

Tell Me Everything

A First-Time Hotwife Story

Molly Warden


Copyright 2026 Molly Warden

This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to real people or locations is merely a coincidence. All character are consenting adults over the age of 18.


Table of Contents

Chapter One             4

Chapter Two             9

Chapter Three             15

Chapter Four             20

Chapter Five             27

Chapter Six             31

Chapter Seven             38

Other Books By Molly Warden             45

About the Author             46


Chapter One

“Are you okay?” Wendy asked once we were safely ensconced in the privacy of our car.

My heart was still thudding in my chest. I couldn’t believe that had really happened, but the proof was sitting right here beside me. Cum was soaking through my wife’s cute little top. Not much, just the bit that she hadn’t managed to gulp down. It was actually impressive how much of our seed she’d managed to swallow – you would think having two throbbing cocks spurting their loads into her mouth at the same time would have made quite the mess, but my wife apparently had quite a few secret talents.

“Honestly?” I asked, a tremor in my voice. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

There were a lot of feelings swirly around in me, but that one was by far the biggest. There was still that jealous part of myself that wanted to run back inside and sock Matthew in the mouth, but that was tempered by the absolute lust I felt for my wife. There was no way I would have gotten to see this side of her without him. So in a way, I was also kind of grateful that he’d allowed my wife to suck his cock. What a weird night.

Wendy beamed that beautiful smile at me, relief and love showing plainly on her face. It was almost wholesome, the way she looked at me like a woman in love. But I couldn’t help but remember those same lips, glistening and wet, and stretched wide around two hard cocks.

“Yeah,” she agreed. “I know I’ve done some slutty stuff before, but that was never this hot.”

She looked like she had more to say, and I was dying to hear it. I waited, my cock already stirring back to life despite how thoroughly my wife had drained me. Drained us.

“It was usually just because I was horny and thought, ‘eh, why not?’ But being a slut for you was different. It felt naughtier, revealing that side of myself to you. Feeling how badly you wanted to see it.  Like, my husband wanted to watch me suck his friend’s dick. It just felt so fucking intense.”

“It was intense,” I agreed. “How do you feel now?”

The look on her face told me all I needed to know. She’d gotten off once, with Matthews’ fingers inside her and mine stroking her clit, but a fire still burned in those eyes. We’d ignited something in her tonight that wasn’t going to be easily sated. I still had a long night in front of me.

~

The next morning, I awoke to a single text from Matthew:

All good?”

I responded with a thumbs up emoji, knowing there’d be more to discuss later. So much more. Both about how incredible last night was, and to be honest, I had some more questions about his arrangement with Alexis.

~

Matthew: Holy shit, dude. I can’t believe that really happened.

John: I know. That’s the craziest thing I’d ever seen in my life.

Matthew: Sorry if this is weird, John, and you can tell me to shut up if I’m crossing a line, but your wife is fucking incredible with her mouth.

John: Believe me, I know. And it’s alright. I mean, she already sucked your dick.

John: Fuck, I can’t believe I’m saying that. My wife sucked your dick. Never thought that’s a sentence I’d ever have to write.

John: But yeah, it’s cool. I think it’s safe to say the lines have already been crossed, lol.

Matthew: Good, cause I’ve been dying to tell you how hot Wendy looked with my cock in her mouth.

Matthew: If that’s not saying too much.

John: No, she looks incredible sucking dick, I tell her sometimes that she has blowjob lips, lol.

Matthew: Yeah man, she totally does. Your girl was made for sucking cock. I’m glad you let me get a taste of that.

John: Lol, if it had to be someone, I’m glad it was you. You’re a good guy, Matthew. Thanks for treating Wendy with respect.

Matthew: Uhh, thanks?

John: Like, my wife sucked your cock and you’re not being a dick about it, is I guess what I’m trying to say.

John: It’s actually kind of nice to talk about it with someone who gets it. Like, what it was like from my perspective. It’s like, finally, somebody else understands just how lucky I am to be married to this woman.

Matthew: Oh, yeah dude. You lucked out for sure. With a mouth that good, she could have anyone.

Matthew: And her pussy was so fucking tight.

Matthew: I can’t believe I’m saying that about your wife, man.

John: I know what you mean. If it makes you feel any better though, Alexis has incredible tits.

Matthew: Fuck, dude. I would have married her just for her rack. Lucky for me, everything else about her is just as perfect.

John: Hahaha, so romantic. You should write hallmark cards.

Matthew: Roses are red, Violets are blue, your tits are huge, and your heart is too.

Matthew: It’ll be a best seller this valentine’s day.

Matthew: Seriously though, I about jizzed my pants the first time I saw someone else cum on her tits.

John: Fuck, that was almost me when I saw her with Liam Friday night. He came in her mouth though, but she let it all spill out onto her chest. Fuck that was hot.

John: You really don’t mind it? Knowing other guys are using your wife?

Matthew: Nope. She’s still mine, nothing’s changed there. I just get to experience a different side of her.

Matthew: Did you mind when I came in Wendy’s mouth?

John: No. I mean, it was a little weird. But definitely one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.

John: I think I’d let her do it again.

Matthew: Would you let her do more?

Matthew: Not with me specifically. Just in general. But if she wanted to...

John: I don’t know. It’s a lot to wrap my head around.

John: How does it feel knowing other guys know what the inside of your wife feels like?

Matthew: Hot. Sometimes when I’m fucking her, it’s hard not to think about how someone else was pounding her pussy not too long ago.

Matthew: After the first time she was with someone else, I could feel it. Like, she was so fucking wet. And I knew it wasn’t all from her. And my cock just slipped right in. I could tell right away that somebody else had been inside my wife. It was all I could think about, the whole time I was fucking her. My wife was a slut.

Matthew: And I loved it.

John: Fuck, that’s hot.

John: So like, did she ask you first? How does that work?

Matthew: I told her about the fantasy a long time ago, and sometimes we’d roleplay and pretend there was another guy with us. Or she’d make up stories about what she wanted to do with hot guys she met.

Matthew: One day, I asked if she’d want to try it for real. She asked if I was sure.

Matthew: We decided it’d be better if I wasn’t there for the first time. I just gave her permission to go for it if the opportunity presented itself.

Matthew: It barely took her a week. She came home from the gym and gave me this nervous sexy smile. Fuck, I can still picture it perfectly.

Matthew: Mattie, she said. How does it feel to know you aren’t the only one who’s fucked me today?

John: Oh my god.

Matthew: She smelled like sex as I pulled down her leggings, and then I saw she wasn’t even wearing panties. There was his load, just dripping out of her used pussy.

Matthew: It felt so fucking good to slide into her, you have no idea. I barely lasted a few seconds before I added my load to the one she’d already taken.

John: Fuck.

Matthew: We fucked another three or four times that day. The most intense sex of my life.

Matthew: I just couldn’t stop thinking about how she’d let another man inside her. Felt his cock pulsating, his cum filling her.

Matthew: And now I’m going to have to go fuck Alexis again, lol.

John: Wendy ran out to the store :(

Matthew: Want a pic of Alexis’ tits to help you out?

John: As much as I would love that, I’m not sure if Wendy would be alright with it. Besides, last night gave me plenty to think about.

Matthew: Well, have fun then, buddy.

John: Thanks. Tell Alexis I said hi :)

Yeah, I definitely had more than enough spank material playing through my head. I was able to get myself off just fine without pictures of my friend’s wife’s tits, though I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t lingered a little on the memory of her large breasts bobbing in the water. But mostly, it was my wife who got me there.


Chapter Two

Even after I’d finished, I couldn’t get her out of my head. Just the simple idea that she was out shopping, surrounded by folks who had no idea that she’d stuffed two cocks into her mouth last night was enough to drive me wild. We had a secret now. My wife was a slut.

I was on her the moment she walked through the door. Wendy dropped the shopping bags to the floor as I pulled her to me, pressing my lips against hers. She tasted like coffee and chapstick, but I could still remember how that precious mouth had tasted the night before. After she was finished with us.. It was so vivid, I could almost feel it again on my tongue.

“What was that for?” she asked when I finally let her go.

“I just can’t stop thinking about how sexy you are.”

Wendy bent at the waist, sticking her butt out like she was a pin-up girl. “Oh?” she feigned innocence as she picked up her bags. “Anything in particular, dear?” she teased.

The cutesy way she played coy provided a stark contrast to the version of her running through my mind. But it was all the same woman – my cute, wholesome, giggly, slutty, cock-sucking wife.

“Yeah,” I joked. “I’ve always had a thing for grocery checkout girls, and seeing you with those bags is really doing it for me.”

“Ooooh,” she laughed.”How kinky.”

Then she was kicking off her shoes and passing me on her way to the bedroom.

“Sorry to ruin the fantasy, baby,” she said. “But these aren’t groceries.”

I followed her into the bedroom, my eyes glued to her swaying hips and ass. “Oh?”

“I just needed to pick up a few things for the conference, remember?”

With everything that had happened in the last couple days, it had totally slipped my mind. Wendy was “volunteered” by her boss to give a presentation at conference at the end of the week. She’d be leaving Wednesday night and wouldn’t be back until Saturday morning. Fuck, that was a long time to be alone when I was the horniest I’d ever been in my life. Maybe I would need to get those pictures from Matthew.

“So, what did you get?” I asked.

“I told you, the venue sent a guide for speakers. I needed something to wear that could hold the battery pack for the microphone without it looking weird or dragging my dress down or something.”

“And?” I asked.

“You’re really going to make me do this every time?” She asked in mock exasperation. “It’s been over ten years, when are you going to get over seeing my boobs?”

It doesn’t matter what I’m doing, if Wendy is getting changed, I’ll always find an excuse to stop and hang around. Year after year, seeing her tight little body never gets old. Sometimes just catching a peak at her perfect breasts is the high point of my day. She knows it too, and on bad days she never hesitates to whip ‘em out to brighten my mood. On good days too, for that matter.

The charcoal herringbone trousers fit her like the designer had her glorious posterior in mind when he thought them up. Wendy always joked that her ass was her best asset, and she knew how to showcase it. These pants followed every curve, filling me with the urge to just bend her over and take her. To give her some credit though, the pants were really just icing on the cake.

She had picked up a matching vest that left her shoulders and arms bare. It fit tightly over her chest, presenting a generous helping of cleavage.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I complimented.

At work, she maintained a competent, commanding, professional vibe that some might take as “bossy”. That crept into our home life occasionally, but I didn’t mind. There’s something incredibly sexy about a woman who knows exactly what she wants.

This outfit went way beyond sexy. Wendy looked like a powerful executive that sucked and fucked her way to the top, and was damn good at it too. If she told you to have that report on her desk by noon, you better have it fucking done. And when she orders you to get your cock out, well, you did that too.

Wendy caught me eyeing her cleavage and said, “I’ll be wearing a button down shirt under the vest, don’t worry.”

“Do you have to?” I asked.

My wife gave me a teasing pout. “Why do you care, you won’t even be there to see me.”

Normally, I’d love to go. Whenever one of us had to make a work trip, we’d usually try to stretch it into a little weekend away for the two of us. I loved taking Wendy out of town; she was always willing to dress just a little bit more revealing when there wasn’t a chance of running into folks we knew. But this time I had an important deadline at work, so I had to let her go on alone.

“Maybe I just like knowing you’ll be looking hot,” I said. “Wherever you are.”

“Yeah?” she asked. “You like thinking about me up there in front of everybody with my tits half out?”

It was true, she knew me well. Just thinking about it was enough to cause my cock to stir. “I love knowing everyone else wants you, but only I get to have you.”

“Only you?” she raised an eyebrow.

The memory of Matthew’s cock sliding between my wife’s lips flashed through my mind. That now familiar tangle of lust and jealousy twisted in my stomach. Would it always hit me like a baseball bat to the gut?

Always? Was I planning on sharing Wendy’s talented mouth again? Or maybe even more? What did that say about me? That somewhere deep down, I wanted to watch my wife suck more cock. Hell, even calling it deep down was a stretch. If anything, it was the jealousy and reservations that were being forced down.

There was a glimmer in her eyes; I couldn’t tell if she was getting off on teasing me, or the prospect of her husband willingly sharing her body again.

“Well, maybe not just me…” I said. “But definitely not the whole convention, that’s where I draw the line.”

Wendy smiled at my dumb joke, and the implied admission that I’d be open to sharing her again. “So there is a line,” she said. “From the way you were looking at me last night, I wasn’t so sure.”

“There is.” Or at least I hoped there was. “I haven’t had the time to give it much thought yet.”

“Yeah?” My wife was dubious. “You haven’t been thinking about it?”

It had been impossible to think of anything else. “I’ve been too busy replaying it all in my head to think about what it means for our future.”

“Tell me what you’ve been thinking about,” she said.

“How fucking hot you looked with his cock in your mouth.” I said the words without hesitation. Then after a brief debate with myself, I added, “Matthew thought so too.”

“Oh? You boys have been talking already?”

“He reached out to make sure we were okay,” I explained.

“How sweet of him,” she said. “Is that all?”

I fidgeted a little. Normally I’d never talk to my friends about our sex life, and I knew Wendy appreciated the discretion. But this time, Matthew was a part of our sex life. Surely it was okay to talk to him about what had happened?

“We talked a bit about how incredible you are.” Technically the truth, but she saw through my diplomatic phrasing.

“What in particular was so incredible?” she asked with a teasing smile.

“Well, we agreed that your pussy is incredibly tight.”

Wendy had been trying to play it cool, but with that, her face grew flushed. I bet she’d never had guys compare notes on her pussy before. I guess if I knew her and Alexis had been talking about how big my dick was, that would get me going too.

“I can’t believe you guys were talking about my pussy.” Her voice was low. Breathy.

“I can’t believe he had his fingers inside you,” I responded.

My wife’s eyes locked on mine, full of need. “What else did you talk about?”

I kissed along her collar bone and up to her neck. When I reached her ear, I said, “He told me about the first time Alexis fucked another man.”

Her breath quickened and I could tell she was imagining it. Was she picturing her friend getting fucked or had my wife taken her place in this fantasy? Her breasts bulged inside the tight vest with every inhalation. If she did wear it without a blouse, jaws would fucking drop at that convention. All those eyes on her…

“He didn’t give too many details. Just that they’d talked about how it was a fantasy of his, and he gave her permission to act on it if the situation presented itself.”

“Knowing her, I’m sure it didn’t take long,” Wendy said.

“Less than a week,” I laughed. “And then she came home from the gym with a fresh load dripping from her cunt.”

“Fuck,” she breathed.

“Yeah.” I started undoing the button on her new pants. “Then Matthew slid right in. He could tell right away that she wasn’t his faithful wife anymore.”

The button undone, I moved onto the zipper. Climbing down onto my knees and pulling the teeth apart, one by one. Undressing my wife always filled me with a sense of anticipation, like I was opening the greatest gift I’d ever been given. The curves of her hips came into view, but the pants held snug around her ass. With a gentle tug, they pulled free and I found myself face to face with my wife’s tiny thong. It reminded me of the bikini bottoms she’d borrowed from Alexis the night before, so small that one wrong move would expose her perfect lips. From this close, I could already smell the intoxicating scent of her arousal. I was willing to bet she’d been thinking about last night just as much as I had.


Chapter Three

My wife squeaked as I pushed her backwards, tumbling onto the bed. Then I pounced – pulling her pants the rest of the way off and moving between her legs as she giggled. She tried to shake me off as my scruff brushed up against her soft skin, but it was going to take an act of god to get me out from between these thighs before I was done.

I kissed my way closer to her center, feeling the goosebumps rising in my wake. She screamed and kicked, as the my light kisses tickled her skin. My hands found their way to her hips and I pulled her closer, her whole body sliding over the mattress. Then I kissed her mound through the panties and the struggling abruptly stopped.

“Ohhh,” she whispered at the touch of my lips.

Even through the fabric, I could taste her excitement. The narrow strip covering her pussy was already soaked through, too wet to have been formed in the short time she’d been home with me. My wife may have been out shopping, but she had been thinking about Matthew’s hard cock, throbbing in her mouth.

I ran my tongue over the material, pushing the sodden fabric up into her slit, the thin layer between us providing extra friction as I traced my tongue along the length of her pussy. Wendy squirmed beneath me, her thighs closing around my head, holding me tight against her center. The fingers of one hand tangled into my hair, holding me in place, even though she knew there was nowhere else I would rather be.

The other hand brushed against my face, slipping between us, and then her fingers were hooking under the edge of the thong and pulling it to the side. My lips descended upon my gorgeous wife’s bare labia, taking her soft wet lips into my mouth and gentling suckling her tender flesh.

“Mmmph,” she moaned. “...fuck.”

Without the panties in my way, her juiced flooded into my mouth as I devoured her precious pussy. Fuck, I loved the taste of her. It triggered something deep in the primal part of my brain that made me want to claim her. Breed her. Keep her mine forever.

“That’s it baby,” she whimpered. “Eat my pussy, this might be the last time you taste it before it’s fucked by someone else.”

It didn’t matter that a pit of jealousy was taking form in my stomach, the words sent a shiver running straight to my cock. I almost blew my load right then. Instead, I tried to redouble my efforts on her cunt. See if she could still think about anyone else while she was writhing on my tongue.

I sought out the soft, fleshy nub of her clit, and she moaned as I traced delicate circles over her most sensitive spot. Both hands were now pulling me tighter against her body, forcing my mouth against her hot, dripping folds. Powerful thighs squeezed my head, and I could tell she was already getting close. She had been worked up all morning, just like me. But unlike me, she hadn’t had an opportunity to relieve any of the tension.

Not that it was helping me much now, with zero stimulation to myself, I was already feeling like I’d erupt at the slightest touch.

Wendy whimpered in protest when my tongue pulled away from her clit. If she was going to tease me, she was going to find out that I could give it right back. She tried lifting my head, but I resisted her attempts at repositioning my mouth. Instead, I delved further down, pressing my tongue into the heat of her opening. I loved fucking her with my tongue.

As I speared into her steamy, dripping hole, my wife cried out. “Oh fuck, can you believe his fingers were inside me? Right where your tongue is now.”

Her teasing words successfully planted the image in my mind – I could see my wife’s lewdly splayed pussy lips spreading around his fingers as they disappeared into her tight little opening. I buried my tongue deeper into my wife, but it wasn’t enough. I was drawn to feel her exactly the way he had.

Two fingers found their way to her entrance and I pushed inside. Matthew was right; my wife did have the tightest fucking pussy. As aroused as she was, it still took considerable effort to part her inner walls and slide my fingers in up to the last knuckle.

“Fuck, baby,” she moaned. “That’s exactly how he fingered me last night.”

My stomach fluttered as I watched her take me in, her body opening around me. My wife’s flesh was steamy hot velvet squeezing around my fingers, and I couldn’t stop thinking about my best friend knowing exactly what it felt like to be inside her.

As my fingers stroked her inner walls, my mouth descended onto her clit. Wendy’s body writhed beneath me as my tongue passed over her clit, her hands balled up into fists. My wife whimpered and moaned, no longer capable of teasing. Her body tensed in that familiar way, and I kept my rhythm as she reached the point of no return. One long moan faded into a silent scream, her inner walls clamping down on my fingers, the taste of her flooding my mouth.

Fuck, Matthew had felt her squeezing him as she came too. How long until I could do anything with my wife without thinking about other men doing it too? Was it just the novelty that rendered  me incapable of thinking about anything else? Would it fade in time, or was this how I would always see her now? Would that even bother me?

Right now though, I needed my wife in a way Matthew hadn’t gotten to experience. Not yet, anyway. In an instant, my pants were crumpled on the floor and I was crawling between Wendy’s smooth legs. Panting, eyes closed, she lay on her back as I positioned myself at her opening. There was no time to pause, I needed her now.

“Ohhhhh,” she moaned as I sunk into her depths, her voice still breathy.

The familiar warmth of my wife embraced me, her body opening up as I pressed deeper. She squeezed me tightly as she stretched around my cock. She’d always said I hit that sweet spot where she felt filled, but not so much it hurt.  In most positions, she could take all of me without me needing to hold anything back. We were a perfect fit. Now though, I had to wonder how many other guys had thought her cunt was perfect too. Matthew certainly seemed to like it.

I took her slowly. I had to, or I’d blow in a moment. Despite getting off earlier this morning, I had been ready to explode since the moment my wife walked through the door. Wendy’s hips rocked, grinding her body against me. I propped myself up on my arms and looked down at my beautiful wife.

Wendy met my gaze and gave me a mischievous smile. My heart thudded in my chest, and I marveled at how easily she could still do that to me. Still, I wasn’t sure I could endure whatever new tease she had in mind.

One by one, she began undoing the buttons on her vest until, finally, her breasts spilled out. The image of my best friend sucking my wife’s nipple into his mouth came unbidden to my mind, followed a moment later by the memory of Alexis doing the same while her husband’s fingers were deep inside my wife.

“Do you think you’ll be the only one to fuck me in this outfit?” Wendy broke through the memories running through my head with a punch to the gut. I almost lost control right then. Instead, I froze every muscle in my body. Afraid to even draw another breath, the slightest movement inside her would push me over the edge.

There was a wicked gleam in my wife’s eyes – she knew exactly what she was doing to me. And she was loving every fucking second of it.

“Maybe a hot guy will like my presentation and buy me a drink after the conference,” she said. “And one thing could lead to another. It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve let a guy take me home from the bar.”

“Fuck,” I whispered, “you’re such a whore.”

“Your whore,” she replied, moving her hips and overwhelming me with the pure bliss that was her cunt. I tried not to think about how many men had experienced that sacred pleasure.

“You married a slut, remember?”

After last night, how could I ever forget.

“I thought I needed to hide it from you,” she continued. “But that’s not what you want, is it?”

Words were beyond me. Every ounce of my will was devoted to not erupting inside my wife. I wasn’t ready for this to end. Heaven could be just this moment, stretched out for all eternity.

“Is it?” she took hold of my hand and brought a finger to her lips. Looking me right in the eye, she sucked it into her pretty little mouth. Just a tiny tease to remind me of how she looked last night, with another man’s dick between her lips.

“No,” I managed to whimper.

“Good,” she said. “Because I forgot how good it felt to be bad. But I only want it if you do.”

Then she pulled me close and paused with her lips nearly touching mine. “I love you,” she whispered, just before her warm lips pressed against mine and her tongue slipped into my mouth. All I could think about was that same sweet, velvet tongue caressing my best friend’s cock just last night. The taste of cum on her lips. My wife’s eagerly spread legs. It was all too much.

My wife kissed me deeply as I emptied myself inside her.  Wendy worked her hips with practiced ease, drawing out every ounce of pleasure. Draining me into her willing body.

She had her answer.


Chapter Four

Coming home from work to an empty house left me jarringly aware of just how much Wendy was a fixture in every aspect of my life. From the moment I stepped through the door, our home felt far too quiet. And yet, somehow every sound I made rang out harsh and loud.

Normally, I’d take the opportunity to enjoy a little bit of alone time. Order a pizza with sausage and peppers – my wife is a plain cheese kind of girl – and watch some horror movies. But tonight I couldn’t shake the nerves and it was hard to focus on anything.

All I could do was picture everything that had happened with Matthew and Alexis, what Wendy could be getting up to now. My wife had talked a big game, but how much of it was just a tease?

“This might be the last time you taste it before it’s fucked by someone else.”

I couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d said. Picturing it. Knots in my stomach, as I imagined another man sliding into my darling wife.

But today was just a travel day, she’d be landing late and probably going right to bed. There was nothing to worry about tonight.

~

Wendy: Landed!

Wendy: Sorry, forgot to turn airplane mode off. At the hotel now.

John: It’s kinda embarrassing how much I’m missing you already. Hope you had a good flight.

Wendy: Yeah? What are you missing?

John: Everything about you.

Wendy: You’re right, that is embarrassing for you.

Wendy: Have a good night?

John: Eh. Hard to focus on anything. Too wound up.

Wendy: I’m sure you can think of something to help you relax.

John: I bet you could help me with that.

Wendy: Oh yeah? And how would I do that?

John: You know, Matthew offered to send me some pictures of Alexis.

Wendy: OMG! You didn’t tell me that! Were they hot?

John: I told him no thanks.

Wendy: What the hell is wrong with you?

John: I didn’t want you to get upset.

Wendy: Pretend I know how to type out that whipped noise.

Wendy: ‘Cause that’s what I’m thinking right now.

Wendy: Whoop-Ah!

John: Yeah, not even close.

John: But fine. Don’t be mad when I’ve got a phone full of your friend’s nudes.

Wendy: Hey, don’t forget it was my idea we get topless the other night. I wouldn’t have suggested it if I wasn’t okay with you looking at her.

John: Tonight I’d rather be looking at you.

Wendy: Why not both?

A moment later a picture came through – Wendy in just her pajama top and a pair of white panties. It was followed a moment later by another, this time with her undoing the buttons on the shirt. Then a final picture, the shirt artfully draped to reveal one incredible breast, and her hand disappearing down the front of her panties. The caption read Missing You.

Wendy: There, now you’ve got something to trade with Matthew.

John: God damn, you’re gorgeous. I wish I was there to fuck you.

Wendy: Me too. But since you’re not, maybe I should find someone who is?

John: Are you serious about that?

Wendy: Do you want me to be?

John: Honestly? I don’t know.

Wendy: Well, think about it.

John: It’s hard to think about anything else.

Wendy: Good.

Wendy: I’ll do anything you want.

John: But what do you want?

Wendy: To drive you crazy ;)

John: Mission accomplished!

Wendy: Oh, I’m just getting started, baby.

Wendy: Now go show your friend my tits and let me get to sleep. Big day tomorrow.

Wendy: It’s kind of cute.

Wendy: And wholesome.

John: ???

Wendy: You two thinking your wives are so hot you have to brag and share pictures.

John: You are certainly worth bragging about.

Wendy: Goodnight, baby.

Was she really ready to turn this fantasy into a reality? It was crazy to think that I could just give her the go-ahead and she’d spread her legs for the first new man since she’d met me. Well, the first aside from Matthew. But he didn’t fuck her.

This would be different.

I think…

John: Hey man, can I ask you some more questions about the whole sharing Alexis thing?

John: I’ll send you a picture of Wendy as a thank you.

Matthew: Yeah, of course. And you don’t have to bribe me, lol.

Matthew: But I wouldn’t say no.

Matthew: If Wendy is okay with it.

John: She’s the one who told me to show you :)

Matthew: Well then, what do you want to know?

John: Were you jealous?

John: When you started.

Matthew: Kind of.

Matthew: Jealous isn’t quite the right word, I guess.

Matthew: It’s hard to explain.

Matthew: It was more of a feeling like I wasn’t supposed to allow it. Like everybody else thinks it’s wrong, so I should too.

Matthew: But when I actually thought about it, there wasn’t anything to be jealous of. Like, she was still mine and she was doing it for me. I get to enjoy and  appreciate100% of her, mind body and soul. We share everything together. The other guys only get to experience a tiny sliver of what she has to offer. And as amazing as she is in bed, it just doesn’t hold a candle to everything else they’re missing out on.

Matthew: And it’s nice to have other people who can appreciate that side of her.

John: Hey, anytime.

Matthew: Yeah, you think Wendy would be down with you fucking my wife?

John: That was just a joke, lol.

John: I hadn’t actually thought about it.

Matthew: Bullshit.

John: Lol, I mean, yeah, I’ve thought about it. But not like, it actually happening.

John: No idea what Wendy would think. I’m surprised at how quickly she jumped on all this. No idea where that came from.

Matthew: We’ve been over this, you married a slut.

John: Pot meet kettle.

John: And Alexis is hot as fuck, but I’m way more interested in seeing what Wendy gets into. Is that weird?

Matthew: All of this is weird, dude. But I know what you mean. Alexis doesn’t mind if I want to play around with other women, but it doesn’t happen much.

Matthew: I’d rather be with her. Or watching her. Or hearing about what she’s done. Or even just thinking about her.

Matthew: I guess my wife is my fetish, lol.

John: Aww, how sweet.

Matthew: Another Hallmark card in the bag.

Matthew: Do all these questions mean you’re thinking about sharing Wendy?

John: She offered to do it this weekend.

Matthew: Oh shit.

Matthew: You gonna do it?

John: idk

Matthew: Well, maybe sharing that picture with me will help you figure it out.

John: How kind of you to offer your assistance in these trying times.

I pulled up the pictures, hesitating only a second before sending them his way. My heart pounded as I waited for a response, the little dots on the screen indicating that he’d started and stopped his reply several times.

Matthew: Your wife has fucking amazing tits, dude. Too bad she’s covering her pussy though, it looked almost as good at it felt.

John: Fuck.

Matthew: I touched your wife’s pussy, John. She came all over my fingers, squeezing me so fucking tight. Then she sucked my cock and swallowed my cum. How does that make you feel?

John: Jesus Christ.

John: 10% of me feels like punching you in the face

John: The other 90% needs to go jerk off.

Matthew: Hey, now you know where you stand.

Matthew: Now I’m going to go cum to this picture of your wife’s tits, remembering exactly how her pussy feels.

Matthew: Here’s a picture of Alexis to help you out.

Matthew: Not that it sounds like you need it.

The picture loaded, a POV shot of Alexis – gloriously nude and riding cowgirl – on top of the man who’d taken the picture. Her incredible tits were caught mid-bounce, a look of pure ecstasy on her face, as she slid down onto his glistening shaft.

Matthew: That’s not my cock.

Fuck, that was hot.


Chapter Five

Wendy: Good morning :)

Wendy: Heading out. I’ll be busy so can’t talk until late.

Wendy: Love you, baby.

Wendy: Always.

The day passed torturously slow. Sitting at my desk, I tried to focus on my work but my thoughts kept drifting back to the offer she’d made. She was willing to fuck someone else, maybe even tonight. My stomach tied itself in knots as my mind ran in circles.

Occasionally, Matthew would catch my eye and shoot me a knowing look. How many times had he waited around while his wife was out getting laid? I thought back to the night I’d caught Alexis sucking off our boss. How desperately he wanted to have a drink with me. I supposed the waiting doesn’t get much easier, even with experience.

I watched him working, knowing my friend had probably cum to that picture of Wendy’s tits. Maybe more than once. Fuck, I’d watched him cum into her mouth. Felt it even, as I blew my own load right beside him, right into her sweet little mouth.

How did that make me feel?

It was different, thinking about it here in the light of day. In real life, surrounded by the mundanity of the office it was almost hard to believe all this was real. Copy machine, water cooler, guy who fingered my wife. It was a trip.

Even stranger, was that nothing had really changed. Matthew was still the same guy he always was, regardless of where his fingers had been. In an hour and a half we’d go eat lunch and shoot the shit. I didn’t love Wendy any less and I would still trust her with my life. If anything, this whole insane situation had only revealed to me that there was even more to love about my wife. How much more was there to this new slutty side of her? 

And could I bear to leave any of it undiscovered?

~

Wendy: Day went well, lots of buzz about my talk tomorrow.

Wendy: Remember Tyler? He’s here. Going out for drinks with him and the guys.

Wendy: Just let me know.

Wendy: Miss you.

Fuck. Did the Just let me know really mean what I think it did? Tyler was an old coworker of hers that had become a friend. He and his girlfriend had been our main couple friends before they’d broken up and he took a transfer across the country for a fresh start. He still popped up on Facebook every now and then, but we hadn’t really kept in touch.

I couldn’t help but wonder, had Wendy been into him that whole time? Tyler was a traditionally handsome man, a few years younger than us. I’d never noticed him being flirty or eyeballing Wendy though. I thought he was a good guy, would he really fuck my wife?

There it was again. The thing Matthew had talked about – other peoples’ feelings seeping in and coloring my own thoughts. Matt was a good guy, and he would absolutely jump at the chance to fuck my wife. The two weren’t mutually exclusive.

I took a deep breath.

This wasn’t some long con of Tyler’s, moving across the country and going low contact as a ploy to get into Wendy’s pants. And if Wendy really wanted to be with him, she would have made her move a long time ago. My wife was a type-A personality, she doesn’t waste any time when she knows what she wants.

So… I trust them.

I felt like the next step was to think through the potential fallout, so there I was, sitting in the office trying to work out the intricacies of another man fucking my wife. And the more I thought about it, the more it seemed like Tyler was a good candidate. Wendy was comfortable with him, he always treated her with respect, he was admittedly quite good looking, and if this went badly he lived halfway across the country so we’d never have to see him again.

There wasn’t any reason to worry about it going too well, because we’d already known him for years and Wendy wasn’t interested in a relationship with him. And again, he lived so far away that if he caught feelings, it’d be difficult for him to make himself a problem.

Was I really fucking considering this? A part of my brain screamed that I was crazy, but it was drowned out by my pounding heart and the lewd images of my wife flashing through my mind. I imagined the picture of Alexis, but with my Wendy in her place, face contorted in please as she lowered herself onto a cock that wasn’t mine.

My wife was the hottest woman in the world, and all it would take was a word from me and she’d become my own personal porn star. I stared down at the phone in my hands for what felt like ages. Feeling eyes upon me, I looked up to see Matthew staring at me in concern.

“I’m going to do it,” I mouthed, and he gave me a smile. It was almost time to clock out, maybe he’d want to get a drink with me.

John: Maybe a little?

Wendy: :)

Wendy: I love you so much, baby.

With trembling hands, I put down my phone. I had no idea what to expect next.


Chapter Six

“Hey, babe.”

Wendy’s sultry voice, low and breathy, sent shivers down my spine. Alone in our dimly lit bedroom, naked beneath the crimson sheets, I’d been waiting for her call for what seemed like days. The buzz I’d gotten out drinking with Matthew had faded into a heavy sense of exhaustion, like I’d been wound up for days. Then the phone rang and I was wide awake.

“Hey,” I answered back, staring at the our framed wedding photo hanging above the dresser. A whole day with an expensive photographer and the only picture that really felt like us was taken by our flower girl with one of those cheap disposable cameras.

Silence on the line. My gut twisting in dread anticipation, my cock already hard just from the sound of her voice. More than anything, I wanted to know what had happened. I just couldn’t bring myself to ask.

“You okay, baby?” she asked.

“Y-y-yeah,” I stammered.

“Good.” There was a nervous hesitation to her voice. “I was a little bad,” Wendy whispered. “Do you want me to tell you about it?”

At that moment, I strong breeze could have made me explode. She really fucking did it. There had been a fairly sizable part of me that had still been thinking she’d only been teasing me. But deep down, of course I knew what I had encouraged her to do. Except my instructions had been vague.

Maybe a little.

How did my wife interpret that? Making out? A blowjob? Just a little bit of sex? I hadn’t realized just how much I’d left up to her discretion. I didn’t even know which option I was hoping for.

“Tell me everything,”

Another long pause. I knew her well enough to know that she was carefully picking out the right words to say to me.

“Tyler and some of his friends took me out for drinks. Some of them tried to flirt with me, but Tyler told them I was married.

“To be honest, I liked the attention they were giving me. And the thrill of possibility. It’s been a long time since I’ve gone out looking to hook up. I didn’t realize how much I’d missed the thrill of the chase, you know?”

I didn’t. Not really. For most of my dating years, I was an unfortunate combination of anxious and oblivious when it came to women. I either overthought every single interaction or failed to notice they were even flirting with me at all. There was a reason most of the girls I’d dated had been friends first. I made a horrible first impression, but once I knew someone I was able to act like a normal human being.

“My favorite part of meeting guys was always the flirting and the will-they, won’t-they, I loved not knowing where it would lead.

“It was such a rush,” she continued, “until Tyler kinda told them to back off.”

I felt a moment of gratitude for our friend, until I remembered where this story was likely heading.

“We stayed out late catching up, and the others guys left. When he asked what we’ve been up to, I told him about the other night in the hot tub. Turns out Tyler really likes my stories too.”

Had my wife really just told someone in the middle of a bar that she’d sucked off her husband and his friend? Did she mention it wasn’t her first time sucking two cocks at once? The thought of my wife casually revealing that she was a secret slut to a guy we’d known for years had me throbbing. I wished I could have seen his face.

“’John wants to try sharing me’, I told him. Just a little bit,” she said.

“He was about as oblivious as you are, but when I touched his thigh, he got the idea.”

Wendy was a smokeshow, so it shouldn’t have surprised me, but I was still shocked at just how easy it was for her. Just a touch and she could have any man wrapped around her finger.

I’d mistakenly assumed that this would be a whole process. It’d take time to find the right guy, make sure he was a good match, and convince him to go along with it. It turned out that my wife could just go out and decide that she wanted some dick and it would happen.

“By the time my hand slid up his thigh, he was already hard for me.

“John, your slutty wife rubbed his cock through his pants, right there in the bar. It felt so fucking dirty,” she said. “It got me so wet.”

Fuck. Her words had my mind reeling. My hand had already found its way between my legs and was slowly stroking as her voice echoed through my mind. She’d done the same thing with me, when she was feeling particularly naughty on date nights. I could almost see her, sitting in a dark corner booth, nuzzled up against him with her delicate hand in his lap.

“I asked if he’d like to come back to my room.” My stomach lurched as she continued her story. How far was it going to go?

“What did he say?” I asked, the first words I’d spoken since she’d begun her story.

My wife laughed. “He probably asked me if I was sure a dozen times before I got up and walked away. He ran through the bar to catch up to me, his hard cock still tenting his pants.”

She loved to tease and try to put me into embarrassing situations, so that was completely on brand for her.

“I kissed him on the walk back, and we stopped to make out for a bit. Tyler’s a good kisser, it made me wonder what else his mouth would be good for.”

I’d had my face buried between her legs just two days ago, it was crazy to think I might not have been the last man to eat her perfect pussy.

“Baby?” she asked, and I realized I must have groaned.

“Yeah?”

“Are you touching yourself?” she asked.

“How could I not?”

“Mmmpph,” she moaned. “I love it when you stroke yourself for me.”

I dripped in anticipation, the warmth spreading down over my shaft as I carefully worked myself slowly enough to keep from cumming before her story ended.  

“I wish you were here to do it for me,” I whispered.

“Me too,” she said. “But I had to settle for jerking Tyler off instead.”

Nothing had ever struck me so hard. I released my cock to keep from cumming, but I feared even that wouldn’t be enough. My chest grew tight, my lungs barely able to pull in air. Every single muscle in my body tense and trembling.

“That’s what I did tonight, baby,” she said. “Your wife stroked his cock.”

Silence.

“Do you like hearing that, baby?”

Like? I don’t know if I liked it, but I knew that I needed it. Inside my body, a million wires were crossed – jealousy, rage, disgust – all rerouted to desire. Every feeling ramped up to eleven. I didn’t know how much more I could take, or what would happen when I reached the limit.

“Yes,” I whispered. “You’re so fucking hot.”

“Good,” Wendy said. “Because I love being a slut for you.”

“You are everything for me,” I replied.

“I love you, baby,” she said. “Would you like me to finish the story? There’s a little surprise at the end that you’re going to love.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please don’t ever stop.”

Wendy’s laughter eased some of the tension in my chest, just a little.

“We got back to my room. As soon as the door closed, I was stripping for him. I swear, he didn’t blink for an entire minute. Tyler just stared at your wife’s naked little body. I think he liked my tits almost as much as you do, there was barely a moment when he wasn’t sucking one of them.

“I pushed him back on the bed and undid his pants. His cock bounced out, right next to my face. I wanted to suck his cock so bad baby, but I was worried that might be too far for you this time. Even if I did suck off Matthew the other night. You remember that, right baby? The way his cock looked in my pretty mouth? The way he came in my mouth and it dripped down onto my tits? Fuck, babe, your wife is such a whore.

“Anyway, I was desperate to taste that dick, but I wanted to be a good girl for you. So I just used my hand instead. It felt like I was a teenager again, nervously fooling around with boys but trying not to let it get too far.

“Tyler knelt on the bed next to me so I could jerk him off over my tits. His fingers found my pussy, and I was so wet, baby, he just slid right in. I figured that was okay, since you liked it so much when Matt fucked me with his fingers. You did like that, right, baby? Watching your friend’s fingers disappearing into your wife’s cunt?”

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“He was good with his fingers, John,” she continued. “He made your wife cum so fast. He had my nipple in his mouth and he was stroking me just right, fucking me with his fingers while his thumb circled my clit. He knew just what to do with my pussy, baby.

“I wanted more, but I was a good girl and told him this was it. For tonight.”

The implication stirred up the butterflies in my stomach. For tonight.

“I was a good girl, right baby? Tell me I was a good girl. I didn’t let him fuck me.”

“You are my perfect girl,” I told her.

“Good,” she said. “I want to be perfect for you. I want to be whatever you need. I’ll do anything for you.”

God, how was anyone so perfect?

“I was a good girl for him too, baby. I stroked his cock and let him play with my tits. I used one hand on his dick and the other to massage his balls. He really liked that, just like you. Tyler had nice big balls that hung just right. It feels so weird to tell you this, but I wanted them all over my face. I wanted to suck them. Would you have liked that? His big sack rubbing all over your wife’s pretty little face? I think you might have, especially if you could have seen it. But I behaved for you.

“I knew there would be a lot of cum, with balls that big. They felt so full in my hand. Heavy. And then they started to tighten and I knew he was going to blow. Do you want to know where he finished, baby? Where on your wife he blew his thick load?”

“Fuck, yes,” I whispered. I needed to know more than I’d ever needed anything in my life.

The phone vibrated in my hand. Pulling it away from my ear, I looked down at the screen to find a new text from Wendy. A picture of my wife’s perky little tits, absolutely plastered with thick white globs of semen.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, my cock already beginning to spasm in my hand.

“That’s it, baby,” Wendy’s voice was far away, the phone nowhere near my ear. My eyes glued to her cum covered tits. Her smiling face with that wicked gleam in her eyes that told me she knew exactly what she was doing to me, and loving every moment of it.

“Cum for me, baby,” she coaxed. “Cum for your slutty wife, just like Tyler.”

There, alone in our bed, I erupted all over myself. While thousands of miles away, my wife was heading to sleep with another man’s load drying on her chest.

“God,” she said, “it’s so fucking sexy listening to you cum. I love the way your voice gets all low and raspy as you moan. It gets me so wet. I wish you were here to fuck me. Or would you rather add your load to the mess on my tits?”

My world was still spinning, I was barely able to process her words.

“Are you okay?” her voice suddenly concerned.

“Y-yeah,” I managed to sputter. “Still recovering.”

I took a deep breath. “Jesus fuck, Wendy. Where did that come from?”

“You married a slut,” she whispered.

“Best decision I ever made.”

“Good.”

There was a long pause where I didn’t know what else to possibly say. Finally, she broke the silence.

“I need to get to bed, I have my talk tomorrow. And there will be a guy in the audience thinking about how he came on my tits last night. Isn’t that hot?”

My cock began to stir.

“I bet he’ll wonder what he’ll get to do to me later that night. How big of a slut do you want your wife to be?”

“Uhhh-”

“Think about it and let me know. Goodnight, baby. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

The call ended and I was left alone in our bed. Before falling asleep, I sent the picture to Matthew.

That’s not my cum, the caption read.


Chapter Seven

My boss was understanding when I called out of work. There was a part of me almost tempted to tell him the truth – I stayed up all night staring at a picture of my wife covered in another man’s cum, trying to decide if I should let her fuck him. We’d never talked about it after I caught him with his cock down Alexis’ throat, but I had a feeling he’d be sympathetic to my situation.

Wendy: Hey babe, just getting ready for the conference.

Wendy: Thought you’d want to see my outfit.

And then I was looking at a picture of my wife in her new vest and those tight gray pants, almost the same as when she’d modeled them for me at home. Now her makeup was done up and her hair was down, brown curls cascading to her shoulders. My eyes were immediately drawn to her cleavage – she wasn’t wearing a shirt beneath the vest. It was a little unprofessional, but not exactly obscene.

Was she just teasing me again, or was this really what she was going to wear? I didn’t get a chance to ask, she was already at the conference by the time I woke up.

Matthew texted to check up on me. It felt oddly wholesome, considering the circumstances. It served as a nice reminder that nothing had really changed between us. He was still my best friend, now he was just a best friend who knew the pleasure of my wife’s mouth.

Before the outfit pictures, Wendy had texted me a “good morning” like it was any other day. Had she already washed the cum from her chest by then? Was she obsessing over all this as much as I was? I had a feeling the answer had to be no. My wife had seemed almost casual in the way she’d been approaching our extra-marital activities. Somehow, that made it all even hotter.

Sure, she’s been checking in with me to make sure I was okay, but she didn’t appear to be doing the same soul searching that I was.  She’d sucked Matthew’s cock like it was nothing to her. She’d followed up last night’s load on her tits with the same love you baby, goodnight I always got. I just couldn’t wrap my head around how normal she was acting between the acts of indecency.

Then it finally hit me – it was normal for Wendy. I thought back to when we first met and spent months casually hooking up before it developed into a relationship. She’d come by, fuck me senseless, and head out to continue on with her day. How many other guys had been lucky enough to enjoy the same arrangement? My wife had treated sex just like going out to see a movie or getting a drink; another fun thing to do with whoever happened to be available. Now that she was given the opportunity, she was happy to slip right back into her old ways.

And as long as I didn’t mind, it had no bearing on our relationship. It was almost like a hobby she enjoyed. A hobby that was hot as fuck and providing endless new ways for me to lust over my wife.

Laying in our bed, looking between our wedding photo and her cum covered chest, I recognized a fact that I’d always really known since this all started.

I was never going to stop her.

Opening up our text chat, I started typing.

John: Good luck today, baby.

John: Be the slut I married.

~

Wendy only texted me once; to tell me the presentation went great, and that I’d have to wait for all the details until she got home in the morning.

I spent the night imagining what she was doing. Had he fucked her yet? As much as I was dying to hear the details as soon as it was over, I had to admit that hearing it all in person was going to be so much hotter.

She arrived home a little before noon and I scooped her up the moment she stepped through the door. We kissed, and I felt a height of desperation I’d never known before. I needed this woman so fucking much. Her soft, full lips pressed against mine, and I couldn’t help but imagine where else they had been. I groaned as my wife’s velvet tongue slipped into my mouth and caressed my own. Her body pressed needfully against me, her soft breasts mushing against my chest, legs wrapped around my waist.

She tasted like cinnamon, the overpowering flavor masking any lingering traces of what her mouth may have gotten up to. Was it weird to be disappointed that my wife came home without the scent of cum on her breath?

“I missed you so fucking much,” I whispered in Wendy’s ear. Her body shivered in my arms as my warm breath tickled her earlobe.

“Or you just missed fucking me.”

The old joke was her usual refrain, but it hit different this time.

“Both can be true,” I said.

My wife shot me a wicked smile and said, “Well, then what are you waiting for? Take me to the bedroom.”

I didn’t need to be told twice, leaving her suitcase on the floor I carried her off to our room. Wendy squeaked and giggled as I tossed her down onto our bed. We’d done this a million times, but this time was different. An undercurrent of the unknown ran beneath our familiar pattern. I wasn’t entirely sure how to proceed, and my wife seemed to be acting like nothing had changed.

She carried on like usual, shimmying out of her pants. My eyes followed her smooth legs right on up to the damp panties clinging to her lips. Damp was an understatement, they were soaked. I imagined her sitting on the plane, fantasizing about this moment. Like her, I’d been waiting for it ever since she left.

I followed her lead, stripping out of my clothes as fast as I could. After a moment of graceless struggling to get my shirt unstuck from around my head, I found myself looking down at my wife’s exposed chest. All I could think about was her pretty little tits,  all covered in cum that wasn’t mine. I dove down on top of her, sucking her nipple into my mouth. Tasting no trace of anything but my wife, the sweetness of her skin and a hint of sweat from her travels.

A moment later and her legs were spreading around me. I gasped as her hand wrapped around my shaft. It had only been a few days, but my body reacted as if I’d been without her touch for eons. Wendy moved me into position, making me groan as she nested the head of my cock between her soft, warm lips. All other thoughts were tossed aside as I became lost in the pure ecstasy of her body opening before me, enveloping me in her wet heat. I buried myself inside me wife. Home.

“How does it feel to be the second man to fuck me today?”

My stomach dropped, like I was falling endlessly. A million feelings coursed through me. Lust, rage, betrayal, and everything in between flooded through my mind. I thought I had been prepared for this, but how could anyone? Everything was cast into doubt. Everything except the tight, wet walls of my wife’s pussy. Everything except how fucking hot this was. How good it felt.

“Reclaim what’s yours,” Wendy’s voice cut through the swirling emotions.

It was just the outlet I needed. My wife’s moans rang through the room as I drove myself into her, taking the maelstrom of feelings and unleashing it all on her tight little body. Her tits bounced as I slammed into her, a possessiveness flooding me. It didn’t matter if they’d been covered by another man, she was mine.

Everything about her was mine. I didn’t believe in soul mates or any of that stuff, but I’d somehow always known that this woman was made for me. Nothing anyone else could do to her would ever change that.

“That’s it, baby,” she cried. “Fuck, I missed your cock.”

“Mine,” I growled. It was about the only word I could muster the brainpower to utter.

“Always,” she moaned. “Always. Now fuck his cum out of me.”

God damn. I shouldn’t have been surprised, we had never used condoms even before we were dating. But fuck me, I hadn’t even thought about it. My darling wife was giving me sloppy seconds. I paused a moment, trying to sense if there was any difference in how she felt. Wendy was so wet that it was impossible to tell. As always, she felt incredible. And she was mine. That was all that mattered.

My wife objected to me interrupting our rhythm. “I said fuck me,” she demanded. “Or I’m not going to tell you what I let Tyler do to me.”

I knew that wasn’t true, she was dying to tell me everything. But suddenly, I had to know. Wendy whimpered as my cock slammed back home.

“Did he fuck you like this?” I asked, pounding away at her. My wife’s face contorted in pleasure – had Tyler watched her make the same expression?

“N-n-no,” she stuttered. “I was on all fours for him, he liked my ass in the air while he took my married cunt.”

Married cunt. My wife knew all the perfect words to really drive it home.

“Do you want me like that?” she asked. “To fuck me like a faceless slut? Just a hole to be used and left dripping with your load.”

I almost lost it. Pulling out of my wife, I was grateful for the break that changing positions would provide. A little chance to reset. “Get on your hands and knees,” I growled. “Now.”

Wendy loved to be ordered around in bed, but this wasn’t for her benefit. I needed her. Utterly and desperately. I had to see exactly what she had offered up so easily to another man.

Rolling over, she curved her back, lifting her perfect ass into the air. That was when I saw it, the creamy glaze dripping from her splayed opening. How much of that was Tyler’s cum?

Grabbing her hips, I slid back inside my wife’s sloppy cunt. Both of us moaning in unison as I filled her.

“Mmmph, that’s it baby,” Wendy encouraged. “Now grab my tits and pull me all the way back onto that cock.”

The soft warmth of her firm breasts filled my hands as I complied with her instructions. My wife yelped as I drove myself all the way to the hilt.

“Fuck,” she winced. “He wasn’t as long as you, so he didn’t have to hold back. But I can take it all for my man.”

In this position, I always loved how deep I could get. But my wife was a petite woman, and I couldn’t quite let loose and pound her the way I could in other positions. When I went at it too hard, I’d slam right into her cervix and leave her feeling bruised for days. But this time, she was demanding it all. It was a miracle she could take as much as she did, just where the fuck did she fit all that cock?

My wife whimpered every time I bottomed out inside of her, quietly groaning encouragement through gritted teeth. “Fuck me like you own this pussy,” she demanded as my balls slapped loudly against her dripping cunt.

“I’m yours,” she cried over and over. “Yours.”

Before all this, I had never considered myself a particularly jealous or possessive person, but Wendy was bringing that out of me. Something about the way she offered herself up to me completely, no reservations, no holding back, and absolutely begging for it ignited a fuse that lurked deep in the depths of my lizard brain. I knew she was mine, and I was going to prove it.

“Cum in me,” she begged.

My fingers dug tighter into the soft flesh of her breasts, slamming into her with such force it shook the pictures on the wall.

“Fill me until there’s nothing left inside me but you. I need your fucking cum.”

I could feel myself approaching the apex, so far beyond the point of no return in so many ways.

“Claim me,” she begged.

And I did.

Wendy groaned as she felt me swell within her. I froze with my cock buried to the hilt, holding every last inch of myself deep within the woman I loved. I pulsed inside her, my seed erupting to flood her precious cunt. Her second load of the day, and I knew there would be so many more before she left me exhausted and drained.

My weight fell on top of her as she collapsed onto the bed, her body squeezing around me, eager for everything I had to give. We laid still for what felt like hours after my cock had finally grown still.

Reluctantly, I rolled away. She rolled over to face me as I admired the perfect form of my well-fucked wife. That wicked gleam was back in her eyes.

“I guess you’ll want to hear the whole story now, huh?”

~

Part 3 coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!

Other Books By Molly Warden

Mile High FreeUse Club - One little rule shouldn’t be so hard to follow. It was simple really, coworkers were off-limits. Outside the office, Kara could be as filthy as her little heart and body desired. She was free to be stuffed and filled to the limit, while her fiancé loved every hot sloppy second of it. But you don’t risk your career for momentary pleasures, no matter how lustful your fantasies.

Someone should have told Jefferey that. Her smug colleague with an iron rod in his pants just booked them a flight on FreeUse First Class. Now she’s a mile high and desperately wanting to submit to powerful older men, take huge athletes all at once, and steal a taste of one sloppy college coed.

But if she gives in to temptation and Jefferey learns her secret, her colleague would never let it go – Kara would go from respected professional to the office’s freeuse plaything.

Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

But even if I make it through pledge week, I know this is only the beginning...

Taken On The FreeUse Train - After dumping my ex, I took a midnight train goin' anywhere . There's just one problem; this FreeUse Train is an express to Pound Town.

No names. No small talk. Just a crowd of hungry strangers allowed to do anything they want to me. They fill me. Ruin me. Give me everything I never knew I needed. Two, three, or even more – rough and all at once.

About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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