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    When Kim met Eric Albert, she was attracted immediately to certain aspects of him.  He was huge, for one, towering over her and not at all uncomfortable with his size.  He had an amazing smile that could transform for every nuance of emotion that he needed to convey, from a cheesy grin to a sly smirk.  She watched that mouth transform for hours that first night that they met, until those lips finally pressed against her own.  And finally, the thing that made her trip and fall hard into love with him that very first night was his warm sense of humor.  He wasn't the cynical type, or the kind of guy who got laughs from making fun of others.  He wasn't even the kind who teased.  He was the kind who would include everyone in on the joke and have everyone sharing in the laughter.  Kim was wrapped up in this man that very first night they met, and she never let go. 
 
    Somehow after hours of clinging to him, listening to him talk and watching him listen, she didn't pick up on the fact that he was a professional hockey player.  It might have  been the fact that she didn't care at all for the sport, or the fact that he was so humble that she never would have guessed that he was some big shot.  Either way, it came as a shock to her when he gave her his number at the end of the night and told her to call him in a few weeks when he was in town again.  He would be away playing games across the country until then. 
 
    Those few weeks had been the hardest.  She had just met the man of her dreams, and she wanted nothing more than to spend so much more time getting to know him.  She had gotten only a kiss and a few hours of conversation.  Her body was already craving more.  She imagined him out there, attracting so many more girls at so many more bars just like he had done with her.  She resisted the urge to call him the entire time, even though her fingers itched for it a hundred times each day.  Her friends noticed this change.  Even her most perceptive coworker noted that she was lovesick. 
 
    When that promised day came, though, Kim couldn't resist any longer.  She called him up, clutching a pillow against her chest.  And much to her surprise, he was ecstatic to hear from her.  Somehow, they spent the entire night on the phone, talking about how much they had thought about one another in their absence.  Eric actually felt the same way about her! 
 
    And from that point on, they were inseparable.  Eric finished out the rest of the season soon after that, and then he was able to stay in town for a few months of blissful happiness.  They spent every single day together, and once again, Kim's friends and family and coworkers noticed the change in her.  This time, the change was permanent.  After a few months of off-season bliss, Eric proposed and Kim happily said yes, and from that moment on, they were the perfect couple. 
 
    Kim had feared that their life would be difficult with her husband traveling for work so often.  The hockey season went on for far too long for her taste, with far too many games played away from home.  She traveled to see him when she could, and they clocked in too many hours to count on phone calls every night.  She watched enough hockey games to only kind of dislike the sport, and on one spectacular day after Eric turned 32, he announced his retirement.  He would be done with the sport, with the traveling, with the injuries, and the exhaustion.  He was going to become a coach for the city's college team, and they were going to finally buy their dream home to settle down in out in the suburbs after four years of marriage. 
 
    Everything in Kim's life was finally perfect.  Her husband showered her with affection, and she was succeeding in her own right as a legal assistant.  They had a beautiful home, and every day was happy.  Eric was just as genuine and sweet as her husband as he was as that man in the bar from so many years ago.  Kim knew she had nothing to complain about when it came to her life, and yet there was still that one little annoyance that stuck out in an otherwise perfect life. 
 
    The retirement parties. 
 
    Eric hadn't been the only one on his team to retired recently.  In fact, there was a group of four that had started around the same time and retired around the same time.  So, with the shared experience, they had formed a close knit little group that had meetups to catch up and usually get far too drunk for respectable men of their age group. 
 
    These meetings happened like clockwork every single month.  And most of those months were no problem at all for Kim.  She would kiss Eric goodbye on a Friday night, and he would come back Sunday afternoon with a grin on his face and a hundred stories to tell.  The location of these retirement parties would rotate throughout the group, though - skipping over Chris because he still hadn't decided on a home to buy and was living with his parents until he found one that was absolutely perfect.  And so, once every three months, four times a year, the party would happen at the Alberts' house. 
 
    Eric was many things, but he was certainly not a party planner.  Not even for a small-scale event involving three guests.  He didn't have the highest standards of cleanliness, and he either bought far too little food and beer to last a weekend for four enormous hockey players, or he bought too much and most of it ended up going to waste.  Luckily for him, Kim was there to pick up the pieces behind him.  Kim wasn't exactly a perfectionist, but she wanted to present a clean and comfortable house for her guests.  And so, every three months when the event was about to land in her lap, she'd throw on her scrubbing gloves and give the guest rooms a good cleaning.  She'd watch for sales and buy the right amount of snacks, and she'd send Eric off with an exact number of beers to buy for the occasion, letting him pick whatever their favorite kinds were. 
 
    At first, these events weren't at all a problem.  She would enjoy meeting Eric's friends and teammates, listening to their ridiculous stories from the other room.  She mostly left them to their own devices, but every morning when she would emerge from the bedroom, a disaster was waiting for her.  Empty beer cans, spilled chips, random socks and shoes strewn across the living room floor.  She understood the appeal of one weekend a month to act like college students again, but somehow, she was always the one to clean up behind them. 
 
    She knew it was an incredibly small flaw.  And yet, after two years of being host to a group of messy athletes, she came to a sudden realization.  These men were treating her as a maid.  She spent a long time thinking about the idea.  She wasn't sure if it was a problem or if she should even complain about it.  She knew she should have been happy to have a group of extremely attractive and fit athletes in her home for the whole weekend.  And yet, she felt that there was something that she was missing out on.  There was a benefit to the whole thing that she wasn't getting, and she got to thinking about how that could change. 
 
    It didn't take long before the idea came to her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The internet is a wonderful place, Kim thought, as her package arrived just on time.  It had been lucky timing, too, as her husband had just left with a checklist of all the beers he was going to buy this time from the liquor store.  It would take him over an hour, she knew, as he usually got pretty chatty with the owner on the subject of hockey and craft beer, so Kim would even have the time to try her new outfit on before the big reveal.  The thing fit like a glove, luckily, albeit a glove that barely covered any of the hand.  It was just what she was going for, but the shock of buying something so revealing almost gave her pause.  Could she really go through with a plan like this?  She knew that Eric was going to love it, but Kim had never rocked the boat quite this much.  She hid her surprise away, saving it until the moment came.  Until then, she had other planning to do. 
 
    The house was cleaned and snacks were prepared.  She stocked up on painkillers and bandages and antiseptic cream.  Somehow, someone always got injured during their retirement parties.  Once everything was ready, she retreated.  She assured her husband that she would be out later to greet his friends as usual, but until then, she was going to treat herself to a bath and a face mask.  Luckily for her, Eric was always willing to give her some space and some quiet time when she needed it.  She was going to need it for a very different reason this time, and she knew he was going to appreciate it. 
 
    Kim got that bath that she had promised, and she got in her robe when she was nice and relaxed and feeling clean.  It was just in time for her to hear the front door opening and the group of men entering her house.  It was always a loud greeting, one that could be heard all throughout their big, suburban house.  She smiled at it this time.  There was already such a big difference about this particular weekend.  Instead of dread, she was feeling warm anticipation floating around in her belly.  She couldn't wait to see what would happen. 
 
    She waited for the noise to settle down as she let the robe slip down off her body.  She tossed it aside and looked in the mirror at her body.  The lucky thing about having an athlete for a husband was that she always had a workout partner, and there was always someone there to challenge and push her to go jogging or hiking or bike riding or even just go to the gym.  Her body now thanked her for the treatment it usually got.  She was tighter and fitter than ever before, and it really boosted her confidence through the roof.  Before she met Eric, she had been embarrassed about the thought of anyone seeing her naked, but now.... 
 
    She stroked her hands over the swell of her breasts and down her stomach to her hips.  Was she really going to let it all hang out there?  If everything went according to plan, she would be showing off quite a bit to quite a few people.  Once again, the thought sent bubbles of excitement through her, and so she continued.  She reached into the back of her closet to grab at her outfit for the night, the one she had hidden away just a few hours earlier.  This was still something of a whim, but she was happy to not be feeling any amount of second thoughts.  The outfit was mostly black with sets of white frills over the bust and around the skirt.  She put it on, and the image of the sexy French maid came to life in front of her.  Of course, this outfit took it to the extremes of skimpiness, barely covering her most feminine assets.  With only a black thong as underwear, her bottom would be exposed if she bent forward even a little bit.  Her breasts were bursting out from the top of the bustier, with just barely enough fabric to reach high enough to cover her nipples.  Her long legs were completely exposed, though a pair of thigh highs with white ribbons at the top gave them the slightest cover.  The only thing left to bring the outfit together was the feather duster that she had ordered separately.  With that in hand, the picture was complete, and the anticipation bubbled inside her stomach like she was a shaken up soda. 
 
    With that, the easy part was over.  Now, all that was left was to do the brave part.  Of course, that was easier said than done.  She looked herself over again.  She was the perfect image of a classic sexual fantasy.  Any man would want her, especially Eric and his friends.  However, she was still taking a huge risk.  What if Eric wasn't as open as she thought?  What if he got mad, even?  What if she ruined her entire perfect relationship with this stunt?  She knew it wasn't likely to be the case, but she she still found herself worried. 
 
    The only thing she could do, she decided, was to jump into this new pool of adventure with both feet.  There was no chance to test the waters.  She was going in. 
 
    Kim walked out of the room and closed the door behind her for good measure.  She didn't want any reason to turn back.  She pressed her shoulders against the cool wood of the door and took in a deep breath.  She was ready.  As ready as she would ever be.  She closed her eyes and listened to the light and interspersed conversation coming in from the living room.  She could hear the announcer yelling about the game, followed by some commentary from the boys in the living room.  She hadn't heard the wild yells that came when a goal was about to be scored, so she figured the game must have just barely started.  She hoped that they didn't mind the interruption she had planned. 
 
    Kim clutched her feather duster in her hand and walked down the hall on silent bare feet.  She was glad now for the way the living room was arranged, as coming down the hallway towards it meant that the couch was facing away from her.  All four of them were staring at the TV, beers in hand, three on the long couch and Eric on the recliner.  She got into the mindset, pretending that she was a maid as she got her feather duster and went after Eric's trophy shelf with it.  Of course, it was already pretty clean, but that didn't stop her from pretending. 
 
    Kim quickly fell into the act.  She was a maid, and a sexy one at that.  She was ready to serve these men in any way they wanted.  She turned around and stepped in closer to the room.  Finally, Eric turned his head from the TV and noticed her.  He looked back at the TV, and then his head flung back to her.  She smiled at him and gave a coquettish wave as his eyes widened into huge circles.  He stared and said nothing, so she decided to go in there and make her true entrance. 
 
    She stepped in front of the table in her skimpy little outfit and bent forward so that her ample cleavage was spilling out in front.  She picked up the two empty beer cans, and when she looked up again, there were four sets of shocked faces staring right at her.  No longer were they paying attention to the game.  All eyes were on her.  Now was the point of no return.  How she reacted now would set the course of the rest of the night.  She smiled. 
 
    "Let me know if you boys need anything else.  Maybe a cold beer, Devin?" 
 
    Devin stare at her for a moment, his eyes clearly on her breasts, until he looked up and nodded politely.  "Please, Kim.  Thank you."  She smiled.  Devin was never this polite.  He was always one of the messiest of the bunch, and he always had a cocky joke to throw at Kim to try and annoy her.  Not today, it seemed.  The power to stun a guy like that was almost intoxicating.  This was going to be a lot of fun. 
 
    She looked at Chris and Manny next, and both of them wore similar shocked expressions.  Manny looked away as soon as they made eye contact, but he couldn't look away for long.  Kim was happy with that introduction, and so she took the empty cans to the kitchen to dispose of them.  Her heart was pounding as she escaped the eyes that followed her across the room.  She pressed herself against the nearest empty wall and put her hand over her chest in a futile attempt at slowing her pounding heart.  That had been one of the most exciting things she had ever done in her life.  She closed her eyes and imagined the eyes on her once again, and she was just barely able to hold back a squeal of delight. 
 
    A squeak of surprise did come out of her when two hands grabbed onto her arms.  She opened her eyes and looked up at Eric, who was looking down at her and trying to suppress the smile on his face. 
 
    "Kimberly Albert, what are you doing?" he asked.  He looked down at her body before snapping his head back up, as if the very sight of her might distract him completely from the conversation. 
 
    "I just thought," she began, and she was surprised by how husky her tone had become, "that after months of being treated like your maid, I might as well dress the part.  I think your friends liked it." 
 
    Eric let out a surprised laugh.  "Well, of course they liked it," he insisted.  "Do you like it?  Being ogled by a bunch of idiots?" 
 
    Kim looked at him with a teasing smile.  "I thought that you'd know by now that I do like that." 
 
    Eric shook his head and smiled.  "I can't believe my own wife is parading around like this in front of my best friends." 
 
    Kim looked at him, suddenly fearful that she had done something wrong.  Her stomach was still twisting with nerves.  "Is it okay?" she asked.  Of course, it was already too late, but his friends had looked so dazed that they might have just assumed they had been dreaming. 
 
    Eric stepped forward and kissed her forehead.  "Of course it is," he said.  "If you want to flaunt it in front of them, go for it.  The looks on their faces are more than enough to make me happy.  I've always known they all wanted you.  Maybe we can see how bad it is now." 
 
    Kim's smile brightened.  She gave a nod.  Her heart was pounding now with excitement rather than nerves.  She couldn't wait to get back out there and get more of those desperate, sexual looks from three former hockey players.  "Then you go back in there.  I'll be back in a second!"  She giggled with glee as she pushed her husband out of the kitchen with a firm pat on his bottom. 
 
    Kim got herself amped up again for going back out, and then she gathered several bottles of beer to deliver out for those boys.  She got her flirtiest walk going as she stepped in front of the TV and walked over to where they were sitting.  Once again, eyes were only on her.  There was no interest in any games now.   
 
    "Did you want one, honey?" Kim asked, holding a cold beer out to her husband.  He gave her a big grin and took it from her. 
 
    "Thank you, sweetheart.  Why don't you see if the boys want anything, too?" 
 
    Kim smiled and faced the three house guests.  She had three cold beers pressed against her chest, and three sets of eyes staring right at them.  She bent forward. 
 
    "Who wants a beer?"  Devin reached out for one first, taking the one exactly in the middle, sliding the cold bottle between her breasts.  A smile came to his face, and he seemed to have recovered from the shock. 
 
    "Kim, you've never been quite this nice when we came over before.  I'm really liking this." 
 
    Chris and Manny took their beers next, but they were abandoned on the coffee table while the two continued to stare in shock without anything much to say. 
 
    "You know I love to serve you boys," Kim said with a giggle.  "I've really come to embrace being your maid." 
 
    She could see color coming to Chris's light cheeks.  He dipped his blond head down to hide it, but it had been too late.  Manny still stared openly with his deep brown eyes, his mouth opening more and more as his jaw fell.  Devin's eyes were roaming every inch of her body, never quite stopping on one place. 
 
    "You make a great little maid, honey," Eric said.  "Doesn't she, guys?" 
 
    There was a round of enthusiastic agreement from the three guests, and Kim smiled and gave a curtsy.  "Well, if there's anything else you'd like me to do for you, just call," she said. 
 
    She was nearly back to the kitchen for another quick pep talk to herself, but a voice stopped her. 
 
    "Kim?" Devin called. 
 
    When she turned around, there was an empty beer can in the middle of the room.  She examined it in confusion for a moment before she realized what had happened.  She walked back to the front of the coffee table and stood there.  "Yes, Devin?" 
 
    "I accidentally dropped my can," he said.  He sent a quick glance at Eric, who was watching the whole scene with a grin.  "Would you mind picking it up?" 
 
    Kim's heart was pounding.  They were playing along!  This was going so much better than she had ever expected.  She turned around completely to face the beer can, and then she bent forward, revealing her nearly bare ass to the group.  She heard a chorus of hisses as they all took in deep breaths.  She took her time picking the thing up and then standing straight.  Her tiny ruffled skirt fell back over her ass, hiding it from the boys once again. 
 
    "Was that it?" she asked over her shoulder. 
 
    "Yeah, that's it for now, Kim.  Thank you." 
 
    Kim gave Eric a smile and he winked at her as she walked back into the kitchen.  She took another few moments to giggle and act silly after successfully conquering any shyness she might have had before today.  Parading out in front of those boys was exhilarating, but she couldn't take too much at a time, or else she feared she might go too wild.  She wasn't sure how far she would be willing to go, or how far Eric and the boys would be willing to go, but she wasn't thinking about consequences tonight.  The amazing sensations already flowing through her body were more than enough to keep her going no matter what happened. 
 
    When Kim walked back into the living room, the game had been completely abandoned.  The TV was almost silent, and all four men were interested only in staring at her.  She was surprised that it had already come to this, but she wasn't at all disappointed.  Excitement swirled in her stomach as she stepped further into the room. 
 
    "Was the game not very interesting?" she asked. 
 
     "There's something way more interesting that caught our attention," Devin said. 
 
    There was a tension in the air that Kim could feel.  She stepped through it to move closer to the boys, and it made her stomach bob up and down with nerves. 
 
    "Oh?  And what is that?" 
 
    Devin patted the couch between him and Chris.  "How about you come over here and we'll show you." 
 
    Kim gave one last glance to her husband, silently making sure that something like this was okay.  He gave the proud nod, and so she went to the spot where she had been asked to sit.  She looked up at Devin, trying to be as friendly and comfortable as possible despite the nerves in her stomach.  He wrapped an arm around her shoulder, and she chewed on her bottom lip. 
 
    "Are you nervous?" he asked with a chuckle.  He brought his big hand to the side of her fave and brushed across her abused lip with his thumb.  "Let me guess.  This is your first day on the job." 
 
    Kim was almost too dazed to understand his teasing.  However, she was able to recover after just a short moment of picking it up.  "It is, actually," she said, falling back into her role as made.  "Am I doing okay?" 
 
    "Yeah," he said with a hint of hesitation.  Her heartbeat picked up.  "You're not doing bad so far.  But you know, there are a lot more ways you should be serving us." 
 
    "There are?" she asked.  She swallowed hard.  "Like what?  What can I do for you?" 
 
    Devin looked down at her body like he wanted to devour her up.  He held himself back, though, as he looked at Manny and Chris. 
 
    "You know, my two friends here can't take their eyes off of you.  Maybe you should sit between them and give them some attention." 
 
    Kim let out a breath she had been holding and looked over at the two.  They looked back with expressions of mixed excitement and shyness.  She smiled, glad that these big, sexy athletes weren't completely cocky when it came to this.  They were on the same level that she was, and so she was put even more at ease.  She crawled across Chris's lap to sit in the small gap between them.  She leaned back against the couch and looked between the two of them.  Both of their eyes were squarely on her, but neither of them made a move.  Her hands were shaking, so she put them in her lap and held them together.  They were like that for several moments, nobody quite making a move despite all of them wanting to.  They would need someone to break that ice, and luckily Devin was there. 
 
    "Boys," he said with a chuckle.  "She's our maid to do with as we please.  There's no reason to be acting so shy.  Go on." 
 
    Manny laughed and shook his head.  "That's easier said than done, man," he said, but Devin's words were enough to push him.  He couldn't let his ego get hurt, after all.  He leaned in closer to Kim and stroked the side of her face, down her neck, and down to her shoulder.  Then, he leaned in and kissed her.  Despite seeing it coming, Kim still gasped at being kissed by another man.  Not just another man, but one of her husband's best friends.  All while her husband was just a few feet away watching.  The thought of it all was doing strange things to her mind.  She knew she should have felt guilty, but all of it was far too pleasurable. 
 
    Manny kissed in a different way than Eric did, Kim noted mentally.  He was soft and smooth, not at all dominant.  She found herself melting into that caramel kiss far easier than she had anticipated, and all thoughts of guilt quickly escaped her mind.  Instead, just the hazy warmth of pleasure was there, and she would have been happy to stay there for the rest of the night. 
 
    Another hand came to her jaw and angled her face away from Manny.  She barely had time to open her eyes a little and see Chris's face before his lips were on hers.  He was a little more desperate and quick than Manny.  He wasn't necessarily domineering, but he was far more active than the other man.  He was different still from the kisses she was used to from Eric, and so she had fun analyzing his patterns and moves.  While this happened, one hand became bolder.  It moved down to the front of her chest where her tits were bursting out over the bodice, and the back of the knuckles brushed against those mounds.  She couldn't be sure who the hand belonged to, and she wasn't sure if she even cared.  She was too busy keeping up with Chris's kiss to worry about such trivial things. 
 
    Chris ended the kiss abruptly to move back and take in a deep, gasping breath.  It was like the spell had been broken on him, and he looked over at Eric with guilt on his face.  Kim looked over at Eric as well, and her husband was watching them with a contented smile.  He brought his beer up to his lips and made no move to stop them or even acknowledge his friend's look.  It was a stamp of approval from him, and Kim hoped that his friends could understand that as well. 
 
    Manny seemed to not care about Eric or his feelings at all anymore.  He took advantage of her exposed neck and kissed a trail down it, savoring her soft skin along the way.  She hissed and gasped at the feeling, enjoying the way those lips seemed to melt her skin underneath his touch.  There was something so soft and gentle about the way he could touch her that made it difficult to even keep up the act of being a maid for much longer. 
 
    "Don't think that I'm gonna be left out." 
 
    Kim opened up her eyes and watched Devin get down on the floor in front of her.  He kissed at her two knees that she kept together for now, but she knew it was a promise that they wouldn't stay like that for long.  She bit down on her bottom lip as she looked down at him. 
 
    "You must be uncomfortable," Devin said.  "In this tight little thing."   
 
    The three of them lifted her forward from the back of the couch so that Chris and Manny could undo the strings at the back of her bodice.  Feeling it come loose around her boobs and her rib cage was almost orgasmic on its own.  She took in a full, deep breath for the first time since putting it on, and she had forgotten how good it felt to breathe normally. 
 
    Of course, loosening up her bodice invited a whole new kind of discomfort.  It clung precariously to her body, threatening to fall away with even a slight breeze.  If that happened, then she would be nude in front of her husband's best friends.  She hadn't even considered that kind of possibility until this moment.  How far would this really go?  Her husband seemed fine with anything and everything, and so did his friends.  But would she be able to do it?  She pushed the question from her mind and decided to just follow her heart when it came to it.  There wasn't much else she could do. 
 
    "Should we get that off of you?" Devin asked.  "Would that be okay?" 
 
    Kim smiled and nodded.  She pulled at the fabric herself, pulling it forward until it came away from her chest completely.  She tossed the uncomfortable fabric away and laid back against the couch, shocked at the feeling of her breasts being exposed to this group of men.  The three of them were just as shocked, it seemed, as they all stared at her with opened mouths. 
 
    Manny's hand went to her tit first, taking a big handful of it in.  "Damn," he said when even his big hockey player hand couldn't fit her entire breasts in its palm.  She was certainly well endowed.  Chris's hand went to her other boob and squeezed after Manny had broken that ice.  Then, there was nothing to hold the men back.  They squeezed and kneaded the roundness of her tits.  They brushed their fingers over the soft skin.  They plucked at her sensitive pink nipples, making her moan in pleasure under their touches.  She melted back and closed her eyes as all the pleasure took over her mind.  She couldn't even keep her eyes open as her breasts were doused with endless attention from those boys. 
 
    While Kim's defenses were lowered like this, Devin began his own work.  He opened her legs that just couldn't stay together anymore.  He leaned forward and stroked at the soft skin of her thighs.  With only a thin little thong to protect her, he was already dangerously close to her pussy, and she longed for him to touch her there more.  She opened her eyes and looked down just as the two other boys were becoming bolder.  They had moved up to using their mouths, and each one had taken a nipple into his mouth to tease. 
 
    Devin looked up at her with a devious smile.  He opened her legs up just a little more and moved his face in closer.  He easily pushed the fabric of the thong off to the side, exposing her pretty pink pussy.  She gasped and stared as he stuck out his tongue and lapped at the soft skin.  This was all too much.  She let out a strangled cry as three mouths worked on driving her to ecstasy. 
 
    It wasn't long before she was there, either.  Devin licked her pussy like he played hockey, with total abandonment and pure enjoyment.  He wasn't as good as her husband, of course, but he was different and exciting, and she found herself building up with heat like a pressure cooker that could go off at any second.  She opened her legs more to give him more access, and he took advantage of it, licking every bit of her that he could manage.  She moaned and grabbed onto the two heads of the men currently sucking on her tits.  With all three of these sensations combined, she didn't stand a chance.  She wasn't sure how it had happened so quickly, but she was coming.  Her hips convulsed against Devin's face, but he didn't let up for even a moment as his strong tongue attacked her soft pussy.  Chris and Manny sucked her nipples even harder as she orgasmed, and her body had never felt anything quite like it. 
 
    The three of them finally let up after they decided it was the right time, and she was grateful for a break.  She gasped in air and swam in the pleasure for as long as she could before resurfacing in the real world.  She looked around at the three men who stared at her, and then she looked at her husband. 
 
    "Wow," Eric said.  "That was intense." 
 
    The three other men didn't answer.  Kim guessed that they weren't even able to form words in their minds anymore.  They had become beasts more than men, and all three of them wanted the same thing - to release similar urges.  Kim too was a messy puddle who couldn't manage to form any words.  She looked at the three men all staring at her but not moving.  She looked at Eric then. 
 
    "Go ahead, if you want to," he said.  His voice had become oddly thick.  She wasn't sure if it was because of horniness or something else, but she hoped that it was because of good reasons. She didn't want any of this to end because of her husband backing out of it. She was so fully into this experience that she couldn't imagine it stopping.  
 
    She looked at the three men expectantly, waiting for one of them to make a move. There seemed to be a silent debate going on between the three of them. No words were spoken, but they shared plenty of looks as each one waited for someone to speak.  Finally, the ringleader of the night decided to step forward and take charge. 
 
    "One of you can have your fun first," Devin said with a shrug. He kissed her inner thigh a few more times before sitting back on the floor and looking at them. Then, it was up to Manny and Chris to decide who would go first. 
 
    "You can go first," Manny said after a few moments of silence.  The tone of his voice was reluctant. 
 
    "No, no, you can," Chris insisted. They were both being too polite. Kim looked back and forth between them. She didn't want to wait for them to be nice and figure out who would be going first. She wanted one of them now. She held onto Manny's arm before he could switch the focus back onto Chris, and he looked at her with wide, warm brown eyes. A smile came to his face as he seemed to understand her desperation.  
 
    "Okay," Manny said. "I'll go first." He placed a soft kiss on Kim's lips and then angled her body down on the couch. Cheers echoed quietly from the TV and Kim felt the same rush of excitement as the crowd. They had gotten a goal for their team, but she was about to score with three hot new men. She couldn't wait for it. 
 
    Kim wasn't sure where the confidence had come from, but she smiled as she laid her naked body across the couch. She opened her legs for Manny, and he stared at her shaved pussy until he was practically salivating. Chris had given them enough room while still staying close enough so that he could play with the round mounds of her breasts. She didn't mind the attention there.  
 
    Manny didn't seem to be a man of pure action. He was a romantic, and he wanted to show a girl a good time, so he crawled over her and kissed trails from her collar bones down between the valley of her breasts and over her soft stomach until he was in the place where he wanted to be. He gave her pussy a few sweet kisses, savoring the soft skin there before he sat up once again and angled their hips in just the right way. He pulled out his cock from his jeans, and Kim caught a glance of it. Her husband was a big man and well-endowed, of course, but the excitement of a different cock entering her was still rushing through her body. Manny looked up at her once more for final confirmation, and she let out a breathy moan. 
 
    "Yes," she said. "Please fuck me." She wasn't sure where the lusty words had come from, but she didn't pay much attention to them. She was too horny to care. 
 
    Manny pressed his thick cock into her slowly, taking his time and letting her adjust. Of course, she was already soaking wet and ready to go, but she appreciated his caution. She gasped as he entered her fully. She moved her hips back and forth just a bit, seeing how she liked this new fit. She decided it was very nice, and that she wouldn't mind this cock fucking her at all. She watched as Manny removed his shirt, showing off his tanned muscles. She let her hands roam up his hard body, feeling the warm skin of a new man. She loved it. 
 
    Manny smirked down at her and brought his lips over hers. He kissed her as he began a slow and sensual thrusting. He didn't move with just his hips, but with his whole body, pressing as much of their skin together as he possibly could. She had never experienced lovemaking quite like this before, where both of their bodies seemed to have melded together completely. She wasn't sure where his body ended and hers began after a short time, and she wrapped her arms around his wide shoulders to join with him even more. His lips didn't leave from her once during the entire duration. His hips had a rhythm to them that never ended. They started out slow and deliberate, but soon he picked up his pace, fucking her faster and harder while his arms wrapped around her. His cock reached her deepest depths every time, but it never left her fully empty when he pulled back. She became lost in the body and the sensations, giving herself completely to Manny while he fucked her.   
 
    He broke the kiss only at the very end, and it was only by a few inches so that he could focus those hot caramel eyes on her.  
 
    "I'm coming," he said in a gruff voice that still hadn't lost that touch of romance and control. Kim, on the other hand, had lost all control. It was only her body that spoke as the words came out of her mouth. 
 
    "Come inside me! Please!" she said as she grabbed on desperately to his waist.
Those warm eyes expanded in shock, and finally, Manny's control snapped. He hadn't been expecting it, but her words had pushed her over the edge. He came hard, spilling all of his cum into the depths of her pussy. His hips gave a few more stuttered thrusts as he finished spilling his seed inside of her, but then he stopped and collapsed against her. Even after finishing, he remained melded with her. Kim kept her arms around him and pressed kisses against his warm shoulder.   
 
    It was an amazing feeling for her to be intertwined with someone for so long after sex. She had experienced it, of course, with her husband. It was just never this oddly intimate with him now that she was such an essential part of Eric's being. Being this close to him would be just a normal everyday occurrence, but being this close with someone who wasn't her husband was a very different experience. 
 
    Manny lifted himself off of her after leaving one final kiss on her lips. She smiled dreamily as he moved away from her to sit back on the couch and breathe again. He brought the back of his hand to his forehead to wipe at the sweat there. Despite being a recently retired professional athlete, there was something breathtaking about their lovemaking, and Kim felt a strange sense of pride at that.  
 
    "So it was good then?" Devin asked with a grin. Kim had almost forgotten completely about the others being there. She looked around at the three faces who had seen her in one of the most intense throes of passion she had ever experienced. Her husband seemed shocked, but it was in a pleasant sort of way, she decided. Perhaps she just didn't want any of this to end. 
 
    Kim's eyes focused on Chris next. His own shirt had come off, revealing his own impressive set of muscles, though they were tighter and leaner than Manny's. She gave him the hungriest look she could, hoping he would take the hint and fuck her like she wanted to be fucked. The sensual lovemaking had been fun, but part of the excitement of fucking someone new was being rough and wild for one single night. She felt like Chris had that possibility in him. 
 
    Deciding that it was okay now, Chris stood and helped Kim up off the couch. He was strong as he guided her to bend over on the couch with her arms rested against the back of it. He wanted to fuck her from behind, it seemed, and she didn't mind at all. In fact, that was the way she liked it best. Her pussy loved taking a cock from the back.  
 
    Kim looked over her shoulder as Chris stood behind her. He lined up his cock with her pussy and pressed it inside of her in one quick push. She gasped at the feeling of being filled once again. Her head fell back, and her hair tickled her back as she moaned. Chris's hands got a strong hold of her hips, and he began fucking her hard and fast. 
 
    Kim groaned at this feeling. She hadn't been fucked like this in a long time, and it was already melting her mind into uselessness. Chris was hard and fast from the start, and his hands wandered over her body. He stroked her stomach and breasts roughly, holding onto them as he fucked her. He pulled at her nipples, making her cry out in pleasure.  She held on as tightly to the back of the couch as she could, but her body was still rocked hard.  She was going to be sore after this, and it was going to feel amazing. 
 
    Just as fast as Chris moved, he finished.  He came inside her without saying anything, just giving her his cum pumped deep inside her.  She gripped onto the back of the couch while his cock twitched inside of her, and she clenched her eyes shut.  She was so close herself that there was a burning fire in her stomach.  She wanted to come, but it would have to wait, it seemed.  She enjoyed the feeling of being full of cum, something she wasn't particularly used to. 
 
    Chris let go of her body and she slumped forward against the couch.  She would have very much liked a long rest, but she knew she wasn't done.  She still had one more guest to see to.  She looked back at Devin, who was still watching her with his eyes narrowed.  He wanted more.  And she wanted him. 
 
    Devin stood up and took off his pants.  He discarded them off to the side along with his shirt, and he stood there naked in her living room in front of her husband, not shy at all.  The sight of it turned her on even more.  He had no shame as he strolled over and picked her up around the waist to move her. 
 
    She hadn't anticipated, however, being placed in the lap of her husband. She came face to face with Eric's shock as she braced herself against his large chest. Her legs wrapped around his thighs, and she was pushed gently forward so that her head rested on his shoulder. Then, without much more warning, she was entered from behind. She gasped at this strange feeling. Shame burned across her face. When Eric had been far away from her, completely out of sight and out of mind, losing control had been easy. She had given into everything her body had wanted. But now, with him looking down at her, being directly involved in her infidelity, her body burned hot. And yet, with each thrust of Devin's huge cock into her pussy, electricity flowed through her body. Her mind and her body were at odds, and it was making her shake. Never in her life had her pussy been so sensitive as now. 
 
    Eric's arms stroked at her back. He held her against him as his best friend fucked her from behind. Devin rocked both of their bodies as he thrust into her. Kim's back was arched, with the front of her jutted up against Eric's body and her behind up in the air taking it from Devin. She had become a completely sexual creature, used by several men. And that shame that had been so prevalent just a few moments earlier was already beginning to fade. She lifted herself up and looked into her husband's eyes. Devin was fucking her mercilessly, never letting up. His hands came around to her breasts, grabbing them possessively while Eric watched with shocked eyes. Eric looked back up into her eyes and pressed his fingers between her legs to stroke at her clit. It was too much. 
 
    Kim's body exploded with pleasure as Devin fucked her from behind and Eric pleasured her from the front. She came hard, holding onto Eric for support as pleasure rocked her body, making her shake and writhe as she felt a kind of powerful ecstasy that she had never experienced before. She held onto her husband while Devin used her pussy all through her orgasm, making it last longer and hit her harder as he never let up for a single moment. Finally, just as she was beginning to come down from her high, Devin dug his fingertips into her hips and buried his cock deep inside of her. He splashed his cum against the entrance of her womb, keeping his cock in there until every last drop had been spilled. Then, he pulled back slowly, taking a few staggering steps back into the middle of the room where he let out a groan and rubbed his face and hair. The look of pure satisfaction was on his face as he stood proudly in the middle of the room. 
 
    "That was fucking amazing," he said as he stumbled over to the couch to sit down with his naked friends. 
 
    Eric laugh as he wrapped a comforting arm around his naked and abused wife. She was certain that the smile on her face wasn't going to come off for weeks. 
 
    "My wife is quite the host, isn't she?" he said, stroking his fingers through her long locks of hair. "How about you three go get a shower then?" 
 
    Understanding the underlying request, the three friends promptly stood up and made their way back through the hallway to the guest area of the house. Eric picked up his wife and carried her easily towards their own bedroom. He placed her with care into the bathtub and ran warm water and lit her favorite candle. He got on his knees at the edge and stroked her hair. 
 
    "Are you mad at me?" she asked carefully. It was the question that had lingered in the back of her mind the entire night, leaving only when she was completely lost to the passion. 
 
    Eric smiled at her and shook his head. "I'm just glad you finally had fun with my friends being over. They showed you a pretty good time, huh?" 
 
    Kim giggled in the warm bath. She was close to falling asleep there. 
 
    "You can invite them over again whenever you want," she said. 
 
    Eric chuckled at that.  “Maybe in a couple months.  Until then, you’re all mine.” 
 
    Kim relaxed in the bathtub, happy with the arrangement.  Until then, she was going to be the happiest, most devoted wife in the world. 
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    Becoming a Hotwife 
 
      
 
    It took a miracle for a guy like Matt to get a woman like Samantha. 

On their three year anniversary, Matt takes his beautiful wife to a Colorado ski resort, and he's determined to treat her like the queen she is. However, Matt gets more than he bargains for when three young, hunky professional snowboarders flirt with Samantha. Matt is surprised to find that instead of jealousy, he only feels arousal at the situation - and he can tell Samantha is loving the attention.

Matt is ready to give up his wife to these men for one night of unimaginable pleasure, but will he be ready to see his wife living her dirtiest fantasies with three sexy young men? 
 
      
 
      
 
    His Best Friends 
 
      
 
    After having a bit too much to drink, Katie confesses her darkest secret to her husband Paul - Katie has always fantasized about having sex with his three best friends!

Instead of getting mad, Paul gets creative. He plans a special night out for their first anniversary, and he invites his three college buddies to their hotel room - including Noah, the sexy musician that Katie has always had a crush on. With everything planned out for her, all Katie has to do is give in to her sexual desires. But can she really have sex with her husband’s best friends right in front of him? 
 
      
 
    Hotwife Online 
 
      
 
    Michael knows he was lucky to get his wife, Meg. She's far too gorgeous for him, and he knows it would be a shame for him to keep her beauty all to himself. He would never be brave enough to share her with someone he knew personally, but finding someone online? He thinks he could do that. 

With Meg's permission, he posts her photos online in a hotwife forum, and by morning, he's overwhelmed with responses. All Meg has to do is pick the hottest guys, and all of Michael's cuckolding fantasies can come true. Lucky for him, she's got three virile bulls ready for a night that she'll never forget! 
 
      
 
    Hotwife at the Festival 
 
      
 
    For all her life, Kaitlyn has lived a sheltered, safe life. And now, on the night of her 30th birthday, she is looking back with horror at how utterly boring her life has been.

Never one to stay down for long, Kaitlyn has decided that it's never to late to change - and so she is going to try something new with her life. With her husband Dan's help, she decides on going to a nearby music festival. She never expected, of course, to see naked women dancing in the open, or the couples and groups making love around the edges of the venue. After a life of being a good girl, Kaitlyn is caught up in this atmosphere, and after meeting a group of nice young men far more experienced than her, she's ready to really take a risk - opening her legs up in public for several strangers, right in front of her husband. What will happen when this good girl turns into a festival slut? 
 
      
 
    Hotwife at the Reunion 
 
      
 
    It's Matt's tenth high school reunion, and he's eager to return to Lockfield High to show all his bullies that sometimes the nerd really does get the head cheerleader. Walking into the gym with Niki on his arm is enough to have the whole place staring at him. Even the group of jocks that bullied him back then couldn't keep their eyes of him and Niki.

Something unexpected happens, though - his four previous bullies approach him and apologize for their behavior. With the past behind them, new opportunities open up. Matt sees the way the four jocks stare at Niki - a woman who chose the nerd over them. Matt is feeling generous, and Niki could be the one to benefit from these new feelings.

But can Matt really watch as the men who bullied him in high school have their way with his beautiful wife in an empty classroom? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For future updates, follow me on Amazon! 
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