stopped pounding me, his cock deep inside, filling and stretching me deliciously. With shaky hands, I unlocked my phone and passed it to him behind me. He started to fuck me again, and I knew he was filming his cock sliding into me, my lips stretched tight around his shaft.

“Oh, baby, your husband’s going to love this,” he murmured. “Look at that tight little asshole.” I felt his fingers brush over my tight ring of muscles, and another rush of pleasure flooded me. He spat on my ass, making it sloppy and wet. His finger glided over my opening, making my muscles relax.

“Why don’t you finger your tight ass while I fuck you?” he suggested.

A rush of heat went through me at the filthy suggestion. But I wanted to do it. I reached behind with one hand, still supporting myself on the other. My fingers found my hole, and I pushed the middle one deep into my ass. He was still fucking my pussy, and as soon as I did it, I climaxed, my cunt and ass contracting as waves of bliss ran through me.

“Another finger,” he said.

I pushed a second finger in and started thrusting in time to his cock. The stretch in my ass was as delicious as the one in my cunt. I could feel his cock inside me through my walls. I came again, even harder, pressing my face into the bed and screaming.

He turned off the phone and threw it on the bed, then he flipped me back over onto my back. “I want to see your face when I come in you,” he growled.

My cunt was soaked and stretched, swollen from the orgasms. He slid back inside me easily and started fucking me even harder than before. I moaned loudly every time he bottomed out. He pinned my legs back to my shoulders and upped the pace even more. My tits were bouncing around like crazy as he took me hard.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, my eyes rolling back in my head as another orgasm crashed over me.

He didn’t stop, just kept fucking me harder and harder until suddenly his arms started shaking and he groaned with relief. I felt the wet warmth inside me as he flooded my cunt with cum. He kept thrusting as he spilled inside me, until every last drop was done.

He pulled out, and I leaked cum onto his bed. He took a photo of my fucked pussy with my phone.

“Send that to your husband,” he smirked. “And tell him you’re about to get round two.”




Chapter 5

When I got home, my legs were still weak and shaking. My pussy was deliciously sore and leaking the second load of cum Jose had given me. He’d fucked me for over an hour in the end. I could barely believe I’d done it, but it had been amazing.

Andrew was waiting for me on the couch. He didn’t even try to hide it; the bulge in his sweats was obvious, straining, like he’d been playing with it for hours. His eyes lit up the second I walked in.

“Well?” he asked. “How was it? That photo was… so fucking hot.”

“It was fucking amazing,” I replied. I pulled my phone from my bag, unlocked it, and slid into his lap. His breath caught when he saw the thumbnail on the screen. “You filmed?”

“Of course,” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear. “I wanted you to see his big cock in me.”

I hit play. The room filled with the sounds of my moans, of the bed creaking under us. Andrew’s whole body tensed beneath me, his chest rising and falling faster as he watched me being used by another man. I tilted my head back to watch his face as he took it in, as he squirmed, as his cock pressed hard against me.

“God,” he groaned, shifting his hips to rub his dick against me even more. “Fuck, Emily, you’re fingering your ass while he fucks you.”

I leaned in and whispered in his ear. “My cunt is too sore for you to touch, but maybe you could fuck me in the ass?”

“What? We’ve never done that…”

“I know, but now I want it. Come upstairs.”

He followed me up the stairs, giving my ass a squeeze under my dress. In the bedroom, I found some lube in a drawer and stripped down to my underwear. I knelt on the bed, giving my ass a little wiggle. He moved behind me and pulled my panties down a bit..

“Fuck, Emily,” he groaned. “Your panties have got his cum in.”

He put his finger in my pussy, and even more oozed out.

“He came in me twice,” I purred.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned again. “I can’t believe what a slut you’ve been. My filthy, slutty wife, filled with another man’s cum.”

I loved him talking to me like that. “Now, are you going to fuck me in the ass or not?” I giggled.

He squeezed some lube onto his fingers and started to rub it around my tight rear entrance.

“Jesus, Emily, this is so sexy.” He applied a bit more pressure as he circled my asshole, and I moaned with pleasure.

“That feels good,” I purred. “Put some fingers in.”

He pushed one finger past my tight ring, deep into my hole. I could feel my ass gripping him tightly. Then he added another finger, stretching me out, opening me up. The stretch felt so good.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That’s so nice. Give me more.”

“Fuck, Emily, I didn’t know you were such a slut for anal.”

“Nor did I, until Jose made me finger myself there.”

He added a third finger, pushing inside as deep as he could. My hand found my sore and aching clit, rubbing it back and forth as he fingered my ass. That was all it took to make me come, my ass clenching tight around his fingers.

“Now fuck my ass,” I begged. Andrew didn’t need asking twice; he was already lubing his cock.

“I’m not going to last very long,” he warned me.

“I don’t care, I just want to feel you coming in my ass,” I replied.

I was already quite open from his fingers, and his cock slid easily inside me. I moaned with pleasure, the unfamiliar sensation of a dick in my ass sending my arousal rocketing. He let me adjust for a moment, and then started thrusting, working his cock deeper each time. Soon, he was buried to the hilt in my ass, his balls slapping against my pussy.

I moaned with pleasure at every thrust, my hand working my clit again. He was already past the point of no return, slamming into me hard and chasing his climax. I could hardly breathe with how hard and deep he was fucking me. My orgasm came from deep inside, different from usual, and it made my whole body shake.

“God… fuck… I’m coming…” he panted.

My ass clenched around him, and he let out a loud growl of relief as he flooded my ass with the cum he’d been saving for me.

“Oh god, you slut,” he groaned as his cock throbbed inside me.

“Your slut,” I murmured, high on everything that had happened.

We collapsed on the bed, holding each other tight, our sweaty bodies pressed together.

“I love you, slut,” he smirked.

“I love you, too,” I said, snuggling closer into him.




Chapter 6

While Andrew was in the shower, I texted Maria and told her what I’d done. She quickly messaged me back, telling me she was proud of me. “Did you take any photos or video?” she asked.

I hesitated, then replied that I had. “Want to share?” she messaged, with a praying hands emoji.

I hadn’t expected Maria to want to see my explicit video, but… I decided that I was oddly proud of it. I forwarded it to her.

“Fuck! You beautiful slut,” she messaged me, with lots of fire and heart-eye emojis. “Now you’re ready for the next stage of your training.”

“What’s that?” I replied.

“You and Andrew should come over on Friday,” she texted back. “It’s time for your first couple swap.”

***

When we pulled up outside Maria and Drew’s place, Andrew sat with the engine idling for a moment. His hands were tight on the steering wheel, and I could see the flicker of nerves on his face.

“Am I really going to sleep with Maria?” he asked. He sounded both terrified and turned on.

I reached over and squeezed his thigh. “Only if you want to,” I said softly.

He gave a shaky laugh, then killed the engine. “Of course I want to, I’ve fancied her since college. All those nights we used to listen to her screwing whatever boy she’d brought home…” The way he said it made my stomach twist. But instead of jealousy, I felt a strange arousal at the thought of him fucking my friend.

Maria opened the door with her usual glow, looking stunning in a low-cut dress. Her husband, Drew, appeared behind her, wearing an apron. The smell of garlic and rosemary hit me instantly, warm and comforting.

Dinner was… normal. Almost too normal. Drew was a fantastic cook and a natural host, pouring wine, fussing over the food. Maria kept us entertained with amusing stories and dirty jokes. The conversation flowed easily, about college days and vacations, like any other dinner party. But under the table, Andrew’s leg was bouncing restlessly, and when Maria leaned forward to refill his glass, I caught the way his eyes lingered on her cleavage.

After we ate, we moved to the sofa with fresh drinks. The lights were low, the room dim enough to make everything feel softer. Maria tucked her legs under herself, curling up beside me. Her hand brushed my knee lightly, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She turned her head and gave me a knowing smile. “I’m proud of you,” she said.

I blushed now that the subject of conversation had turned to my hook-up. “Thanks.”

“You’re not the first hotwife I’ve trained,” she smirked. “But you might be the most eager. Are you ready for your next lesson?”

My cheeks burned even more. “I think so.”

Maria tilted her head, studying me. “Can I kiss you?” she asked.

I swallowed, my whole body buzzing. “Yes.”

She leaned in, and her lips pressed against mine. I could feel the men watching us from the armchairs. Her mouth opened, and mine copied her. Our tongues touched, and she pulled me in closer, filling my mouth. I couldn’t help letting out a little moan.

When we broke apart, I glanced at Andrew and could see that he was struggling to hide his erection in his pants. Maria stayed close, her hand moving to the strap on my dress and pulling it down over my shoulder, along with the bra strap. She peeled the front down, exposing one of my breasts. I knew the others were watching, and it was making me soaking wet.

Maria leaned down and captured my nipple in her mouth. It stiffened instantly, and I let out a little cry as she sucked hard on it. Pleasure flooded my body. She pushed my thighs apart, and her fingers found my clit through the thin fabric of my panties.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I moaned. She started circling my clit, making me squirm and arch my back.

“Shall we let our husbands watch you come?” Maria purred, sucking on my nipple again.

“Yes…” I gasped, my climax already building quickly.

She pulled my panties to the side and pushed two fingers deep into my cunt. She started pressing them against my G-spot, working her hand up and down with her palm rubbing against my clit.

“Oh… fuck…” I could barely speak. “You’re… going to make… me… squirt…” I said, desperately.

She increased her pace, fingering me harder. My pussy started making a wet, sloppy noise, and then I was coming, a fountain of clear liquid spraying over the leather sofas. I squirmed and twisted, my hips bucking as I squirted over and over again. She dragged it out, her fingers working my G-spot so expertly that just as I thought I’d finished, she’d make me come and squirt again.

Maria carefully pulled her fingers out of my cunt. They were covered in sticky white release, and her hand and wrist were soaked. She pushed them roughly into my mouth.

“Taste yourself, slut,” she smirked.

I sucked her fingers and looked at the others. Andrew and Drew both had their cocks out and were stroking them as they watched.

“Fuck, Emily, that was so hot,” said Andrew.

Maria sat back and opened her legs. She was wearing pale blue panties with an obvious damp patch in the middle.

“I’m fucking soaking, Emily,” she smirked. “I think you owe me an orgasm. Have you ever eaten pussy before?”

I shook my head. “Never, but I’m willing to learn.”




Chapter 7

Maria peeled her panties off and sat back with her legs wide open. Her pussy and asshole were delightfully hairy, and the dark curly hair was wet and matted around her pink, glistening slit.

My heart pounding, I shifted around so I could get down between her thighs. I could feel the damp heat coming off of her as I gave her a tentative lick. She moaned, and it spurred me on. I licked all the way up her slit, tasting her arousal, and then focused on her clit. Every firm lick made her moan with pleasure. She arched her back, her fingers finding my hair and gripping it to pull me in closer.

“Mmm, Emily… you’re a natural,” she gasped, throwing her head back. “Fuck, you were born to eat pussy… don’t stop…”

I intensified the pressure on her clit, flicking over the swollen tip and then wrapping my mouth around it.

“Why don’t you join us, boys?” she purred.

Drew came and sat on one side of her, his cock hard and throbbing. Andrew settled on the other side. They pulled down her dress, freeing her large breasts. Her nipples were hard and very dark. Drew took one into his mouth, while Andrew sucked the other one. I felt a rush of arousal as I looked up at my husband sucking my friend’s nipple, my tongue buried in her cunt.

Maria’s hand was still on my head, holding me tight against her pussy. When she came, she let out a long howl and thrust her tits out. Her fingers pulled painfully at my hair as she bucked and twisted on my tongue.

When she came down, she finally let go of me. I sat up, gasping for air, wiping my soaked face with the back of my hand. Maria reached for my husband’s cock and wrapped her hand around it.

“You going to fuck me then, big boy?” she purred.

He looked at me. “What are you waiting for?” I giggled. “Fuck her.”

Andrew moved between her legs. He hooked his arms under her knees and lifted her legs up. His cock hovered at her gaping entrance, and then he was inside her. She moaned with pleasure, and I almost came just from watching his shaft slide deep into her cunt.

When he pulled out, his cock was coated in her white essence. Then he thrust hard back in. She moaned again, her fingers digging into his back. Her lips looked fantastic, wet and stretched tight around my husband’s cock.

But I didn’t have long to admire the sight. Drew was already moving on top of me. He kissed me hard, and then his dick was inside me. His cock wasn’t that long, but it was fucking thick. He stretched my pussy all the way until his balls were pressed firmly against me. Then he started fucking me, hard and fast.

I could see Andrew looking over at me getting fucked, even as he was pounding into Maria. Drew was doing the same, watching his wife getting screwed while fucking me.

“They look good on someone else’s cock, don’t they?” groaned Drew.

“They sure do,” panted Andrew, fucking her harder.

“Oh, god, I’m going to come,” I practically screamed. I grabbed Drew’s shoulders, digging my fingers in as my cunt spasmed around his thick cock. I clung to him for the longest time, my body shaking as I let the waves wash over me. When I looked up, Andrew was kneeling behind Maria and fucking her from behind.

I knelt next to her, lining myself up and brushing my hips against hers. Drew stood behind me on the floor and slid his cock back inside me.

“God, she looks so good with your dick in her,” Andrew said to Drew.

“Oh, yeah, she sure does,” Drew groaned, giving my ass a playful slap.

“Yes, spank me, too,” Maria begged.

Andrew slapped her on the ass.

“Harder!” she ordered. “Much harder.” I heard a very loud slap, and she squealed. “Fuck, that’s it,” she moaned.

Drew pulled me up, grabbing my breasts from behind and whispering in my ear. “Do you want me to spank you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Just as hard.”

He pushed me forward again and placed his hand on my ass. His cock was still buried deep in my pussy. Then he lifted his hand and… slap. It was way harder than I expected. It hurt for a second, and then the sting blossomed. And unexpectedly, a rush of pleasure throbbed through my cunt.

“Again,” I begged.

He hit me hard on the other cheek, making my pussy clench around him again. I heard another slap and a scream from Maria.

They spanked and fucked us until we both came undone at the same moment, screaming into the sofa and clawing at the cushions.

Drew pulled out, and I felt his warm cum as it splashed all up my back. Andrew took a few more thrusts, and then he copied Drew, laying thick lines of cum all over Maria’s ass.

Maria sat up, panting heavily. “Fuck, look how red your ass is, Emily,” she laughed.

I twisted around, but I couldn’t see. “You’ll have to take a photo to show me.” Then I looked at hers; it was bright red on both cheeks. “Fuck, yours too,” I giggled.




Chapter 8

Was that it for lessons from Maria? I wasn’t sure, as I didn’t hear from her for a couple of days. But the following Monday, I got a text from her, asking if I would be home that evening, after 9 pm. I replied that I would be.

“Bringing you a surprise, babe,” she messaged.

“What sort of surprise?” I messaged back, suspiciously.

“It’s your next lesson.”

I was on edge all day, both excited and nervous. At exactly 9 pm, the doorbell rang. I jumped up off the sofa like a startled cat, scaring Andrew, and raced to the door. My heart was hammering as I yanked it open.

Maria stood there, grinning, and behind her loomed two huge Black men who looked like they’d just come straight from the gym. Their shoulders filled the hallway outside, their arms thick with muscle.

“Evening,” Maria said cheerfully, as if she’d just popped by with a bottle of wine. “Told you I had a surprise.”

I couldn’t speak for a second, just stared, my mouth dry.

Andrew appeared at my shoulder, blinking at the sight. “Bloody hell,” he muttered under his breath.

Maria smirked at my expression. “Relax. They’re here for Emily’s education. But you can watch with me, Andrew.”

“You’d better come in then,” I said, my pulse racing.

They squeezed into the hallway, and Maria introduced them. “This is Cal, and this is Micah.”

They each gave me a kiss on the cheek and then shook Andrew’s hand. He winced as they squeezed his hand tightly.

In the living room, Maria guided Andrew to the sofa and put her arm around him. The other men and I were standing awkwardly in the middle of the room.

“Do you want to get fucked hard by these two men, Emily?” Maria asked.

I looked between them. They were both gorgeous. “Yes.”

“They’re not going to be gentle with you, do you understand?”

I nodded. “I want this,” I said.

“Get on your knees,” said Maria.

I knelt on the rug, my heart so loud in my chest I thought they might hear it. The two men towered over me.

“Okay, boys, you know how to train a hotwife.”

They both tugged down their sweats. I could see the huge bulge in their briefs. Cal pulled his cock out first. It was semi-hard, thick, and long, the black skin glistening under the lights. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling how warm and heavy it was. Micah pulled his out, too. He was already hard, and… fuck, it was big. I gave it a long, slow lick up the full length.

I stroked both of them at the same time, taking turns to lick them. They stepped closer to me, Cal grabbing hold of my head and pushing his cock deeper into my mouth. It filled me, and I tried to open my throat for him, but it made me gag. Spit ran down my chin, my eyes watering, but it didn’t stop him fucking my mouth.

When he finally pulled out, Micah slid his cock in to replace it. I glanced at Andrew through my watering eyes. Maria was playing with his cock through his pants, but they were both watching me.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” Maria purred to him. “Watching your slut of a wife learn how to be a good hotwife with two big, black cocks.”

Micah hauled me up, lifting me like I weighed nothing. He carried me to the armchair and bent me over it. I was wearing denim hotpants, and he yanked them down with my panties in one go. My ass and pussy were exposed for everyone to see. I felt the thick head of his cock as he nestled it between my folds.

“You ready for this, baby?” he grunted.

“Yes… Fuck, yes,” I was panting like I was on heat.

He pushed forward, his cock stretching me open. Fuck, he was so thick. It almost hurt as my lips stretched wide to accommodate him. Inch by inch, he filled me, deeper into my throbbing cunt until I thought there was nowhere left for it to go. Then he pulled almost all the way out and slammed into me again. I cried out, the pain and pleasure mixing together. He started fucking me hard, with long, firm strokes.

Andrew groaned under his breath, and Maria gripped his cock tighter. “See that, babe? She’s doing this for you. You’re the lucky bastard with a front-row seat.”

Cal moved in front of me and fed his cock over my waiting tongue and into my throat. I came so hard that my eyes rolled up in my head. I moaned around Cal’s cock, hardly able to breathe. Micah fucked me through it, his strong hands holding me open. I felt his thumb on my asshole, pushing inside as he fucked me right through one orgasm and into another one.

They swapped, Cal moving behind me and fucking me even harder than Micah had. I licked my own release off Micah’s cock, moaning around it with every thrust. I came again.

“Time to give her a taste of double penetration, boys,” Maria instructed. Looking over, I saw she had Andrew’s dick out now, lazily stroking it as they watched.

***

Cal sat in the armchair and pulled me on top of him. My cunt was soaked and swollen, already gaping open as he slid up inside. He held my hips, making me ride him, my clit grinding against his body. He pulled down my vest top and bra, making my tits pop out over the top, and gave them a hard squeeze.

“You’ve got great tits, sweetheart,” he growled.

“Thank,” I managed, his cock filling me so completely I could still hardly speak.

Then I felt Micah behind me, his cock pressing against my asshole and covered in lube. As I rocked back and forth on Cal, he held his cock firmly in one hand until I was starting to impale myself on it. When I opened all the way up for him, he thrust forward, burying his dick deep in my ass.

I cried out, the intense sensations flooding through every nerve in my body. The two big dicks rubbed against each other through my walls, creating the most delicious but overwhelming friction. They started to fuck me at the same time, but slightly out of sync. It was driving me wild, making me scream and moan at the same time, my head flopping about as I fought to maintain control.

But it was no good, I came hard, squirting all over Cal and almost passing out. It was the most intense orgasm of my life, waves of pleasure rushing through me as if they’d never stop. My cunt and ass clenched around their shafts, milking them.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” Micah groaned, as if he hadn’t planned to. He erupted in my ass, and I could feel his cock throb as it unleashed every load.

Cal started thrusting up into me faster. “God, me, too,” he groaned, spilling his cum deep inside my pussy.

When my orgasm started to finally fade, I looked over at Andrew. Maria was still wanking his cock. As he met my fucked-out gaze, his cock pulsed and he started spilling cum all down the shaft and over Maria’s hand.

“Oh, my god, Emily,” he groaned. “You looked fucking amazing. I can’t believe you took those two big dicks.”

Those two big dicks were still inside me, twitching and softening slightly. When they finally pulled out, floods of cum followed.

“I think I love being a hotwife,” I murmured.




Chapter 9

I met Maria again for coffee in the same place as before. The moment we walked in, the barista practically tripped over himself rushing to make our drinks. He didn’t even ask what we wanted, just started making our order like before.

“Sit down,” he said. “I’ll bring it over. And I’ve got some coffee cake fresh from the oven. On the house.”

“What have you done to that poor boy?” I laughed as we found a table.

“I’ve got him well trained,” she smirked. “You should join me one afternoon with him. I’m not kidding; he can literally go for hours.”

“I’m not sure I can go for hours. I’m still sore from those two men you brought round the other night.”

She laughed. “And that’s why we need to talk about your final lesson.”

I froze. “Final lesson?”

“Your graduation,” she said, tilting her head conspiratorially. “And it’s going to be… something special.”

My pulse quickened. “Special how?”

She sipped her coffee slowly, eyes sparkling. “Ever been to a club?”

I choked on my sip of coffee. “A club?”

“Not just any club, sweetheart,” she said, leaning closer. “A sex club. A place where you can get fucked by man after man, with everyone watching.”

I swallowed hard, the idea equal parts thrilling and terrifying. “You’re joking,” I said, although I knew she wasn’t.

“Now, usually, it’s couples only, but once a month, they have a night where single men can go too. They outnumber the women ten to one. They’re heavily vetted; it’s basically all the local bulls, which means they’re all experienced and hung. That’s happening this Saturday.”

“And we’re going?”

“We are. Bring Andrew, he’ll want to see this.”

***

The taxi pulled up outside an anonymous-looking building with blacked-out windows. From the outside, it could’ve been anything: a warehouse, a studio, or some offices. But as soon as Maria paid the driver and we stepped onto the pavement, I could hear faint music and laughter coming from inside.

My stomach flipped. Andrew squeezed my hand. He looked nervous, too, but I could see that flicker of excitement in his eyes.

Maria, of course, looked like she was born for this. She wore a short black dress that clung to every curve, with heels that made her legs look endless.

“Ready for your graduation, babe?”

“Ready, but nervous,” I admitted.

“You’ll feel better once you’re on your knees,” she said breezily.

The door was opened by a big man in a suit. Suddenly, I recognized it was Micah. He gave us both a nod of recognition and let us through.

Inside, it was dimly lit, with low red lights along the walls and a heavy beat of music humming through the air. Couples milled about, men in sharp suits, women in tiny dresses or lingerie. A bar ran along one wall, already busy. As Maria had promised, there were a lot more men than women.

I clutched Andrew’s arm, wide-eyed. “Oh my god.”

We headed to the bar, and Maria ordered drinks. Before we’d even had the first sip, three guys appeared.

“Maria,” one of them grinned, kissing her on the cheek like they were old friends. “Didn’t expect to see you tonight.”

“You know me,” she purred. “Couldn’t resist.” She tipped her head toward me. “This is Emily. It’s her hotwife graduation.”

Their eyes lit up instantly, scanning me like I was the evening’s entertainment, which, I realized, I kind of was.

The tallest of the three didn’t waste time. He put his hand on Maria’s hip, kissed her, and within seconds, his other hand slid straight up her dress. She moaned, parting her legs eagerly for him.

And then I felt it, strong fingers brushing the back of my thigh. I gasped and turned. It was the tallest of the three men. He leaned down and kissed me, hungry and demanding. His tongue slid into my mouth while his hand pushed my dress higher, fingers finding the lace of my panties.

I broke away for air, my eyes darting to Andrew. He was sitting on a barstool just a few feet away, but I could already see the bulge in his pants.

The man kissing Maria slipped two fingers inside her right there at the bar. She arched her back, moaning loudly, not caring who was watching. The other two were holding me now, four hands on me. One of them pulled my panties to the side, his thick finger sliding over my slit. I whimpered into his mouth, clutching his shirt.

“Good girl,” Maria gasped between moans. “Let them play with you. Show your husband what a little slut you are.”

I shivered, my knees already weak as fingers worked my clit. Hands pulled my dress down, exposing my breasts and squeezing them. Suddenly, I was coming, my legs giving way. I would have fallen to the floor if the two men hadn’t held me tight against them.

And then, with polite kisses on the cheek and murmured excuses, the three men said their goodbyes. One of them gave Andrew a friendly slap on the arm as they disappeared deeper into the club.




Chapter 10

Maria licked her lips, straightening her dress like nothing had happened. “That was just a warm-up, babe,” she said, eyes glittering. “Now it’s time for the real fun.”

She took my hand and Andrew’s, leading us down a corridor. Drew followed. We passed rooms full of people fucking, until finally she pushed open the door to the one at the end. I was staring into a room that made my jaw drop.

Mattresses covered the floor, scattered cushions, and low lighting, giving it the feel of some decadent den. But what really hit me was the sight of bodies; couples everywhere, fucking in every position imaginable. A woman on her knees sucking two cocks at once, another bent over with a dick in her ass. Moans and gasps filled the air, thick with the smell of sweat and sex.

Andrew froze, wide-eyed, but Maria pulled us inside. The four of us found an empty mattress. Maria pulled Andrew down on top of her. “You can fuck me first,” she told him, already unbuttoning his shirt.

Drew and I knelt down next to them, and he pulled my dress off over my head, so I was left in lingerie. He unclipped my bra and tossed it aside, then bent down to take a nipple in his mouth. I gasped, arching into him, while beside us, Maria was already moaning loudly as she rode my husband.

“Fuck,” Drew muttered against my skin, his hand sliding into my panties, fingers finding how wet I was. He pushed two inside me at once, and I cried out, grabbing his shoulders for balance.

“Go on,” Maria panted, her tits bouncing as she moved up and down on Andrew’s cock. “Fuck each other. Let me see.”

Drew pulled my panties off, tossed them aside, and pushed me back onto the mattress. In one swift movement, he was inside me, filling me deep, his thick cock stretching me wide open. I clung to him, gasping in his ear, the sound of Maria’s cries and Andrew’s grunts right next to us making my whole body throb.

We started like that, with each other’s husbands, but it didn’t take long before others joined us. I turned my head to see a bald man stroking his cock, watching us. Behind him, another one. Maria noticed too. She paused on Andrew’s cock.

“Come on then, boys,” she said. “Don’t be shy.”

The bald one stepped forward, and Maria took his cock into her mouth. One of them knelt by my head, and I reached up to suck him too. I opened eagerly, letting him slide between my lips while Drew kept pounding me.

Within moments, the four of us were surrounded, cocks pressing at our lips, hands roaming over our bodies.

Maria pulled back from the dick in her mouth, laughing breathlessly. “Graduation night, babe. Time to take as many as you can.”

The mattress dipped as more men crowded around. Hands slid over my breasts, my hips, even my hair, tugging me this way and that. Drew was still buried inside me, thrusting hard, but now another cock pressed against my lips. I opened wide, drool spilling down my chin as he pushed deep into my throat.

Beside us, Maria was in her element. She leaned forward over Andrew’s chest, and a Black guy knelt behind her. He pushed his cock deep into her ass, and she rolled her eyes up in her head, moaning happily.

I could hear Andrew’s voice: “Fuck, Maria… fuck…”

Drew grunted, pulling out of me suddenly. “On your hands and knees,” he growled.

I scrambled into position, and within seconds, he was back inside me from behind, slamming into me so hard my tits bounced against the mattress. A hand fisted in my hair, dragging my head up, and another cock was shoved between my lips. I whimpered, stretched from both ends, as spit and sweat dripped onto the sheets.

Maria’s voice rose above the chaos, wild and filthy. “That’s it, baby! Take them all! Show your husband what a slut you really are!”

Drew pulled out and came on my ass, and a different man took his place, fucking me firmly from behind. The new cock filled me even deeper, thicker than Drew, making me cry out around the shaft stuffed in my mouth. My arms trembled, but strong hands held me steady, one gripping my hips, another pulling my hair back.

Beside me, Maria was on her back now, legs spread wide as one of the men fucked her. She moaned, her hands busy stroking whoever was close enough. She looked over at me with a filthy grin. Andrew was watching me too, stroking his cock nearby.

The one behind me groaned, his cock jerking inside me, and suddenly, hot cum filled me. He pulled out, but another man was already waiting to take his place. He didn’t seem to mind that I was full of cum now, he just slid inside and started fucking me.

From there, it turned into a blur of bodies and cocks. One after another, they used me, never giving me a chance to rest. I was flipped onto my back, then dragged onto all fours again, my hair pulled, my tits squeezed, my throat stuffed until I gagged. I loved it.

At one point, they lifted me between them, and I found myself stretched wider than I thought possible, one huge cock buried deep in my pussy, another pressing into my ass. I screamed, my whole body shaking as they filled me, fucking me in rhythm until my vision went black.

All I knew was that I was taken completely, every part of me claimed, while Andrew watched, stroking himself. Maria cheered me on between moans of her own, her body just as overrun as mine, stuffed full of cock from every angle.

At some point, I just couldn’t take any more. My body was trembling, holes aching, sweat slick on my skin. Another cock pressed toward me, and I shook my head, stumbling back. “No more,” I gasped.

I grabbed Andrew and pulled him into a corner, collapsing onto his lap.

“Yours,” I whispered. “I need you. Now.”

He didn’t hesitate. He shoved his cock inside me in one hard thrust, and I cried out, wrapping my arms around his neck. I rode him furiously, desperate, my body still shaking from being used but hungry for his cum, needing him to finish me.

Andrew groaned, grabbing my hips and meeting every slam of my body with his own. “Fuck, Emily… seeing you like that… you’re so fucking dirty.”

“I’m your dirty slut,” I gasped, bouncing harder, my nails raking down his back. “Fill me, please, I need it, I need your cum in me.”

He tensed beneath me, his cock jerking deep inside, and then he spilled, hot and thick, filling me until it leaked down his shaft. I collapsed against his chest, shuddering, still grinding weakly on him to milk every drop.

“I love you,” I whispered in his ear, still clinging to him.

“I love you too,” he murmured, his cock softening inside me.

Maria appeared, collapsing back against the wall next to us, her face flushed, her body shining with sweat. Her hair hung damply against her forehead. She looked utterly fucked.

“How’d you like your first gangbang?” she panted.

“Perfect,” I giggled. “You’re a great teacher. But I think it’s time to go home.”

THE END
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