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Chapter One
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Leah:

I heard Dylan’s car roll into the driveway just as I was putting the lasagne in the oven, and I felt the usual rapid flutter in my chest that I still felt every day, even after being married to him for almost a decade. It was amazing to still feel so much excitement for him after all that time, and I had to guess he felt the same about me considering the enthusiasm he greeted me with every day when he got home from his job at the bank.

I washed my hands and got to the front door just as he stepped inside. Dylan smiled widely when he saw me and scooped me up in his arms.

“Hi, Leah,” he said, while peppering gentle kisses along the side of my neck. I tilted my head to the side, giving him better access, and a little shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Hi, love. How was your day?”

Dylan chuckled and set me gently back down on my feet. “It was quite a day, and now I am famished.”

He ran his gaze up and down my body to let me know he wasn’t talking about being hungry for food, and my pussy quivered in response. I grinned and moved to grab his hand, thinking we had a little time before dinner would be ready. But he spoiled my plans by tugging me into the kitchen and sitting down at the table before pulling me into his lap.

“I met up with Robin for lunch today,” Dylan said, “and the launch of his new club is happening Saturday night. He’s invited us both. It should be a fun night, so what do you say, sweetheart?”

I wrinkled my nose slightly, unable to hide the distaste I felt at the mention of the club. “But isn’t that a swinger’s club?” I asked. “I don’t think we really belong there, do you? Surely that’s for unhappy couples who are just looking for reasons to be with other people for a while.”

Dylan laughed and shook his head. “Of course it isn’t, Leah. Robin has been my best friend since high school, and he’s been into swinging for most of his adult life. Look how happy he is with Megan. They are the epitome of a happy marriage. He says it just adds some spice to their life.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so,” I said, reluctant to admit he was right about how happily married his friend was. It had surprised me when I’d first met them and they’d admitted they were swingers. They seemed like any regular married couple. “But maybe things aren’t great and they are just good at hiding it.”

“Definitely not,” he replied. “I have never seen Robin happier than he’s been since meeting Megan. Besides, you shouldn’t judge people for the choices they make. If swinging makes them happy, then that’s their business.” Dylan paused for a moment, chuckling to himself. “And it’s quite literally their business now they have opened the club.”

The corners of my lips turned up into a grin as I leaned in to kiss him gently. “Okay, I’m sorry. You’re right. I shouldn’t judge them. They are consenting adults, and should be allowed to do whatever they want. But I’m still not sure it’s a good idea to go to the launch, though.”

“Why’s that?” he asked, his fingers trailing higher up my leg until the tips were peeking under the hem of my skirt.

“Because it’s a swinger’s club, so there will be expectations about the people who are there. Won’t people expect us to, you know, do stuff with others if we go?”

Dylan flashed me a wicked grin. “Would that really be such a bad thing? I think you’d look beautiful in the arms of another man.”

I laughed and gently slapped his arm, feeling my face turn hot. “Stop teasing me like that. You know you don’t mean that, really.”

He continued to grin at me as he wrapped his arms tight around my waist and stood up before laying me down on top of the kitchen table. Now this was more like it. I locked my legs around his waist, keeping him close while he trailed kisses from my neck down to the modest amount of cleavage being shown off by my dress.

Each little kiss increased the fluttering sensations between my thighs, and it wasn’t long before I was writhing beneath him.

“Okay, I’m sorry for teasing you. But, in all seriousness, Robin is my best friend, and he’s been working hard to get this business started up. I would really love to support him by being there on the first night. If it’s not your kind of thing, I don’t mind going on my own.”

“Oh no, I don’t think so, Dylan,” I said, faking a frown.

A look of hurt flashed across his face as he stood upright. “You don’t trust me, Leah? I swear I would never cheat on you.”

I reached out and took hold of his tie, wrapping it around my hand over and over to slowly draw him back down to me. A playful grin tugged at my lips, and he visibly relaxed. “Of course I trust you, love. It’s all the women there who I don’t trust. Have you seen how damn good you look in a suit? They would all be flocking around you, begging for your attention. I’d better go with you to keep you safe.”

Dylan laughed and pressed his lips against mine. “And I’d better keep you safe, too. I know that when all the guys there see you, they won’t be able to resist flirting with you.”

A soft gasp escaped me as I felt his cock stirring to life, straining against my pussy through our clothing. I wriggled as much as I could, enjoying the tingles it created whenever I rubbed myself against his hardness.

“That sounds perfect. We can look after each other, just like we always do.”

“So you’ll come with me then?” he asked, an adorable look of hope on his face.

I couldn’t help but smile. “I will. And you’re right, Dylan. We should support our friends in their new business venture. I’m sorry for being so silly about all this.”

Dylan tenderly kissed my forehead. “It’s okay. But now it’s time for dinner. I’m starving.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, love. The lasagne isn’t going to be ready for at least another 30 minutes.”

He pulled up a chair between my parted thighs and sat down on it. “Why would I want lasagne when I’ve got the most delicious looking meal right in front of me?”

I lifted my head up from the table, letting out a quiet moan as I saw his dark eyes burning with desire.

Dylan pushed my dress up around my waist and tugged my panties to one side, exposing my bare pussy lips to his hungry gaze. My entire body quivered, waiting for him to do something. Anything. The way he was staring between my thighs had me feeling desperate for his touch.

Finally, he lowered his head, slowly gliding his tongue through my slick folds. Dylan’s moans vibrated against my aching flesh, and I reached down to tangle my fingers in his hair to pull him closer. He sealed his lips over my clit, licking and suckling on the little bud to coax it out from under its hood.

My back arched up off the table as his tongue brushed against that sensitive bundle of nerves, and I couldn’t hold back a loud moan. Dylan gently teased my clit while pressing two fingers against my wet opening, pushing the digits slowly inside me.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Please don’t stop. It feels so damn good, Dylan.” I was surprised to hear how breathless I was already, although perhaps I shouldn’t have been. My husband had been attentive over the years and he knew how to work my body like a finely tuned instrument.

Dylan pumped his fingers slowly in and out of me, curling them so his fingertips rubbed against that sensitive spot deep inside. I gripped his hair tighter, losing all control of myself as the sensations between my thighs grew more intense. My body moved instinctively as I ground myself against his face, eager to get myself off.

More of his moans flowed against my clit, creating the most pleasant vibrations against the engorged button, and he pumped his fingers vigorously into my wet cavern. I rocked my hips, working myself against his mouth and fingers, my own moans filling the air as I got closer to the edge.

Dylan’s mouth started a fire between my thighs that soon spread outwards from my core, enveloping my entire body in an intense heat. I gasped his name when the first wave of pleasure rolled over me, sweeping me up in my climax. My body shuddered, and I writhed across the table as the intensity almost became too much.

But he kept up the merciless pace of his fingers, fucking me hard with the digits while my inner walls convulsed around them. And his mouth never left my clit, no matter how much I wriggled. Dylan drew out the orgasm with his expert ministrations until I was breathless and limp on the kitchen table.

When he was finished with me, he brushed his lips against my inner thighs with tender kisses, and I could feel my wetness coating his skin.

“Hmmm, do you think I’ve got time for seconds before dinner is ready?” he asked, his glistening lips curling up into a devilish grin.

I groaned softly, not sure I could handle another orgasm so quickly. “Has anyone ever told you that you’re greedy? I asked, holding back a chuckle.

“Only you,” he replied with a shrug. “But you’ve always seemed to like it when I get greedy with you.”

He lowered his head between my thighs once more, and I closed my eyes, moaning softly as I surrendered to his hunger.
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Chapter Two
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Dylan:

In the couple of days since I’d first mentioned the launch of Robin’s club, Leah’s attitude had changed from being unsure if we should go, to her demanding that she go out and buy a new dress for the occasion so she could look her best.

I didn’t complain about that, of course. I made good money at the bank, and Leah more than deserved a new dress. Plus, she had picked out the slinkiest little black dress she could, and it showed off all her curves to mouth-watering perfection.

When she’d tried the dress on for me, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about how much all the other men at the club would want her, and it had made me rock hard. I’d wanted to take her then and there while she was still wearing the dress, but she’d insisted on taking it off so we didn’t make a mess of it before Saturday night.

Now it was Saturday night, and we were heading into the club. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. Perhaps my view of swinging had been jaded by my wife, as I’d thought it would be a dark and dingy place. But I was surprised by how light and modern it was, with large mirrors all around, and an upscale oak bar that seemed to be stocked with all the most expensive spirits.

“Wow, this place looks amazing,” Leah said, turning to look at me with a wide smile on her face. “Let’s dance!”

I laughed and let her lead me onto the dance floor. There was no way I could resist her when she looked this happy. Or this hot. I pulled her close to me, swaying side to side in time with the music. My hands moved naturally over the curve of her hip and down to her ass, possessively cupping the firm globes while noticing a couple of men were already glancing her way.

“You look so fucking beautiful, Leah,” I whispered in her ear. “I wouldn’t be surprised if all the men in here want you tonight.”

Leah giggled, a happy sound that made me wonder if she wanted the men to admire her. My cock twitched at the thought, although I couldn’t figure out why.

“So long as you want me, Dylan, that’s all that matters to me.”

I growled against her earlobe, gripping her ass tight and pulling her hips even closer against mine. “Surely you can feel how much I want you, sweetheart. I’m rock hard already. This damn dress of yours is so tight, it barely leaves anything to the imagination.”

I was almost certain I heard her whimper, and when I pulled my head back slightly, her face was an adorable shade of pink.

“Do you think I went too far with this dress?” she asked, uncertainty written all over her face. “I don’t want to give the wrong idea.”

I frowned and shook my head. There was no way I wanted her feeling those kinds of doubts. I wanted the happy, careful, and so goddamn sexy Leah of a few moments ago back in my arms.

“No, Leah. Your dress is perfect. You are perfect. So don’t worry about anything. Let’s just enjoy ourselves tonight.”

I grinned down at her, then twirled her around, still holding her close. She let out a happy squeal, and she looked nothing less than radiant. It was no surprise that more men were looking in our direction, no doubt admiring the goddess in my arms.

My dick was throbbing already with an eagerness to get inside her, but that would have to wait. I ran my hands up her body, caressing the sides of her voluptuous tits, but I didn’t dare go as far as I’d like to. I wasn’t sure Leah would enjoy me groping her breasts in public.

But when I looked down at her face, I could see her eyes had darkened and her face was flushed with desire. She was looking up at me like she wanted me to ravish her then and there, and for a brief moment, I considered pulling her away and taking her home so I could fuck her hard and fast, just the way we both needed it.

“Excuse me,” said a deep voice coming from beside me.

Leah and I both turned our heads in surprise to find a guy neither of us had ever seen before standing right beside us. We must have been so caught up in each other that we hadn’t even noticed him approaching.

He was tall, even taller than my 6’1” frame, and his skin was dark as night. But his eyes were a warm chocolate brown, and his smile lit up his face. Even I had to admit he was good looking, and I was completely straight. I imagined he would be popular in a place like this.

“Hi,” Leah said, and I turned my head quickly in her direction once more, surprised by the breathlessness in her voice. I had no way of knowing if it was caused by the sensual dancing we had been engaged in, or if it was the handsome stranger.

I felt a strange heavy feeling in my chest as I thought about her becoming so flustered by another man, but my dick sure as hell liked the idea of it. He was throbbing inside my pants, so fucking hard that it was getting uncomfortable.

“Hi,” the guy said, keeping his attention focused firmly on Leah. No matter how she felt about him, he was definitely interested in her. “My name is Cole, and I thought I’d come and ask if I could be lucky enough to have the next dance with you?”

Leah’s face grew even more red, and she stumbled over her words before being able to find the right ones. Oh yeah, she was definitely getting flustered by the stranger.

“Hi, Cole. I’m Leah. And it’s very sweet of you to ask, but I’m here with my husband, Dylan, and we are not swingers. I’m sorry.”

Cole flashed her another charming smile, apparently not at all bothered by that news. I couldn’t stop watching him for some reason. He hadn’t even so much as glanced in my direction. Instead, he seemed to be mesmerised by Leah’s beauty, and I couldn’t blame him. I reached down, readjusting myself as things grew even more uncomfortable. If I didn’t get Leah out of here soon so I could fuck her, there was every chance I might cum in my underwear like a horny teenager. Something about my wife getting so much attention was driving me crazy.

“So you’re not swingers, but you decided to visit a swinger’s club tonight?” Cole asked, seemingly amused by the situation.

Leah giggled again, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear while she ducked her head, perhaps trying to hide the obvious flush of her cheeks.

“It’s just that the people who own this place are good friends of ours,” she offered as an explanation. “We are here to support them and celebrate with them.”

“Oh,” he said. “That makes sense. Well, I can understand you don’t want anything else, but the offer of a dance is still open if you would like that. And if your husband doesn’t mind, of course.”

Cole finally turned to look at me, a warm smile on his lips.

“I don’t mind at all, sweetheart,” I said to Leah. “It’s just a dance, and there’s no harm in that.”

Leah turned to look at me, her eyes wide with shock. She obviously hadn’t expected me to say that, and even though I couldn’t admit it to her in that moment, I was curious how it would feel to watch her while her body was pressed close to another man’s.

“I... well... ummm...” Leah mumbled as she turned her gaze down to her feet. “I don’t know.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her close, my erection pressing against her hip. My lips brushed against her ear as I whispered. “I really don’t mind if you want to dance with him, Leah. It’s your call.”

“But are you sure you won’t get jealous or mad or whatever?” she asked, keeping her voice low so Cole wouldn’t be able to hear our conversation.

I couldn’t help but laugh, and her bottom lip curved into an adorable pout. “Of course I won’t. We’ve been married for almost ten years. I trust you completely. Besides, can’t you feel how hard I am at the thought of you dancing with another man?”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “That’s why you’re so hard?” she asked, her voice coming out as a squeak.

“Yep,” I replied, “I just think it would be so sexy to watch you in his arms, your bodies swaying together.” My cock twitched hard enough to force a groan from my lips, and judging by her soft gasp, she’d felt it too. All I could do was offer her a sheepish grin.

“Well, I would like to dance with him,” she admitted hesitantly, and my cock gave another twitch against her hip.

“Then go, sweetheart. It’s just one dance. Enjoy it for me.”

Leah smiled up at me, then brushed her lips against mine. “Thank you, Dylan. Just one dance, then I’ll be back.”

I grinned and released my hold on her, watching as she turned back to Cole and took a step closer to him.

“I would really like to dance with you, Cole,” she said, as she held her hand out for him.

He grinned and took hold of her hand, tugging her away to another spot on the dance floor while I could only watch.
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Chapter Three
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Leah:

Even though I knew it was wrong of me, I’d felt an instant attraction to Cole as soon as he came over to speak to me and Dylan. He was the epitome of tall, dark and handsome, and just the way he had been looking at me had created an excited flutter between my thighs. And I had felt guilty about it at first, but something about Dylan’s reaction to everything, the way he had got so damn hard, had been enough to soothe away the guilt. If anything, it had just stoked the fire that was already building inside me.

By the time Cole pulled me aside and wrapped his arms around my waist, I was already a needy mess, although I did my best to hide that.

I’d always been short compared to Dylan, but next to Cole, I felt tiny. Images of him easily picking me up so he could use me however he wanted flooded my brain, and I shook my head to try to clear those thoughts. They weren’t going to help me calm myself down at all.

Cole leaned down to whisper in my ear. “I noticed you as soon as you walked in, Leah. You look absolutely stunning in this dress.”

I whimpered quietly, hoping he didn’t catch the needy little sound. “Thank you, Cole. I brought it especially for tonight.”

Cole let out a soft growl. “And I’m so glad you did. The image of all your perfect curves will be on my mind for days.” He placed his hands on my waist, then slid them down over the swell of my hips, guiding them to move from side to side in time with his own movements.

Everything he did was slow and sensual, and the feel of his powerful body moving against mine even in something as innocent as a dance had me feeling breathless. I glanced over my shoulder, looking for Dylan, and I found him leaning up against the wall. Robin had found him and was talking enthusiastically, but my husband only had eyes for me as he watched intently.

“If you ever change your mind about wanting to experiment more with other men, with your husband’s permission, I hope to be the one you choose, Leah.”

Those words brought my attention back to Cole, and another whimper escaped me. “I... I don’t know if... if we will ever do that,” I stuttered, feeling even more flustered by his apparent desire for me. “But if it does, I would like it to be with you.”

Cole pulled me closer, until my body was flush against his, and I let out a small gasp as I felt the outline of his erection pressed against my stomach. Apparently it was true what they said about black men. From the feel of it, Cole was hung. Much bigger than Dylan, who had never had any trouble keeping me satisfied. My mind wandered to what it would feel like to be filled with such a huge cock, but I quickly pushed those thoughts away. It wasn’t going to happen. I was a happily married woman.

“I think you should talk to your husband,” Cole said, his voice seeming calm in comparison to the excitement showing in the front of his pants. “Judging by the look on his face right now, I bet he would enjoy watching you with me. And I think you would enjoy that, too.”

My face started burning, and I could only imagine how red I must be. Sure, I felt an attraction to him, but that wasn’t worth risking a happy marriage over.

Suddenly, the song came to an end, but Cole held onto me a few moments longer, reluctant to let me go. My heart was pounding in my chest, and the heat which had started between my thighs was now consuming my entire body. It was impossible to deny the fact I wanted him, but I couldn’t do that to Dylan.

Gathering every bit of willpower I could find, I stepped back from Cole and missed the feel of him against my body almost instantly. “Thank you for the dance tonight, Cole. I enjoyed it.”

He looked down at me, giving me a gentle smile that made me think he could see the different emotions that were warring inside me. “Go and talk to your husband,” he repeated. “And you know where to find me in the future if you change your mind.”

Cole turned and walked away, and after taking a deep breath to steady myself, I headed back to Dylan. As soon as Robin saw me approaching, he smiled at me, then left Dylan’s side to go back behind the bar. My husband pulled me close, crashing his lips down hard on mine in a kiss that took my breath away. I responded just as hungrily, pouring every bit of lust and longing that had been built up during the evening into the kiss.

Our lips and tongues tangled in a passionate embrace, and I wrapped my arms around him, clinging to him tightly. Dylan spun me and pushed me back against the wall, trapping me there while he ravaged my mouth. My lipstick was going to be a mess by the time he was finished with me, but I couldn’t bring myself to care.

He pushed his hips against mine, letting me feel how hard he was, and I let out a soft moan against his lips. The fire between my thighs was raging out of control, and I felt like I would go crazy if I wasn’t filled and fucked soon.

Dylan broke the kiss, leaving both of us panting as we stared at each other with wild, lust-filled eyes. “You were so fucking beautiful out there, Leah. Every movement was sensual, and I couldn’t stop staring at you. And it was obvious how much Cole craved you.”

I felt another blush heating my face, and I dipped my head, hoping my husband wouldn’t see the longing I’d felt for the other man, too. But he gripped my chin and lifted my head until I was looking up into his eyes once more.

“Did you enjoy it, sweetheart?” he asked, looking so deep into my eyes I was pretty sure he was searching my soul for the truth.

“Yes,” I whispered, uncertain if I should say anymore.

“Do you want to dance with him again?” he asked, and the excited gleam in his eye told me he wanted me to. And as much as I wanted to, there was something else I needed even more.

“No, I want you to take me home and fuck me, Dylan.”

His eyes widened with surprise for a moment. I was never usually as bold as that, always preferring to seduce him subtly. But after the sensual dance with Cole, it was almost as if I needed Dylan to take me and claim me back as his. It was a primal instinct that I couldn’t fight.

Dylan leaned down to kiss me again, his tongue pushing against my lips until they parted and allowed him entry. I sucked on it, making him moan, until he took control of the kiss, caressing my tongue with his while his hand creeped up to cup my breast.

My back arched instinctively, pushing me into his touch, and my nipple puckered into a hard little bud in response. He squeezed my flesh roughly, being much less gentle than usual, and I gasped into his mouth. I knew other people could see us, but in that moment, the only thing I cared about was the lust coursing through my body, and the way Dylan’s touch made me feel.

He pulled away again, but continued groping my breast, sending little tendrils of pleasure through me each time his palm brushed against my nipple.

“I think we should go before I lose all control and fuck you right here in front of everybody.”

I nodded my head and let him lead me out of the club.
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Chapter Four
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Dylan:

I pulled Leah towards our car, and held the door open for her while she jumped in, before getting into the driver’s side myself. Within moments, I was on the road home, driving as quickly as I thought I could go without getting into a crash. I couldn’t stop thinking about how beautiful and sexy she’d looked in the arms of the big, dark-skinned man. Their bodies had moved together in perfect synchronicity, leading me to wonder how they would move together without any clothes acting as a barrier.

My dick was rock hard, pressing against the thick cotton of my slacks in a way that was growing more and more uncomfortable by the minute. I needed to be inside her. Soon. I wanted to feel her perfect little pussy wrapped around my cock, milking it until she’d drained me completely.

Suddenly, I felt Leah’s hand on my thigh, so high up that her fingertips were almost touching the bulge in my pants. I turned to look at her briefly, taking note of the wild lust burning in her eyes before turning my attention back to the road ahead of me.

“I want your cock,” she whimpered, gliding her hand higher until it was covering my throbbing dick.

I let out a groan. Fuck, I had no idea what had got into Leah tonight, but I sure as hell liked it. Don’t get me wrong, I loved her usual coy style of seduction too, but this blatantly slutty approach was also fucking hot. My cock twitched with her touch, and she wrapped her hand around me through my pants. It felt so damn good I had to fight the urge to close my eyes and let my head fall back.

“God, I don’t think I can wait until we get home, Leah. I need your mouth on me, sweetheart.”

Leah gasped softly. “You mean here? In the car?”

But she didn’t give me a chance to respond before she began frantically opening the button and zip on my slacks, working to free my dick. It sprung free, almost hitting the steering wheel in its eagerness to get some attention.

I pushed my seat back a little to give her some more room, and she bent over to instantly take my cock into her mouth. An intense pleasure moved through me as she enveloped my throbbing shaft in the wet heat of her mouth. My natural instinct was to start thrusting my hips, to fuck her willing mouth, but there was no way I could do that safely while driving.

Usually Leah loved to take her time when giving me head, licking and kissing my rock hard flesh before starting to suck. But tonight, she was sucking desperately from the start, making me feel so damn good I was almost seeing stars.

Placing a hand on the back of her head, I helped her take my dick deeper until it was pushing into her tight throat and she was choking on it. She quickly recovered, sliding her lips all the way down to the base so that every fucking inch was inside her. I could feel my balls tightening against my body as my climax approached. I just needed to hold on a little longer, though. Home was only a minute away.

I moved my hand back to the steering wheel, letting Leah control the pace while I focused on getting us home safely. God, even without my help, she was sucking frantically, as if she was desperate for my cock. I’d never seen her like this, and even in my lust-addled state, I had to wonder if it was because her time with Cole had aroused her so much.

After pulling up in the driveway, I switched off the engine and pushed my seat all the way back. I didn’t care if one of our neighbours might see us. I just needed her too badly to worry about that. With both hands on the back of her head, I pumped my hips, fucking her mouth for a few seconds before pleasure washed over me.

Leah moaned around my dick, sucking harder while she eagerly swallowed every bit of cum I had to give her. I clenched my eyes tightly shut, seeing stars on the outer edges of my vision as my body shook with the force of my orgasm.

As soon as I was done, I pulled Leah up off my spent cock and crashed my mouth against hers, kissing her deeply. She tasted of my creamy pleasure, and for a second, I wondered what it would be like to kiss her like this after another guy had cum in her mouth. For some reason, the idea of it had me moaning against her lips.

“Let’s go inside,” I said, pulling my mouth from hers to leave us both breathing heavily. “I’m nowhere close to being finished with you yet.”

Leah’s face grew flushed as two bright red spots appeared on her cheeks. A sure fire sign she was just as horny as I still felt. “Okay,” she said, the sound rushing out on an exhalation.

We both got out of the car and rushed to the front door. As soon as we got inside, I was all over her, pushing her back against the wall and crushing her with my body before we’d even properly entered. I kissed her hard and deep, my hands moving over her luscious curves until I was groping the perky flesh of her tits. Even through her dress, I could feel her nipples hardening, and I pinched at them as best I could through the fabric until she was emitting little gasps of pleasure into my mouth.

I broke the kiss, staring into her eyes. “You were so beautiful tonight, Leah. So sexy as you danced with him. The way your bodies moved against each other.” Apparently, I was so fucking turned on, I couldn’t even speak in full sentences. But the more words that tumbled from my mouth, the more flushed she became.

“You really enjoyed watching me?” she asked, uncertainty mixing with the arousal on her face.

“Fuck yes. So much.” For a brief moment, I wanted to ask her if she’d be willing to do more than just dance with Cole, but I was worried it would ruin this moment if that wasn’t something she wanted. It would be something to discuss later, when we were both fully sated.

“Come on, let’s go upstairs,” Leah whimpered, grabbing my hand and pulling me up the stairs behind her. In this position, I had the perfect view of her rounded ass swaying side to side as she walked ahead of me. The dress was short, barely covering the lower part of her ass cheeks, and I thought of how all the other men tonight must have got a bit of an eyeful of my wife. Surprisingly, that had my cock twitching slightly, already slowly coming back to life after my orgasm.

Once we were in the bedroom, Leah placed her hands on my chest and pushed gently, guiding me back onto the bed. I laid back as she climbed on top of me, straddling my waist. This sexual goddess was barely recognisable from my usually sweet and timid wife. Something had happened tonight to turn her into a wild animal, but I sure as hell wasn’t complaining. This woman was mine, and everything about her drove me crazy with lust.

Leah reached behind her back to unzip her dress, then she pulled the garment off over her head. I moaned as I watched her, running my hands up her sides until I was cupping her breasts again. I was having trouble keeping my hands off her, but the way she arched her back as if to offer me her fucking perfect tits made me think she didn’t mind.

A growl emerged from somewhere deep inside me as I curled my fingers and gripped the flimsy lace of her bra, using it to pull her down on top of me. With quick movements, I reached behind her to unclasp the bra, pulling it off before throwing it onto the floor. I cupped her tits again, massaging them roughly in the palms of my hands, enjoying the way her moans filled the room.

I let out a moan of my own as Leah began moving on top of me, grinding herself against my thigh. Even through my pants and her little lace panties, I could feel the heat emanating from her cunt. My dick twitched again, growing harder and no doubt wanting to be buried deep in that slick heat between her thighs.

Leah reached between our bodies to unfasten my pants once more, and to gently work my cock out of my slacks.

“I need you inside me,” she whimpered. Leah stroked her hand up and down my cock until I was fully hard, then pulled her panties to the side and slowly lowered herself down on top of me. We both moaned loudly, and I was suddenly grateful for the fact I’d already cum, otherwise I probably would have unloaded inside her within seconds.

Leah’s soft velvet walls gripped me tightly, and I could feel how soaked her pussy was even though I’d barely touched her yet. I knew it was Cole who had her so worked up, but that didn’t bother me, not when it was my cock she was riding wantonly.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That feels so damn good, sweetheart. Don’t stop. I want you to cum on my dick.”

I braced my feet on the floor and began pumping my hips, slamming up into her hard and fast to make her bounce even more wildly on my cock. Her generous tits moved up and down with her frantic movements, until I gripped them in my hands again, pinching the hard little nipples between my thumb and forefinger.

The hottest little sounds were coming from her, wails and moans as she rode herself to ecstasy. Leah was so fucking worked up that she was cumming on my cock in record time, squeezing my erection in her slick pussy as her loud cries of pleasure reverberated around the room. I gritted my teeth, doing my best to hold back my own orgasm because I couldn’t get enough of seeing her with her head thrown back, her dark hair flowing over her shoulder as she gave herself to me with a wild passion I’d never seen in her before.

Suddenly, images flashed in my mind of Leah riding Cole’s dick like this, moving with wanton abandon as she called out his name while cumming hard on him. Despite all my best intentions, those images made it impossible for me to hold back, and I felt my climax rushing forwards.

I moved my hips faster, pounding into her tight little cunt over and over, groaning as the pleasure swept over me for the second time tonight. With my hands on her hips, gripping tightly, I pumped my seed deep inside her quivering pussy, feeling the little spasms of her fading orgasm squeezing my dick until I’d emptied myself inside her completely.

Leah collapsed on top of me, and I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly to me. We were both panting hard, trying to catch our breath after our frantic love-making.

“That was... amazing,” she whispered against the side of my neck as she nuzzled into me.

“God,” I groaned, feeling suddenly speechless. “I don’t think I have ever felt anything like that before.”

“Me neither,” she said, wriggling a little on top of me. I smiled as my sweet, shy wife seemed to have returned.

“If dancing with another man turns you into such a sexy little beast, we need to be going dancing more often,” I whispered teasingly in her ear.

A soft giggle emerged from Leah. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

I smiled to myself and just held her tighter. Now still wasn’t the right time, but I definitely wanted to talk to her about exploring this some more. The way she’d reacted tonight told me that she wanted to explore being shared with another man, even if she was too shy to tell me that herself yet.
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Chapter Five
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Leah:

Sunday morning started with me waking in Dylan’s arms, my head resting on his chest so I could hear the steady beating of his heart. I remained still, not wanting to wake him, and let my mind drift back to the night before.

Something about me dancing with Cole in the club had driven both Dylan and me wild, and when we returned home, we had the best sex I could ever remember having. Not that it wasn’t always good between us. Even after a decade of marriage, we still had trouble keeping our hands off each other. But last night had been different. It wasn’t just good. It was mind blowing.

A pleasant ache appeared between my thighs when I thought about it, but when my thoughts turned to Cole, I felt my body flush and tingle all over. Surely it was just a crush, right? In a few days, I would have forgotten all about him and things would return to normal.

Or was it that being in a place last night where people who claimed such sexual freedom were all gathered together had made me want something more? After all, Robin and Megan, two of our closest friends, had been having sex with people outside their marriage for years, and they actually claimed it was good for them. Maybe Dylan and I could have something similar.

I let out a sigh. Here I was, experiencing my first crush on someone since I’d met Dylan, and I was blowing thing way out of proportion. It was just a crush. I’d survive if I didn’t have sex with the complete stranger.

“That was a big sigh,” Dylan said, his words still slow and thick with sleep.

I lifted my head from his chest and looked at him with a sheepish smile on my face. “Sorry, did I wake you?”

Dylan chuckled and wrapped one arm tighter around me, while lifting his other so he could rub the sleep from his eyes. “Do you even know me, Leah? It takes a lot more than that to wake me.” I giggled, knowing it was true. “I was just wondering what had caused it, seeing as we’d had such an amazing night last night. I thought you’d be glowing this morning.” He flashed me a playful grin, and I felt myself turning red again.

“It was a really good night,” I said, unable to stop the wide grin from spreading across my face.

He suddenly rolled over, pushing me onto my back so he was laid on top of me. When Dylan trailed kisses along the side of my neck, I began to squirm beneath him. Apparently, I was still feeling needy even after our intense love making just a few hours ago.

“Tell me what you enjoyed about last night,” he said quietly between kisses.

I arched my head back, exposing my throat to his kisses. “The sex when we got home was amazing, love,” I replied, the words coming out on a soft moan.

“God,” Dylan groaned. “I’ve never seen you so worked up before. It was so fucking sexy.”

He pushed his hips forward, grinding his cock against my thigh for a moment to let me feel how hard he was. I slid my hand down his body, gently taking hold of his erection and beginning to stroke it slowly. A shiver ran down his spine, and a low moan emerged from somewhere deep inside him.

I parted my legs and gently guided him inside me, letting out a soft gasp as his hardness slowly filled me. Dylan didn’t move for the longest time. Instead, he held himself deep inside me, letting me enjoy the feeling of being full, while he brushed featherlight kisses along my neck and shoulder. When he did move, it was with slow and gentle thrusts, our bodies moving together with an easiness that was more about the intimacy of being joined than the frantic need for pleasure.

“Tell me,” Dylan whispered in my ear. “I need to know what got you so worked up last night. Was it Cole?”

A whimper escaped me before I could stop it, and I quickly turned my head away from him, not wanting my husband to see the shame and guilt written all over my face. He stilled his movements, watching me for a long moment before he spoke again.

“It’s okay if it was Cole who excited you last night, sweetheart. You don’t need to be ashamed. I love you, and I know how much you love me.”

“I do love you, Dylan,” I whispered, unable to think of anything else to say.

Dylan cupped my cheek, bringing my gaze gently back to him. “I will be honest, Leah. There were some wild thoughts going through my mind last night. Both when I was watching you dance with him and while we were fucking afterwards.”

“What kind of thoughts?”

“The kind of thoughts where I was imagining you with him. Both naked. Your bodies moving together in a much more intimate way than just a dance.”

I gasped in shock, my eyes widening as I looked up at him. If I was in any doubt about how those thought had made him feel, his cock was pulsing insistently inside me, letting me know those thoughts aroused him.

“You... you want me to have sex with Cole?”

For the first time since we started talking, a flush of colour appeared on Dylan’s cheeks, too. “I don’t know. I’m just saying the thought of it turns me on a lot. And I think it turns you on too. I think that’s why you were acting so wild last night when we got home.”

“Cole told me to talk to you about this,” I said, the words so quiet they were almost a whisper.

“About him having sex with you?”

I nodded my head, nibbling nervously on my bottom lip. “He said that judging by the way you were watching the two of us last night that you would probably love watching us have sex. And he said we should go back to the club and find him if we are interested.”

Dylan groaned softly and lowered his forward down to mine, beginning to move his hips again to slide slowly in and out of me. “Do you want to, sweetheart?”

Despite the awkward conversation, I couldn’t help but react to how good his cock felt as it moved within me once more. I wrapped my arms and legs around Dylan, clinging to him as he guided our movements, taking a long moment to think about my answer.

“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I’m curious. I will admit that much. There was something about him that attracted me to him from the start. But you are the one I love, and I don’t want to do anything to risk our relationship.”

Dylan pressed a gentle kiss against my lips. “Sex outside the marriage doesn’t have to mean the end of a relationship. You’ve seen how close Robin and Megan are. If it works for them, maybe it will work for us too.”

“So, what should we do?” I asked, little whimpers spilling out between the words as our bodies moved together.

“How about we try it once? You said you are curious, and I am too. If we try it and one of us doesn’t enjoy it, we can agree it’s not something that will work for us. If we do enjoy it, well, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.”

I closed my eyes and let out a soft sigh. “This is such a big decision, Dylan. I would hate to ever lose you.”

“Sweetheart, open your eyes and look at me.” Dylan waited for me to do as he’d said before continuing to speak. “You won’t ever lose me. Not over this. I promise you that. If anything does happen with Cole, it will be with the three of us going into it with our eyes wide open. And if I find that the reality of seeing you with another man is not something I can handle, I would never hold that against you.”

“So you think we should give this a try?” I asked, suddenly feeling breathless at the thought of being with Cole intimately.

“I do,” he answered with a confidence that made me squirm beneath him. “So long as you want that, too.”

“I... I would like that,” I said, wishing I could say it with the same confidence he did. But the truth was, I was worried about hurting him by admitting I wanted to have sex with another man.

But he didn’t look hurt at all. A wide grin spread across Dylan’s face and he brushed his lips against mine once more. “How about we go back to the club tonight, Leah? If he’s there, we’ll see what happens.”

“Tonight?” I squeaked. “I didn’t realise it would be so soon.”

Dylan nodded. “Tonight. Just think, in a few hours, you might have Cole’s dick buried deep inside your tight little pussy.”

I couldn’t help but moan, and Dylan began pumping his hips faster, slamming into me with the same kind of frantic desire as he’d shown last night.

“I can’t wait to see you riding his cock, sweetheart,” he moaned into my ear. “You’ll look so sexy moaning as he makes you cum.”

“Oh god,” I whimpered, clinging to him tighter while he fucked me hard.

Dylan thrust hard and deep, making me cry out as the first waves of pleasure moved over me. I clamped down around his cock, making the sensations even more intense as I surrendered to my orgasm. My body shuddered beneath him while the pleasure overwhelmed me, drowning me in waves of ecstasy.

He let out a loud groan before his own body shook, and I felt his warmth filling my pussy. I kept my legs wrapped tight around his waist, trying to pull him as deep as possible while he emptied himself inside me.

When Dylan pulled out, I felt his cum leaking from me, dripping down onto the sheets. Then he laid beside me and took me into his arms. I snuggled in close to the heat of his body as I thought about what would be happening that night. Both excitement and nerves filled me, and I was grateful that Dylan was going to be there by my side, through whatever might happen.
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Chapter Six

[image: ]

Dylan:

As we walked into the club again that night, my heart was pounding so hard I had to hope nobody around me could hear it. The nerves were kicking in at full force, and I couldn’t decide if I was hoping Cole would actually be there or not. It wasn’t that I was nervous about the actual deed of watching him with Leah. In fact, the thought of it had been keeping me so turned on all day that I’d ended up propositioning Leah a few more times since our wake up fuck. But how in the hell was a conversation like that supposed to go?

Was I supposed to just walk up to Cole and ask him to fuck my wife? Was there some kind of protocol about how this was supposed to play out? I didn’t have a clue, and that was the root cause of my nerves.

Leah was looking around the club, no doubt searching for Cole, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. She was wearing a red dress that had a neckline low enough to show off a delicious amount of cleavage and a flared skirt that came down to her knees. Her long brown hair was tied up in a high ponytail, with a couple of curls cascading down the sides of her face. The whole look was both alluring and adorable, and once again I was proud as a few heads turned in our direction.

“There he is,” she squealed, before turning to smile sheepishly at me. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get so excited.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. If she blushed any deeper, her face was going to be the same colour as her dress. “It’s fine. Although you might want to save some of that excitement for later tonight when you’re riding his cock.”

As expected, Leah looked at me with shocked, wide eyes, while her face turned a more vibrant shade of red. I knew I shouldn’t tease her, but how could I resist when her reaction was always so damn cute?

I grinned and wrapped my arm around her waist. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s go talk to him.”

Plastering a smile on my face, I guided Leah across the room to where Cole was standing by the bar. I hoped I looked more confident than I felt, because at that moment, my legs were shaking so much I was worried they were going to collapse beneath me.

Cole noticed us walking towards him, and the smile that lit up his face as soon as he saw Leah made me realise I was doing the right thing. My wife deserved to be adored by him. She deserved the world. And I wanted to give her every possible experience that would bring her happiness.

“Hi, Cole,” I said, surprising myself with the confidence in my own voice.

“Hi... ummm... I’m sorry. I don’t think I got your name last night.”

He reached out his hand towards me, and I released my hold on Leah so I could shake it. “I’m Dylan. Leah’s husband.”

“Ahhh, Dylan. It’s a pleasure to meet you. You are an incredibly lucky man.” Before I could agree with him, Cole had turned his attention to my wife. “And, Leah, what a pleasant surprise to see you again so soon.”

Leah giggled in her adorable little way and took Cole’s offered hand, too. But instead of shaking her hand like he had done with mine, he pulled it up to his lips to kiss her knuckles. It seemed like an oddly intimate gesture, especially with the way Cole was looking so deep into her eyes as he leaned down; and my dick reacted instantly, stirring to life in my pants.

Cole continued to hold Leah’s hand as he turned his attention back to me. “Will you let me buy you two a drink, then perhaps we can sit down and talk?”

A part of me felt relieved that he was taking charge instead of leaving it to me to do all the work. Although I supposed he did have a lot more experience in this kind of thing than I did.

“Sure, it would be great to talk,” I replied, “but I don’t need a drink.” I turned to Leah with a questioning look on my face, and she shook her head at me. “I think Leah is fine without a drink too, so shall we find somewhere to talk?”

Cole nodded and pointed towards a table in one of the corners. It was darker there and seemed like a good place for us to have this conversation without anyone paying us much attention. I made my way towards it, feeling strange about the fact he was trailing behind me a little, still holding Leah’s hand while they walked.

Once we were all settled, Leah was left sitting between Cole and me, and she reached to take hold of my hand as well. Watching her, she seemed to be a lot calmer than I was expecting, which pleased me. I wanted her to enjoy every moment of this.

“So I assume Leah talked to you about the conversation she and I had last night? About how you might be interested in watching me have sex with your wife?” Cole moved straight to the point, and I was grateful for that. For the entire drive here, I’d been running over a possible script in my head of what to say to him, and by the time we’d arrived, I still hadn’t come up with anything decent.

“I... ummm... yes, she did talk to me about that,” I responded, still feeling a little awkward. “We’ve talked about it, and we’ve decided that’s definitely something we’d be interested in.”

Cole smiled widely at the news, before leaning closer to Leah and pressing a kiss to her flushed cheek. Even though it was such a small gesture, I couldn’t wipe the image from my mind, even after Cole had relaxed back into his chair. “I’m very happy to hear that. I was hoping the two of you would return.”

“So, it’s something you’re interested in, too?” I asked. It looked pretty obvious to me he wanted Leah, but a part of me needed to hear him say it.

“Hell, yeah,” he answered. “Who wouldn’t want to spend some time with this beauty?”

Cole stroked his fingers gently up and down Leah’s bare arm, and I could hear the soft whimpers it created even over the music. She looked over at me, almost as if she was looking for permission, and I gave her an encouraging nod.

As I watched, Leah leaned in closer to Cole, tilting her head back so their lips would meet at the perfect angle. For a moment, it was as if time stopped still as their mouths came together, then suddenly there was a flurry of movement. Cole moved his hand up to her hair, gripping the base of her ponytail so he could tilt her head even more, while he parted her lips with his tongue, changing the kiss from a chaste one to a deep and passionate one.

I heard a deep moan, and it took me a second to realise it had come from me. Seeing Leah up close as she kissed another man was one of the most sensual experiences of my life. Their lips and tongues moved together as if they’d done this a million times before. Yet it was their first kiss, and it must have felt good judging by the little whimpers that were flowing freely from my wife.

My dick was rock hard, pressing against my pants with each throb. Without thinking about what I was doing, I reached down and began rubbing it through my clothing, sealing my lips tight together so I wouldn’t end up moaning loudly.

When Cole pulled back, breaking the kiss, I was almost disappointed. Actually, fuck that, I was disappointed. I needed to see him take her hard and give her the pleasure I knew she would be craving after a kiss like that. Leah was panting hard, staring at her new lover with lust drunk eyes, and I swear I had never seen her looking so beautiful.

After a moment, Leah remembered where she was, and she turned to look at me with a hint of caution in her expression. I could imagine how she was feeling. I knew she was worried about hurting me with this. To reassure her, I leaned forward and kissed her lips hard.

“You are so perfect, sweetheart. So fucking beautiful.”

Leah whimpered. “You liked that?” she asked, apparently still needing more reassurance.

“I didn’t just like it,” I replied. “I loved it. And I would love to see even more.”

“Would you two like to come back to my place?” Cole asked. “It’s not far from here.”

Leah and I were still staring at each other. “Is that what you want?” she asked me breathlessly.

“It is,” I answered quickly, without the slightest hint of hesitation.

She smiled at me, then turned to Cole. “We’d like that. Let’s go.”
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Chapter Seven
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Leah:

The walk back to Cole’s place went quickly, as my mind whirled with a million thoughts of what was about to happen. I was really going to fuck another man. While my husband watched. When I’d left the house last night, before entering Robin’s new club, I would never have dreamed that something like this was going to happen, but something about it felt strangely right. I couldn’t even describe why. It was just this feeling deep inside me that this was the path Dylan and I were destined to take.

Cole was still holding my hand in his, the warmth emanating from him to surround my hand and creep up my arm, filling my body with a tingling sense of his closeness. Every now and then, I would find myself looking down at where our hands joined, admiring the contrast of his darkness against my pale skin. For a moment, I imagined what it would be like to undress him, slowly revealing more and more of his ebony skin, and a shiver of longing ran down my spine.

“Here we are,” he said after a few minutes, leading us towards a detached house with a small front yard that looked well kept.

“Nice place,” Dylan said, and I noticed a slight tremor in his voice. He sounded nervous, but when I turned to look at him, he flashed me a reassuring smile.

“Thanks,” Cole replied, fishing his keys out of his pocket with his free hand, then reluctantly letting go of me so he could unlock the front door.

He led us into his home, and I noticed how clean and tidy the place was. For a moment, I found myself wondering if there was a woman in his life, then quickly shook that thought away. I’m sure that if he was married or seeing someone, he would have told us.

Cole took hold of my hand again, then turned to face me and my husband. “Would you like a drink first, or would you like to go straight upstairs?”

“Can we just go upstairs, please?” I asked quickly, before feeling my face turn bright red. I hadn’t meant to sound so eager, but I was excited about this next step the three of us were about to take together.

Dylan chuckled beside me, placing his hand on my waist. “I would like that, too.

“Let’s go then.”

Cole grinned at us both and began walking up the stairs, leaving us trailing behind him. I couldn’t help but admire his firm ass as I followed him, and I couldn’t wait to find out how good he looked naked. My pussy was already tingling in anticipation.

He took us into his bedroom, sat down on the edge of his large bed, then pulled me down onto his lap. A whimper escaped me as I landed on his thighs, and as soon as I was settled, he ran his hand over my leg.

“Tell me what you want tonight, Leah,” Cole said, his voice carrying a confidence that was so damn sexy.

I glanced quickly over at Dylan, who had taken a seat on a small couch on one side of the room. He didn’t look upset or worried. Quite the opposite, in fact. Even from over on the bed, the tent in the front of his pants was glaringly obvious.

Cole gripped my chin and pulled me back around to face him. “I already know what your husband wants, beauty. He wants to watch you being fucked by another man. I can see it all over his face. But you need to tell me what you want.”

“I... I want you,” I answered, suddenly feeling shy.

A smile lit up Cole’s face, making butterflies appear low in my tummy. “Do you need me to fuck you, Leah?”

I whimpered, and nodded my head quickly, shifting side to side on his lap as the ache between my thighs grew more intense. The feeling of the hard bulge that was almost pressing against my core wasn’t helping matters.

Cole brought his hand up to cup my cheek, brushing his thumb tenderly against my skin. “Then why don’t you get on your knees, beauty, and show me how much you’ve been craving my cock ever since our dance last night?”

“Oh god,” I moaned softly, as I slowly lowered myself down onto my knees in front of him.

Even though I knew I should be focused on Cole, I still felt a need to check on Dylan to make sure he was handling everything okay. One quick glance showed me he was enjoying it, watching me with hungry, lust-filled eyes while he gently touched his rock hard cock through his pants.

Knowing that he was happy, I turned my attention back to Cole and lifted my eyes up to his face. He had the warmest brown eyes, reminding me of melted chocolate, and I continued to stare up at him even as I ran my hands up his thighs and began unfastening his pants.

After pausing for a moment, I reached into his pants and wrapped my hand around his throbbing member. It was thicker than any cock I’d ever been intimate with, and a soft moan escaped me, quickly followed by another moan from my husband as he watched.

With great gentleness, I worked Cole’s erection out of his pants, letting out a gasp as I saw the full size of his impressive beast. It was bigger than I’d ever imagined, and I had a moment of panic, wondering if I would be able to take it all, but my pussy was quivering with excitement at the possibility of being so full.

“Go ahead, Leah. I need to feel your pretty lips around my dick.”

I let out a moan as Cole’s dirty talk had me squirming on my knees. Then, without hesitation, I leaned forward and slipped my lips down over the engorged crown. My little whimpers spilled out over his hard flesh as I began suckling gently on only the head, teasing my tongue around it. A drop of his precum leaked from the tip, filling my senses with the taste of his essence, and my hunger for him grew more intense.

“How does that feel, sweetheart?” Dylan asked from over on the couch, and his voice was breathless, as if he was close to the edge of ecstasy.

With a lot more reluctance than I was expecting to feel, I lifted up off Cole’s cock, whimpering quietly as I already missed the feel of it in my mouth. “So good,” I moaned, feeling my face grow hot as I admitted that to my husband.

“God, you look so beautiful with his dick in your mouth, Leah. Don’t stop. I want to see more.”

Just as I turned my attention back to Cole, I noticed Dylan working his cock out of his pants, and he was so hard it was throbbing in his hand. I bit back a moan, deciding it was time to focus on the gorgeous man in front of me.

I leaned in once more, dragging my tongue along his entire thick length, feeling his dark flesh throbbing as I lapped up every sweet drop of precum that dribbled down towards his heavy sac. Cole stroked his fingers through my hair, letting out a long, low moan to let me know how much he was enjoying my attention.

“That’s it, beauty. Get it nice and hard, because I need to be deep inside your pussy soon.”

The throbbing ache between my thighs was growing out of control, and I took Cole into my mouth once more, slurping hungrily on his shaft as I stroked my lips up and down his manhood, trying to take him deeper with each downward motion. Even so, there was no way I could swallow every inch of him. I could only take about half his length before I was gagging and spluttering. Instead, I wrapped my hand around his base and stroked in time with the movement of my lips, enjoying the low moans that my attention coaxed from him.

Cole’s cock was throbbing in my hand, the taste of his precum growing stronger as he leaked more and more in my mouth. He leaned backwards, placing both his hands on the bed behind him so he could move his hips, moving gently in and out of my mouth. My moans flowed around him, the sounds muffled by his hard flesh.

Dylan’s moans were almost as loud as Cole’s, and I wished I could watch him as he stroked himself. That was a sight which had always driven me wild, but tonight, I was focused on our new friend. It might be the only night I got with him, and I wanted to make the most of it.

I sucked desperately, already addicted to the feel of Cole’s thick meat between my lips. Each pulse of his flesh created an answering quiver in my pussy. There was no denying the fact that my body ached for him.

Just when I thought he was about to explode in my mouth, I lifted my head, letting his cock slip from between my lips with a loud pop. Cole groaned loudly while his erection continued to pulse insistently against my lips. I licked and kissed along his length for a few moments, enjoying the feel of his velvet-soft skin against my lips.

“I need you inside me, Cole,” I whimpered, feeling too wanton now to be shy about my desire.

He gripped my arm gently and helped me to my feet, before unzipping my dress and pushing the garment off my shoulders until it pooled on the floor around my feet. I stepped out of it, moving closer to Cole as I began unbuttoning his shirt, slowly revealing more and more of his deliciously dark skin. I couldn’t resist the urge to lean in and brush my lips against his chest, feeling the rapid beating of his heart beneath my lips.

Soon enough, we were both completely naked, and Cole ran his hand up my side to cup my breast. My nipple was already hard as a pebble, and his touch created an intense tingle in the little bud that shot straight down to my pussy.

“You are so beautiful, Leah,” he said, his words escaping on a low moan. “I need to be inside you, but first, I need to get you ready for my cock.”

He pushed me back gently, guiding me to lie on his bed. As soon as I was on my back, he gripped my legs in his strong hands and pushed them apart, baring my wet pussy to his hungry gaze. Cole licked his lips, and I couldn’t control the little whimpers that flowed from me.

“I think it’s safe to say you are already wet enough for me, beauty, but I still want to play with this pretty pussy of yours for a while first.”

The haze of need was so intense that all I could do was nod my head vigorously, letting Cole know he could do whatever he wanted with me. One look over at Dylan showed me he was enjoying this just as much as I was. He was wild and wide-eyed, pumping his cock frantically in his fist. The sight of him caused an instant quiver between my thighs, and I had no doubt I would need him just as desperately as I’d needed him last night by the time Cole was finished with me.

A warm wet tongue dragged along my wet slit, bringing my attention back to Cole. My body jolted as sparks of pleasure shot through me, making my back arch up off the bed. Then I felt two fingers pressing at my opening, stretching me open as Cole filled me with those digits. He pumped them in and out of me, fucking me slowly at first, then building up the pace until I was moaning and writhing with my need for release.

“Oh god,” I groaned, moving my hips in a wanton motion as I tried to get myself off on his fingers.

“No, you don’t,” Cole growled, pulling his fingers slowly from my dripping pussy. “When you cum tonight, it’s going to be on my cock, Leah. Are you ready for my cock?”

“Yes, Cole,” I moaned shamelessly. “I need your cock so badly.”

Something about that must have pushed Dylan over the edge, and his moans filled the room. I turned my head towards him just in time to see ropes of cum shooting up over his shirt, leaving milky white splatters over the black material.

Cole gave me a moment to finish watching my husband before he gently pressed the fat head of his cock against my wet hole. Even that was enough to make me cry out in pleasure and beg him for more.

“Please, Cole, more. Please.” I repeated the words over and over, my moans growing louder as he sank inside me inch by inch. By the time he was fully inside me, the begging had stopped, as I lost the ability to even speak for a moment.

With more gentleness than I’d expected, he began pumping his hips, moving in and out of me slowly. He was so wide that he stretched me further than I’d ever been stretched before, but it felt so damn good. The engorged head rubbed against my inner walls in a way that quickly sent a fire of need surging through my body. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long until I was cumming on his cock, exactly as he’d told me he wanted.

Cole lowered his body down on top of mine, holding himself up with his elbows on either side of my head. I wrapped my arms around him, unable to resist reaching down to that perfect ass I’d been admiring on my way up the stairs, gripping the firm cheeks so I could pull him deeper inside me.

My loud moans filled the room while my body stretched to accommodate Cole’s girth. The pleasure was so intense it was hard to catch my breath, and each slow draw of his cock against the sensitive spot deep inside me caused a shiver down my spine. My pussy tightened around him, feeling an orgasm building quickly, and I moved beneath him, working myself against his cock in all the ways that felt good.

I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye and turned to see Dylan moving over to the bed. He’d already tucked his cock back into his pants, and he looked a lot calmer now that he’d taken care of his needs. My husband crouched down beside the bed and stroked my hair, whispering in my ear.

“God, I’ve never wanted you so badly, sweetheart. You are so beautiful. So sexy.”

As his words filled my ears, Cole leaned down to press his lips against mine in a passionate kiss. He began pumping his hips faster, slamming into me with more force each time until I was right on the brink, my body trembling as I got closer to my release.

Dylan continued stroking my hair, letting me know he was close as I became overwhelmed with sensations.

“That’s it, sweetheart. Let go. Cum for Cole.”

My husband’s encouragement was enough to push me over the edge, helping me surrender to the pleasure of Cole’s cock. My body shuddered as my orgasm swept over me and consumed me completely, while my moans flowed against his lips. Cole swallowed my sounds of pleasure greedily; then he lifted his head and let out a roar as he filled me with his cum.

When he was spent, Cole collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, and I held him close while I turned to look at my husband. Dylan smiled at me, before leaning to kiss me tenderly. I melted into the moment, feeling happier than I’d ever imagined I could after our new sexual adventure.
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Chapter Eight
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Dylan:

The drive home after our evening with Cole was a quiet one, with both of us lost in our thoughts. Although Leah kept her hand on my thigh the entire way home. I didn’t mind, though. I craved the closeness with her after such an emotionally intense evening.

When we got inside our home, I noticed Leah was pale.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” I asked, pulling her in close to me for a hug. She nodded, unable to meet my gaze, and I began to worry. I pressed a gentle kiss against her forehead. “Tell me what’s wrong, Leah. Please.”

The last thing I wanted was for her to regret what had happened, although I’d known it was a possibility all along that either one of us might feel that way. Or maybe even both of us.

“You aren’t mad at me, are you?” she asked in a voice so quiet I had to strain to hear her.

“Of course not, Leah,” I answered quickly. “I loved it.”

“But you were so quiet in the car. I thought you must be mad.”

I could see tears glistening in her eyes, and I held her closer. “No, sweetheart. I was just lost in my thoughts. All I could think about was the sight of you on your knees sucking his cock. You looked so hot, and it made me crave your mouth on me so badly.”

Leah looked up at me, the tears gone, only to be replaced with a curious expression on her face.. “It did?”

I chuckled and nodded. “Yeah. I mean, I always crave your mouth, Leah, but definitely more so than usual tonight.” With my eyes locked on hers, I cupped her cheek in my hand and brushed my thumb along her lush lower lip.

With the barest hint of a grin curling the corners of her mouth, Leah flicked her tongue against my thumb before sucking it into her mouth. A loud growl rumbled up from somewhere deep inside me, but the sound quickly morphed into a moan as she reached into my pants to take hold of my dick. It twitched in her hand, coming back to life after the intense orgasm I’d had at Cole’s place.

“Well, I want to take care of that need for you, Dylan.”

As Leah held my gaze, she lowered herself down to her knees in front of me, making quick work of freeing my cock from my pants. “Are you sure, sweetheart? We can just go to bed if you’re tired.” Her answer was to wrap her lips around my hardening cock, forcing a moan from me. We were still standing inside the entryway of our home, just inside our front door, but there was an urgency to her greedy suckling motions, and I wasn’t going to stop her.

I closed my eyes, savouring the feel of her mouth on my dick while images from our evening with Cole filled my mind. Leah had been glowing all evening, so happy with the attention from Cole. And while a part of me felt like I should be jealous, I wasn’t. I’d loved seeing her like that, and it had made me even more proud to call her my wife. Watching her enjoy Cole’s big black cock had shown me a new, sexually liberated side of her, and if she wanted to, then I would help her explore that further. With Cole again, or maybe even with other guys one day in the future.

Leah took me deeper, engulfing my entire dick in the warmth of her mouth, bringing me back to the present moment. I hadn’t even realised my hips were moving to thrust in and out of her perfect mouth until I heard her gagging softly. The need to cum was so intense that my body was acting as if it had a mind of its own.

But there was no way I was wasting my cum in her mouth tonight. I needed to fill her pussy with it, just like Cole had done. I pulled out of her mouth, and the way she whined in protest was almost enough to make me blow my load all over her face. But I just about managed to keep control of myself.

I helped Leah to her feet, then lifted her up off them so she had to wrap her legs around my waist. With little effort, I carried her through to the living room and laid her down on the couch. I didn’t even bother undressing us. The need to be inside her was making me too impatient for that. Instead, I pulled her panties to the side and entered her with one hard thrust.

“Oh god,” she moaned out, her eyelids fluttering shut as I filled her.

I had to hold still for a moment, taking deep breaths so calm myself while her tight, wet walls gripped me hard. She was so fucking wet, and it took me a moment to realise it wasn’t all from her. Leah was still filled with Cole’s cum, and I could feel the sticky moisture coating my dick.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “Why does your cunt feel so damn good when it’s filled with another man’s cum?”

“I don’t know, love,” she whimpered. “But please take me. Make me yours again.”

Leah’s words made me pause for a moment before the rightness of them sank in. Fuck, yes. I needed to make her mine again. The sudden need to claim her body back after another man had used it took hold of me, unleashing some kind of primal desire deep within.

I began moving my hips, taking her roughly as I surrendered to that animalistic urge. My cock was throbbing inside her as I slammed it deep over and over, feeling her inner walls squeezing around me as she got closer to her own release. The wet, sloppy sounds that filled the air each time I thrust into her were a reminder that she was filled with another man’s cum, and that only drove me even more wild.

Leah cried out with each hard forward motion of my hips, her body trembling as she got closer to that edge while she gripped my ass and pulled me deeper. The image of her pale hands on Cole’s ebony ass earlier in the evening filled my mind, everything reminding me of how perfect she had been when another man was taking her.

It all became too much for me, and I felt that familiar tension in the pit of my stomach as I got ready to fill her with her second load of cum for the evening.

“Cum for me,” I grunted out between gritted teeth. I needed her to cum with me, to know that I pleased her just as much as Cole had.

Leah stilled beneath me for a moment, before her body shuddered and her piercing cry filled the air. Her cunt walls squeezed even more tightly, quivering around my dick in a way that had me seeing stars. I let out a long moan as my dick erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum while her spasming walls milked every drop from me.

After our orgasms had faded, I laid on top of her for the longest time, until our breathing had steadied and our heartbeats had slowed.

“I love you, Leah,” I whispered into her ear.

“I love you too. Dylan, are we going to... No, never mind.”

“What is it?” I asked, my curiosity piqued.

“Are we going to... do that again?”

Even though I knew what she meant, I couldn’t resist teasing her. “Well, not quite yet. I’m going to need some time to recover before I’m ready to go again.”

Leah laughed and shook her head. “I didn’t mean that! Although, let me know when you are ready again, please.” She giggled and that adorable blush spread across her face again. “I meant what happened with Cole.”

I stroked her cheek gently, enjoying the warmth emanating from her soft skin. “Would you like to do it again?” I asked. “After all, if you don’t enjoy it, then it definitely shouldn’t happen again?”

She hesitated for the longest time, and I already knew what her silence meant. If she didn’t like it, she would have no problem telling me. The fact that she was struggling to say the words meant she wanted more of Cole. And the knowledge of that caused a tingling warmth in my dick, although that was the best he could manage after two orgasms already tonight.

I waited patiently, continuing to stroke her cheek in the hope that it would soothe her.

“I did like it,” she said eventually, her voice coming out as a whisper.

“Good,” I said, smiling down at her. “I wanted you to love every single moment of it. It was honestly such a sexy experience watching you with him, and I know I want more of that if you do.”

Leah nodded her head gently, gazing off into space as if lost in thought. “But isn’t this weird?” she asked.

I chuckled and shrugged. “Honestly, part of me wonders about that too, sweetheart. But I’m not too worried. I guess having a best friend who has been involved in open relationships for almost the whole time I’ve known him has given me the attitude that so long as everyone involved is a consenting adult, then we can do what we want.”

She was nibbling on her lower lip as she continued to stare into space. Then her eyes snapped back to mine. “Are you going to want to have sex with other women?”

The question surprised me, mostly because the thought hadn’t even entered my head. Although I could see why she’d asked, given that both Robin and Megan were sexually active with other people. Did I want that, though? I mulled it over for a few long moments before shaking my head.

“No, sweetheart. I have got no interest at all in fucking anyone else. The fun for me in all this is being able to watch you let go and enjoy yourself. You are the only woman I need.”

Although she hid it as quickly as she could, I was pretty certain I saw a look of relief flash across her face. “Okay,” she said. “If you’re sure.”

I grinned and kissed her gently on the forehead. “I’m sure, Leah.”

She relaxed then, and wriggled her body closer against mine, and I held her tightly as we laid together on the couch. I honestly couldn’t wait until the next time I saw her with Cole. Leah was the sweetest, most loving person I’d ever met, and she deserved every ounce of pleasure the two of us could give her.
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Chapter Nine
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Leah:

It was Wednesday, three days since our night with Cole, and it was still all Dylan and I could talk about. We’d already decided that we would go back to the club again Friday night to see if we could find him again. And while I’d been worried that my husband would be hurt or jealous by everything that was happening, Dylan was constantly so turned on that he was making advances at every opportunity. Which was why I was starting my shift at the coffee shop today with his cum soaking into the cotton of my panties.

I felt a heated flush creep across my face as I remembered how he’d bent me over the kitchen counter that morning and taken me roughly until I was screaming his name in the midst of my pleasure. Somehow, introducing a third person had made things even hotter between Dylan and me, and I was looking forward to catching up with Cole again at the weekend.

The coffee shop was busy that morning, with a long queue as usual. People couldn’t seem to start their day without a fresh, steaming-hot dose of caffeine. A couple of hours into my shift, I had a feeling that someone was watching me, and it took me a moment to realise that Cole was standing in the queue, staring intently at me with a smile on his lips. I bit my lower lip as an instant flood of warmth headed straight between my thighs.

Despite my best efforts, it became hard to concentrate, and I kept on messing up the orders of the people in the queue in front of him. God only knew what he must have been thinking of me as I struggled to keep my cool.

Finally, he reached the head of the queue. “Hi, Leah,” he said, greeting me with a wide smile. “I usually go to the other coffee shop across town, but it was closed this morning. Must have been fate stepping in for us.”

“It must be,” I said, unable to hold back a small giggle as I fiddled nervously with my hair, aware of people watching us from the line behind him. “So, ummm, what can I get you, Cole?”

“Just a black coffee, please.” I got to work fixing up his order. At least it was something simple that I would not mess up. “What time are you working till today?” he asked.

“I finish at two,” I answered. “But I am on a break in about ten minutes.”

I handed him his drink and took his payment. “Perfect. I’ll go sit down and drink this, then maybe we can chat during your break?”

“Sure,” I said, nodding at him. “I will see you in ten.”

Cole grinned at me, taking his cup of coffee and sitting down at a nearby table. I was aware of his eyes on me the whole time, and it created a tingle of longing all over my body. It was impossible to think of anything other than how good his cock had felt on Sunday night. My already leaky pussy began aching with a need for attention, although I was well aware there was nothing I could do about it at that moment.

I tried my best to focus on work, but the ten minutes still dragged by. It felt like forever until my colleague arrived to relieve me for my break.

With trembling legs, I made my way over to Cole. “Hi,” I said, attempting to sound bright and breezy as opposed to the needy mess that I was. “Do you want to come sit in the break room with me?” I had to admit I was worried what my regulars would think if they saw me having coffee with a man when most of them knew I was married.

“Sure. Lead the way.”

Cole rose gracefully from his chair for such a huge man, and followed me to the break room. It was just us in there, and he stalked towards me until I was backed up against the wall with his powerful body pressing against me. He leaned down, his lips so close to mine that I could feel his warm breath against my skin. My heart was pounding hard, and my entire body was thrumming with arousal. His closeness was a powerful force over me, making me want to sink to my knees and take him into my mouth again.

“I’ve missed you,” he said, reaching up to cup my cheek in his palm. “Do you think you and Dylan will be visiting the club again soon? I can’t wait to be inside you again.”

It was getting hard to think, never mind form full sentences, but I did my best to respond. “We were planning on coming back Friday to see you.”

A smile lit up his face, and I felt my knees grow a little weaker. “Perfect. I will make sure I’m there then.” He pushed his hips forward slightly, letting me feel how hard he was, and I let out a soft moan.

Cole leaned down, taking advantage of my parted lips to kiss me hard and deep, his tongue brushing against mine in a passionate embrace. I kissed him back hungrily, wrapping my arms around him. Tremors of longing moved through me, my body aching for him. It shocked me how badly I craved him, and part of me hoped he was planning on taking me hard here at work.

But he was the first one to stop, breaking the kiss as he stepped back, so we were both staring at each other, breathing heavily. “I do need to get back to work, beauty. But I will see you Friday night.”

“Okay, we’ll see you then,” I whimpered.

Cole kissed my lips gently, then turned to walk out, leaving me alone in the break room. I slowly lowered myself into one of the chairs, still trembling, as I closed my eyes and tried to get my body back under control. Damn it, Dylan had taken good care of me that morning, yet here I was, acting like I was in heat. I didn’t know what had come over me. But whatever it was, I couldn’t wait to get home to Dylan so he could take care of me all over again.
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As it turned out, by the time I next saw Dylan, I was a mess, but for an entirely different reason. After Cole had left the coffee shop, I’d started to feel guilty about the kiss I’d shared with him. Dylan and I had only ever discussed things happening with Cole when my husband was there to watch. But today, I’d made out with him without Dylan knowing anything about it. Was that cheating? Was he going to get mad at me when I told him about it?

I’d got home from work a few hours before Dylan, and I was pretty sure I spent that whole time pacing back and forth.

It was stupid of us. We should have discussed whether I could do stuff with Cole without Dylan around. Or maybe I just shouldn’t have let anything happen until I knew for certain what was and wasn’t a part of the agreement between the three of us.

As soon as Dylan got home, I rushed over and threw myself at him. “Hey sweetheart,” he said, chuckling softly as he swept me up in his arms. “How has your day been?”

He placed me back down on my feet and I stepped back, and my face must have been a sight because Dylan suddenly looked concerned.

“What’s wrong? Has something happened, Leah?” He sounded panicked as he stroked his fingers through my hair.

“I just... I don’t know if I can do this thing with Cole anymore. It’s too much. I don’t know what’s allowed and what isn’t, and I think I messed up today.”

Dylan took hold of my hand and guided me through to the living room, then pulled me down into his lap once he was seated. “Tell me about it, sweetheart? What happened today?”

I took a deep breath before all the words came spilling out quickly. “Well, Cole came into the coffee shop today. I’ve never seen him there before, but he said his regular place was closed so he had to find somewhere else for his coffee. And it was my break time, so we went into the break room to chat, but we ended up making out. So I’ve spent all of today freaking out about whether or not it was allowed, or if that means I just accidentally cheated on you. And I’m so sorry, Dylan. I shouldn’t have done it until I knew whether it would be okay. But he was just suddenly there, and then we were kissing.”

Dylan remained quiet for a long moment, only letting out a prolonged breath. My heart was pounding, and I watched his face to look for any signs of anger, although there didn’t seem to be any. At least, not yet, anyway.

“Okay,” he finally said. “And it was just a kiss?”

I nibbled nervously on my lower lip and nodded my head, waiting to see how he would react. When he smiled at me, a wave of relief washed over me.

“I’m okay with that, sweetheart. It’s Cole, so it’s someone I know, and someone who you did a lot more than just kiss a few days ago. If it was someone else, it would be entirely different, but I promise you I’m fine with what happened today. But maybe we should have a talk about boundaries or ground rules or whatever you would like to call it, just to save you from this kind of stress in the future?”

I let out a big sigh of relief and nodded my head quickly. “I think that would be a really good idea.”

Dylan pulled me closer and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Okay, so I guess the big question is, do you want to be able to do these things with Cole, and maybe with others at some point, without me being with you? And please be honest. We can’t find something that works for both of us if we aren’t honest with each other about what we want in the first place.”

I took a moment to think it over, but I knew in my gut what I wanted as soon as he asked the question. “I want you to be with me, Dylan,” I answered. “I want this to be something we share together. The stress of this afternoon showed me it’s just not as much fun without you there, too.”

He smiled at me, and he looked so damn handsome I felt my heart sing a little. “Honestly, that is what I would prefer as well. A kiss is fine, but the thought of missing out on watching you doing the kinds of things you were doing with Cole on Sunday doesn’t make me feel good. So let’s agree for now that, unless we discuss otherwise, this is just something we will do together.”

“I think that sounds perfect,” I said, leaning in to gently kiss his lips.

“And if at some point, you do find it has become stressful, or just not as enjoyable anymore, talk to me about it, and we can stop at any time, okay?”

One thing I loved more than anything about Dylan was the way he always stayed so calm when I was in the middle of a crisis. No matter how worked up I got, he always knew the perfect thing to say to make me feel better.

“Okay,” I replied. “But I need you to promise me the same. That you will tell me if you ever want this to stop. Because it’s only fun for me if I know you are enjoying it, too.”

“Of course,” he said, grinning widely at me. “I promise to tell you if it stops being fun for me. So, does this mean we are still going to the club on Friday?”

I nodded my head, feeling enthusiastic about the prospect once more. “It does. I mentioned to Cole today that we’d be there then, and he said he’d make sure he’s there as well.”

“Perfect,” Dylan said, the word coming out on a soft groan. “I can’t wait to watch you with him again.”

My face grew hot again, and I smiled. “It’s going to be a fun night, for sure.”
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Chapter Ten
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Dylan:

The second half of the week had dragged by as our excitement for Friday night took hold. And now, here we were, just arriving at Cole’s house again after meeting him at the club. We’d only stayed there for a few minutes, long enough for me to have a short conversation with Robin before we left with Cole. But, truth be told, I hadn’t heard a single word my friend had said to me, as my mind had been too full of sordid images from our night with Cole last week.

As we entered his home again, I could practically feel the excitement coming from Leah. It was almost as if her body was vibrating with it.

“Let’s just go upstairs again, shall we?” Cole asked, having already taken a few of the steps. It seemed he was eager, and Leah was too, if the way she bounced up the stairs after him was any sign.

I couldn’t move for a moment as I watched her, enthralled by the way she was glowing with happiness and excitement. Sharing her with another man was well worth it if that was the effect it had on her.

Leah was halfway up the stairs before turning to look down at me. “Are you coming?” she asked, the smile on her face replaced by a small frown.

I shook myself out of my stupor and made my way to the foot of the stairs. “Of course, sweetheart. I wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

“Okay, good,” she said, the smile reappearing on her face before she turned to carry on up the stairs.

I followed them quickly, walking behind them into Cole’s bedroom before I sat down on the couch I’d used last time. It was perfect. I wasn’t in anyone’s way, yet I had a perfect view of everything that happened. My dick was already rock hard, and my natural instinct was to stroke it, but if I started doing that now, I was only going to cum embarrassingly early. It was definitely best to resist the urge to touch for as long as I could, so I settled back on the couch, ready to enjoy the show.

Cole took hold of Leah’s hand and gently pulled her closer. Even from here, I could see the way her lips parted ever so slightly in anticipation of his kiss, and the way her face was flushed with arousal. I did my best to commit the look on her face to memory, knowing it would be something I’d bring to mind often in the coming days.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all week,” Cole said, his focus entirely on Leah. He acted almost as if I wasn’t in the room, but I didn’t care. I was here as a willing observer, while my wife was treated like a Queen.

“Me too,” Leah whimpered, and her voice was so quiet it was difficult to hear it from where I was sitting.

Cole brought Leah’s hand to his crotch, and I heard the soft gasp that came from her as she began massaging his dick through his pants. Fuck, if I was an insecure man, I’d have been intimidated by the size of the beast he was packing, but I knew my wife enjoyed my cock just as much as she enjoyed Cole’s. There was absolutely no reason why she couldn’t have both whenever she wanted.

“Take out my cock,” Cole growled softly, and I shifted in my seat as Leah quickly did as he’d told her.

With nimble fingers, she worked open his belt and the fastenings on his jeans, before gently pulling out his dick. I couldn’t hold back a moan as I watched the way she handled his thick rod with a gentleness that bordered on reverence. My own cock was straining against my pants, wanting to be let free, but I was going to have to ignore it a little longer.

Leah stroked Cole’s cock while he opened the buttons on her shirt one by one, slowly revealing the pretty red lace bra she’d picked out yesterday just for him. The matching panties she had on under her skirt had been damp before we’d even left our house, so I could only imagine what they were like now. I had no doubt Cole would find her dripping wet once he undressed her properly.

Cole pushed the shirt off her shoulders so it could fall to the floor behind her, then he pushed her skirt down over her hips to leave her standing there in nothing but her lacy red lingerie. He let out a whistle through his teeth.

“Wow, Leah. You look so fucking beautiful,” he said, his eyes roaming over her body in a way that made her flush even more.

“I... I picked this out just for you,” she stuttered breathlessly.

Cole’s face lit up with a huge grin as he brought his hand up to cup her breast. Another little gasp escaped her, and I watched her intently as she arched her back and pushed herself into his large hand.

“Now I feel honoured. It’s just a shame you won’t be wearing it for long, beauty.”

Leah was panting hard now as her arousal took hold. I leaned forward, wanting to see every little reaction she made to his touch. When he slipped his hand inside the lace of her bra, mauling her flesh roughly, her lips parted on a moan and her eyelids fluttered shut the way they always did when she was enjoying something sensual.

I reached down, gripping my dick through my pants, giving it a rough squeeze to keep it under control. But it was throbbing, aching to be touched in a much more intimate way than that.

I’d only looked away from Leah for a moment as I tried to get my cock to behave, but when I looked up again, her bra was on the floor with the rest of her clothes, and Cole was lowering his head to take one of her nipples into his mouth.

The moan that came from her had my dick throbbing all over again. “Oh god, Cole, that feels so good,” she whimpered, as he took the hard bud between his teeth and tugged on it gently.

Leah was still stroking Cole’s thick meat, and it was twitching in her hand. “I want to see you suck him again, sweetheart,” I said, the words falling out of my mouth before I’d even realised I was going to say them.

They both looked over at me, and Cole flashed me a wicked grin. “I think that sounds perfect.” He turned back to Leah. “On your knees, beauty. It’s time for you to please both me and your husband by sucking my cock.”

Leah’s gaze flickered back and forth between the two of us for a long moment before she sank down to her knees. She was barely settled before she’d parted his lips to take the huge head eagerly into her mouth. Watching her pretty pink lips stretching wide around his girth was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, and she stroked them up and down his shaft while her hand continued to move in perfect synch with her mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” Cole groaned as he began slowly moving his hips back and forth, pushing deeper into her mouth each time.

I couldn’t handle it anymore. I quickly opened up my pants and pulled out my cock, letting out a moan of relief as I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking. Neither of them seemed to notice the sounds I made, though, as they got too caught up in each other.

Cole’s head was tipped back, with his deep moans filling the room, while Leah made hungry sucking noises on his huge rod. I could see his flesh shining with her drool each time she pulled her lips back to the tip, and I would have given anything to have her talented mouth working my cock like that. Instead, I would have to make do with my hand for now.

My hand was growing slippery as precum leaked from the tip of my dick, dribbling down my shaft until I was stroking it into my hard flesh. It felt so damn good that it took every bit of willpower I had not to blow my load already.

As I watched them, they seemed to forget about my existence entirely, but that only made the whole experience even hotter. The way they were so focused on each other made me feel like I was doing something naughty and secretly watching a couple in their acts of lust.

Suddenly, Cole gripped Leah’s hair and pulled her mouth off his dick. It was throbbing so hard that I thought he was going to explode then and there, but he somehow managed to hold back.

“Leah,” he groaned, “there is something I have thought of doing to you all week, and I want to know how you feel about it.”

“What is it?” my wife asked breathlessly.

I could already tell from the look of complete arousal on her face as she looked up at Cole from her knees that she would accept. And, even though I was curious about what he was about to propose, I hoped she would do whatever it was as well.

“Does your husband ever fuck your ass sometimes?”

Leah let out a sharp gasp and her eyes widened. When she shook her head, I felt my face grow hot. That had never been something I was interested in, and if I was being honest, I hadn’t even talked to her about trying anal. But judging by the look on her face, I could tell she wanted it. My dick throbbed harder in my hand as I realised my wife had a secretly dirty side to her. Even if that wasn’t my thing, it would be hot as hell to watch her experience it with Cole.

Cole looked my way and smirked slightly, before turning his attention back to Leah. “Okay, but how would you feel if I told you I wanted to take your perfect little ass tonight? Is that something you would want to try?”

Leah looked over at me and I smiled. She seemed to do that often when she was with Cole, as if she was looking for permission for whatever was happening. “If you want to do it, sweetheart, do it.”

She nodded at me, then looked up at Cole. “I would really like to try it, Cole,” she whimpered, and I had to hold back a moan at how needy and sexy she sounded. Apparently, she really wanted to have her ass fucked, and I was looking forward to watching that happen.

“Good girl,” he said, grinning down at her. It was the second time he’d called her that so far tonight, and I noticed the way she seemed to light up with his praise. I made a mental note to myself to give that a try once we were alone. “Take off your panties then get up on the bed, beauty, and lay down on your front.”

Leah quickly obeyed, climbing up onto the bed and positioning herself on her stomach. She even arched her spine to lift her bare ass into the air for Cole, as if she was offering it to him. As I watched, I had to give the base of my dick a tight squeeze, trying to stop the inevitable from happening. My wife looked so damn sexy giving herself to Cole that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to hold back much longer.

Cole grabbed something from the top drawer of his bedside table, although I couldn’t see what it was as he held it in his huge hand, and then he climbed on top of Leah, straddling her thighs. He revealed what he was holding in his hand, a bottle of lubricant, and I moaned again. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them. He was really going to do it. He was going to fuck my wife’s ass for the first time.

“Just relax for me, beauty,” Cole said in a soft voice while smearing some of the lube over his fingers. “I promise to be gentle with you.”

I had to bite the inside of my cheek hard to stop myself laughing at that. It didn’t matter how gentle he was with her; his dick was huge enough to cause at least some discomfort.

Cole reached down, sliding his lubed up fingers between her ass cheeks, and Leah moaned softly. Her eyes had fluttered shut again, and she seemed to lift her butt even higher in the air. I watched as if hypnotised while he moved his hand back and forth, coating the valley between her ass cheeks with the slippery fluid. Then he changed the angle of his hand so one thick digit was pressing against her tight hole.

It was as if all three of us were holding our breath, waiting for the moment when he would first enter her virgin ass, then his finger was slowly sliding inside her. I watched with wonder as she cried out with a sound of pleasure that filled the room.

Watching her excitement about having her ass filled was too much for me. I couldn’t wait any longer. I jerked my dick hard and fast, feeling the pressure rising up from somewhere deep inside just moments before ropes of cum came spurting out of me. My body shuddered, and even though I needed to keep watching Leah, I couldn’t stop my eyelids from squeezing tightly together as the pleasure filled me. My moans were loud as I lost control of myself.

When I opened my eyes, I realised Leah was watching me, her head resting on the bed so she was facing toward me. Although her eyes were so glazed, I couldn’t be sure she was aware of what I was doing. Cole was pumping his finger in and out of her asshole, causing her to moan and whimper in a desperate way I’d never seen from her before. There was no doubt in my mind she was loving every moment of this new experience. As I went back to watching them, I grabbed a couple of tissues from the small table beside the couch and cleaned myself up.

“Please, Cole,” Leah moaned, the words coming out on an elongated moan.

“Tell me what you need, beauty.”

“Your cock,” she gasped as he plunged his fingers deep again. “Please, Cole. I need your cock.”

God, I loved watching her being so fucking wanton. I loved knowing how much she was enjoying Cole’s attention.

Cole pulled his finger out of her, then grabbed the bottle of lube again, so he could smear more of it all over his huge rod. I know I was already feeling a little anxious about how she was going to take him in that tight hole, so I could only imagine how she must be feeling about it. But she didn’t look at all worried. She looked as if she was in bliss simply from having had his finger fucking her, and it was damn obvious she wanted more.

He positioned himself over her so the head of his dick was pressing between her ass cheeks, against that tight opening. Then Cole grabbed hold of the base of his shaft as he ever so slowly pushed inside her. I watched with wide eyes as his cock disappeared inside her, an inch at a time, and Leah looked like she could barely catch her breath as he stretched her wide.

But if I was in any doubt about whether she was enjoying his cock in her ass, her words would have cleared up my confusion.

“More, Cole. More. Please,” she begged breathlessly, until every fucking inch of him was nestled in that tight little hole.

“Fuck,” I groaned, unable to hold back. Leah’s eyelids fluttered open briefly again as she heard my voice, but then Cole started moving his hips and she got lost in the sensations all over again.

He moved slowly at first, letting her get used to having her tight hole filled, then he began picking up the pace, thrusting harder into her. The faster he moved, the louder her cries of pleasure became. Cole’s body was tense, his jaw set in a firm line, and I knew just from looking at him how close he was to filling her with cum. I could only imagine how good it must feel for him with her inner muscles gripping him so tightly.

“I need you to cum for me, Leah,” he grunted through gritted teeth. At the same time, he reached a hand beneath her body, and even though I couldn’t see what he was doing, I had to guess he was reaching for her clit.

Leah suddenly screamed with the force of her orgasm, her entire body shuddering violently beneath Cole as she surrendered to the pleasure. That seemed to be what Cole was waiting for, because his orgasm came quickly then, and he pounded her ass hard as he lost all control.

Time seemed to stop as they gave into the pleasure of each other’s bodies, and I could only stare with my mouth wide open. I’d never seen my wife looking so damn beautiful or sexy, and I had a feeling I was already growing addicted to watching her with other men.

When Cole slowly slid out of her, I watched with awe as his cum oozed out of that tight hole. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I knew your ass was going to feel good, Leah, but that was fucking amazing.”

Leah’s eyes were still closed, and she let out a tired giggle at the filthy compliment. “Thank you, Cole. That did feel so good.”

I grinned as I watched her for a moment longer, before getting up and sitting on the bed beside her, stroking my fingers through her hair.

She opened her eyes and looked up at me, a small smile on her lips. “Any regrets?” I asked, already fairly confident what her answer would be.

“None at all. How about you?” Leah’s voice came out small, as if she was close to sleep already.

“My only regret is that we didn’t try this sooner.”

Cole chuckled at my response. “Yeah, I gotta say I agree with you on that, Dylan.”

I grinned at him before leaning down to kiss Leah’s forehead gently. “So you want to do this again, Leah?”

“Definitely,” she said, her voice sounding even more far away than before. Her eyes were closed and her breathing was growing more steady.

“I think you’ve worn her out,” I said to Cole, laughing softly.

“It does seem that way. You two are free to crash here for the night if you want? There’s plenty of room in my bed for all of us.”

I looked down at Leah, who was now snoring softly. “I think we might have to stay. There’s no way I can get her home when she’s like this.”

Cole nodded and laid down on his side of the bed, on the other side of Leah, while I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her close. Even in her sleep, she snuggled closer to me, and I couldn’t help but smile.

I closed my eyes, thinking about all the sexy adventures that would be possible in our future now that we’d taken this step and Leah had become my hotwife. And I couldn’t wait.
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Chapter One
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Sophia:

I opened the door to our suite at the hotel and stood staring in awe. The hotel was nice enough, but what caught my attention was the large window, and the stunning view of Lake Garda that it offered.

"Do you like it, Sophia?" Ben asked as he followed into the room behind me, carrying two large suitcases.

With a squeal, I rushed over to the window, glancing around as I took in the view. The rustic rustic streets, the rush of people below, and most importantly, the way the sun glistened off the surface of the lake.

Happiness filled me, making me feel like I was going to overflow with it. "I love it, Ben! It's so beautiful here. I'm so glad you suggested coming to Italy for our honeymoon."

My new husband walked up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, placing his chin on my shoulder to look out the window with me.

"It is beautiful," he agreed. "Almost as beautiful as you are."

I giggled and squirmed a little as Ben brought a hand up to cup my breast through the thin summer dress I was wearing, brushing his thumb back and forth against my nipple, causing it to tighten and grow hard with the attention. Tingles spread through me, growing more intense the longer he teased that hard little bud.

"I can't believe it's over," I said. "Almost two years spent planning our big day, and it's gone." A sad ache appeared momentarily in my chest, until Ben began kissing along the curve of my neck.

"I know," he replied. "The wedding day did go by so quickly. But now we have some special time just for us. And then when we go back home, we've got the rest of our lives to enjoy together. Besides, we can always renew our vows one day if you start getting wedding fever again."

I laughed and wriggled back against my husband, eager for more of his kisses. Even though we were only twenty-three and too young for marriage according to some peoples' standards, including my mother's, we had been together since we were eighteen, and I'd been in love with him from afar for at least three years before that. We knew each other inside out, and he always knew what to say to make me happy.

"That's true," I said, nodding my head. "It took us two years to organise this wedding, so I guess that means we'd better book the ceremony to renew our vows in two years time."

Ben laughed and nipped roughly at my ear lobe. "You can't just spend your entire life organising one wedding after another, sweetheart. For a start, I don't think my bank balance could handle it."

I let out a dramatic sigh, trying to stop the grin that was threatening at the corners of my lips. "You just have to spoil all my fun, don't you?"

"I'm afraid so, Sophia," he said, affecting the same serious tone I was. "That is my role now that I'm your husband. I must spoil your fun and demand sandwiches. I don't make the rules. I just follow them."

That was enough to open the floodgates for the giggles to escape from within, and I playfully nudged him in the stomach with my elbow. "You can demand all the sandwiches you like, love, but unless you get them yourself, you'll be going hungry."

He laughed, and my heart soared as it always did when I heard that joyful sound. "That's fair. But what about blow jobs? Can I demand those?"

Looking at his reflection in the mirror, I could see the wide grin on his face.

"No, you can't. Because you've got a nice wife who loves your cock and who will happily give you blow jobs."

I turned around to face him, and he pushed me back against the window. His eyes had darkened, and the hungry look on his face made me feel like he might devour me any moment. With any luck, he would.

A wicked grin spread across his face as he placed his hand on my shoulders and pressed gently. That was all the encouragement I needed to lower down onto my knees and begin working on the fastenings of his shorts. I tugged them down, along with his underwear, and I let out a soft moan when his hard cock sprang free.

Ben braced his hands on the windows as he stood over me, looking at me rather than at the beautiful scenery Italy offered.

He pushed his hips forward, pressing the head of his hard cock against my lips. I opened wide for him, instinctively taking him into my mouth to begin sucking on the engorged head. A moan escaped me as the salty taste of his precum filled my senses, and I began lapping my tongue against the slit, seeking out more drops of his essence.

"I love you, Mrs Fraser," he groaned, pushing his hips forward to fill my mouth even more.

I sucked voraciously on his hard meat, moaning around him as I stroked my lips up and down his shaft. After only being married for two days, being called by my married name still caused flutters in both my heart and my pussy.

Ben pushed forward until the back of my head pressed up against the window behind me, so that when he began to slowly thrust in and out of my mouth, it was impossible to move away. Not that I would want to. I loved the feel of his hard cock between my lips, and I was happy to suck him off whenever he wanted.

I gripped onto his thighs with both my hands, long fingernails digging into his skin. The knowledge the somebody might see us from the street flitted through my mind, causing another little ache between my thighs. It was unlikely from up on the third floor, but just the possibility of it had me sucking even harder on his shaft.

Ben and I had always had a fondness for fucking in places where we might be discovered, and it didn't seem that married life was going to change that for us.

His cock was pulsing wildly between my lips, and I licked and sucked desperately, craving a taste of his cum. But it seemed that he had other ideas.

My husband pulled out of my mouth and gently gripped my upper arm, helping me back up to my feet. Then he turned me around to face the window once more.

"Arms up," he growled into my ear from behind, and I quickly did as I'd been told.

Once my arms were in the air, he gripped the hem of my dress and lifted it up over my head with one swift movement before dropping it onto the floor. Next to go was my bra, and then my panties, so that I was stood by the large window completely exposed.

A thrill ran through me, and I moaned when he reached around to my tits, kneading them roughly and pinching my nipples with thumb and forefinger. Each little tug on those sensitive buds had me writhing against Ben. His cock was pressed against my ass cheek, hard and wet with my saliva.

"Touch yourself for me, sweetheart. I need you nice and wet because I want to take my wife hard."

My mind was swimming with lust, making the most basic thoughts seem impossible, but I obeyed without hesitation. I was so fucking aroused by his touch, and by the thought of being fucked here in plain sight if anyone from the street cared to look upwards, that it was impossible to resist.

I reached down with one hand, sliding fingers along my slit a few times to make them wet before focusing my attention on my clit. With slow circle motions, I felt the little bud swell and begin to peek out from its hood, becoming even more sensitive to my touch. I let out a loud moan, starting to move my fingers in faster circles as the tingling sensations grew more intense.

Ben's fingers plucked and tugged at my nipples, adding to the heat that was consuming my body.

"Tell me what you need, Sophia," he groaned in my ear.

I could feel his cock throbbing insistently against the fleshy globes of my ass, and I rocked back against him, forcing a moan from my husband.

"I need you to fuck me, Ben. I need you inside me."

He dipped his head, scraping his teeth against the side of my neck hard enough to hurt a little, then he placed a hand on my back between my shoulder blades and pushed me forwards, until my face and tits were pressed against the window. With his other hand, he gripping one of my hips and pulled my ass back towards him, forcing me to arch my spine to hold the position.

While looking out over the people rushing past on the streets below, I felt the fat head of Ben's cock stroking up and down my soaked pussy lips, parting them and teasing between them, until neither of us could wait any longer, then he thrust forwards, pushing his cock deep into my cunt.

I moaned loudly, feeling brazen and wanton while stood naked in the window. "Fuck me, please," I moaned.

"Don't worry, sweetheart. I'm going to fuck you so hard all the people down on the street will be able to hear you scream when you cum."

Ben pumped his hips hard and fast, slamming his cock into me at a brutal pace. My body rocked with the force of his thrusts, pushing me harder against the window. The glass was cool against my hot skin, bringing welcome relief, although the way my hard nipples scraped across the surface sent ripples of pleasure throughout my body.

He kept one hand on my back, holding me helplessly in place, while the other hand snaked around to my front, pushing my own hand out of the way so he could take over playing with my clit. My husband rubbed hard and fast at the sensitive button, and his touches combined with his cock slamming into my pussy soon had me screaming out as an orgasm rushed over me.

My body shuddered and my legs trembled as the pleasure filled me, and I was grateful to the window for keeping me upright as my knees nearly buckled beneath me.

Behind me, Ben grunted loudly as he came inside me, pumping me full of his creamy load. He kept thrusting mercilessly until both our needs had been satisfied, then he wrapped his arms around me and held me while we looked out over the beautiful lake as we recovered.

If this was how our honeymoon was going to go, I wasn't sure I'd ever want to leave Italy.
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Chapter Two
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Ben:

I couldn’t help but laugh as Sophia came rushing out of the bathroom of our hotel suite, stumbling slightly as she pulled her shorts up her long, shapely legs. Her hair was still wet from her quick shower, and I could see a bit of toothpaste on her lower lip.

“I can’t believe we slept in so late!” she said, sounding flustered. “We missed breakfast, and if we don’t hurry, we’re going to end up missing lunch too!”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetheart. We had a long flight yesterday, and we are dealing with jet lag. They are probably used to that.”

Sophia paused, taking a deep breath. “You’re right. Of course you are. And it’s not the end of the world if we miss lunch at the hotel because we’re in Italy. Home of some of the best food in the world!”

“Exactly!” I said, pulling her into my arms. I licked the thumb of one hand and brushed it against her lower lip, knowing how mad she’d be if I let her leave the room with dried toothpaste on her lip. Once it was gone, I turned my attention back to our conversation. “But if you want us to make it to breakfast on time tomorrow, you probably shouldn’t keep me up all night begging me to fuck you.”

I grinned wickedly down at Sophia, and her face flushed an adorable shade of red.

“I did not!” she squealed, slapping me playfully on my arm. “You were already hard, and I just took advantage of that.”

“Fine,” I said, laughing. “So the late night was both our faults. Now, let’s go get some food. I’m starving. I haven’t eaten anything but your pussy in the last twenty-four hours.”

Sophia giggled and flushed a little brighter. “But you said you like eating my pussy. You didn’t seem to be complaining last night.”

I grinned and gripped her ass cheeks hard in my hands, pulling her even closer against me and letting her feel how hard my cock was. She let out a soft moan that had my cock throbbing.

“I do love eating your pussy, Sophia. And after lunch I fully intend to devour you for desert. But we are both going to need our energy for that, so let’s go get some proper food.”

She grinned at me, although the rapid flutter of her pulse was a giveaway that my words had excited her more than she was letting on.

“Fine, so long as you promise I get to enjoy my special desert when we get back to the room, too.”

I laughed and took her hand in mine, pulling her towards the door of our suite.

“That seems like the perfect deal to me.”

We headed down to the restaurant on the ground floor of the hotel and noticed that most of the tables were empty. Only a few late stragglers were left behind, most of them enjoying delicious-looking sweet treats.

A waiter rushed over to us. “Welcome! Let’s get you seated, shall we?”

We both smiled and nodded at the man, and followed him as he led us over to an intimate table hidden away in one corner of the room. Once we were seated, he handed us both a menu.

“My name is Dante, and I will be your waiter today.”

“Hi, Dante. Thank you.” I smiled and took my menu from him. Even though he had a thick Italian accent, he spoke fluent English, so it was easy to understand him.

He turned to me, a wide smile on his face. “And can I congratulate you on finding such a beautiful lady, sir? I can assure you that the rest of mankind is very jealous of your good fortune. Including myself.”

Dante looked over at Sophia and winked at her, causing my wife to burst into a fit of giggles. I watched her, entranced by the way she seemed to be glowing from the compliment, and I was certain I must have been smiling almost as wide as she was.

“I’m sorry, sir,” Dante said to me. “I do not wish to cause any trouble, so I hope I have not offended you or your beautiful new wife in any way.”

“Oh no, you didn’t offend me at all,” Sophia was quick to reassure him.

“It’s fine,” I said, smiling at Dante. “How could I be offended when you just made her as happy as you did?”

Dante chuckled. “It seems you two are a match made in heaven. I will leave you alone for a few minutes to decide what you would like to eat, then I will return to take you order.”

He turned, flashing Sophia another wink before he walked over to clean up one of the other tables.

“Well, someone seems to like you,” I teased quietly, grinning at my wife.

She burst into another fit of giggles, trying to hide her flushed face in her hands. “Of course he doesn’t, silly. He probably says that to all the women, hoping to get a big tip.”

I smirked, unable to believe she’d given me an opening like that. “If he got his hands on you, sweetheart, I’m pretty sure you’d be the one on the receiving end of a big tip.”

Sophia squealed and threw a napkin at me, drawing the attention of Dante for a moment. I noticed the way he let his eyes linger on my wife, his gaze moving over her body in a way that told me he was definitely imagining what she looked like under her clothes.

The weird thing was that I didn’t feel at all jealous. I was the only guy Sophia had ever loved, and I didn’t doubt her devotion to me for even a second. But watching another guy undressing her with his eyes was strangely arousing. And it was a reminder of how lucky I was to be loved by such a hot and beautiful woman.

“You can’t just say things like that,” she hissed, leaning towards me over the table. “What if Dante had heard you?”

I chuckled and leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table. “If he’d heard me, he would probably agree that what I said would be the truth if he was given half a chance with you.”

She laughed and shook her head. “You are such a goofball, Ben. Always teasing me.”

I reached across the table to take her hand in mine, bringing it to my lips so I could brush a kiss across each of her knuckles. “Why on earth would I ever stop teasing you when your giggle sounds so adorable and you turn such a pretty shade of red? You knew what you were getting into when you married me. Too late to back out now.”

She huffed and pulled her hand away from mine, grinning at me. “It’s a good thing I love you, Ben, or we might have been the first couple to ever decide to divorce while still on honeymoon.”

“Oh, give it time,” I said, unable to stop myself from giving her a playful grin. “I’ve still got two weeks left to tease you. In fact, without work to keep me distracted a lot of the time, it’s all I have to do here.”

Sophia laughed and picked up her menu, although she kept glancing sideways towards Dante, watching him as he worked for a brief moment before pulling her attention away.

Rather than look at my own menu, I couldn’t stop studying my new wife. Her eyes were bright, and she was practically glowing with happiness. Even though it may not have looked like it with the way I teased her, I was head over heels in love with her. Like the sappy kind of love in the romantic movies she always made me watch with her.

While it probably should have bothered me she was sneaking quick glances towards another man on the first proper day of our honeymoon, it didn’t. In fact, my dick was rock hard from watching her, throbbing insistently. I tried to will it to go down, but my wife was far too sexy for that to happen any time soon.

I caught a movement out of the corner of my eye and saw Dante walking over to the table. As he approached, Sophia smoothed out her t-shirt and tucked a lock of hair behind her ear before looking over at me, her eyes widening.

“What?” she asked, looking suddenly flustered again.

“Oh, nothing important,” I replied with a grin.

Dante reached our table, and I stopped teasing Sophia long enough for us to order our lunch. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way the two of them kept looking at each other, and wondering why the hell I found it so hot.
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Chapter Three
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Sophia:

The constant teasing from my husband, and the attention from Dante, had left me feeling very flustered. So when Ben suggested going for a boat ride on the lake after lunch, I jumped at the chance.

The lake itself was beautiful, and I was looking forward to enjoying the sunshine and fresh air while out on the water. At least being away from the hotel would hopefully mean Ben would stop making jokes about the handsome waiter who’d been serving us at lunchtime.

And sure, I did think Dante handsome. But that didn’t mean anything. I was married, not blind, so gorgeous guys weren’t suddenly going to stop catching my attention. I just had no intention of acting on anything. Ben was the only man I loved, and no other guy could compare to him.

My husband had organised a trip with a guy called Nico, who owned his own small motor boat and often took tourists on trips around the lake.

The first thing I noticed about Nico was how gorgeous he was as well, with his dark skin, chocolate brown eyes, and brown hair that was starting to show a little grey at the temples. What was it about Italian men that made them so good-looking? Maybe it was something in the water.

“Hi, Nico,” Ben said as we approached the boat, a big smile on his face. “We’re Ben and Sophia. We organised a ride out on the lake today.”

“Of course!” Nico exclaimed in his deep Italian accent. “Come aboard and let’s get this show on the road. Or on the lake, at least.” He chuckled at his own joke, and I smiled.

Ben stepped onto the boat first, then both men reached out a hand for me to help me aboard. My skin prickled as Nico took my hand in his, as if some kind of spark had passed between us.

I pulled my hand away from his as soon as we were on the boat, moving closer to Ben, who wrapped his arm around me.

Nico smiled at me, although I had no way of knowing if he’d felt the same spark I had. Not that it mattered. I was here with my husband.

Ben looked at me, then at Nico, but shrugged his shoulders and pulled me down onto one of the wooden benches along the side of the boat.

“Relax and enjoy yourselves,” Nico said, that broad smile still on his face. “Let me take care of you this afternoon.”

The Italian man sat down by the steering wheel of the boat, his back to us as he started the engine and took us around the lake. I stared at the scenery, admiring the view of the colourful Mediterranean-style houses and the mountains behind them.

I let out a happy sigh, relaxing back against Ben’s chest as he wrapped his arms around me.

But it wasn’t long before his hands started to wander, distracting me from the sight-seeing I had been planning to do. He cupped my breast in one hand through the thin sleeveless top I was wearing.

“I didn’t get that desert I wanted,” he whispered in my ear, just loud enough for me to hear him over the boat’s engine and the sound of splashing water beneath us.

A moan escaped me and I squirmed as an ache began building between my thighs. “It’s a little late now,” I said, feeling my face grow hot. My eyes darted over to Nico, making sure he wasn’t watching us while Ben palmed my breast, capturing the hardened nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He tugged the little bud just enough to make me gasp as a warmth surged to my core.

“Maybe I could still have a small taste now? Just enough to help me last until I get you alone again.”

“What are you even talking about?” I asked with a laugh. Although that amused sound soon shut off when Bed slid his other hand in the front of my shorts.

“Just a little taste, sweetheart. You wouldn’t mind that, would you?”

As he spoke, his fingers brushed over my folds through my wet panties, and I let out a soft moan. Once again, I glanced over at Nico, who seemed to be focused on the expanse of water in front of him, rather than what we were doing.

So I spread my legs wider for Ben, giving him access to the wet heat between my thighs. He pulled the gusset of my panties aside to run his fingers through my slick folds, coating his fingers with my wetness.

As I surrendered to his touch, writhing and moaning quietly enough that I would not be heard, I kept my gaze fixed on Nico, watching to see if he might be aware of what we were doing right behind him. His closeness while I let Ben slide two fingers inside my cunt was adding to the arousal.

Ben and I had fooled around plenty of times where somebody might have been able to see us, but we’d never done anything so close to somebody that he could turn around and touch me if he wanted to. What would Nico do if he caught us touching each other on his boat? Would he turn around and take us back? Or would he want to watch?

My husband began to slowly pump his fingers in and out of me, the digits sliding easily in the wet mess of my pussy. He dragged the length of his finger against my clit, making me whimper and squirm.

The fear of being caught disappeared slightly as I got closer to the edge. Or maybe that fear only enhanced the tingling sensations between my thighs to make me feel even more wanton. But I no longer cared how close Nico was. I needed to cum for Ben and I didn’t think I’d be able to stop it.

But then Ben slipped his fingers out of me, leaving me holding back a groan of frustration while my pussy quivered in protest at being left unsatisfied. He brought his hand up to his mouth and licked his wet fingers; a growl rumbling through his chest as he tasted my nectar.

“I think you were about to cum then, sweetheart,” he said, and I nodded.

Ben chuckled quietly. “My greedy wife. Wanting to cum for me even when a complete stranger is sitting only a couple of feet away.”

“Oh god, please,” I whimpered. The ache at my core was overwhelming after the teasing. I was desperate to cum. “Nico isn’t even paying attention to us. I doubt he’d even notice so long as I stay quiet.”

My husband growled again. “Fine, Sophia. I will make you cum. Right here. Right now.”

He slid his hand back into my shorts, plunging three fingers deep into my hot, wet cunt that time. Without even giving me time to get used to the extra digit filling me, he began fucking me hard, making sure that his fingers rubbed against my clit as they moved in and out of me.

My back arched and my toes curled as a sudden rush of pleasure bloomed in my centre, the orgasm sweeping me up sooner than expected.

As my mouth opened on a silent moan and my body shuddered with the force of my climax, Nico turned around in his chair. He paused, his eyes growing wide as he took in the image of us. Nico’s gaze instantly dropped to the spot between my thighs, where he could see Ben’s hand moving vigorously inside my shorts.

But it was too late to stop the orgasm as it crashed over me, my body tensing and shuddering with each new wave of pleasure. I was lost to the sensations, aware only of Nico’s eyes on me and of Ben’s fingers as they fucked me hard.

When the climax had faded, I slumped back against Ben, feeling suddenly shy under Nico’s scrutiny.

“I’m sorry,” Ben said to the other man. “Would you like us to stop?”

“You are a happy young couple on your honeymoon. Why on earth would I want to stop you from enjoying one another?” he asked in his thick Italian accent.

“Thank you, my friend. So you won’t mind if I do this?” Ben asked as he gripped the bottom edge of my t-shirt and pulled it up over my head, showing off my breasts in the small bikini top I’d been wearing underneath.

“No,” the other man grunted. “I wouldn’t mind that at all.”

Nico’s eyes dropped down to my cleavage, the arousal in those dark brown orbs clearly evident. My heart was pounding, and it wasn’t just because of the intense orgasm Ben had given me. Arousal coursed through me as my husband slowly stripped off every item of my clothing, making me helpless to stop him. I stood and let him undress me, while Nico devoured my body with his hungry gaze.

Nectar was leaking freely from my pussy, coating my inner thighs. I was certain even Nico could see the wetness decorating my skin as he stared at that spot at my centre.

Ben pulled me back down onto the seat with him, using his strong hands to push my thighs wide. I let out a gasp as I realised just how exposed I was to a complete stranger.

“And what about you, sweetheart?” he asked, his voice close to my ear. “Do you mind me doing this to you?”

I shook my head quickly. The lust surging through my body was too strong for me to want this to stop. In fact, my greedy little pussy tingled and quivered, letting me know she still needed more.

By now, Nico’s shorts were tented at the front, and he was rubbing at the hard bulge through his shorts. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from his large hands, a part of me wondering what his thick fingers would feel like in my cunt.

But then Ben got down on his knees in front of me, pulling my attention back to him. “I was promised something sweet for desert,” he said, “and I don’t want to have to wait any longer.”

When he leaned in to drag his tongue along the length of my slit, my eyes met Nico’s and I let out a loud moan.
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Chapter Four
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Ben:

Sophia was so damn wet as I licked along her soft folds that her moisture coated my tongue and her taste filled my senses. I let out a loud moan, not even caring if Nico was watching. Let him see how good my wife tasted. It didn’t bother me if he craved her.

She wriggled against my mouth, and my tongue slipped easily inside her while I pressed my lips against her wet flesh as if French kissing her pretty little cunt. Sophia cried out sharply as I licked and lapped at every sensitive place I could reach, and even more wetness seemed to coat my face.

I pulled back from her pussy so I could catch my breath and glance over at Nico. He was hard and rubbing himself through his shorts, staring at my naked wife as if he would love to devour her, too. That only made my cock throb painfully against the confines of my clothes.

“Don’t stop, love. Please!”

Looking up at my wife, I could see the arousal all over her face, in her flushed cheeks and wild eyes. I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen her look so damn beautiful.

Keeping my eyes on her face as I leaned in, I began flicking my tongue my tongue against her clit, coaxing the little button out from hiding behind its hood.

Sophia was gasping and moaning, reaching down to run her fingers through my hair before curling fingers to tug painfully at my scalp as she tried to pull me closer. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. She tasted too damn good for me to consider stopping before she’d made a mess all over my face.

The whole time, Sophia kept looking over at Nico, and it drove me wild to know he was seeing her in all her raw beauty. It only made me want my wife even more than I already did.

I sealed my lips around her clit, sucking the swollen button into my mouth, gently scraping my teeth against it in the way that always made her eyes roll back in her head. She began moving her hips, grinding frantically, her soft folds rubbing against my chin.

With her moisture coating the lower half of my face, I pulled back again. As expected, Nico was still watching her. Except now he had his cock out of his shorts and in his hand, jerking it hard and fast.

I bet if I told him he could fuck my wife, they would both want to do it, and something about that thought made me so damn hard I had no choice but to free myself from my shorts.

“Play with your tits, sweetheart,” I grunted as I began stroking my cock. “If we’re putting on a show for Nico, we should make it a good one.”

Sophia moaned, but she didn’t try to resist doing as she’d been told. She brought both hands up to her breasts, cupping the voluptuous mounds and squeezing them until the soft flesh appeared between her fingers. Her nipples had tightened into hard little buds, and she teased her fingertips over them as she mauled her own tits for our enjoyment.

“Fuck,” I growled. “You are so fucking beautiful, Sophia. Isn’t that right, Nico?” I asked, turning my head to briefly look at the other man.

“I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a more beautiful woman,” he replied. “Please don’t stop pleasuring her, though. If you’ll allow it, Ben, I’d love to see her as an orgasm takes her breath away.”

I nodded before diving back between my wife’s thighs, sucking and licking at her clit in ways that had her writhing and bucking. But I gripped her ass cheeks hard, pulling her towards me and not allowing her to wriggle away from the intense sensations I was creating between her thighs.

After less than a minute of that intense stimulation, Sophia shattered apart, her body shuddering as she succumbed to her climax. Her wetness flooded my face, along with her sweet scent, and I kept licking and sucking until she had gone limp against the side of the boat and she was gasping for air.

I pulled back, looking at her pretty pink pussy as it leaked, her nectar dripping to the wooden floor of the boat. God, she looked so freaking sexy like that, legs spread wantonly as she recovered from her climax, while another man and her husband could do nothing but stare at her.

After watching her a moment longer, I moved back to the bench to sit next to my wife. Even though I wasn’t stroking my cock anymore, it was still rock hard, standing out proudly from my body as it throbbed.

Sophia slid a hand into my lap, wrapping her fingers around my shaft to stroke it. I let out a long, low groan and leaned towards her to kiss along her neck.

“You are a lucky man, Ben,” Nico said, moving his hand up and down his own cock in time with Sophia’s strokes along my hard flesh.

“I am. I couldn’t be happier, Nico.”

I took one of Sophia’s breasts into my hand, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her gasp. But I wasn’t close enough to her for my liking. I needed to be closer. Close enough that our bodies were melded together as one.

So I released my grip on her breast and pulled her onto my lap, with her back against my chest so she was facing Nico. Her wet cunt rested against my hard rod, and with a slight movement of my hips, I was sinking into her wet sheath.

We both moaned, and with no encouragement from me, Sophia started bouncing on my dick. I leaned back against the side of the boat, enjoying the look on Nico’s face as he stared openly at my wife’s tits while she moved up and down.

God, Sophia’s tight wet pussy felt so good wrapped tight around my dick, and knowing another man was so openly admiring my wife’s naked body just made all the sensations so much more intense.

I gripped her hips and braced my feet on the floor before I started thrusting my hips, slamming up into her soaked pussy and making her bounce even harder on my dick. She cried out, her cunt quivering around me as the hard pounding pushed her towards another orgasm.

“Reach down and rub your clit, Sophia,” I growled through gritted teeth as I felt myself surging towards my own climax. But I had to make sure she came first. I needed to feel her clamping down hard on my dick.

Sophia obeyed quickly, and even though I couldn’t see her hand in front of her body, I could see the rapid movement of her arm as she rubbed frantically at the slick bud.

“That’s it. Good girl, sweetheart. Let’s show Nico how hard you can cum when you’re being fucked hard. Don’t hold back. Show him all you’ve got, Sophia.”

Her cunt squeezed around me and her body tensed as a loud cry emerged from somewhere deep inside Sophia. I thrust harder, pushing deeper inside her as I let go with her, my dick erupting inside her soaked pussy.

We both moved our bodies frantically, our loud moans filling the air. Neither of us cared if someone else on another boat might have been able to see us. We were too wrapped up in our own pleasure, and in the pleasure of being observed so closely.

It wasn’t until we were both fully satisfied and too drained to continue that we finally slowed our movements, and I wrapped my arms around her to pull her close against me.

To my surprise, when I looked over at Nico, I realised he was still hard and stroking his dick, watching us. I’d thought he was going to cum with us, but seeing he still wasn’t satisfied even after we’d finished made me feel bad.

“Sweetheart, how would you feel about going to give Nico a helping hand?”

Sophia gasped. “What... what do you mean?” she asked, even though I knew damn well she was smart enough to work out exactly what I meant.

“I mean, would you like to go and touch Nico’s cock to help him cum too?”

I felt a shiver run down her spine as I held her close, and I had a suspicion she wanted to do that.

“But... you wouldn’t mind?” she asked.

“Oh no, I wouldn’t mind at all. In fact, I think I would enjoy watching that.”

“Oh,” she said, before looking over at Nico. “Would you like me to help you?”

Nico nodded and let go of his throbbing dick. “I couldn’t think of anything I’d like more, beautiful.”

As I watched my wife, she stood up slowly from my lap, letting my dick fall from the heat of her pussy, then walked over to Nico. I was holding my breath, wondering if she was really going to do it. Sophia was sweet and sexy, all wrapped up in a single package, but she did have a tendency to be shy.

She looked over at me, and I nodded at her, hoping to give her any encouragement she might need.

With that, Sophia crouched down in front of Nico and reached out to tentatively take hold of his pulsing erection. The other man let out a loud moan.

“God, that feels so good,” the other man groaned, looking down at my wife with an undeniable lust in his eyes.

She held his gaze as she pumped her hand up and down his length, and I couldn’t help but moan. Some sane and rational part of my brain told me I should hate this, but I couldn’t. Not when Sophia looked so damn beautiful. I leaned forward, watching my wife’s every movement. It was impossible to look away.

All too soon, Nico lost control of himself and ropes of cum spurted from the tip of his cock to spray over Sophia’s bare tits. I groaned as I watched, my eyes following the drops of his creamy load as they covered her skin. My wife’s skin.

When every drop had been drained, I squeezed my eyes shut and groaned. Watching that had opened something up inside of me, and I knew I needed more.
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Chapter Five
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Sophia:

It was difficult to focus on the menu at dinner time with the way Ben kept staring at me from across the table. He looked like he might pounce on me and ravage me at any moment. But just because I’d let him fuck me that afternoon in front of some random stranger didn’t mean I was just going to let him bend me over the table in the restaurant at our hotel.

Although I had enjoyed the time out on the boat with Ben and Nico, I thought to myself with a grin on my face.

“Can you please stop looking at me like that?” I said to Ben in a stage whisper.

“Like what?” he replied, the corners of his lips turning up into a sly smile.

“Like you’re about to start doing wicked things to me at any moment.”

He chuckled. “I’m sorry, sweetheart. That’s a very difficult thing to do when all I can think of right now are all the downright filthy things I want to do to you.”

I let out a soft groan and started squirming in my seat. “Well, maybe you could at least wait until we are alone before you start actually doing those things to me.”

Ben’s chuckle morphed into a full laugh. “But why? I thought you enjoyed having an audience earlier today?”

I narrowed my eyes as I fixed him with a steely glare, trying to make it seem like I wasn’t about to burst out laughing.

“I just enjoyed what you were doing to me. It was you who liked having an audience, I think.”

“Oh, I won’t deny that,” he said with a wicked grin on his face. “Something about all the attention you’ve been getting from other men here has been doing something to me.”

“You don’t say,” I replied with a chuckle, while barely suppressing an eye roll. “You’ve been having trouble keeping your hands off me ever since we got here.”

“Hey now! That’s not fair! I’ve had trouble keeping my hands off you ever since we got together.” He chuckled and winked at me, causing a flutter of arousal in the pit of my stomach. “But knowing other men desire my wife is just plain hot.”

Ben glanced over to where Dante was serving a family on the other side of the room, then turned his attention back to me. “I bet he’d love to witness what Nico saw today. Even when he’s working, he can’t stop glancing over at you. I’ve seen it.”

I looked over at Dante to catch him looking at me, and we both quickly glanced away.

“What’s got into you, Ben? I don’t understand why you keep bringing up other guys. And why you asked me to do that thing with Nico on the boat earlier?”

As soon as I thought back to touching the gorgeous older man earlier today, I felt my face start to burn. I couldn’t deny that it had been intensely arousing. But I had obviously just got caught up in the sensuality of the moment after having been fucked by my new husband in front of a stranger. That’s all it was.

Ben glanced down at the table for a moment, fiddling with a napkin, and I watched him curiously. It wasn’t like him to be shy. My husband was one of the most confident men I’d ever known.

“Have you ever thought about doing things with other men, sweetheart?” he asked quietly, glancing around at the nearby tables to make sure nobody else was listening. “You know, more than just touching like today.”

“No!” I screeched loudly, before getting control of myself. I lowered my voice and leaned across the table. “Is this because I touched Nico today? I swear I only did it because you asked me to. It wouldn’t even have entered my mind to do it if you hadn’t said anything.”

Ben nodded, his gaze still lowered, and for the first time since I’d known him, I noticed a flush of colour appear on his cheeks.

When he remained quiet, I started to panic. Was he going to accuse me of cheating on him because of what had happened? This was our honeymoon. A supposedly happy time for us. I didn’t want us to fight.

Taking a deep breath, I reached across the table to take his hand in mine. “Ben, I would never cheat on you. And I’m sorry if it was wrong of me to touch Nico earlier. Maybe I shouldn’t have done. But I was so excited after you’d fucked me and I guess I wasn’t thinking straight. I promise I won’t do anything like that again.”

Ben finally looked up at me, a small smile on his face as he gave my hand a squeeze. “I don’t think you understand what I’m trying to say, sweetheart. I’m not at all mad about what happened on the boat. I thought it was so hot, and every time I think about it, I start getting hard.”

“Oh,” I gasped, not sure what else to say and trying to work out where he was going with this.

“It’s just that I think it would be fun to watch you with either Nico or Dante, if you wanted that, Sophia.”

I stared at him for a moment as I waited for my brain to catch up with that surprising turn of events, and he smiled at me sheepishly.

“You... you want me to have sex with another man on our honeymoon?” I asked, unable to believe I was actually saying such a thing.

“Like I said, only if you want to. If you don’t, there’s no pressure. I just think it would be fun, sweetheart. Something new and exciting to try. Just because we’re married doesn’t mean we can’t still have fun, right?”

At that moment, Dante came over to our table. “Are you ready to order?” he asked, giving me his most charming smile.

The way he looked at me made my stomach fill with a fluttering sensation, and given the conversation Ben and I had just been having, it was difficult to work out if those flutters were caused by nerves or excitement. Perhaps it was both.

“Not yet, Dante,” Ben replied. “Please, could we have a few more minutes?”

“Of course!” Dante replied with his characteristic enthusiasm. “Just get your beautiful wife to catch my attention when you’re ready. That shouldn’t be difficult.”

The waiter smiled over at me and winked, before disappearing to another table. The attention had my face burning, and when I looked over at Ben, his eyes were dark with lust. I gasped softly, shocked by the intensity I saw on his face.

“You really want this, don’t you?” I asked, my voice coming out as a small whisper.

“I do. It’s all I’ve been able to think about since the boat trip this afternoon. But again, I only want it to happen if you want it, too.”

I took a deep breath, trying to stop my racing thoughts. It didn’t help much, though.

“I... I just don’t know, Ben. This is huge. What if you change your mind and you get mad at me for doing that? What if it ruins our marriage before it’s barely even begun?”

Ben squeezed my hand tighter. “It won’t ruin our marriage, Sophia. I can promise you that. We love each other too much for anybody to come between us, and I genuinely believe that.”

With a sigh, I nodded my head. It was true that we had a strong bond, although that didn’t take away the fear that something would go wrong.

“And if I do change my mind at any point,” he continued, “I wouldn’t blame you for that or be mad about it. It just means we chalk it up as a bad experiment and we move on together.”

I looked at Ben across the table, seeing nothing but absolute sincerity on his face.

“Can I have some time to think about this?” I asked. “This is big, and I don’t want to rush into anything.”

“Of course, sweetheart. Take all the time you want.” He brought my hand up to his lips and kissed the inside of my wrist, where my pulse fluttered just beneath the skin. That brush of his lips was enough to coax a small whimper from my lips. “How about we order dinner and enjoy the rest of our night?”

I smiled and nodded. “That sounds like the perfect idea.”

“Good. Now why don’t you see what you can do to catch Dante’s attention?” he said, flashing me a teasing wink.

I laughed and gently tapped his ankle under the table with my foot, then waved over to Dante, who came rushing over to take our order.
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Chapter Six
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Sophia:

“So, what are we doing here?” Ben asked me, a confused smile on his lips.

“We’ve come to visit Lake Garda, my love. Isn’t it natural for us to spend time out on the actual lake?”

I glanced over at Nico on his boat and wiggled my fingers at him in a little wave.

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it, Sophia. Is this because of our conversation last night?”

I took a deep breath, not entirely sure myself why I’d surprised my husband with another boat ride with Nico today.

“Maybe that conversation did play a part in this. I’m curious about what you suggested, and so I thought we could go out on the boat with Nico and just see what happens.”

Ben nodded his head slowly, watching my face. “Did that conversation excite you, sweetheart?”

I felt my face start to burn as I tried to work out how to answer that question. In the end, I decided to go with honesty. After all, Ben had been brave enough to open up about his feelings yesterday, so he deserved the same in return.

“Yes,” I whispered softly. “It did excite me. I can’t promise anything will happen, Ben. But I’m intrigued enough to come out on a boat ride to see how comfortable I feel with the things you suggested.”

My husband smiled down at me and pulled me into his arms, whispering into my ear. “Thank you, Sophia. And everything can move at your pace, including deciding whether anything happens at all. But just know that if you do feel comfortable enough to let something happen with him, you absolutely have my blessing. Okay?”

I nodded, my cheek rubbing against his chest as I did so. “Okay,” I whispered. “Thank you.”

With a smile on my face, I pulled back from his embrace and took hold of Ben’s hand, pulling him towards the boat. He followed, and we both boarded the boat.

Today, Nico greeted me with a hug and a kiss on each cheek. The scent of his cologne enveloped me along with the heat of his body, and I felt a definite flutter between my thighs. And when I pulled back, I knew I must be blushing, judging by the heat I felt emanating from my face.

“It’s good to see you both again,” he said in his deep, thick Italian accent. Even though he’d addressed us both, his attention was firmly on me, and I suddenly found it hard to take a breath.

Then Ben was by my side, his arm wrapping around my waist to give me a gentle squeeze, offering his support. “It’s good to see you, too, Nico,” Ben replied with his usual confidence, holding out his hand to the other man.

Something about his casual confidence soothed me. He was completely comfortable in this situation, with no fears at all about what might happen. If he could be that sure about our love for one another, then so could I.

I smiled at Nico, holding his gaze for the longest time. My heart was pounding and my mouth had gone dry. In that instant, I knew it was useless trying to deny I felt an attraction towards him. It didn’t come close to the soul deep connection I felt with Ben. But it was a primal, physical attraction.

“Let’s get going, shall we?” Nico asked, and I simply nodded my head, unable to speak.

Ben pulled me over to the bench we’d sat on yesterday when we had fucked right in front of Nico, and I cuddled against his side. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the Italian man as my mind raced, wondering what I should do.

But then I felt Ben’s hand on my thigh, his thumb gently stroking back and forth against my bare skin. “Relax,” he whispered in my ear. “I can hear your panicked thoughts from here. Do you need me to help you relax?”

Even though I wasn’t sure what he had in mind, I nodded my head, trusting him to take care of me.

He smiled at me and ran his hand higher up my leg, sliding my skirt up so he could brush his fingers against the front of my panties. I gasped softly as his touch created an intense tingling sensation at my core.

Despite the fact there was no way Nico could have heard from his spot at the front of the boat, he turned his head as soon as the gasp had escaped me. His eyes met mine for a brief moment before his gaze travelled downward to where Ben’s hand was hidden by my skirt.

He turned off the engine of the boat, leaving us to drift out in the middle of the lake, and he walked towards us, sitting on the bench on the other side of me.

“May I?” he asked, reaching out but leaving his hand hovering just above my other leg without actually touching me.

I looked at Ben, feeling as if I still needed his permission, and he smiled at me.

“Sweetheart, if you want it, say yes. If you don’t, then that’s okay, too. There is no pressure here.” He turned his attention towards the other man before continuing. “Is there, Nico?”

“No, no, no,” Nico said, shaking his head emphatically. “No pressure at all. If you would enjoy it, I would love to spend time exploring your beautiful body. But I would never want you to feel as if you can’t say no to me.”

With one man either side of me, both of them being so tender and caring, something melted inside of me. I did want this, and I trusted them both.

I gave them both a shy smile before taking hold of Nico’s hand and guiding it down to my thigh. A growl rumbled through him as he curled his fingertips slightly to grip the firm flesh of my leg. It felt oddly possessive; but then he released his grip and began gently caressing my thigh.

Ben continued to tease my pussy with his fingers, my lace panties growing more damp as I relaxed into the attention of both of men.

Nico traced his hand gently up my body until he was cupping one breast in his hand, squeezing it gently. At the same time, Ben found the swollen bud of my clit with his exploring fingertips.

A moan escaped me and I writhed helplessly as I tried to arch into the touches all over my body. Nico brushed his thumb back and forth against my nipple, causing it to harden and send pleasurable sensations down to my clit, where Ben’s touch already had me trying to grind myself against his hand.

When my entire body was thrumming with arousal, it was hard to remember why I’d been nervous about this. Having both of them touch me at the same time was heavenly.

Nico pulled his hand away from my tit, leaving me missing the warmth of his touch. But he took hold of the thin strap of my dress and pulled it down my arm, baring my breast to him.

“Mmm,” he moaned. “So beautiful.” He cupped my aching flesh once more, tracing the pad of his thumb in a circle around my nipple without ever touching it, making that little button grow painfully hard.

I arched my back, trying to guide his touch to my aching nipple, but he moved with me. A soft groan of frustration escaped me, but then I felt Ben tug my panties to one side so he could slide a finger into my wet sheath, distracting me from the torment of Nico’s teasing.

“God,” he groaned. “She’s so wet, Nico. I think she’s enjoying this.”

The Italian man chuckled. “I should hope she is enjoying it. I know I am, too.”

Nico lowered his head, flicking his tongue against my hard nipple to send jolts of pleasure racing through my body. Then he sucked that sensitive bud into his mouth, suckling on it while occasionally grazing his teeth against it. My moans were flowing freely now while they both showered my body with attention.

Ben fucked me slowly with his finger, making my pussy quiver around him with its need for pleasure. I rolled my hips, working myself against that digit, while Nico continued to lavish my nipple with licks and nibbles.

My entire body was on fire with lust, and feeling more confident now, I reached out to either side of me, running my hands over the bulges they were both displaying in the front of their shorts. The sounds of their moans were perhaps the sexiest sounds I’d ever heard as I caressed their hard flesh through their clothing.

I could feel them throbbing, and my craving to please them both suddenly became overwhelming.

“There... there’s something I need,” I whimpered.

“What is it, Sophia?” Nico growled softly in my ear. “Tell us what you need.”

Despite the arousal moving through me, I couldn’t find the courage to say it out loud, so I would have to show them. I slipped down onto my knees in front of Nico, looking up at him as I unfastened his shorts.

Ben moaned and reached out to stroke my hair gently. “You look so beautiful on your knees for him like that, Sophia. You want to suck his cock, don’t you?”

I moaned softly and nodded my head, while reaching into Nico’s shorts to gently pull his cock free.

Nico grinned down at me. “Good girl. I can’t wait to feel your mouth on my cock.”

A shiver ran down my spine when he called me a good girl. Perhaps because he was older than both Ben and I, by about twenty years, if I had to guess, there was an eagerness to please him, and to earn his approval. The praise sent a rush of warmth straight down between my thighs.

As if he saw the effect his words had on me, Nico’s brown eyes darkened and he nodded his head, giving me permission to please him in the way I desired.
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Chapter Seven
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Ben:

Sophia leaned closer between Nico’s leg, with her hand wrapped gently around the base of his shaft. Both Nico and I groaned when she flicked her tongue against the engorged head of his cock, as if to take an experimental taste. Judging by the whimpers she made, she liked the result of that experiment.

I leaned back against the side of the boat, enjoying the sight of her on her knees for another man. My dick was throbbing, but I left it ignored in my shorts, preferring to focus on my wife for a while longer.

Sophia looked up at Nico for the longest time, and I had to wonder if she was having second thoughts. I know that if I were him, I would have had trouble waiting so long to feel that mouth on my cock. The man must have the patience of a saint, as far as I was concerned.

Finally, my wife leaned forward and took the head of Nico’s cock into her mouth, suckling gently on that swollen tip for a few seconds before sliding her lips further down his length. Nico let out a long, low moan, and my dick twitched as I watched, wanting some of that same attention. 

“That feels so damn good, Sophia,” Nico groaned, as he reached out to her, tangling his fingers into her hair to pull her further down onto his cock. She moaned loudly around him, and I knew she was enjoying the way he took control.

I reached down to slide a hand in the front of my shorts, casually stroking my erection as I continued to watch.

Sophia turned her head slightly, meeting my gaze even as she stroked her lips up and down Nico’s hard cock.

“You’re doing such a good job, sweetheart,” I moaned. “You look so fucking sexy with his dick in your mouth. I know I’m not going to be able to stop thinking about this for a very long time.”

I watched as her eyelids fluttered closed and she began sucking more vigorously on his hard rod, taking him deeper into her mouth with each downward stroke of her lips. Apparently, Nico wasn’t able to hold back any longer, and he began lifting his hips up from the bench, gently fucking her mouth while he kept his grip on her hair. His moans were growing louder, and his dick was throbbing as it moved in and out of my wife’s mouth. 

“Touch yourself for me, beautiful,” Nico commanded, and Sophia quickly obeyed, lifting her skirt with one hand while she rubbed at her pussy through her panties with the other.

Even from here, I could see the wet patch on her panties as she rubbed eagerly over her clit, and I had to hold back a moan of my own.

Unable to resist any longer, I unfastened my shorts and pulled out my cock, jerking it roughly as I let myself get swept up in the sexy scene happening right in front of me. Sophia was sucking almost desperately now, occasionally making herself gag as she tried taking him too deep too quickly.

Just when I thought Nico was about to feed her with his cum, he pulled her up off his cock and leaned down to brush his lips against hers for a brief moment.

“Is your sweet little cunt wet for me, Sophia?” he asked, his voice a low growl. And when she nodded, he let out a moan. “Good girl. And do you want me to fill that wet pussy of yours?”

Sophia looked over at me again, and I leaned down to press a kiss to her forehead. “Remember, sweetheart, if you want this, you have my blessing. One hundred per cent.”

She whimpered and nodded, then looked up at Nico once more. “I do,” she said, the words coming out on a soft moan. “I want you to fill me, Nico.”

He growled softly and reached down to grab the bottom hem of her dress before pulling the garment off over her head. Now she was kneeling only in her little lace panties, her bare breasts heaving as she breathed heavily.

Then Nico stood for a moment, stepping out of his shorts before laying on his back on the floor and pulling Sophia closer. She straddled his waist, and I could see his cock throbbing insistently against her cunt; except there was still a layer of lace protecting that wet hole.

“Slide down onto me,” he growled as he tugged her panties to the side.

I moved off the bench too, choosing to sit close to Nico’s head so I would have the perfect view of my wife as she took another man deep inside of her for the first time. Sophia lowered herself down slowly, letting out a moan as she did so, and I could see her pretty pink folds stretching wide around him.

A groan escaped me, and I jerked my cock faster, feeling the pleasure building up inside me as she began moving on his cock, slowly at first, then building up the pace until she was slamming down hard onto him.

“Yes,” I moaned. “That’s it, sweetheart. Ride him hard. Make yourself cum for us.”

“Fuck, yes,” Nico grunted. “I want you cumming on my cock, Sophia. Let me feel you cum.”

He gripped her hips hard, pulling her down mercilessly onto his cock over and over, driving his hips up from the floor to meet her thrusts. It wasn’t long before she was crying out with an orgasm, her body convulsing with the force of her pleasure. Each thrust created wet sounds as her pussy flooded with the evidence of her climax.

But Nico didn’t even stop then. He kept fucking her hard, slamming up into her pussy hard enough to make her bounce on his dick. Sophia kept her eyes on me, and I felt the connection between us even as Nico groaned and began filling her with cum. His thrusts became even more forceful as he took what he needed and pushed Sophia over the edge into another orgasm.

Their loud cries filled the air, along with the sound of flesh slapping together at a frantic pace. I could only watch as my wife let go completely with another man, surrendering completely to the pleasure he gave her so willingly.

My cock was throbbing in my hand as I stroked it, trying to keep pace with their thrusts. Precum was leaking, making my entire shaft slippery, and I could feel my own orgasm getting closer. Before I could reach it, though, Sophia leaned over to me, placing one hand on Nico’s chest while wrapping the other one around my shaft to stroke me.

The feel of her soft, warm hand around my throbbing dick was enough to make my cock erupt, with rope after rope of cum shooting from the tip to cover the wooden floor of the boat. I moaned loudly, pumping my hips to work myself into her hand, thrusting until I was completely spent.

Sophia smiled at me before pressing her lips against mine briefly. When she pulled back, she lowered her head to give Nico a gentle kiss too.

I let out a deep breath and realised I was trembling all over. That was one of the most intensely erotic scenes I’d ever witnessed, and I had a feeling I would be wanting more of it soon.
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Chapter Eight
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Sophia:

I was grateful once we got back to our hotel so I could have some alone time with my husband. While I’d really enjoyed the time with Nico on the boat, I now felt needy for my husband’s attention. Not necessarily in a sexual way, but I needed to know he wasn’t mad at me. I guess the feeling that was niggling away in my chest was guilt, and I hoped he would make that go away.

Ben took me into his arms and held me close, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead, and I felt a heavy breath rush out of me.

“Are you okay, sweetheart?” he whispered against my hair.

I nodded my head, wrapping my arms around his waist to hold on tightly to him. “I am. But I feel a bit guilty about what I did. Is that silly?”

Ben gently tugged me onto the bed with him, pulling me into his embrace once we were laid down. I rested my head on his chest, letting the steady rhythm of his heart settle my nerves.

“No, I don’t think that’s silly at all, Sophia,” he said. “Not that you have any reason to feel guilty at all. It’s not like you were sneaking off to cheat with someone behind my back. I was there with you, wanting you to enjoy yourself while I watched. Everything that happened was with my blessing. You didn’t do anything wrong, sweetheart.”

I squeezed my arms tighter around his waist, clinging to him like a lifeline. “So, did you really enjoy watching it, Ben?” I asked. “Please be honest.”

Ben smiled and reached up to brush my hair out of my face, then looked deep into my eyes. “I didn’t just enjoy it, sweetheart. I absolutely loved it. It was the most sensual thing I have ever witnessed in my life. And this is coming from a guy who has watched a lot of porn.” He grinned playfully at me, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

We both went quiet for a few minutes, just holding each other as we got lost in our thoughts.

“So you’re not mad at me for what I did, Ben?” I finally asked. Sure, he said that he’d enjoyed it, but there was a part of me that needed a direct answer to that question. And I figured the only way to get that was to ask.

“Not even a little bit, Sophia. I love you, and everything about today was perfect. But what about you, sweetheart? Did you enjoy it?” I felt my face turn hot, and Ben chuckled. “Okay then, I’m just going to assume that blush of yours means you enjoyed it but are too shy to say it. Please do correct me if I’m wrong.”

He grinned at me, and when I didn’t say anything after a few moments, he laughed. “But that’s good, Sophia. I wanted you to enjoy it. Do you have any idea how much I would have hated for you to feel forced into doing something you didn’t want to do, just because I’d said it was something that turned me on? I wouldn’t be able to forgive myself. So don’t be shy about the fact you enjoyed it, sweetheart, because I need to know that you did.”

His words shocked me a bit. I hadn’t really considered that maybe he’d feel like he was forcing me into anything. The idea that he’d be mad at me for cheating had stopped me from realising that he might be dealing with other feelings about what had happened.

I pressed my lips gently to his. “I didn’t feel forced at all, Ben,” I said. “In fact, the way you were both so patient with me was one of the things that made me feel comfortable. I wanted it to happen, but only because you were there with me. If I’d been on my own, I think the guilt would have been too much, but having you with me made it exciting. Because I could see you were enjoying it, too.”

Ben’s lips curled up into a grin. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world, Sophia. Watching you cum as hard as you did for another man was wild. I’ve always known I had an exhibitionist streak, but I guess over the last couple of days, I’ve come to realise I have voyeuristic tendencies too.”

He stroked my cheek gently, before trailing his hand down my side, brushing against the side of my breast for the briefest moment before carrying on down to my hip.

“Watching you with him made me want you even more than I already did, Sophia,” he said, his voice gruff and deep with emotion.

The way he said those words created a flutter of arousal deep in the pit of my stomach, and I squeezed my thighs together in an attempt to quell the sudden ache that had appeared between them. As if he could see what I was doing, Ben slipped his hand between my thighs to cup my mound. I let out a moan and pushed my hips forward, pressing myself more firmly against his palm.

“God, your panties are so wet, sweetheart.”

For the second time during the conversation, I felt my face burn, and I watched as realisation dawned on him.

“It’s Nico’s cum, isn’t it? It’s leaking out to soak your panties?”

I whimpered and nodded, squirming even more against his hand when he let out a deep moan. He pushed my panties down and slid a finger into my soaked pussy, and I spread my legs even wider for him.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “It’s so hot knowing there’s still a part of him inside you, Sophia.”

“But what about you?” I whispered. “I need you inside me, too.”

Ben pulled his finger out of me and grabbed my hand, guiding it towards his crotch. He was rock hard, throbbing in his shorts, and I moaned softly.

“Is that what you want, sweetheart?” he growled softly against my ear as he pushed me onto my back and rolled on top of me.

“Oh god, yes,” I moaned. My hand was still trapped between our bodies, my hand on his cock.

He reached down between us, unfastening his shorts while I continued to caress his cock. I craved it too much to let go of it for long. As soon as he’d worked open the button and zip, I reached inside his shorts, wrapping my hand around his hot, hard flesh to gently pull it free of his clothes.

I couldn’t wait any longer for him, so I guided the head of his cock to my slick entrance, and moaned as he pushed inside me, stretching me with his hard cock. His lips found mine, and I kissed him with both tenderness and passion.

After my time with Nico, I was more desperate for my husband than I’d ever been. But not just in the physical way. I needed to know that he still loved me and wanted me after what I’d done.

Ben rocked his hips, pushing deep into my body with each thrust, his movements speaking of a gentle urgency of his own. I moaned as my pussy stretched to take him easily within me, and I wrapped my legs around him to keep him close.

“I love you, Ben,” I whimpered against his lips.

As if he could sense how badly I needed him, he gripped my wrists and held them down against the pillows, while pinning me with the weight of his body. A shiver of longing ran down my spine, feeling him above me and so deep inside me.

“I love you too, sweetheart. I love you with all my heart and nothing could ever change that.”

Ben began thrusting harder and deeper, making me cry out each time he filled me with his entire length. And soon enough, I was spiralling into a haze of lust that consumed me, keeping me focused on nothing but the way my husband made me feel with every thrust and every kiss.

The pleasure built up inside me until I couldn’t contain it any longer, and I gripped him even more tightly with my legs as an intense climax rocked my body. I shuddered and moaned, while my pussy squeezed around his cock so the swollen head rubbed against every pleasure centre in that tight channel.

At the same time, Ben moaned and tensed above me, and I could feel his cock pulsing wildly inside me as he filled me with his cum. Our bodies moved together perfectly in synch until our needs were fully sated, and then he rolled off me and pulled me close once more.

“Thank you for letting me have the time with Nico today, love,” I whispered against his chest. “It was fun and special, and I’m glad we took the chance to try it.”

Ben kissed my forehead tenderly. “Does that mean you want to do it again, Sophia?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe. I guess.”

He chuckled and held me tighter. “Try not to sound too enthusiastic about it, sweetheart. I might get jealous.”

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “Well, that is exactly the thing I’m worried about, love.”

“Well, you don’t need to be. I would happily share you with anyone who caught your eye, so long as I get to watch you.”

I smiled softly and felt another blush heat my face. “Then maybe it would be fun to do something like that again. Maybe with Nico.” I paused, unsure whether I should say the next part. But I took a deep breath to gather my courage and said it, anyway. “Or maybe with Dante.”

Ben’s eyes widened momentarily in surprise, then a wide grin spread across his face. “Oh, I’m fairly certain I could talk Dante into it, seeing as he seems smitten with you. Leave it with me, sweetheart, and I’ll fix something up for you.”
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Chapter Nine
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Ben:

Later that night, Sophia and I were sitting outside a bar, sipping glasses of cold sparkling water while we looked out over the lake. She seemed deep in thought, and I took her hand in mine.

“Are you okay?” I asked, giving her hand a gentle squeeze.

Sophia stayed quiet for a moment, looking out over the lake that sparkled with the reflections of light coming from the buildings all around it. “I am,” she finally answered. “It’s just that life has been a bit of a whirlwind recently, you know? The last couple of weeks before the wedding were stressful, with all the preparation that needed to be done. Then the actual wedding. And travelling for the honeymoon. And now this, on top of everything else. Don’t get me wrong, I’m happier than I’ve ever been. But it’s been a lot to process, both mentally and emotionally.”

I nodded my head. “I know how you feel. It has been an intense couple of weeks, sweetheart. But at least you are happy.”

She turned to look at me, a radiant smile on her face. “I really am.”

“What a surprise!” came a familiar voice. “Imagine seeing you here!”

I grinned as I turned and saw Dante approaching our table, while Sophia squeaked and squeezed my hand.

“Hey Dante. Want to come join us for a drink?” I asked, enjoying Sophia’s surprise a little too much.

“Is that okay with you, Sophia?” he asked my wife, and she quickly nodded her head.

“I... ummm... sure,” Sophia replied when she finally regained the ability to speak. “Of course you can join us, Dante.”

He sat down in the chair on the other side of my wife, and she blushed an adorable shade of red.

“Okay, I have to admit something,” I said to Sophia with a sheepish grin. She turned to look at me, the corners of her lips beginning to curl upwards a little. “I kind of invited Dante here tonight, so we can chat to him and get to know him a little better.”

Sophia laughed. “Really? I would never have realised that if you hadn’t told me.” She flashed me a teasing grin.

“I guess if Ben is being honest, Sophia, then I should be too,” said Dante, and we both looked over at him curiously. “When your husband told me why he wanted us to get to know one another, I was very intrigued. And excited.”

I heard a small whimper escape from my wife, and she shifted slightly in her chair the way she always did when she was getting excited herself.

Sophia glanced over at me, then back at Dante, before reaching out to take his hand. He gave her a dazzling smile, and I felt a stirring deep in the pit of my stomach as I watched them staring into each other’s eyes.

“Maybe we should go back to our hotel room and get to know each other there instead?” she suggested in a quiet voice, looking to me for approval.

“Only if you’re sure, sweetheart?”

She chuckled softly. “We’re all adults here, Ben. And we all know it’s going to happen. So maybe there is no need for the big lead up to the inevitable?”

I grinned at her, enjoying this newfound confidence she seemed to have. “Okay, if that’s what you’d prefer, we can do that. Right, Nico?”

“Oh absolutely. I do like the way you think, Sophia.”

My wife giggled. “Thank you. Let’s go then.”

She rose up from her chair and wrapped an arm around my waist as the three of us walked back to the hotel together. I dipped my head to whisper in her ear. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Definitely,” Sophia replied. “Our time together this afternoon helped me realise that this is something we both want, so I don’t feel any guilt tonight. Plus, this is our honeymoon, so it’s supposed to be fun, right?” She grinned at me, and I kissed the top of her head. 

“That’s right, sweetheart. So let’s go have some fun.”
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It didn’t take us long to get back to the hotel, and we quickly snuck to our room with Dante. While we were in another country, I wasn’t worried if anybody saw us going into a hotel room with another man because we weren’t likely to be bumping into anybody we knew. But we were conscious of the fact that this was Dante’s place of work.

Once we were back in our room, Sophia wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed a kiss to my lips.

“I’m going to go to Dante now, Ben,” she said, her voice soft, and I knew she was giving me an opportunity to stop her if I wanted to.

But there was no way in hell I wanted that.

“Good,” I told her, with a smile on my face. “I’m looking forward to watching this.”

I stepped away from Sophia and walked over to the chair that was in the corner of the room, and I settled in to watch the show. My wife gave a nervous little giggle as she walked over to Dante. 

“Hi,” she said, giving him a shy smile.

Dante chuckled and reached out to my wife, gently holding her waist and pulling her towards him. My wife melded her body against his, wrapping her arms around his neck and guiding his head down to hers so their lips could meet.

My dick pulsed inside my pants as I watched them. It was a slow and sensual kiss, their lips and tongues moving together in a way that soon had Sophia moaning. It was such a fucking sexy sound, although I knew it was only the beginning.

Dante glided a hand up the side of her body, cupping her breast gently in his palm. She arched her spine, showing how eager she was for his touch by pushing herself more firmly into his palm. He moaned and broke the kiss, cupping both of her voluptuous tits in his hands and squeezing them together.

After taking a moment to admire the way a generous amount of cleavage spilled out over the low neckline of her dress, Dante dipped his head and began licking and kissing along the deep valley of her cleavage.

Sophia dropped her head back, letting out a long, low moan as she enjoyed the other man’s touch, and I had to reach down to grip my rock hard cock through my pants as I watched. Every little thing my wife did always happened with a natural sensuality that I wasn’t even sure she realised she possessed. I could happily watch her like this for the rest of my life.

With fervent touches, Dante tugged the dress down lower, and Sophia’s perfect breasts spilled out over the top. As soon as they were free, the Italian man brought his mouth to her nipple, sucking urgently on the hard little bud. I groaned as I saw a shiver of pleasure run down my wife’s spine, and I gripped my cock tighter through my pants, knowing that I needed relief, but wanting to wait until the action had really started before I allowed myself that luxury.

Sophia gripped the back of Dante’s head, keeping him against her breast, and her breathing grew erratic. He pushed her back towards the bed, guiding her to lie down on it all while he kept his attention firmly on her tits, moving back and forth between them to lavish those luscious curves with equal attention.

At the same time, Sophia moved her hands between their bodies, unfastening Dante’s pants and reaching in to grasp his cock. She let out a soft gasp as she took hold of him, and when she freed his dick from his pants, I could see why. He was bigger than both Nico and I, and I knew we were the only two men she’d fucked up until tonight.

I could see the excitement on her face as she stroked him, feeling him grow bigger and harder in her hand.

“Oh, Dante,” she moaned, and the breathy sound of her voice made me have to bite back a groan. “I need you inside me, Dante.”

From my spot in the corner of the room, I could hear him moaning, the sound muffled by her breast against his lips. He let the stiff nipple slide free of his mouth, taking that hard bud between his teeth for a brief moment to give it a tug.

“Not yet, Sophia,” he growled. “I haven’t finished exploring the rest of your body with my mouth yet.”

He lifted the skirt up around her waist, then helped her sit up so he could pull her dress up over her head. Now my wife was wearing nothing but her panties, but in a heartbeat, Dante had laid her back down and taken those off as well.

The Italian man knelt on the floor beside the bed, his eyes filled with lust as he looked at Sophia’s pussy for the first time. The hunger I saw in his eyes for my wife was intensely erotic. I loved her getting this kind of attention, whether it was from me or someone else. Sophia deserved to be worshipped and adored.

When Dante lowered his head to that spot between her thighs and began lapping at her wet slit in a way that quickly had my wife moaning and writhing on the bed, I knew I couldn’t wait any longer. I opened my pants and pulled out my cock, groaning with relief as I wrapped my hand around it.

With Dante’s head blocking my view, I couldn’t see exactly what he was doing, but I could hear his voracious licking, and Sophia’s moans let me know he was hitting the right spot.

I leaned back in my chair, grunting as I pumped my hand vigorously up and down my shaft, feeling it throbbing wildly in my tight grip. Even from here, I could hear how wet she was as Dante lapped at her dripping centre. It was obvious she was getting close from the loud moans and the wild thrashing, and I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her. She was so damn hot.

Dante reached up and mauled her tits in both hands, pinching and tugging on the hard nipples with his fingers. That, along with his mouth on her cunt, was enough to send her over the edge. Sophia reached down to grab the back of his head, holding him in place even as her thighs closed together. Fuck, he was trapped right there between her thighs, and judging by the sounds he was making, he loved being there just as much as I always did.

Sophia’s cries of pleasure were loud in the room, and her body shuddered intensely as she got swept away in her climax. As I watched, I kept stroking my cock, feeling my own orgasm rushing towards me. But I released my hold on my dick, leaving it throbbing and dripping precum as I forced myself to hold off a little longer.

Once Sophia was laid limp on the bed, gasping for air, Dante stood and began stripping off his clothes, staring down at my wife with a dark look in his eyes, which made me think she was about to be fucked hard. He moved quickly, eager to shed his clothing so he could take what he needed from my wife. I definitely couldn’t blame him for that. It was hard to control my own urges to do the same.

“You tasted so damn sweet, Sophia. And if I had more time, I’d stay there and keep feasting on you, but right now, I need to be inside you too badly.”

My wife held out her arms to him while spreading her thighs wide. “I need you too, Nico. Fuck me. Please.”

I moaned, and Sophia looked over at me for a brief moment, the love for me shining through in her eyes even as she begged another man to fuck her. Damn, I honestly didn’t know if I could love Sophia any more than I did at that moment. Loving and insanely sexy all wrapped up in one package was an intoxicating mix.

Dante climbed on top of Sophia and slid his hard cock straight into her welcoming cunt. My own dick throbbed as I watched, wanting to be in that warm, wet hole, so I took hold of it and started stroking again.

The Italian man bucked his hips hard, slamming deep inside my wife while she writhed beneath him, trying to lift her hips to take him even deeper. Their movements were wild and frantic, with Dante’s loud, primal grunts filling the room as he took Sophia with a desperate urgency.

I stroked faster, feeling the pressure building up and knowing I was so fucking close to exploding. Sophia looked over at me, her eyes wide as she shook her head.

“No, Ben,” she moaned. “I want to take care of you afterwards. Please wait for me.”

“God, it’s going to be torture waiting any longer, sweetheart,” I said with a laugh, trying to hide my groan of frustration. I let go of my cock, but it was still so fucking hard I couldn’t guarantee that just watching her with Dante wasn’t going to send me over the edge.

When Sophia knew I was no longer jerking off, she turned her attention back to Dante, reaching down to grab his ass cheeks so she could pull him deeper inside with a frantic lust. I could already see red lines marking his ass cheeks from her long nails, and her actions only seemed to make him thrust even harder.

Suddenly, Sophia screamed out, her body tensing then shuddering beneath Dante as she succumbed to another orgasm. Dante’s thrusts grew erratic as he threw his head back and let out a huge moan, while he no doubt filled my wife’s cunt with a huge load of cum.

He collapsed on top of her when he was done and kissed her lips gently before rolling off her. “Go to your husband,” he said with a small smile on his lips. “Make it good for him as a thank you for letting me spend the evening with you.”

He grinned over at me and winked, and I laughed. “Thank you. Although after watching you two, I’m so fucking turned on there is no way this could be anything other than a mind-blowing orgasm.”

Dante grinned and rolled onto his side, resting his head on his hand while he watched Sophia slip off the bed and crawl to me. As soon as she reached me, she took my dick into the wet heat of her mouth. It was already throbbing wildly, threatening to explode inside her mouth after only a few seconds of her hungry sucking.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned. “That feels so damn good, sweetheart. I’m not going to be able to last long. I got so worked up watching you with Dante.”

She lifted her gaze to look up at me as she began sucking even harder, sliding her lips all the way down to the base of my cock until she was choking on it, then bringing them back to the tip, repeating that motion until I could no longer hold back.

I grabbed the back of Sophia’s head, holding her down on my cock as my body shuddered and ropes of cum spurted down her throat. Loud moans escaped me as the most intense climax took its hold. My hips bucked, pushing my dick deeper down her throat, feeding her every bit of my pleasure. She sucked and moaned around my hard flesh, sending pleasurable vibrations all through me.

When I’d fed her as much as I could, I released my hold on her and leaned down to kiss her softly. The salty taste of my cum coated her lips and tongue, but I didn’t care. Then she climbed up into my lap and I wrapped my arms around my wife, holding her close.
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Chapter Ten
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Sophia:

“You were absolutely right, Ben,” I said with a wide smile on my face. “A day alone in the hotel room, focusing on each other, was exactly what I needed today.

I stretched out, enjoying the comfort of still laying in bed at two in the afternoon, after eating lunch which had been delivered by room service. Ben and I had already made love twice that morning, and I had a suspicion he had plans for more of that as the day wore on.

Not that I minded that, of course. I was enjoying all of his amorous attention.

“Of course I was right, sweetheart,” he said, a playful grin teasing at the corners of his lips. “I always am, right?”

I giggled and looked at him for a moment, before pasting a sweet smile on my face. “Of course, love. You’re always right. You almost never get anything wrong.”

Ben laughed and lunged, rolling me over onto my back while he got on top of me. I was still naked under the thin cotton sheet, and his sudden weight on top of me had created a heat between my thighs that had me squirming.

“I didn’t hear you disagreeing with me this morning when I was fucking you hard, Sophia,” he growled softly against my earlobe. “In fact, I remember you screaming yes and agreeing with me enthusiastically several times.”

A flush coloured my cheeks, and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to giggle from the embarrassment or whimper as I was flooded with memories of how many times he had made me cum already today.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and nibbled gently at his earlobe. “You could always try to make me agree enthusiastically again if you want, love,” I said, trying to keep a straight face.

A throaty chuckle rumbled against my ear. “I think you are just getting greedy now, Sophia.”

Ben pushed his hips against me, letting me feel how hard he was again, and I couldn’t help but whimper loudly. Perhaps he liked it when I was greedy.

“Maybe I am,” I whispered, grinning softly. “After all, you have thoroughly spoiled me with attention so far on our honeymoon.”

“I like spoiling you. And I especially like watching you with Nico and Dante while they spoil you.”

A low moan escaped me as my husband reminded me about the wild things I’d done since we had arrived in Italy.

“It has been fun,” I admitted, suddenly feeling a little shy about everything that had happened.

“Well, we’ve still got a few more days left here for even more fun if you want,” Ben said, before pressing a gentle kiss against my lips.

“What are you thinking?” I asked, feeling curious. “Maybe one more time with each of them before we go home? That might be a nice way to say goodbye to them.”

“Possibly. And I agree. That would be a special way to say goodbye to them after they were such a special part of our honeymoon. As well as one more hot memory for the both of us when we return home.”

“Okay,” I agreed, suddenly worried I’d sounded a little too eager. “We could arrange something.”

Ben grinned softly down at me, then kissed the tip of my nose. “I could organise something. Do you trust me to set up something?”

“Of course,” I said with a giggle. “I trust you completely. Plus, you are the more extroverted one of us. If I tried to plan something like that in advance, I’d probably mess it up and they’d run away screaming.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No chance of that, sweetheart. Have you seen how gorgeous you look?”

“Stop it!” I replied, rolling my eyes but unable to stop grinning at the compliment. “You’re just biased because I am the one who cooks dinner every night when we’re at home.”

It was Ben’s turn to roll his eyes. “I can assure you it’s not just your cooking skills that I lust after. Have you even seen these beauties lately?” he asked, bringing a hand up to cup one of my breasts. 

His touch sent instant tingles running through my body, and my nipples hardened against the palm of his hand through the thin sheet. For a brief moment, he released his hold on my flesh so he could tug the sheet down to my waist, revealing both breasts to his hungry gaze.

Ben lowered his head to take one nipple into his mouth, and I let out a soft moan while arching and pushing against his lips. He sucked and licked on the hard little bud until I was writhing helplessly and holding him against my breast with a hand on the back of his head.

My toes curled as he sent tendrils of pleasure sneaking through my body with his tongue. After a few long minutes, he turned his attention to the other nipple, taking his time to make that one just as hard as the first. Each flick of his tongue, and each graze of his teeth, sent a shiver of arousal running down my spine and caused an intense heat to pool between my thighs.

It wasn’t long before my hips were bucking beneath him, trying to grind against my husband in an attempt to find some relief. But it was no good. Every time I found a position where I could build a delicious friction against my aching flesh, Ben would move, denying me what I needed.

When I heard a chuckle vibrating against my nipple, I groaned softly. “You’re so wicked,” I said, making a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a sob. “Please stop teasing me, love. You’re making me so needy.”

Ben bit down gently on the nipple in his mouth and gave it a sharp tug before he released it. “Fine. I suppose I could stop teasing you, sweetheart.”

He kept his eyes on mine as he kissed his way down my body, making me wriggle in anticipation of how far down those kisses might go. When he tugged the sheet down even lower to expose my bare sex, relief flooded me. I would be willing to do just about anything to feel his mouth on my pussy right now.

I couldn’t tear my gaze away from him as he brushed his lips tenderly against each thigh, slowly moving higher and higher.

“Please,” I moaned once more, as he seemed to be taking forever to reach his destination.

For a brief second, Ben’s lips curled up into a wicked grin and he winked up at me, and then his mouth was on my pussy, licking and sucking along wet folds as if he was starved for the wetness coating my flesh. I moaned loudly and bucked my hips, grinding myself against his lips.

It seemed even he’d lost patience with the teasing as he brought his mouth directly to my clit, sucking that sensitive button straight into his mouth. That suction felt so damn good, and pleasure coursed through my body, quickly moving towards an inevitable crescendo.

As if that wasn’t enough, Ben pushed two fingers deep into my slick cavern, pumping them hard and fast while he sucked on my clit. The stimulation was almost too much, and as I writhed, I had no idea if I was trying to grind even harder against his mouth and fingers or trying to wriggle away from the intensity of it. Either way, I was lost to the pleasure as it grew and grew within me.

An overwhelming bliss suddenly consumed me, making my entire body quake and tremble. The orgasm washed over me in continuous waves until it grew hard to even draw in a deep breath. But through it all, I gripped my fingers in his hair and tugged roughly, trying to pull him even closer.

Ben didn’t stop using either his mouth or fingers until I was laid in a limp puddle in the middle of the bed, gasping for air and trembling slightly.

“Do you have any idea how beautiful you look when you are in your post-orgasmic glow?” he asked, while moving back up my body once more.

I was too dazed to speak, and I had the impression the grin on my face was probably making me look more than a little goofy in that moment, but I couldn’t help it. My husband had effectively turned me into a puddle of happiness.

He kissed me tenderly, and I could taste my own wetness on his lips when I kissed him back. And I’m almost certain that when he pulled me into his arms and held me close, I fell into a contented sleep, safe in the knowledge that I was loved.
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Chapter Eleven
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Sophia:

It was already the last night of our honeymoon. Ben had taken me out for dinner at a restaurant right on the edge of Lake Garda, and then we’d spent about an hour walking hand-in-hand along the water’s edge, reminiscing about our wedding and our time in Italy.

Although it was an amazing evening, I couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that Ben hadn’t organised more time for me with either Nico or Dante before we had to leave. And I didn’t feel as if I could mention it, because it was our honeymoon, so I didn’t want him thinking I’d spent the whole time lusting after other men. Besides, it wasn’t as if I hadn’t enjoyed every single second with my new husband. There was just a part of me that also craved the excitement which had come from him watching me with the other men.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Ben whispered in my ear as we entered the hotel lobby.

I chuckled. “Nothing much. Just feeling a little sad that our honeymoon is almost over. We have to fly back home tomorrow and get back to our normal lives.”

He squeezed my hand. “I know. But it’s been fun and given us a lot of amazing memories, right?”

“Right,” I said, forcing a smile.

We stopped outside the door to our hotel room, and Ben turned to look at me, taking hold of both my hands. “And I might have organised a special surprise for you on our last night, sweetheart.” He grinned and tilted his head towards the door. “Ready to find out who is waiting in there for you?”

A wide smile spread across my face, and I had to hold back a squeal. “There’s someone in there?” I asked, my voice a little too loud in the quiet corridor.

“There is,” he said, laughing.

Ben hadn’t forgotten to arrange something after all. I was curious to see which of the two men he had chosen, though. I would honestly be happy to see either of them in there waiting for me.

My husband released his hold of my hands and stepped back a little, leaving me to open the door. I used the key card and pushed the door open eagerly, pausing with a gasp as I saw both Nico and Dante sat in there having a drink together.

“Oh my god,” was all I could think to say as my mind raced and my body quivered in anticipation of whatever was about to happen. Both of them? I wouldn’t have expected that in a million years.

Both Italian men raised from their seats with wide smiles on their faces. 

“Sophia! Such a pleasure to see you again,” Nico said as he stepped towards me. He took my hand in his and brought it up to his lips, sending little tingles through my body, then he pulled me closer, dipping his head to kiss along the side of my neck.

I let out a happy sigh as I tilted my head, lengthening my neck and exposing it to his lips. As I did so, I looked over at Dante, and the way his eyes darkened with lust as he watched me forced a small whimper from my lips. 

A pair of arms encircled my waist from behind, and Ben pressed his lips against my ear. “Have fun tonight, Sophia. Just relax and enjoy all the attention, and know that I will be loving you and craving you during every moment of it.”

Those whispered words sent a shiver of longing down my spine, but as soon as he’d said them, my husband moved away and settled in the chair that Nico had just vacated.

I wrapped an arm around Nico, whose lips were still teasing along my neck, while he gently caressed one breast in his hand. The attention was already sending an intense heat down to my centre, and it had barely even begun yet.

Holding Dante’s gaze, I held out an arm for him too, beckoning him closer. He moved to stand at my side, and I draped an arm across his shoulders while he leaned down to press his lips against mine. It was a tender kiss, but filled with enough passion to make me melt into him. His hands began roaming my body, one moving down to firmly grab my ass, while the other cupped my other breast.

Being in both their hands was an intoxicating experience, and it wasn’t long before I was moaning and squirming.

Nico lifted his head and gripped my chin, pulling my mouth away from Dante’s so he could claim it instead. I kissed him eagerly, our tongues brushing against one another even as Dante’s hands continued to move over my body, leaving a trail of shivers in his wake.

From the corner of the room, I heard my husband moaning while he watched us. My head was still spinning from the surprise he set up, and now with all the overwhelming sensations from two mouths and two pairs of hands on me, it was hard to believe this was really happening. Being with two men at the same time seemed so naughty, and Ben had happily set it up for me.

As if moving through a perfectly choreographed sequence, Nico moved to step in front of me, while Dante moved behind, and I found myself sandwiched between their powerful bodies. A groan escaped me as Dante pressed his hard cock against the curves of my ass, while the evidence of Nico’s excitement throbbed against my thigh.

I found myself wriggling needily between them, wanting to feel every inch of their bodies pressed up against mine.

A quick glance over at Ben told me he was happy as he watched us. He already had his cock in his hand, stroking it slowly. His eyes were dark as they captured mine, but only for a second as my dress being pulled up over my head shattered that connection.

Standing between them in only my black lace underwear seemed to have me feeling even more wanton. I needed both these men. Desperately. So I reached one hand down in front of me to run it over Nico’s cock and reached behind me to rub Dante’s dick through his pants. All three of us were breathing hard, eager to be closer to one another. A closeness that required them to be wearing far fewer clothes than they were.

Focusing on Nico for a moment, as he was the one standing in front of me, I began unbuttoning his shirt, trying to ignore the way he was staring down at me with a dark storm in his eyes, in case I lost control of myself altogether. Once all the buttons were open, I pushed the shirt off his shoulders and let it fall to the floor. I then got to work discarding his pants and underwear until he was standing naked before me.

With a whimper, I let both my eyes and my hands wander over his dark, toned flesh, enjoying the way his muscles rippled beneath my touch. But I didn’t touch his cock yet. There was still plenty of time for that.

Instead, I turned to face Dante, letting out a soft moan as I felt Nico press against my back, his erection throbbing against my ass cheeks. While I got to work undressing Dante, Nico’s hands were moving over my body, tugging the cups of my bra down so he could cup my breasts and tease the nipples with the pads of his thumbs. Dante couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off those big dark hands as they played over my pale flesh, and when his cock sprung free, it was all too obvious how aroused the sight had made him.

While Nico continued to caress my breasts, pinching gently at the hard nipples to make me gasp and moan, Dante ran his hand down between my thighs to cup my sex. My body moved instinctively, pushing my hips forward to press my aching flesh against his hand. Dante responded by sliding a finger deep into my pussy and pumping it slowly in and out of me.

“She’s so wet, Nico,” he groaned. “It’s going to feel so good when we fuck her. In fact, I’m not sure I can wait.”

“Here, let me help you,” Nico said, leaning down to place his hands on the backs of my thighs to lift my feet clean off the floor. As I leaned back against him, his powerful grip pulled my knees up to my chest while keeping my legs spread wide for Dante.

I felt completely helpless, especially with the way Dante was staring at my dripping sex. He stepped closer to me, his erection in his hand, and pressed the flared head against my folds.

A loud cry of pleasure escaped me as he plunged deep inside my willing body. When he began thrusting into me hard and deep, pushing me back against Nico, I glanced over at Ben once more. His eyes were wide and his face was flushed as he pumped his fist rapidly up and down his hard shaft.

“Fuck, you look amazing, sweetheart,” he grunted through gritted teeth when he realised I was looking over at him. “Does it feel good?”

“So good,” I moaned, as I reached out to grip Dante’s shoulders, clinging to him as his powerful thrusts took my breath away.

With my body trapped between theirs, feeling the heat of their skin against me while being surrounded by their masculine scents, I felt like I was in heaven. And Dante’s impressive cock slamming into me over and over again only made that feeling of celestial bliss feel even more intense.

I gripped his shoulders tighter as I felt the pleasure building up inside me, until it exploded in a tidal wave of ecstasy. My entire body shuddered, and Nico had to tighten his grip on me and pull me back tighter against him to make sure he didn’t drop me while I convulsed with the force of my orgasm.

At the same time, Dante started grunting while he held himself deep inside me, filling me with his warmth. He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me hard, and I moaned against his lips.

Slowly, Dante pulled out of me, and I felt his seed leaking from my well-fucked pussy. I whimpered and tightened my inner muscles, wanting to keep his essence within me for as long as I could, but Nico distracted me with words whispered against my earlobe.

“It’s my turn now, Sophia,” he growled softly in his thick Italian accent. “And having you in my arms while another man fucked you has made me so damn hard.”

I nodded my head quickly and reached up to wrap my arm around his neck. “I need you too, Nico.”

He carried me over to the bed, allowing me another quick look over at Ben in the corner. If the amount of precum dribbling down the length of his cock was any indication, he seemed to be enjoying watching me.

Nico put me down on the bed on my hands and knees, and in an instant, I felt the head of his cock teasing against my folds. I was so fucking wet, both from my own arousal and from Dante’s cum. Nico slid easily inside me, filling and stretching my pussy in the most delicious way.

Unable to help myself, I rocked back and forth, moving on Nico’s cock even as he plunged into me with steady thrusts of his hips. I moaned, feeling my arms and legs trembling as I struggled to support myself. My entire body had been left weak from the climax Dante had given me, and my greedy pussy already felt like it was gearing up for a second.

Nico gripped my hair in his fist and tugged my head back, forcing an arch in my spine while he continued to fuck me hard. It was becoming impossible to hold back my sounds of pleasure and, as if from a distance, I heard myself growing louder and more wild.

But the two Italian men knew exactly how to keep me quiet. Dante climbed onto the bed in front of me, and Nico pushed my head down, guiding my mouth onto the other man’s cock. It was soaked with my juices and his own cum, and I sucked hungrily, finding the combination of flavours intoxicating. Even though he was no longer hard, Dante was still bigger than average, and I sucked greedily to clean him up.

My body rocked back and forth between the two men in time with Nico’s thrusts, and soon enough, I shattered apart once more. My moans were muffled around Dante’s cock, and my entire body tensed, including my pussy, which clenched tight around Nico’s hard meat.

That was enough to send him over the edge, and he began pounding my pussy hard and fast until he was filling me with his cum, too. It felt like every fibre of my being was consumed by the fire these two men had created inside me, and I wasn’t sure I had ever felt so alive as I did in that moment.

When he was finished, Nico pulled out of me and laid down on the bed, pulling me down with him. Dante settled on my other side, and both of them held me while I caught my breath and recovered from such an intense experience.

“I think you enjoyed that,” Ben said, his voice making me jump.

I hadn’t even realised I’d closed my eyes, but when I opened them again, my husband was standing over me, naked, while he held his hard cock in his hand. A whimper escaped me as I saw him there, and I simultaneously held out my arms and spread my legs wide for him.

“I did,” I said softly, “but the evening won’t be complete without you as well.”

While the two Italian men continued to hold me, Ben laid down on top of me and slowly slid his hard rod inside my soaked pussy.

“Oh god,” he groaned. “You feel so good, sweetheart.”

I wrapped my arms and legs around him, clinging to the man I loved with all my heart, while he held himself as deep as he could inside me. It was as if Dante and Nico were no longer there, even though I could feel their hands stroking through my hair and feel their breath against my face. Now there was only Ben.

He began moving slowly, his brow furrowed, as if he was having to work hard to keep control of himself.

“Take me hard, love,” I whimpered. “Please.”

My husband growled softly, sliding an arm beneath me to tilt my hips so he could slide even deeper, then he began fucking me harder, slamming hard and fast into my willing body.

A moan escaped me, and I stared into his eyes as I sank into the blissful sensations he created within me.

Ben increased the pace of his hips while he brought a hand down between our bodies to strum my clit with expert precision. It only took a few moments of his touch to send me straight into another orgasm. I tensed and shuddered beneath him as waves of pleasure made it hard to catch my breath.

With a triumphant roar, Ben lost control of himself and slammed into me hard enough to push me deep into the mattress. His body tensed as he unloaded his cum inside of me, and I called out his name on a breathless moan.

After a few long moments of bliss, Ben laid down on top of me, his head on my chest, and I stroked my fingers through his hair. Surrounded by all three men, I suddenly felt emotional. Our trip to Italy had been amazing, and I didn’t want it to have to end yet. But it would have to.

As if they could sense how I was feeling, Nico and Dante cuddled closer to me on either side, and I was enveloped in the warmth coming from all three bodies.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Tonight, and the entire honeymoon, has been so special. Thank you for everything. All of you.”

Ben lifted his head and kissed the tip of my nose. “You deserve every bit of adoration and desire the three of us could give you. So thank you for being so special.”

His words made me smile widely.

“Besides,” Nico said, “it doesn’t have to end tonight if you don’t want it to. If Ben doesn’t mind, I would love to keep in touch with you, Sophia.”

“Oh yes, me too,” Dante added.

I looked up at Ben and he grinned.

“I have no problem with that at all,” he told me. “In fact, I think you should keep in touch with them, sweetheart. They are both good for you and make you happy. And maybe we will come back and visit them again sometime soon for even more fun.”

I smiled, feeling like I must have been beaming with happiness. “I love you, Ben.”

“I love you too, Sophia.”

My husband laid his head on my chest once more, and the three of us remained cuddled together until morning.
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The Hotwife Wants A Baby
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Chapter One
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Lucy:

I listened to the steady pouring of the showerhead coming from the ensuite bathroom as I stayed curled up under the covers, a romance paperback in my hand. It was already getting late, and I was tired after a long day of serving customers at the bank where I worked. I was looking forward to a relaxing evening.

The shower turned off, then a few minutes later, my husband emerged from the bathroom, a cloud of steam billowing out from behind him. Riley had a towel wrapped around his waist, showing off his tall and lean physique, while he was towel drying his tousled dark blond hair.

I watched him for a long moment, feeling an almost forgotten stirring between my thighs, but I quickly turned my attention back to my book before he could catch me staring at him.

“Lucy,” he began, sounding hesitant. “There’s something I would like to talk to you about.” He sat down on the edge of our bed beside me. The glow from the bedside lamp washed over his face and his eyes looked soft in this lighting, with shadows playing over them.

My heart thumped hard against my chest when he reached across to take hold of one of my hands in both of his own. He gave it a gentle squeeze before letting go again, and he laced his fingers with mine.

His blue eyes met my brown ones, and there seemed to be a lot going on behind those beautiful irises—a deep emotion, maybe? But he didn’t say anything right away.

“What is it?” I asked, when the anticipation had become too much. I could tell it was serious from the look on his face, and I found myself on alert for some bad news.

“I know things have been difficult for us over the last few years,” he said, and the glow coming from the bedside lamp only seemed to highlight the flushed colour on his cheeks. “The struggles to have a baby have taken their toll on us, and I feel bad about it.” A tear trickled down his cheek, but he wiped it away immediately, without any shame or embarrassment.

I was about to reassure him that none of this was any of his fault, and that he couldn’t help the fact he was infertile. That was a cruel stroke of fate that was entirely out of our hands. But before I could say anything, Riley began speaking again.

“I know we have talked about adoption, but I really want you to experience pregnancy, and how it feels to carry your own child. You were so excited about that when we first started trying for a baby. Remember those nights we used to lay in bed, running our hands over your tummy and wondering if there was a sweet little baby growing inside you yet?”

His words created a sharp pain in my chest, serving as a bitter reminder of something I’d longed for that life had stolen from me. I blinked rapidly a few times, trying to hold back the tears. The last thing I wanted was for Riley to see how much that still hurt me when he couldn’t help the hand life had dealt him.

“But we’ve talked about this before, Riley,” I said after a long pause. “We can’t afford IVF. And the chances of it working the first time aren’t that high, anyway. I would hate to put us through so much financial difficulty and feel so much hope, only to have it all fall down around us if the procedure doesn’t work. Adoption is the safest route by far.”

Riley nodded. “Yes, I understand that. But what if I said I’d thought of a way to do this that doesn’t involve going through IVF?” There was a hopeful gleam in his eye now. “A solution that will allow us to have a baby naturally?”

My brows furrowed in confusion. What did he mean? Was he thinking about asking someone else to help get me pregnant?

“You’re not suggesting...?” I trailed off, unable to finish my sentence. How could he possibly think of doing something so outrageous as that?

“Just hear me out, Lucy. I know it sounds insane, but it would give you a chance to experience pregnancy for yourself. To feel your baby growing inside you.”

Riley reached out and gently placed his other hand on my stomach. My heart was pounding and the sound of my blood rushing was loud in my ears. I couldn’t believe what he was suggesting. Yet I could feel the call of my body, and the longing I’d felt for so many years to carry a child. But I didn’t want it to happen this way. Did I?

“Who...?” was all I could think to ask as my mind became overwhelmed with far too many confusing thoughts.

“Jayden,” he answered quickly, and I stared at him slack-jawed while he continued talking. “He’s my best friend, and I trust him more than anybody else. I’ve known him since high school and I know he’d never do anything to hurt us. Besides, he’s got three kids already with his ex-wife, so we know he’s capable of making babies.” He smiled at me, then leaned forward to kiss my lips softly.

I was stunned and speechless. This whole conversation had come completely out of nowhere, and it took me a minute to process everything he’d said. But eventually I managed to form coherent sentences. “How could you even suggest that?”

Riley shrugged. “Because I love you, and I’m desperate to make this dream of ours come true. It kills me every day knowing how much we both want a family together.” His voice softened, becoming sadder. “And I don’t like seeing you unhappy. I want to give you the one thing I know would make you truly happy.”

There was no doubt in my mind that Riley loved me. We’d spent most of our married lives falling deeper and deeper in love, which was why this situation hit home so hard. Because I knew how badly he wanted a child, just like I did. But the baby would not be his. It would be mine and Jayden’s.

“What are you saying, exactly?” I asked slowly, wanting to make absolutely sure we were both on the same page. “Are you seriously proposing we ask Jayden to get me pregnant?”

He slowly nodded his head, and the look in his eyes told me he was serious. I tried to imagine myself lying naked between the two friends, letting them take turns with me. A shiver ran up my spine at the idea of being shared like that, and I was surprised by my body’s response.

I didn’t know what to say. My brain was swirling with too many thoughts, while my body seemed consumed by a mixture of fear and arousal. All I could do was stare blankly into Riley’s eyes, wondering what he must be feeling right now. Wondering whether he really meant any of this.

“Can I have some time to think about this?” I finally asked.

“Of course,” he replied immediately, and stood from the bed. “I won’t push you either way, Lucy. If you decide against it, then we’ll go back to the adoption idea.”

He took the towel off from around his waist to begin drying off the rest of his body, and one quick glance downwards showed me that he was obviously feeling some arousal over his suggestion, too.

Once he was dry, Riley slipped into bed beside me and pulled me close, wrapping his arms around me. I nuzzled my face against his chest, the fresh scent of his cedar body wash filling my nostrils. The warmth of him wrapped tightly around me made my pulse race, and I let out an involuntary moan before burying my face further into his warm skin.

It had been so long since I had desired this kind of attention. Over the last three years, sex had become synonymous with our failed attempts to have a baby. And the longer that had gone by without any sign of pregnancy, the more intimacy had come to feel like a burden.

But now there was no pressure. And with Riley’s suggestion, there was even a glimmer of hope in our future. Not that I was ready to admit I was already considering going along with his plan.

He brought his head down to brush his lips softly against mine. Our tongues danced briefly before parting, and he spoke quietly. “Please tell me if you’re not comfortable with what I’m suggesting, Lucy. I would never want you to do something that you are not completely comfortable with. Especially when it’s something this important.”

His concern for my feelings tugged at the edges of my heart. Forcing myself to meet his gaze once again, I gave him a small smile. “Thank you for being willing to do this for me if it’s what I decide I want.”

I felt a strange mix of emotions running through me—excitement, nervousness, and uncertainty. But the overlying emotion was love for my husband for suggesting something that would be difficult for him just because it made me happy.

Unable to hide the love and gratitude I felt for him, I pressed my lips hard against his. He deepened the kiss instantly, pulling me closer as he took my mouth passionately. I moaned softly when he slid his hand underneath my shirt and cupped my bare breast. His thumb teased across my nipple until I gasped, and I pushed myself harder against his touch.

As much as I craved his touch, I craved something else even more. I placed my palm on his chest and pushed him gently onto his back, while I trailed gentle kisses down his chest and abdomen. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see his cock twitching in anticipation.

When my kisses had almost reached his throbbing erection, I paused for a moment, blowing warm air over his hardened flesh in a way that made him moan deeply. I looked up at him, staring deep into his blue eyes as I slid my lips down over the head of his cock. It swelled beneath my tongue, and I opened my lips slightly to allow more of his shaft inside.

Riley grabbed my hair in both hands, holding me still as he began thrusting himself deeper and faster. There was an urgency to his movements, something I hadn’t seen in so long, and I moaned around his thick shaft. I closed my eyes, allowing all myself to focus solely on the sensations flowing throughout my body. The taste of his salty precum mixed with the musky scent of his skin caused my pussy to tingle pleasantly.

The sounds of his breathing were growing heavier, and I knew he wasn’t far away from cumming. Releasing his grip on my hair, Riley grasped the back of my head firmly and pushed me further down onto his hard flesh. I gagged softly on his cock as it pushed deep into my throat, but I didn’t struggle against his control. His blatant arousal made me feel more desired than I had in a long time, and I didn’t want anything to ruin that.

I sucked harder on his rigid length in my desperation to please him with my mouth. When I flicked my tongue against the base of his dick, he grunted loudly as he came powerfully into my mouth. Spurt after spurt of his seed erupted from the pulsing head of his cock, coating the roof of my mouth with his sticky liquid before I swallowed it eagerly.

When I was certain he’d fed me as much cum as he could, I let Riley’s cock slip from my lips so I could trail gentle kisses along its softening length. Then I crawled back up the bed again to the safety of his arms.

“I love you,” he whispered against my hair. “I would do anything for you, Lucy.”

“I love you, too,” I said softly, my heart feeling overwhelmed by his display of love tonight.
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Chapter Two
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Riley:

My knees were trembling as I followed Jayden into his kitchen. Lucy and I had taken another couple of days to discuss if we were certain about going through with our plan, and we had decided it was something we both wanted. Now it was time to persuade Jayden to get on board with the idea.

“Want a beer?” he asked me as he opened the fridge and pulled out a familiar brown glass bottle.

“No thanks,” I said. “Not today.” My stomach was already churning a little at the thought of what I was about to ask him. Adding beer into the mix didn’t seem wise.

Jayden turned to look at me. “Is something wrong, Riley?”

“No,” I answered quickly. “I just... need to talk to you about something and I guess I’m a bit nervous.”

He nodded and pointed over towards the kitchen table. “Let’s take a seat and talk it over. The sooner you spill what’s bothering you, the sooner you can stop being nervous about it.”

I chuckled to myself as I sat down at the wooden table. If only it was that simple. He took a seat across from me and leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on the edge of the wood.

“So what’s up?” Jayden asked me after a long moment. It felt like hours had passed before I could bring myself to speak again. Finally, though, I did.

“Well...” I started slowly. “As you know, Lucy and I have been trying for a baby for a few years now, and we found out a couple of weeks ago that I’m infertile.” I paused for a moment, glancing over at my friend, who seemed to have a devastated look on his face. “So I can’t give Lucy the baby she so desperately wants.”

Jayden shook his head, but then sighed deeply when he spoke. “It sucks, man. I know how much you both want kids.” His eyes landed on mine and they were filled with sadness.

“Yeah, well... there’s nothing we can do about it.” I shrugged uncomfortably. “We’ve talked about adoption and IVF treatments, but they are not cheap or easy options.” There was an awkward pause between us as I struggled to find words to explain why I was there.

“But I was hoping you might be able to help us, Jayden,” I whispered. The words came out so quietly I was worried he wouldn’t hear them. But his reaction told me he did.

His mouth dropped open and his eyebrows shot up in surprise. “What? Are you serious?”

I smiled nervously and nodded. “Yes. We really would love your help.”

“Do you mean you just want me to give you a cup of sperm? Or something else?” He held my gaze firmly for a few long moments until I looked away.

“Something else,” I said, feeling my face burning. “You would need to knock Lucy up for me.”

There was silence for several moments while Jayden digested everything I’d said. Then finally, he began speaking again. “Riley, I don’t even know where to begin. This sounds insane.” He laughed softly. “Have you discussed this with Lucy? What did she say?”

I looked away from him and stared down at my hands folded together on the tabletop. They trembled slightly under the weight of all those emotions swirling around inside me. “Lucy has agreed to the idea,” I replied. “I wish I could give her a baby myself, but I can’t, and she’s always been so excited about the idea of being pregnant.”

Jayden gave me a sympathetic smile. “That must make things difficult for you two.” He reached out and patted my shoulder gently. “You know how much I love you two, right? You’re my best friends, so of course I want to help you. But how can I be sure this won’t ruin our friendship? Won’t it be difficult for you knowing I’ve had sex with your wife?”

I was suddenly grateful I was sitting at the table as the wooden surface hid my body’s reaction to his words. Ever since I’d come up with the idea, it had been difficult to think of anything but Jayden fucking my wife, and it made me rock hard every single time. But I didn’t want to admit that to him.

“We’ve known each other so long, Jayden,” I replied. “There is nobody I trust with my wife more than you. If it’s going to be anybody, I want it to be you. Besides, you’d make a great favourite uncle when we finally get our baby.” I grinned at him, hoping to lighten the tone of the heavy conversation.

Jayden laughed softly and rubbed his chin. “Okay, okay! Give me a second to get my thoughts straight!” He stood up and walked over to the countertop, where he poured himself a glass of water. After taking a sip, and pausing to look out the window for a long moment, he returned to the table and leaned against one corner.

“This is not something I ever expected you to ask me. And I’ll tell you upfront—I am honoured by your request, Riley, but I honestly don’t know if this is the right thing to do. I mean, you’re asking me to fuck your wife, which will lead to her getting knocked up and carrying my baby. This is huge.” He stopped and ran his fingers through his hair as he continued to stare off into space for a second.

He wasn’t wrong about any of it, but I couldn’t let him walk away without giving it a try. I needed to give Lucy a chance to be pregnant no matter what.

“Please, just listen to what I have to say, Jayden,” I implored. “Lucy wants a baby more than she’s ever wanted anything in her life. Please help me give her that. I promise it will not ruin our friendship, and I promise that we won’t ask anything of you once Lucy is pregnant. If it makes you feel better, we can write out a contract so you can sign away any parental rights to us. I just don’t know how else to give her the baby she needs.”

My voice cracked halfway through that last sentence, and I bit my lip to keep myself from crying. It still broke my heart to know I couldn’t be the man to give my wife what she wanted more than anything. She deserved to be a mother, and I felt like I was letting her down.

“It’s okay, Riley,” Jayden reassured me softly after hearing the pain in my voice. He pulled his chair closer to mine and placed his hand on my shoulder. “I will help you both with this, okay?”

The relief I felt almost brought tears to my eyes. “Thank you, Jayden.” I squeezed his arm tight and tried to hide my emotion behind a forced smile.

A few seconds passed before either of us spoke again. “So, how does this work, exactly?” His question seemed innocent enough, but there was an undertone of curiosity laced within.

“Well,” I said, suddenly feeling awkward, “when we know that Lucy is in the fertile stage of her cycle, maybe we could call you up and you could come over to our place to take care of things?” My cheeks flushed red with embarrassment, but Jayden nodded.

“Sure, why not?” he responded easily.

I exhaled slowly. The tension between us had vanished now that we had got past the hard part of the conversation. We turned the topic to more mundane things, like our favourite football team, and made small talk for a little while before I made my excuses and left.

I drove home as quickly as I could while still sticking to the speed limit, my mind racing the whole time. It was going to happen. Riley was going to fuck my wife. My dick was throbbing, swelling uncomfortably against my jeans.

Once I was home and parked in the garage, I quickly opened the button and fly on my jeans before pulling out my rock hard cock. I stroked my shaft a couple times, relishing the sensation of my hand around my pulsing member. Leaning my head back against the headrest, I let out a long, low moan.

I had no idea how Lucy would react if she caught me jerking off in my car, but I couldn’t stop myself. Images of Lucy and Jayden together were rushing through my mind, driving me crazy.

Images of Jayden pounding Lucy’s pussy filled my vision, her soft petals stretching wide around his cock. Her moans echoed around in my mind, making my balls ache with a need for release.

My hand moved faster until my hips began bucking involuntarily with my desperation to cum. When I knew I was close, I pulled the front of my t-shirt up under my chin and, with a loud groan, I pumped three quick shots of thick semen onto my chest and stomach.

I slumped forward in my seat and closed my eyes, trying to calm my breathing before I went inside. I didn’t want Lucy finding out about this side of me. What would she think if she knew I got this aroused by thinking of her with my best friend?

I quickly cleaned myself up with a tissue and tucked myself back into my jeans before getting out of the car.

When I walked into the house, I found Lucy sitting at the dining room table reading something on her phone. She looked up when she heard the door open, then immediately set the device aside and stood up to greet me.

She gave me a warm hug and whispered in my ear, “Hi, sweetie. How did your talk with Jayden go?” I wrapped my arms around her waist and held her close, reluctant to let go of the woman I loved so desperately.

I smiled shyly. “Not bad, actually. He says he’ll help us get pregnant. He seems pretty excited about it.”

Lucy giggled quietly, leaning her cheek against my shoulder. “That’s good news, isn’t it?”

I sighed softly. “Yeah... Yeah, it is.”

We stayed like that for several minutes, just holding each other tightly. After some time had gone by, I finally took a deep breath and pulled away slightly to look into her beautiful green eyes. They were glistening with unshed tears.

“What’s wrong?” I asked gently.

Her face crumpled as she fought to hold back the emotions threatening to overwhelm her. “Oh God, Riley...” She swallowed heavily and continued in a whisper, “This means so much to me, baby. You have no idea what this means to me. Thank you!”

I laughed awkwardly. “You’re welcome! But seriously, though, don’t cry.” Even though I knew they were happy tears, I always hated to see Lucy cry.

She sniffed loudly and wiped her nose with the sleeve of her shirt. “No, I’m okay,” she insisted. Then, after taking another moment to compose herself, she reached down and grabbed my hand.

“Come on, let’s go sit down so you can tell me all about it. This has been such a stressful day already. Maybe hearing everything will make me feel better.”

I nodded and followed her over to the couch, ready to do anything I could to put a smile on her face.
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Chapter Three
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Lucy:

I couldn’t seem to stop myself from trembling all over with a mixture of nerves and excitement. Jayden was going to be here any minute. I’d taken an ovulation test that morning and it had come back positive.

It was impossible to know if I should be more focused on the fact I was about to have sex with my husband’s best friend or that I could be pregnant by the end of the night.

My heart fluttered at the thought of that possibility, and I found myself unconsciously running my hand over my flat stomach.

I tried to tell myself that was why I was doing this. To have a baby. But there was also a tiny part of me that was excited about sex with Jayden. There was no denying he was a good-looking guy, and I guess I’d always had a bit of a crush on him, although I would never admit that to Riley. It’s not like I’d planned to act on that crush, so it would have been pointless to mention it.

But now, here I was, about to have sex with him on a suggestion by my husband. It all felt a little bit crazy.

After Riley had been to see Jayden and ask for his help, we had all sat down together one night to discuss all the details. Such as what would happen while I was being intimate with Jayden, as well as what would happen when I had actually got pregnant.

We’d decided that we would keep going with our unusual arrangement until I got pregnant, and we signed a document saying the baby would legally be mine and Riley’s and that we would not expect support from Jayden. During the conversation, we’d also decided that Riley would stay with us while we had sex. After all, it was only fair that he should be allowed to be present at the conception of his child. Besides, I wasn’t sure I could go through with it without him.

Riley stepped into the bedroom and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close.

“How are you feeling, baby?” he asked. “Are you okay? You’re shaking.” He kissed my forehead tenderly.

I nodded against his chest. “Yes, I just... I don’t want this to change things between us,” I admitted quietly. We were still very much in love, even after nearly ten years together. And despite everything else going on right now, that was something I didn’t ever plan to lose sight of.

“I can understand you feeling that way, Lucy,” he said softly. “But I love you so much. I’m doing this because I love you with all my heart. Nothing will ever change how I feel about you.” His words warmed me inside and out.

He held me tightly before letting me go and smiling down at me.

A moment later, I heard the doorbell ring downstairs. My insides tightened nervously again. This was really happening. My husband’s best friend was actually here to make me pregnant.

Riley leaned down and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Ready?” he asked gently.

I nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I replied honestly.

He smiled and took my hand, leading me downstairs where we let Jayden in. I expected him to look as awkward as I felt, but surprisingly, he didn’t. Even in this weird situation, Jayden seemed to radiate with his usual confidence, and a part of me couldn’t help but relax when I saw that.

“Hi,” I said shyly. “Come on in.”

Riley and I stepped back to let him in, and once he was inside, Jayden leaned down to brush a soft kiss against my cheek. He never usually greeted me like that, but I guess it was appropriate considering what was about to happen today. My skin tingled in the wake of his tender kiss, and I had to bite my lower lip so a whimper wouldn’t escape.

“I just want to say thank you to you both,” he began, his emerald green eyes full of sincerity as he glanced back and forth between me and my husband. “It is an honour to be included in such a huge part of your lives, and I really hope we are successful tonight.”

He smiled warmly at us both, and I felt a heat begin pooling deep in the pit of my stomach. Something stirred within me at seeing him smile like that. A warmth spread throughout my body, making it difficult to breathe properly. The butterflies in my tummy started flapping wildly.

“We really appreciate you doing this, man,” Riley responded, and I nodded my head quickly in agreement, seeing as it felt impossible to speak at the moment.

Jayden grinned widely. “Of course, it’s no problem at all,” he said to Riley before turning towards me, looking directly into my eyes. “Lucy, I know this must seem strange to you, but I promise you that I am going to do everything I possibly can to make sure you enjoy yourself.” His lips curled up into a wicked grin, and I couldn’t seem to stop the moan that escaped me.

His words held such promise, and somehow I knew he meant it. I glanced quickly at Riley, who gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. “Let’s all go upstairs, baby.”

My husband seemed to be almost vibrating with excitement, which I hadn’t expected. But I was too overwhelmed with everything right now to try and work out why that might be. So I nodded and began walking up the stairs, pausing only long enough to make sure both men were following me. Once we reached the top floor, we went straight into the master bedroom and shut the door behind us.

I turned to face Jayden, unsure whether I should sit down or not. He stepped towards me, standing close enough that I felt dwarfed by his huge frame. Not only was he tall, but Jayden was a personal trainer at the local gym and his body rippled all over with muscles.

Unable to resist, I reached out and placed my hand gently on his chest, feeling the warmth of his body through his t-shirt. It sent shivers coursing through me.

“You okay, Lucy?” he whispered huskily.

I nodded my head slowly. “Yes,” I breathed out, unable to hide the tremble in my voice any longer.

He stared deeply into my eyes for several moments before capturing one of my hands in his own. His thumb stroked across my knuckles gently. “Relax,” he murmured, leaning closer until our noses touched. “I promise I will take care of you tonight.”

The way he spoke calmed me instantly, and I felt myself relaxing under his touch. His fingers brushed lightly along mine, sending small sparks of electricity shooting up my arm. I closed my eyes briefly, savouring how good it felt.

Opening them again, I looked up into his handsome features. His gaze was dark, filled with lustful intent, and I found it hard to pull away. There was something very sensual about being held captive in his mesmerising stare.

Then suddenly, without warning, Jayden pulled me firmly against him and kissed me hungrily. His tongue slid easily between my parted lips, tasting me thoroughly. For a few brief seconds, I allowed myself to lose control completely and melted against him.

From the other side of the room, I heard a low moan, and I realised it came from Riley as he watched me with his best friend. As much as I wanted to turn around and see his reaction, I didn’t dare break free of Jayden’s hold. Instead, my mind focused solely on the sensations his mouth was creating, and I lost track of time. All sense of reason left me, leaving nothing more than desire burning brightly inside my belly.

When he finally broke off the kiss, I opened my eyes and saw that he was glancing down at me with a hungry stare. “That wasn’t nearly as bad as you thought it would be, was it?” he asked, his voice a soft growl.

A flush rose up my neck and cheeks, and I shook my head slightly. “No,” I replied quietly, reaching up to run my fingertips tenderly along the stubble on his chin. “Thank you.”

Jayden leaned in once again, kissing me softly before pulling back to look down into my upturned face. “Good girl,” he whispered huskily. “Now, let’s get you ready.”

He reached for the top button of my dress, slowly opening it while holding my gaze intently. I held my breath, unable to believe this was happening, or that my entire body was already a trembling mess of lust after only one kiss.

Jayden opened one button after another, slowly revealing the black lace lingerie I’d so carefully picked out for him earlier in the evening. Once all the buttons had been opened, he gently pushed the cotton garment off my shoulders to let it pool on the floor around my feet, then he took a step back to look at me.

I had to fight the urge to cover myself with my arms, but the dark hunger that was so evident in his eyes let me know Jayden liked what he saw. Then his hands were moving over my body, sliding beneath the hemline of my panties and cupping my ass cheek. I bit my lip when I felt his hot palm stroke over my skin. The heat of his touch made me quiver, and I couldn’t help but feel aroused.

Then Jayden slowly ran his palms up over my stomach, lingering at my breasts, where they rested atop the lacy cups of the bra. When Jayden lifted the material, exposing my nipples and making them peak erect, I moaned in response. My heart beat faster at his boldness, and the fluttering sensations between my thighs were growing more intense.

When Jayden wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me closer, I could feel exactly how excited he was, too. His bulging erection throbbed against my stomach through his jeans.

He leaned down, cupping one of my breasts in his hand while he took the hard nipple into his mouth, and I let out a gasp as his tongue flickered against the stiff bud.

I wrapped my arms around him, running my fingers through his hair as I held him close. For a brief moment, my gaze met Riley’s over the top of Jayden’s head, and I was surprised to see the lust shining back at me from my husband’s eyes.

But then Jayden spoke, bringing my attention back to him. “You’re beautiful,” he said softly, his lips brushing across my ear. He tugged at the clasp behind my back, undoing the hook. It fell open, and I slipped the bra off, feeling his warm fingers brush against my bare chest.

“You’re sure this is what you want?” he whispered huskily.

I nodded, squeezing his shoulder tightly. “Yes. Please.”

His smile spread wider, lighting up his whole face. “Okay, then,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss me. There was no hesitation in his movements. No awkwardness. Only pure passion.

My own breathing quickened, and my nerves returned full force. This was real now—more than ever before. Jayden’s kiss deepened, and I closed my eyes, savouring the sensation.

As we kissed, his hands moved down to my hips, gripping tight enough to make me wince. But it also gave me a thrill. I shivered as I pressed tighter against him, allowing our bodies to come together fully.

Then he was pushing my panties down my thighs and he cupped my mound in his palm. I gasped loudly when his finger slid inside me, making me shudder. I didn’t even have time to think about why his touch should excite me like it did. All I knew was that I wanted more. So much more.

With gentle pressure, Jayden began to move his finger in and out of my pussy, spreading the moisture there until I was wetter than I’d ever been. I gripped his shoulders, arching my back to press against him. With each thrust of his digit, I cried out, my voice echoing in the room.

As he slid his middle finger deeper inside me, his thumb stroked my clit. Soon, I was writhing under his caress, my knees beginning to tremble. I arched my back further, gasping aloud with pleasure as his other hand massaged the small of my back. Just when I thought I was about to explode with my orgasm, Jayden withdrew his fingers from me.

A moan escaped me when his fingers found my clit, sending electric tingles shooting through every part of my body. My legs trembled and my toes curled. As Jayden sucked on my lower lip, I started to writhe again in anticipation of his next movement.

But then Jayden broke the kiss, pulling back enough that I could see Riley watching us over his shoulder. A sudden panic filled me. What the hell was I doing? How could I be getting this turned on by someone who wasn’t my husband?!

I placed my hands on Jayden’s chest and pushed him away as tears filled my eyes. “I’m sorry,” I wailed pitifully. “I can’t do this. I’m sorry.”

Without even waiting to see Jayden and Riley’s reaction, I rushed to the bathroom, slammed the door shut, and flipped the lock closed.
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Chapter Four
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Riley:

I stared at the bathroom door, my mouth hanging open, until the sound of Jayden clearing his throat distracted me.

“I’m really sorry if I did something wrong, man,” he said to me. “I genuinely thought she was enjoying it.”

With a sigh, I nodded my head. “She was, Jayden. I know her, and she was definitely enjoying it. But something spooked her. I should go make sure she is okay.”

“Yeah,” he agreed. “I guess I’ll go home. But let me know later that things are still good between you two, okay?”

“I will,” I said. “Thanks for giving this a try, anyway. Maybe we can try again next month or something if she’s feeling up to it?”

Jayden nodded. “Sure. But we can talk about it later. For now, I’ll leave you to make sure Lucy’s okay in there.”

I watched as my friend turned and walked out the bedroom, then waited until I heard the front door close before approaching the bathroom.

When I knocked on the door, Lucy opened it, then sat down on the floor with her back against the wall. Her eyes were red and puffy, as if she’d been crying, and I sat down beside her to wrap her up in my arms. A muffled sob escaped her, and I stroked my fingers gently through her hair.

“What happened?” I asked softly.

“It just felt so intense, Riley. And then I looked at you, and I got so scared that what I was doing was going to ruin our relationship. I don’t want that.”

I held her closer to me as I listened, my heart pounding in my chest. “Intense in a bad way?” I asked softly.

When she didn’t answer, I pulled back slightly and gripped her chin to force her to look up at me. Her face had turned a bright crimson colour, and I had a feeling I knew what was going on.

“You enjoyed it, didn’t you, baby?” After a long pause, Lucy nodded her head slightly. “And so you feel like you betrayed me because you were enjoying Jayden’s attention.”

The tears welled up in her eyes again, threatening to spill down her cheeks once more, and she nodded her head quickly.

“I didn’t expect that to happen, Riley. I’m sorry.”

With a sigh, I pulled Lucy back to me, her face burying into the crook of my neck. “Lucy, you’ve got nothing to be sorry for. You haven’t done anything wrong.”

“But this is supposed to just be about making a baby. Not about... anything else.”

I laughed softly, unable to help myself. “Yes, Lucy, this is about making a baby. But that doesn’t mean it can only be about that. There’s no reason why the three of us can’t all have fun at the same time.”

Lucy pulled back slightly and looked up at me, her eyes wide. “Really?” she asked, as if the whole idea that I expected her to enjoy it was completely alien to her.

I smiled warmly at her. “Of course. Why would you think otherwise? Sex is supposed to be fun. Besides, if you didn’t enjoy it, I’d feel like I was forcing you to do something against your will, and I’d hate that.”

Lucy sniffed loudly and wiped her nose with the back of one hand. She took a deep breath and blew it out slowly, trying to calm herself down. When she finally spoke, her voice still sounded shaky.

“But you won’t get any enjoyment out of it. I think that’s what bothers me. It’s like you’re being left out.”

I sighed softly as I realised it was time to make my confession. If it would help Lucy feel less guilty about this, then it would be worth it.

“Listen to me, baby. I promise I will enjoy this just as much as you and Jayden.” I lowered my head, looking down at the floor for a moment as I tried to gather my courage. “When I first came up with the idea of you and Jayden, it was because I wanted him to help you get pregnant. But since then, I have been having the most vivid fantasies about watching you with my best friend, and it makes me so damn hard every time I think about it.”

When I brought my gaze back to Lucy’s face, she was staring at me with her mouth open wide. Shame flooded me for a moment until she threw herself and me and wrapped her arms tight around my neck.

“You really mean that?” she asked. “It... it turns you on to watch me with him?”

I nodded as I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. “It does. You looked so sexy with him tonight, baby. So hot.”

Lucy bit her lip and swallowed nervously, but when I leaned forward and brushed my lips across hers, she melted into me. I kissed her deeply, letting my tongue slip between her parted lips. The taste of her kisses made my cock throb painfully inside my pants, and I couldn’t wait to pull them off and bury myself in her pussy.

We broke apart after several moments and stared at each other, both breathing heavily from the kiss we shared. Then Lucy dropped her head onto my shoulder and let out another soft sob.

“Oh god,” she said quietly. “I’m such an idiot!”

She started crying harder, her body shaking uncontrollably in my embrace. I stroked her hair soothingly while she cried, whispering gentle words of comfort in her ear. Eventually, the tears stopped flowing, leaving Lucy sitting there silently, staring blankly ahead of her.

“Do you still love me, Riley?” she whispered brokenly. “Even now that I know how much you want to see us together...”

“Of course I do, Lucy. How could you ever doubt that? The knowledge that I can’t be the one to get you pregnant isn’t easy for me. But I don’t regret asking Jayden to help at all.”

A tear trickled down Lucy’s cheek. “No matter what happens, please never stop loving me.”

I reached over to pick up the box of tissues next to where Lucy sat and handed one to her. “I promise, sweetheart. Everything will be okay. And soon enough, we’ll have the baby we always wanted.”

As soon as Lucy had finished wiping away her tears, I stood up and helped her stand before leading her back to our bedroom. She glanced around the room before turning to look at me.

“Did Jayden go home?” she asked.

I nodded. “He wanted to give us some time alone,” I said, a soft smile on my lips.

“That’s probably a good idea,” she said, as she pulled me over to the bed.

We both laid down, with Lucy’s naked body pressed against me. Even after the emotional turmoil, I couldn’t stop thinking about how gorgeous she’d looked as her body had trembled with pleasure while Jayden fingered her pussy. My dick was throbbing uncomfortably, so I tried to push the images out of my mind. The last thing my wife needed when she was upset was me trying to make a move on her.

Suddenly, Lucy brushed her lips against my ear and whispered. “Maybe if you told me about the fantasies you have about me and Jayden, then it might make things easier for me if we decide to try again?”

So much for my plan to not think about it for a while. I chuckled nervously. “You really want to hear about that, Lucy?”

“I do,” she whimpered, and this time, I could hear the arousal in her voice. “Please tell me what you think about.”

“Okay, well, sometimes I think about him touching you just the way he did earlier, and I imagine you cumming hard on his fingers. Other times, I picture you riding him and making yourself cum all over his big, fat cock.”

Lucy moaned softly as she ran her hand along my thigh. “And how often are those thoughts in your head?”

I smiled. “All day long, pretty much. They’re like a constant soundtrack playing through my brain whenever I try to think about anything else. It drives me crazy.”

The sound of Lucy’s moaning grew louder, and I felt her trembling beside me as she began grinding herself against my leg. “Why do you think it excites you so much?” she asked, her voice growing breathless.

“Because I want to watch you losing yourself to that kind of intense pleasure,” I replied, running my finger lightly over her breast. Her nipple hardened under my touch, and I pinched gently. “I want to see you being worshipped and given all the pleasure your body can handle. From me, but also from Jayden, too. You deserve to be spoiled with attention.”

Lucy groaned loudly and buried her face against my neck. “God yes! That sounds amazing. So it’s not wrong for me to want that, too?”

“Not at all, honey. In fact, I feel lucky to have met someone who understands exactly what turns me on most. We can enjoy this together. With Jayden.”

I slid my arm around Lucy’s waist, pulling her on top of me so our bodies were flush against each other. When I lifted my mouth to kiss her once more, I felt her respond eagerly by wrapping her arms tightly around my neck. Our tongues danced playfully as she ground her pelvis against mine, sending electric pulses shooting throughout my entire body.

It only took me a few seconds to pull off my shirt, tossing it aside, while Lucy got to work opening my jeans. As Lucy continued kissing me passionately, she pushed my pants down over my hips and dragged her nails across the bare skin of my thigh, causing me to shiver in delight. Then she tugged my boxers down until my hard cock sprung free.

Lucy sat up over me, straddling my hips and wasting no time in taking hold of my shaft and guiding it between her legs. She rubbed it slowly up and down her slit and then moved her hips in a circular motion, teasingly rubbing her clit with the tip. I watched as she closed her eyes and let out a soft moan, which made my dick pulse even more.

“I need to be inside you,” I moaned. “Right now.”

Lucy leaned forward, lowering herself onto me. A rush of heat flooded through my whole body as I sank deep into her wetness. She placed both her hands on my chest as she started rocking her hips in a slow circle, and I brought my hands up to her breasts, cupping those fleshy mounds while teasing the hardened nipples with my thumbs.

She arched her back slightly as I thrust upwards, pushing myself deeper into her hot tunnel. Soon enough, we were moving quickly and powerfully together; neither one of us was able to keep quiet any longer as our grunts filled the room.

“Fuck me, Riley,” Lucy cried out. “Take me hard. I need you so badly.”

I obliged by slamming myself deeply into her velvety depths, my ass lifting high up from the mattress with each hard thrust. The feeling of her clenching around me sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body, and soon I found myself reaching the edge. My balls tightened, and I let out a loud groan as I came violently within her.

At the same time, Lucy let out a sharp cry as she reached her own climax, shuddering and squeezing me tight before collapsing atop me.

As the aftershocks of orgasm washed over me, I rolled Lucy onto her side next to me and held her close. She snuggled against me, breathing heavily, and I stroked my thumb across her cheekbone.

“That was incredible,” Lucy whispered.

I laughed quietly. “Yeah, that would be one way to describe it.”

We lay there together for several minutes without speaking or doing anything except holding each other. I had no idea if we would try again with Jayden, or if I’d ever get to watch her with my best friend. But one thing I did know for certain was that I loved Lucy deeply, and whatever happened in the future, we would always have each other.
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Chapter Five
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Lucy:

I sighed as I glanced once again up at the clock on the wall. It was only midmorning, and my shift at the bank was moving horrendously slowly. The bad storm outside meant that not many people were willing to leave their homes for anything other than essential reasons.

The thought of spending even another hour cooped up inside with nothing but a stack of papers and an empty coffee cup made me feel like screaming. My mind wandered back over what had happened last night, when Jayden had visited.

Despite the panic I’d felt, the memory of how Jayden had kissed and touched me was etched in my mind. He hadn’t been rough or forceful; he simply seemed so confident in himself that it almost came off as arrogant—until his lips found mine and everything changed completely. His kisses had left me breathless while making my heart race wildly within its confines.

It had been such a relief to find out that Riley was turned on by watching us. At least the guilt hadn’t weighed so heavily on me since he’d made his confession. But we still hadn’t decided if we were going to try again with Jayden.

Except every time I thought about him now, remembering the way it had felt when he’d fingered me and toyed with my clit, a rush of heat would flood my entire body. There was no doubt in my mind I wanted to experience it again. I just had to find a way to do it that wouldn’t trigger the anxiety I’d felt last night.

The door to the main street opened and a tall, broad man entered, except the hood of his large coat hid his face so I couldn’t see who it was. I watched him curiously, always cautious when someone kept their face hidden, even if the weather outside was a perfectly good reason for someone to be wearing their hood.

When the man pulled the hood down, I breathed a sigh of relief as I realised it was Jayden. But that moment of calm was only fleeting, as my heart began pounding with a mixture of nerves and arousal. Why was he here? He’d never come to visit me at work before.

He glanced around quickly before walking over to my desk. “Hey,” he said, smiling awkwardly at me.

“Hi.” I nodded slightly, unable to look away from his beautiful eyes. They looked dark today, despite the light green colouring they usually possessed. A strange expression crossed his features, one that reminded me of something akin to sadness, although I wasn’t sure why. Maybe because of what had happened between us the previous night.

Jayden took a seat on the opposite side of the desk, leaning forward and resting his elbows against the surface. When he spoke, his voice sounded strained. “You okay?”

My throat suddenly felt dry as my mind returned to the events of last night, wondering if he thought I was silly for behaving the way I had. I shook myself mentally, trying to force those feelings aside.

“Yeah,” I replied softly. “You?”

Jayden nodded his head. “I’m good. I just had a couple of things I needed to say to you, Lucy, and I thought it might be better to say it without Riley around.”

That caught my attention immediately. “What kind of things?” I asked carefully, keeping my tone neutral even though I wondered what he wanted to say to me that he didn’t feel he could say in front of my husband.

A smile flickered across his handsome features. “Well...” He paused briefly, glancing towards the window as raindrops started hitting the glass pane with increasing frequency. Then he turned his attention back to me. “I just want you to know that I really enjoyed what happened between us last night.”

His words sent shivers through me, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I swallowed hard, feeling nervous all over again. I tried desperately to think of some sort of reply, but I couldn’t seem to form any coherent sentences.

“I would love to try again,” he continued. “But only if you and Riley decide it’s what you want. If it’s too hard for the pair of you, then that’s fine, too. I understand this has to be a difficult situation for you both.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “We haven’t quite decided yet what we want to do, though.”

Jayden flashed me a warm smile. “That’s okay. There’s no rush. As much as I’d love to experience more of you, I only want it to happen if both of you are fully on board with the idea.”

A heat filled me as he told me he wanted even more of me than he’d had last night, and there was an intense fluttering at my core. I could feel my face heating up as it turned a bright shade of red, so I glanced down at my hands while I fiddled nervously with a pen.

“I enjoyed it, too,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I just got worried that I was going to hurt Riley by going through with it. I don’t want to do that.”

Jayden leaned forwards slightly and placed a hand on top of mine where it rested on the desk. His fingers gently curled round my wrist, sending another wave of tingling sensations rushing into my arm. My breath hitched as our skin touched, and it made my mouth go dry and my pulse quicken.

“It won’t hurt Riley,” he reassured me. “Judging by a couple of things he’s said to me, I actually think he’s excited about watching us together.”

I smiled softly. “Yeah, he might have said something to me along those lines after you left last night.”

Jayden grinned. “Good!”

For a brief moment, I found myself staring deeply into his gorgeous green eyes, wanting to lose myself in them forever. But I blinked rapidly, forcing my mind back to the present.

“I guess I’m still a bit anxious about what might happen with Riley, even though I know he gets turned on by it all. But that’s the only thing stopping me at the moment.” I paused for a moment, nibbling my lip as I wondered whether or not I should continue. “I... I definitely liked what happened between us last night, though, and would like more. Especially knowing that I might end up pregnant too.”

Jayden’s grin grew even wider. “I definitely want more as well! I mean... I wouldn’t want anything bad to happen either. We’ll figure out how we’re going to deal with that if the time comes, okay? For now, let’s focus on enjoying ourselves.”

I smiled gratefully at him before nodding slowly. “Okay. I will talk to Riley about it again tonight and let you know what we decide.”

He gave me one final smile, then stood up. “Sounds good. Let me know if you need me to come over tonight, okay? I assume you’ll still be ovulating then, right?” Jayden winked at me, creating a flurry of sensations all through my body.

My heart thudded loudly in my chest. “Yes, I think so,” I replied, trying to hide the flush spreading across my cheeks. “Thanks again for everything so far.”

I watched Jayden as he left and waited for the rapid beating of my heart to slow down. It was crazy how much of an effect he had on me now that I knew just how good his touch felt.

A few minutes later, my boss walked over to my desk. “Hi, Douglas,” I said with a smile.

He nodded, looking as grumpy as ever. “It’s dead today. You might as well go take your break early and I’ll look after the place.”

“Thank you!” I replied, getting up quickly from my desk. “I’ll see you soon.”

I had no intention of heading out in the bad weather, so I just went to the break room and made myself a coffee. My hand was still tingling from where Jayden had touched me a little earlier, and the image of his wicked grin when he’d talked about how much he had enjoyed last night filled my mind. The thought of doing it again was already making my pussy clench.

Once I’d finished drinking my coffee, I pulled out my phone and started playing around with some apps, scrolling through different photos until I came upon a picture of Jayden. He looked incredible. His muscular physique, the way he held himself, the expression on his face—it all combined to create this aura of masculinity that drew me in. I couldn’t help but stare at him, admiring the hard lines of his jawline and the way his eyes seemed to sparkle.

I glanced quickly over at the break room door. Nobody was likely to come in. After all, it was only me and Douglas in today, and he was looking after the front desk while I took my break.

While looking at the picture of Jayden on my phone, I lifted my skirt and began gently rubbing my pussy through my white cotton panties. After a few moments, that wasn’t enough, though, and I tugged the gusset of my panties to the side.

A low moan escaped my lips as I slid two fingers inside myself. I closed my eyes and imagined being naked, lying on the bed beneath him. Our bodies touching everywhere, our mouths locked in passionate kisses while our hands explored each other. As my arousal built further, I spread my legs wide apart and imagined the feel of his thick cock sliding easily between my slick folds.

The sensation brought a small whimper from my lips. I could almost smell the musky scent of his skin and hear him breathing heavily above me as he thrust into me repeatedly.

I pumped my fingers hard and deep into my pussy in time with Jayden’s imaginary thrusts. My breath quickened. My nipples were rock hard underneath my clothes. My whole body was trembling, both from pleasure and anticipation.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, pushing my hips upwards towards my own fingers as they plunged deeper than usual. I bit my lip, feeling a powerful orgasm building within me.

With a cry, I threw back my head and arched my spine. Waves of heat washed through me as my climax tore through my body like lightning. With one final spasm, I collapsed back into the chair, gasping for air.

If it felt that good just thinking about having Jayden’s cock deep inside me, I could only imagine how good it would feel to be filled by the real thing.

I slowly pulled my fingers out of my quivering cunt and slid my panties back into place. Then, with shaky hands, I put my phone away. It was time to get back to work. And hopefully now I’d taken care of my need to cum; I wouldn’t be daydreaming about Jayden for the next few hours while bored at work.
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Chapter Six

[image: ]

Riley:

When I got home from work, I went straight to the bathroom for a shower. Working on cars all day always meant I was a mess by the time I got home. But I wasn’t complaining. I loved what I did for a living, as I’d been obsessed with cars ever since I was a kid and used to help my dad every Sunday fixing up his car.

Lucy wasn’t home yet, so hopefully I’d be able to finish my shower before she arrived. I wanted to make sure she was okay after what had happened last night.

I stepped under the showerhead and let out a long breath. The hot water felt good against my skin and it washed away most of the dirt that had accumulated over my hours at work. It also helped me relax, but not enough to stop thinking about everything that had happened between us yesterday.

As my mind wandered back to those images of how Lucy had reacted to Jayden’s touch, my dick began twitching to life, slowly growing harder and longer. My hand reached down without even realizing where it would end up until I found myself stroking my cock while staring at the wall tiles in front of me.

But then I heard Lucy calling out my name, and I quickly let go of my erection as if I’d been caught doing something naughty.

“I’m in the shower!” I called back. “I’ll be out in a minute!”

I finished washing as fast as I could, then jumped out of the shower, giving my whole body a quick rubdown with the towel before wrapping it around my waist. Then I walked out into the bedroom, where Lucy was sitting on the edge of the bed. She looked beautiful dressed in her white blouse and black pencil skirt. Her hair fell loose over one shoulder, framing her face perfectly.

She stood up and gave me a smile, but it didn’t quite reach her pretty brown eyes. I tilted my head, looking at her, and I realised she looked nervous.

“Are you okay, baby?” I asked. “You look upset.”

Her lips were pressed together tightly, and her cheeks glowed red. Was it because of last night? Or was there another reason why she seemed uncomfortable right now?

“I saw Jayden today,” she replied on one long breath, the words rushing out of her. “He came to see me at work.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling both surprised and curious by that news. “What did he want?”

Lucy hesitated before speaking again. “He just wanted to reassure me he was happy to move at whatever pace we are comfortable with. And... he told me how much he had enjoyed the time with me last night.”

Her face flushed an ever deeper shade of crimson.

My mouth dropped open. Oh fuck! I knew I shouldn’t be getting hard when hearing that another man had enjoyed kissing and touching my wife, but somehow I couldn’t help myself.

“Riley...” Lucy whispered, looking at me shyly. “Can we try again with Jayden, please?”

I nodded, unable to speak. There was nothing more I wanted than for Lucy to give him another chance. And my rapidly hardening cock seemed to be in complete agreement. Not that I was only doing this because it made me horny. I genuinely wanted Lucy to have the baby she’d always wanted, even if it wasn’t mine.

“Of course we can,” I finally replied as I took her into my arms. “When, though? Would you prefer to wait until next month?”

To my surprise, Lucy shook her head quickly. “No, no. We should do it tonight or tomorrow morning.”

A rush of excitement rushed through me. Tonight? Right now? I grinned widely, thrilled at the idea.

“Okay, babe,” I said excitedly. “Let’s get ready. We need to call him and ask if he’s free to come over.”

“Can you do that while I have a quick shower?” she asked. Lucy stepped closer and pressed her body against mine. She seemed to be almost vibrating with excitement. It was such a big difference from last night, and I couldn’t have been happier to see the change in her.

“Of course,” I said with a wide smile on my face.

As soon as Lucy disappeared into the en-suite bathroom, I picked up my phone to dial Jayden’s number, and he answered immediately.

“Hi, Jayden,” I said. “Are you free tonight? I don’t know what you said to Lucy at the bank today, but she’s come home eager to try again tonight.”

“Yeah, sure,” he answered after a long pause. “I can get there in about an hour, if that’s okay with you two?”

“That’s sounds perfect,” I replied quickly, feeling relief surge through me that he didn’t already have other plans. “We’ll see you then.”

I rushed into the bathroom, pausing a moment to admire the sight of my naked wife in the shower. The water cascaded down her beautiful breasts, making them appear larger than normal. I felt my cock twitch slightly as I imagined sliding my hand across Lucy’s wet flesh. But the sound of her voice pulled me out of my daydream.

“What did he say?”

“He’ll be over in about an hour,” I replied. “Is that okay?”

Lucy turned off the shower and reached for a clean towel. “Perfect.”

“How are you feeling?” I asked, stepping closer and helping her to dry off.

She smiled. “Much better.” She paused before continuing, her tone serious once more. “The truth is, I’ve been thinking about him all afternoon.”

My breath caught in my throat. “You have?”

Lucy nodded shyly while nibbling on her lower lip. Excitement coursed through me. Did she mean that she’d thought of having sex with him?

“And not just thinking about it either,” she continued softly, taking my hands in hers and pressing my palms firmly against her tummy. My dick twitched in response. “I actually touched myself while imagining his thick shaft inside me. It was so good!”

I groaned, unable to hide my desire any longer. Her confession sent shivers of pleasure racing along every nerve ending in my body.

“Mmmm, yes, honey,” I moaned as I slid my hands further down, cupping her round ass cheeks. They were firm yet plump, and I could feel the heat emanating from her flesh. A little moan escaped Lucy’s lips as I squeezed, pulling her closer. “It sounds so hot to think of you touching yourself while thinking of him. Did you make yourself cum?”

“I did,” she whimpered as I slid my hand down between her thighs to tease fingertips along her hot slit. “Oh God, I came so hard imagining his big cock fucking me. Mmmmm, it was so intense.”

With my fingers still teasing her pussy lips apart, I dipped my head and sucked gently on her bottom lip.

“Tell me how it felt,” I murmured huskily. “Did you imagine it going deep inside you?”

Her eyes fluttered closed briefly, and a small shudder ran through her body.

“Yes,” she whispered hoarsely. “God, yes! I kept picturing his thick cock filling me up like it would never stop. He fucked me so hard and fast, I couldn’t breathe. Oh God, I wanted to scream, but I was at work, so I couldn’t.”

I bit my lip, trying desperately not to let my arousal show. This sounded amazing; way hotter than anything I could ever dream up.

“So sexy,” I breathed. “Does it turn you on when you picture me watching?”

“Yes,” she gasped as I dipped my head and teased my tongue across her nipple. “Especially now that I know how much you want to watch me with him.”

I lifted my mouth away from her breast and looked deeply into her eyes. There was something different about this time together. Something rawer. More honest. We weren’t hiding our desires anymore, and that excited us both.

“Do you want to fuck him?” I asked boldly, needing some reassurance.

A tiny gasp slipped past Lucy’s parted lips, and her breathing grew heavier. “Yes, I do.”

There was no doubt in my mind that she meant it. And knowing that made my heart soar.

“Then we’re doing it,” I growled as I pressed my palm against her swollen clit. “Tonight. Tonight will be our last chance until next month.”

“Yes!” she moaned. “It will happen tonight.”

Her hips were rocking to grind her aching cunt against my palm. As she rubbed herself harder and faster, I watched her face contort with ecstasy. She had been fantasizing about Jayden all day, and she wanted him. I was so fucking hard it hurt, but right now, all I wanted was to watch Lucy surrender to her own pleasure.

I leaned forward and kissed her neck. She arched her back, pushing her tits more firmly against my chest. With each thrust of my finger, her muscles clenched around me like a vice.

“Riley,” she panted as she ground her wet mound against my hand. “Fuck, your fingers feel so good. So perfect.”

I grunted in reply, enjoying the sound of my name on her lips.

“Please,” she begged. “Don’t stop.” She grabbed fistfuls of my hair and pulled me tight to her, grinding herself against me as if begging for release. “Make me cum. Please!”

“Goddamn, Lucy,” I groaned as I felt my dick pulse with my own pent up desire. “You are so damn hot!”

As soon as those words left my mouth, she screamed out loud and came violently against my hand. Her whole body tensed, and she trembled against me as waves of pleasure rippled through her. I kept my other arm wrapped around her waist, holding her close against my body to keep her upright. When she finally relaxed, I slowly withdrew my fingers and licked the juices off them.

She smiled shyly and laid her cheek on my shoulder. “Thank you. That was perfect.” As she stayed cuddled against me, she gripped the towel that was around my waist and pulled it away, revealing my rock hard dick as it bounced proudly upwards. It wasn’t long before she reached out and began stroking my shaft, causing a low moan to escape my throat.

“That feels so good,” I sighed as she pumped her soft hand up and down my length. My hands found their way up to her breasts again. They were full and firm, and the nipples hardened beneath my palms as I firmly squeezed her flesh.

“Mmm, don’t stop,” I moaned softly.

Lucy kept stroking her hand up and down my throbbing shaft while her thumb brushed over the tip. The combination of her touch and her breathy voice caused goose bumps to break out along my arms.

My balls tightened and ached, desperate to feel some relief. With a few more pumps of her hand along my length, I felt the pleasure building up inside me. A moment later, I exploded. Hot semen shot out of me in thick spurts, coating Lucy’s arm and stomach with my sticky fluid.

The feeling was incredible. I’d never experienced anything quite like it. Every inch of my skin tingled and burned as the intense orgasm wracked every muscle in my body. For several moments, I just stood there panting heavily, unable to move or speak. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I regained control enough to pull myself free from her grip and step away.

“Jayden will be here soon,” I said with a shaky voice, my entire body still trembling from the force of my orgasm. “We should get cleaned up again, so we’re ready for him.”

Lucy nodded, and we quickly got cleaned up and dressed, ready for our big night.
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Chapter Seven
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Lucy:

I couldn’t stop trembling, and the butterflies in my stomach seemed to be going into overdrive. But tonight, it felt like the good kind of nerves. Things were going to change forever after tonight, in a few different ways, but life would be changing for the better.

A ring of the doorbell signalled Jayden’s arrival, and both Riley and I jumped up from our seats, rushing to let him in. My husband let me get to the door first, and I pulled it open quickly in my eagerness to see Jayden. I felt so much more certain of myself tonight that I threw myself into his arms, and he lifted my feet easily from the floor and carried me into the house, before kicking the door closed behind him.

“Hey,” he said, as he settled me back down onto my feet. “You seem a lot happier tonight, Lucy. That’s good. So you’re both absolutely certain you want to go through with this?” His eyes flicked between mine and Riley’s faces, trying to make sure there wasn’t any room left for doubt or hesitation.

We’d told each other repeatedly before Jayden had arrived how serious we were about doing this; and that no matter what happened next, whether it worked out perfectly well or not, we wouldn’t regret making this choice.

Riley nodded confidently. “We are.”

Jayden gave an approving nod. “Okay... Well...” A small smile played across his lips, which made the butterflies in my stomach flutter even more wildly as arousal began seeping through my body. “Let’s just take things nice and slow tonight, okay?” He turned to face me once more, holding out his hand to me. “Lucy?”

My heart was beating loudly inside my chest. The anticipation building within me was making everything feel surreal, like I could barely believe what was actually happening right now.

He smiled at my nervousness. “Come here, beautiful,” Jayden said as he gently took my hand in his. As soon as my palm met with his warm skin, I shivered slightly in response. There was something electrifying about touching Jayden. Something addictive about being close to him. And when he held my hand tightly, stroking his thumb along the outside of my fingers while looking deeply into my eyes, I wanted nothing more than to sink deeper into his embrace and allow him to carry me away.

“Shall we go upstairs?” I whispered, only just able to hear myself over the thunderous beating of my heart.

His gaze followed the line of my throat until it reached my mouth. Then slowly, very deliberately, he leaned forward and placed a soft, gentle kiss on my lips. When his tongue swept softly against mine, my entire body trembled uncontrollably beneath its touch. I was utterly captivated by him. Every time his emerald green eyes gazed directly into mine, they stole my breath away and left me feeling weak-kneed.

“I think that would be a very good idea, Lucy. Lead the way.”

I glanced over at Riley for a brief moment, and he gave me a nod of encouragement. As I lowered my gaze, it was impossible not to see the tent in the front of my husband’s pants. He was already very aroused, which helped to ease my nerves even more.

Keeping hold of Jayden’s hand, I walked towards the stairs and guided them both up towards mine and Riley’s bedroom. Once there, I sat down on the edge of one bed while Jayden sat beside me, pulling me closer to him so he could continue kissing me tenderly. He caressed my bare thigh with his hand as his tongue slipped seductively between my parted lips. Our tongues danced together eagerly, and we explored each other’s mouths passionately. I ran my hands up his strong forearms and then rested them lightly on his shoulders. I loved how powerful, yet sensitive, he felt under my fingertips.

After a long, drawn out kiss, I broke off from his lips and looked up into his handsome face. “Are you ready for this?” I asked nervously, although I couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps I hadn’t needed to. After all, he seemed completely confident and assured of himself.

He grinned wickedly at me. “Oh yes. Absolutely.”

As soon as those words escaped his mouth, I suddenly became acutely aware of how wet my panties were becoming. They clung damply against my puffy folds, leaving little to the imagination. A quick peek over at my husband let me know he was leaning against the bedroom wall, one hand idly teasing his hard cock through his pants. Knowing he was happy, I turned my attention back to Jayden.

His intense gaze had shifted downwards, where his eyes were focused solely on my breasts, and the generous amount of cleavage which was visible in the low neckline of the dress I’d picked out for tonight. My cheeks flushed hotly as he stared intently at my body. For some reason, the sight of his heated gaze made my nipples instantly harden, sending sharp tingles shooting straight through my body.

Feeling suddenly bold, I moved into his lap, straddling his muscular thighs, and I let out a soft gasp as I felt the firmness of his leg press against my pussy through my panties. Jayden let out a growl and ran his hands gently up my thighs, then over my hips and up to my waist. His thumbs brushed delicately across the thin material of my black dress before cupping my full breasts firmly. I groaned quietly as he gave my tits a rough squeeze, causing my nipples to tighten further still.

Jayden released one breast from his grasp and slid his hand lower, slipping it underneath my skirt to grasp my ass cheek and pull me tighter against him, forcing me to grind against his rigid erection. The sensation sent jolts of pleasure coursing through my body, making me moan loudly.

“You’re so fucking hot, Lucy,” he murmured huskily into my ear as his hand squeezed harder against my rear end. The thumb of his other hand brushed back and forth over my hard nipple, leaving me panting as his touch created so many pleasurable feelings in my body.

A loud moan came from somewhere behind me, but I couldn’t seem to pull my gaze away from Jayden. It was enough for me to know that Riley was enjoying watching me with his best friend. That knowledge alone sent an electric thrill right through my core. I wanted nothing more than to feel Jayden’s thick shaft sliding deep inside of me. To have his large hands squeezing my breasts. And most importantly, to finally experience what it was like to make love to someone else after being married to my beloved Riley for years.

The thought excited me beyond belief, and I found myself biting my lip nervously as Jayden’s hands found the zip on my dress and pulled it downwards. Without even needing to be told, I lifted my arms above my head, allowing Jayden to pull the garment off over my head to leave me wearing nothing but the white lace bra and panties I’d had on beneath.

His dark and hungry gaze roamed over my body, taking in every inch of my almost naked form. When he reached my face, he leaned forward and pressed another searing kiss against my lips, sucking hungrily upon my tongue before letting go and licking his own lips suggestively.

I gasped softly as I watched him unbutton his shirt slowly. As his fingers worked their way expertly through the buttons, I took a moment to admire the masculine lines of his broad chest and chiseled abs. There wasn’t a single ounce of fat on his toned frame, and I knew without any doubt whatsoever that he would be able to easily overpower me. And that knowledge sent a rush of arousal flooding through my entire body.

Unable to help myself, I reached out and ran my fingers over the broad expanse of his chest, feeling his muscles flex under my touch. His skin was hot and smooth, and I couldn’t wait to feel every inch of his hard body pressed against my own soft curves.

My breath hitched as I slipped my hands down towards his belt buckle, wanting desperately to undo it and see just how big his dick really was. But instead of opening the buckle, I decided to tease him by simply stroking the bulge in his pants. He moaned deeply when my palms grazed against the hardness within his jeans, and I smiled smugly to myself as he quickly undid his belt and started to slide his zipper down. He craved my touch just as much as I craved his.

I tugged his jeans down just enough to let his hard cock spring free. It was already fully erect and throbbing heavily between our bodies, pulsating with desire. The sight of such a massive tool made me shudder, and I couldn’t stop the whimper escaping my throat as I wrapped both hands tightly around his length, admiring the sheer size of him.

“Oh god,” Riley whimpered from the edge of the room, and as much as I wanted to turn and look at him, it was impossible to tear my gaze away from Jayden’s impressive cock.

“Do you like how it feels in your hands, beautiful?” he growled into my ear.

I nodded quickly, then scrambled off his lap. He stood, and together, we made quick work of pulling off his jeans and underwear until he was naked. Then, as if my body had a mind of its own, I lowered to my knees in front of him. My eyes locked onto his manhood, which looked impossibly long and thick. Every part of me ached to take him into my mouth, to taste the salty-sweet fluid that coated his swollen tip.

After staring longingly at Jayden’s hard cock, I leaned forward and gently licked my way along the underside of Jayden’s shaft. His hips bucked slightly, pushing his dick into my open mouth, and I sucked greedily on the meaty crown while my hands caressed the rest of his firm length.

Riley groaned loudly once more, and I turned my head slightly to find him standing at the end of the bed and staring at us intently. For some reason, seeing him watch me suck Jayden off turned me on immensely.

Jayden grunted deeply as I began bobbing my head up and down on his cock, taking him deeper inside my mouth each time. He grabbed hold of my hair gently and moved my head back and forth, causing me to moan happily around his cock. “That’s right, Lucy. Suck that dick for me,” he groaned.

And I did. I loved the sound of his voice, so confident and commanding. And even though Riley didn’t say anything, his moans let me know he was enjoying watching me give myself completely to his best friend.

When I felt Jayden start to swell beneath my ministrations, I pulled away and lifted my eyes to meet his heated stare. I could tell he was close to cumming, but of course, he couldn’t cum in my mouth tonight. Not when I needed him to fill my pussy with his seed.

Jayden gently gripped my arm and helped me to my feet, then his hands were running all over my body once more. He gently squeezed my breasts through the thin lace of my bra before moving the material aside and lowering his head down to my tits. He nipped and bit lightly on one nipple as he continued teasing the other with his fingers. Pleasure surged through my body as he lavished those sensitive buds with attention, and when my nipples were so hard they had become tender, he stood upright once more to capture my gaze with his.

His hands slid lower and found my panties. With an impatient grunt, he ripped the material apart, revealing my soaked folds. His fingers immediately dipped inside me, sinking deep inside my wetness. I cried out sharply, unable to keep quiet, and he grinned wickedly down at me. “You’re soaking wet, aren’t you? You want this cock inside you?”

Yes. Yes, I did. So badly.

He pushed me backwards until I fell onto the bed, and without hesitation, he climbed atop me. We kissed hungrily, ravenously, our tongues dancing together as his large frame pressed down upon mine. My legs opened automatically under him, wrapping themselves tight around his waist. I arched against him, desperate for release.

Jayden grabbed the base of his erection while staring intently into my eyes. Without any further prompting or warning, he plunged into me. I gasped, feeling his thick girth stretch my insides wide open. It hurt a little, but not nearly as much as I thought it would.

“Fuck yes!” I moaned as he withdrew almost entirely, then slammed back inside me. Again and again, he repeated the action, thrusting deep within my slick passage. Each stroke sent ripples of ecstasy coursing through my entire being. The pain mixed with the pleasure, creating a delicious cocktail of sensations unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

My cries filled the bedroom, mingling with Riley’s loud groans beside me. He had laid down beside us on the bed, running his fingers through my damp hair as his best friend fucked me hard.

The pressure built swiftly inside me, threatening to explode, and just when I thought I might lose control, Jayden slowed his movements, stopping altogether. I whimpered softly, wanting nothing more than to feel his full length plunging deep inside me, filling every inch of my hungry pussy. But instead, he leaned forward and captured my mouth in another desperate kiss. Our tongues danced wildly together, swirling around and licking over each other.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned against my lips. “I don’t want it to be over yet.”

Jayden began moving once more, but much more slowly this time. Every thrust caused waves of pleasure to ripple throughout my body. They spread outward, encompassing my entire being, making my skin tingle and my bones ache with exquisite longing. My mind reeled, lost in sensation, overwhelmed by pure bliss.

Every movement became slower still, as if he wanted to prolong the experience. As if he knew how desperately I needed this night to last forever.

When he finally reached his limit, and could hold back no longer, he began slamming his cock hard and deep inside me. A cry escaped my throat, muffled slightly by his lips on mine. He held himself tightly against me, keeping that incredible friction going until he came.

Rope after rope of his seed coated my inner walls, sending sparks of electricity shooting through my veins as I surrendered completely to my own orgasm. My tight inner walls squeezed around him, as if trying to milk him of every drop of cum he had to give.

Jayden kept up the brutal pace until we were both spent and exhausted; then he rolled off me and collapsed on the bed beside me. I could feel his cum oozing out of my pussy, and I quickly clamped my thighs shut, trying to keep his seed inside me.

Riley gripped my chin gently and pulled my face towards him so he could kiss my lips tenderly. “That was so perfect,” he groaned.

“It fucking was,” Jayden growled in agreement.

I was too breathless to talk, so I simply nodded. It had been amazing, and if all had gone well, maybe I would soon be pregnant too. As if they knew what I’d been thinking, both Riley and Jayden reached over to place a hand gently on my stomach, and I felt happiness blossom within me.

Even if it hadn’t been successful, at least the three of us had shared this special night. And we’d get to keep doing this until we got that positive pregnancy test we were all hoping for.
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Chapter Eight
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Riley:

While Jayden washed up in the bathroom and got dressed, I pulled Lucy into my arms, kissing her tenderly on the lips.

“I love you,” she whispered, with a wide smile on her face even as her eyes glistened with tears.

“I love you too, baby,” I said, squeezing her naked body tighter against me.

She wrapped her arms around me, as if clinging to me, and I stroked my fingers through her hair, just holding her quietly until Jayden came out of the bathroom.

He smiled at us as he saw us cuddling on the bed. “You two stay there. I’ll let myself out.” He grinned at both of us, and winked at Lucy, before disappearing from the bedroom and heading home.

“How are you feeling?” I asked Lucy. She was still smiling broadly when she looked up at me. Her eyes were sparkling brightly, and it made her look like an angel. But then again, that’s how she always looked to me.

“I’m happy,” she replied after a long moment. “There’s so many feelings swirling around inside me that it feels a bit overwhelming, but overall, I’m happy. How about you, Riley? How are you feeling after what happened?”

My dick was throbbing painfully in my tight jeans, as I hadn’t given myself any relief while watching her with Jayden. But I didn’t think that was what she wanted to hear.

“I loved watching every minute of it, Lucy,” I told her instead, which was absolutely the truth. “It was the sexiest thing I’ve ever witnessed.”

Lucy whimpered, and she turned an adorable shade of red, which she tried to hide by nuzzling her face into the side of my neck. I chuckled softly and continued stroking her hair.

“And, hopefully, soon you’ll be pregnant too, baby.” I couldn’t hide the excitement in my voice as I spoke. It was all we’d ever wanted since we’d met, and admittedly, we weren’t taking the traditional route to make it happen, but it was still going to be special.

“I hope so,” she said, her voice cracking slightly, but when she lifted her head, there was still a gentle smile on her lips. Lucy opened her mouth, as if to say something else, then stopped.

“What is it, baby?” I asked, keeping my voice quiet and soothing.

“You do still love me and want me after what happened tonight, don’t you?” She couldn’t seem to meet my gaze, and her face was a bright crimson.

“Of course I do,” I answered quickly, my voice firm and without the slightest hint of hesitation. “In fact, I’m not sure I’ve ever wanted you more than I do right now.”

Lucy laughed softly and rolled onto her back beside me on the bed. “You’re just saying that, love. You can’t really mean it.”

It seemed to me like there would only be one way to prove it to her. “Oh, I do mean it, Lucy,” I said with a grin on my face, as I took hold of her hand and gently guided it to the bulge in the front of my jeans. “Let’s see if this proves my point.”

Her lips curved upwards into a grin as she stared down at our intertwined hands for a few moments longer. Then slowly, tentatively, she began rubbing her thumb across the outline of my cock. The sensation sent shivers running through me and caused the tip of my dick to swell even further within my pants.

“Is this okay, babe?” Lucy finally whispered. There was no mistaking the desire in her tone.

“More than okay,” I assured her, as I moved to sit up on my knees between her legs. I pulled off my t-shirt and began opening the fastenings on my jeans.

Lucy moved to help me, quickly reaching in to grasp my hard shaft and pull it free of my clothing. She let out a soft moan. “You’re so hard,” she whimpered.

“That’s because watching you with Jayden excited me so damn much,” I murmured, leaning forward to press my lips against hers. We kissed deeply, exploring each other’s mouths with our tongues.

I guided her down onto her back, then broke the kiss as I rose back up onto my knees between her parted thighs. My eyes roamed over her naked body, wanting to see every inch of my beautiful wife.

My gaze stopped when I saw the creamy white liquid oozing out of Lucy’s red and swollen cunt lips. Jayden’s cum. I couldn’t help but moan as I reached out to run my fingers over my wife’s sticky folds. My fingertips glided easily along her smooth skin, and I felt her shudder beneath me.

“Riley...” Lucy moaned quietly. “Don’t stop... Please.”

The sound of her pleading words did nothing to lessen the arousal coursing through my veins. In fact, they heightened it. I licked my lips hungrily, as I slid two fingers deep inside my wife, fucking them slowly in and out of her warm wetness.

“Yes, yes, fuck me!” Lucy cried. Her hips were rolling wildly under my touch.

I looked down at her flushed cheeks and trembling lips. Lucy was close. So very close. Her pussy was soaked and sticky, and somehow, knowing she was full of my best friend’s cum was only making this feel so much hotter.

“Riley,” Lucy breathed. “Please. I need you. Make me cum again.”

Her request made my cock twitch. That was exactly where I intended to take her next. I bent forward and ran my tongue across her nipple before sucking it into my hot mouth. I heard Lucy cry out loudly as she bucked upward in response to the pleasurable sensations assaulting her sensitive nipples.

I glanced up at her face once more. Her expression was one of pure bliss and delight. I smiled smugly to myself; my plan had worked perfectly, and now she was ready to come undone all over my fingers.

I continued to lick and suckle on her breasts while I fingered her pussy with increasing speed and force. Within seconds, I felt her tighten around my digits. She moaned and shuddered uncontrollably as an intense orgasm moved through her.

As I moved to kiss her neck, Lucy wrapped both arms tightly around my shoulders and pulled herself closer against me. It didn’t matter how many times we’d done this—I loved feeling her warmth surrounding my fingers, smelling her sweet scent filling my nostrils, hearing her gasps and cries fill the room.

As soon as her orgasm had faded, and she was left gasping for air, I slowly pulled my fingers out of her. They were glistening with a mixture of her nectar and Jayden’s cum, and I couldn’t help but stare in wonder at them for a moment.

But then I turned my attention back to Lucy. “Do you want me to stop now, baby?” I asked. “Or... or do you need more?”

“Oh, Riley,” she moaned softly. “I need you to fuck me. Please. I need to feel you inside me.”

I let out a loud groan, then I wrapped my hand around the base of my cock, feeling the wetness on my fingers from Lucy’s soaked pussy. As I looked down at my beautiful wife, I gently guided the head of my cock to her dripping entrance. I pushed just a little deeper until the tip part her slick folds.

“Are you sure?” I asked, staring intently at her upturned face.

She nodded, biting her bottom lip. Then she lifted her leg high enough that she could wrap it around my hip. She held herself open for me, offering her most intimate place to me. The thought alone sent a jolt of excitement shooting straight through my dick.

“God, you are such an amazing woman,” I said, pulling my hips back slightly before pushing deeper into her slick channel. “It feels like your cunt is made for my cock.”

“Mmm hmmm,” Lucy purred, closing her eyes briefly as I filled her completely. “That’s because it was meant to be yours. You’re perfect for me.”

I growled low in my throat, unable to resist kissing her. When our lips broke apart, I thrust harder than ever before. My balls slapped against her ass as she gasped.

“Fuck me hard,” Lucy begged breathlessly. “Make me cum. Fuck me until I scream.”

I’d never heard Lucy begging like that before, and it was driving me wild. Something about tonight had unlocked something within my wife, and I was going to do whatever I could to satisfy her every desire.

With that in mind, I leaned down to suck one of her nipples into my mouth, flicking my tongue quickly over its hardened tip. Lucy’s legs tightened around my waist, as if she needed to hold on to me as I fucked her.

My hands went to her thighs, squeezing them firmly as I pounded into her. She whimpered loudly as another climax began building rapidly inside of her body. Her inner muscles clenched tightly around my shaft, urging me on relentlessly toward my own release.

With a grunt, I buried my length deep inside her, then came explosively. Spurt after spurt shot into her hot depths and I watched in awe as her entire body shook beneath mine. We stayed locked together long after our pleasure had faded, panting heavily as we gripped one another tightly.

Finally, I rolled off Lucy and pulled her into my arms so she could rest her head on my chest. We lay there side by side, enjoying the closeness of each other’s warm skin. Neither of us spoke, content to simply enjoy the quiet moments lying naked together.

Lucy closed her eyes and sighed deeply, causing me to smile tenderly at her peaceful expression. I stroked my fingertips across her cheekbone, marveling at her beauty. She seemed utterly relaxed and happy, despite everything that had occurred over the last few days. And I knew I would always do whatever I could to keep her looking this happy.
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Chapter Nine
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Lucy:

It was the following morning, and Riley was still sound asleep. I had only been awake about ten minutes, but I didn’t want to wake him as it was still early. According to the lights blinking at me from the alarm clock on Riley’s bedside table, there was still at least another hour before either of us had to get back to work.

After the excitement of last night, a whole host of emotions were running through me. There was the anticipation of having to wait to find out if we had been successful in getting pregnant. Along with a deep arousal every time I even thought of Jayden.

Somewhere behind it all was some guilt for feeling that way about my husband’s best friend. But after seeing how much Riley had enjoyed last night, that feeling had eased considerably.

I sat up in bed, looking down at Riley’s sleeping face. His eyes were closed tightly and a small smile played across his lips. He looked so peaceful. So beautiful. Even though our relationship had taken an unexpected turn recently, I couldn’t imagine anything better than being married to Riley.

As I watched him, his eyelids slowly flickered open, and his smile widened when he realised I was already awake.

“Good morning, baby,” he said, his voice still thick with sleep. “You’re up earlier than usual.”

He stretched lazily, making those muscles ripple under the thin fabric of the sheet covering his chest. The movement made my own body react; my nipples hardened against the cotton sheet I had wrapped around me, and moisture pooled between my thighs.

Riley grinned knowingly, reaching out to stroke one hand gently along my shoulder. As soon as his fingers touched me, goose bumps erupted across my skin.

My mouth went dry, and I swallowed hard. My heart raced as heat flooded my cheeks. His fingers traced gently up and down my arm, almost brushing against the side of my breast each time. With each touch, desire flared within me until I found myself squirming beneath his gentle caress.

Even though I’d been fucked twice last night, and fucked well, apparently I was still needy for more this morning. But there was something I needed to talk to Riley about first.

“I’ve been thinking about something while waiting for you to wake up...” I began.

Riley sat up beside me in bed, his expression turning serious. “What is it, Lucy? Are you okay?”

I smiled shyly and gave a brief nod of my head. “I am. But I was just thinking that maybe we should see Jayden again tonight.” Riley’s eyebrows shot up towards his hairline, but he didn’t say anything yet, so I continued. “It’s just that it was only three days ago that I got my positive ovulation test, so there’s a good chance that I might still be fertile. And if we saw him again tonight, it would increase our chances of getting pregnant.”

My husband tilted his head, looking at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. “You really enjoyed last night, didn’t you, baby?”

His tone sounded slightly teasing rather than accusatory or judgemental. I nodded mutely as my cheeks flushed pink.

Riley dropped his tone to a whisper when he next spoke. “It’s okay if you want it to happen again just for fun, Lucy. This doesn’t just have to be about wanting to get pregnant.”

My face grew even hotter, and I bit my lip nervously. What did he mean by that? Did he think I wanted to fuck Jayden just for the sake of fucking him? That wasn’t true! Was it?!

“I did enjoy sex with Jayden, Riley... very much,” I whispered, meeting his gaze evenly. “But it’s one thing to have sex with him because I want to get pregnant. And something else entirely to keep fucking him just for no reason.”

Riley chuckled. I had no idea how he could be so relaxed about this conversation, but he didn’t seem upset at all. “Because we all want it would be a good enough reason, baby. But look, we don’t have to talk about that now. You’re right. Perhaps it would be a good idea to try again tonight, because then that’s double the chance it might work, right?”

Relief rushed over me as he changed the focus of conversation. No doubt there was a reason for that relief, but I wasn’t ready to explore what that was yet. So I nodded quickly. “That’s right,” I replied with an awkward smile on my face.

Riley flashed me a knowing grin, which started the flutters low in my belly again. Then he leaned in closer to brush his lips tenderly against mine.

When he pulled back, his eyes were warm with affection. He reached forward to cup my cheek, his thumb tracing soothing circles against my cheek. When he bent to kiss me softly once more, I melted into his embrace. Our tongues met hesitantly, tasting each other with tentative touches. After several moments, I felt him grow bolder, pushing his tongue deeper inside my mouth.

His hands slid lower, cupping my breast possessively to coax a gasp from my lips. My nipple hardened under his firm grasp. I arched my body toward his, seeking more of his touch. Riley pulled me down to lie beside him once more, and his erection pressed firmly between us, growing harder with every passing moment. The pressure of it against my thigh made my pussy throb deliciously.

I reached out to gently take hold of his hard shaft. His breath hitched in surprise before he captured my hand, pulling it away with a smirk. “No touching, Lucy. I have something else in mind for you today.”

He teased me mercilessly, sliding his fingers along my inner thighs, tickling my skin with feathery touches. My hips bucked reflexively, desperate for more contact. As soon as I thought he was never going to touch me properly, however, he pushed two fingers deep inside me.

A moan escaped my parted lips, and my toes curled instinctively. I gasped at the sudden rush of pleasure.

“Oh god...” I moaned as Riley pleasured me with his expert touch, sending shivers through my entire being.

He grinned wickedly, leaning forward to lick a trail of wetness across my stomach. A second later, he was between my thighs and plunging his tongue deep inside me.

I let out a loud moan as his talented mouth sent waves of heat coursing through my veins, and I writhed beneath him, unable to contain myself as he lavished me with attention.

He kept pumping his fingers inside me while licking and sucking at my swollen pearl. Each thrust of his fingers brought me ever closer to orgasm. I knew I wouldn’t last long. Every time his fingers brushed against my g-spot, my muscles tightened around them. I began moaning loudly, lost to sensation.

The sound seemed to spur him on. He sped up, plunging his tongue and fingers deep inside me until I felt like I was going to burst apart. Then he switched tactics, using his fingers only to tease my sensitive flesh with light strokes that left me panting for air.

“Please...” I whimpered desperately, feeling my climax drawing near. “Don’t stop!”

My words made him grin up at me from between my thighs, then he began pumping his fingers faster than I’d imagined possible. My cries grew louder with each stroke, becoming high-pitched shrieks of ecstasy. With my legs trembling uncontrollably, I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I threw my head back and screamed out in release as my body exploded with sweet bliss. Waves of euphoria washed over me as I came hard, screaming Riley’s name.

After a few seconds of recovery, or maybe it was even a few minutes, I opened my eyes to find Riley gazing intently down at me. A look of longing filled his eyes as he ran his finger along my flushed cheeks.

“You’re so beautiful when you cum,” he whispered huskily, kissing me lightly on the tip of my nose.

I smiled shyly at him, and he laid down beside me once more, holding me close. After a while, my rapid heartbeat steadied and my breathing slowed.
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Chapter Ten

[image: ]

Riley:

When we arrived at Jayden’s house that evening, I felt like a jumble of excited nerves. I was actually going to watch my best friend fuck my wife for the second night in a row. And if last night hadn’t been successful in knocking her up, maybe tonight would be.

My dick had been rock hard all day, and I hadn’t been able to stop daydreaming about this while I’d been supposed to be focusing on fixing cars. I’d even had to jerk off in the bathroom at work. Twice.

I switched off the car engine and turned to face Lucy, taking one of her hands in both of mine. “Before we go in there,” I started, “I just want you to know that I love you, and I really want you to enjoy tonight again. There is no need to worry about us, okay?”

She smiled at me and nodded. “I know, Riley. And thank you. I love you too.”

Lucy leaned over and pressed her lips against mine. Her tongue slowly caressed my lower lip before entering my mouth. Our tongues danced together for a few seconds before she pulled back, grinning at me mischievously.

“I guess it’s time to go in,” I said, breaking away from her gaze and opening the car door.

We got out and walked hand-in-hand towards the front porch. The door opened immediately after we knocked, and Jayden let us in. He was dressed in his usual loose t-shirt and faded jeans, but he looked more relaxed than I’d ever seen him. He greeted Lucy warmly, giving me a brief nod before turning back to my wife.

As I watched, Jayden gently stroked his fingers against Lucy’s cheek, staring into her eyes while he backed her up against the wall. I could barely catch my breath. My wife looked so beautiful as she stared back up at him, her eyes full of hungry desire. She looked tiny compared to Jayden’s tall, muscular frame, but I knew he’d never hurt her.

“I’ve been looking forward to this all day,” the other man said in a husky voice. “You look incredible.”

He leaned down and kissed Lucy on the lips, slipping his tongue deep inside her mouth. My already hard dick throbbed with arousal. It seemed like neither of them wanted to waste any time tonight. I took a step to the side, where I could get a better view of my best friend pinning my wife against the wall with his powerful body.

Lucy wrapped her arms around him, as if trying to pull Jayden even closer. Their bodies moved together, their tongues dancing with each other’s, before he broke away from her and stepped back.

She reached up and ran her hands through his short, dark hair, pulling him close once again. Then she brought her hands lower to grab hold of his shirt and pull it off, revealing a tight white tank top underneath. I let out a soft groan, seeing the eagerness Lucy obviously felt to have Jayden naked and inside her once more.

Jayden dropped his head so that he could trail kisses along her neck, then bit gently at the skin of her collarbone. I could see goosebumps rising on her smooth skin as he did so. She let out a little squeak of pleasure, which made me smile inwardly. My best friend reached down and gripped Lucy’s ass cheeks, pulling her tighter against his firm body.

“You’re so hard already,” she moaned, and I had to let out a soft moan of my own.

“I am,” Jayden growled against her earlobe. “I can’t fucking wait to be inside you again.”

He lifted Lucy up off her feet, and she wrapped her legs tightly around his waist, moaning happily. He carried her to the bedroom as I followed them, then sat her down on the edge of the bed. I couldn’t take my eyes off my gorgeous wife. Her long, dark brown hair hung loosely down her back, and her large breasts heaved with the way her arousal had her panting.

“I’m going to make you feel so good,” he whispered, kneeling between her thighs.

Lucy’s eyes were wide with excitement, a sexy grin spreading across her face. “Oh yeah? Just how good do you think you’ll be?”

My cock hardened even more, if that were possible, as I saw her playful confidence begin to shine through. I loved that she was feeling more comfortable tonight.

His lips curled into an impish smirk. “I’ll show you,” he replied, leaning in and kissing her deeply.

Her lips parted slightly, and Jayden slipped his tongue inside my wife’s mouth. Their moans filled the room as their tongues danced together. While they kissed, Jayden’s hands were sliding up her thighs, lifting her skirt higher.

When Jayden broke the kiss, he sank down lower onto his knees before Lucy. With her legs spread wide and her skirt lifted up around her waist, I could see her bare pussy glistening with moisture even from the other side of the room.

My friend let out a loud groan. “No panties tonight, beautiful?” he asked, reaching out and running his fingertips over her wet slit. I saw Lucy shiver under his touch.

“I figured that would be a waste of time,” she replied, a small grin teasing at the corner of her lips as she looked down at him.

Fuck. I squeezed my eyes tightly shut for a moment, trying to keep control of myself. I hadn’t realised my wife had decided to go without underwear tonight, and the thought of it was driving me wild.

When I opened them again, Jayden was brushing his lips against my wife’s bare thighs, slowly moving up her leg. His tongue trailed against her inner thigh, making my dick jerk against my pants as I watched. Lucy squirmed, letting out a soft gasp when he flicked his tongue over her clit.

The sight of Jayden licking my wife’s dripping pussy made me groan. I stood there, my heart pounding in my chest, watching as he lapped at her juices. My cock was so hard it hurt, and I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to resist touching it for much longer.

I heard a soft moan escape Lucy’s throat, then a sharp intake of breath as she arched her back. She let out a stifled cry as he took her clit into his mouth and began to suckle it.

“Oh god!” she cried out, her voice high-pitched with desire as she dug her fingers into the sheets under her. Her face was flushed and her eyes bright, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever seen her looking so beautiful.

“You taste so fucking perfect,” Jayden moaned against my wife’s pussy before he began licking and sucking again.

This time, Lucy let out a louder cry, her entire body tensing as she came. As she surrendered to her orgasm, Jayden kept licking frantically at her clit while he slid two fingers into her pussy and began stroking in and out.

“Oh fuck yes, don’t stop!” she whimpered, her whole body shaking.

After a few more moments of intense pleasure, Lucy let out a loud sigh and fell back onto the bed. Jayden turned to look at me over his shoulder, and I could see the wetness all around his mouth as he grinned at me. I grinned back at him and gave him a nod before he turned back to my wife, who was still gasping for air.

Jayden stood and took one of Lucy’s hands, helping her to stand up despite the fact that her legs were visibly trembling. “Come on, beautiful. I want you to be naked when I fuck you.”

She moaned and did her best to comply. It only took Jayden a moment to pull the dress up over her head, and then she was completely naked.

“Fuck,” Jayden and I groaned at the same time. Lucy’s tits were perfect. They were large and firm, with full pink nipples that were begging to be sucked. The sight of them made my cock twitch, and I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer. I opened my jeans and pulled out my rigid dick, letting out a moan as I wrapped my hand around the shaft.

As I watched them, Lucy laid back down on the bed, spreading her legs wide. Jayden was quickly pulling off all his clothes, but I only had eyes for my wife. I stroked my hand up and down my cock, moving at a gentle pace so I wouldn’t lose control too quickly.

Once Jayden was naked, he climbed onto the bed with Lucy, but he didn’t climb on top of her. Instead, he pulled her on top of him while he settled on his back.

“You’re going on top tonight, baby,” he said, with a wicked grin on his lips. “I want to watch those tits of yours bouncing as you ride me hard.”

Lucy let out a moan and nodded her head.

She was facing away from me, her ass pointing in my direction. Her pussy was glistening with moisture, and I could see the head of Jayden’s stiff cock already teasing against her entrance.

“Are you ready for this, beautiful?” he asked her, sliding his hands up her back and before bringing them around to cup her breasts.

“So ready,” she sighed, leaning forward to kiss his lips tenderly.

He continued kneading her breasts firmly, causing my wife to gasp loudly against his lips. He broke their kiss and let out a low growl, his hips bucking upwards as he pushed himself inside her.

“Ahh! Oh fuck!” she cried out.

My cock jerked in response, and I gripped my dick harder as I watched him bury himself deep inside my wife. Their bodies collided together, and I could hear the wet sounds of skin slapping against skin.

Jayden released his hold on Lucy’s tits, and we both watched as those soft, beautiful mounds of flesh bounced rapidly with the frantic pace of her movements. Lucy whimpered, her body shuddering as she began to move faster and faster. She threw her head back, moaning loudly while she rode him furiously.

Her pussy clenched tightly around his shaft, and he groaned as he buried himself balls-deep in her hot depths. The intensity of her thrusts caused her tits to bounce and sway hypnotically, and I felt my own dick twitching in response.

“Oh fuck!” Jayden grunted out, his hips bucking up towards her. I could see his entire length disappear into Lucy’s pussy and then slide back out, every inch of his hard shaft coated in her wetness.

Finally, Lucy let out a scream and came hard. Her body froze for an instant, then shook violently as she collapsed forwards on top of him.

After giving her a moment to recover, Jayden gently lifted Lucy off his cock and moved her onto her hands and knees on the bed. He turned his head to look over at me, then pointed to the head of the bed where Lucy was facing. I quickly moved over to the bed and sat on the pillows, gently stroking Lucy’s flushed face.

“Lucy,” he said, while settling on his knees behind her and grabbing a handful of her hair in his fist. “I want you kissing your husband while I keep fucking you, and while I fill you with a huge load of cum.”

“Oh god, yes,” she moaned as her eyes met mine. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me deeply as Jayden started to slowly push his cock back inside her.

“That’s it, baby. That’s how you do it,” he praised softly, as he grabbed her hips and began to pump his thick cock inside her.

“Yes,” Lucy moaned, her voice muffled by our kiss. “Keep fucking me. Fill me up with that big cock.”

We both broke off the kiss and looked into each other’s eyes while he slammed his cock in and out of her tight pussy. The sight was almost too much for me, watching him take control of her sweet body like that.

Lucy reached out with one hand and wrapped it around my throbbing dick. It was coated in precum now, which made it easy for her to slide her hot little hand up and down my shaft.

I cupped her face and guided her mouth back to mine, sucking her tongue into my mouth. She moaned into my mouth as she continued to stroke me, and I felt myself nearing the edge.

“I’m gonna come soon, baby,” Jayden groaned while he kept pounding her fertile pussy. “Are you ready for me to fill you up? Are you ready to feel me shoot my load inside you?”

Lucy pulled back from the kiss and looked into my eyes as she replied to my best friend. “Oh fuck, yes. Fill me with your cum, Jayden. Give me your seed.”

I groaned loudly. Hearing my wife begging for my best friend’s seed was enough to send me over the edge. While Lucy kept stroking me, ropes of cum erupted from the head of my dick and splattered all over my stomach.

Jayden’s powerful thrusts hit her deepest parts repeatedly, and within seconds, she was screaming. Her orgasm was so intense it brought tears to her eyes.

“Oh fuck!” she cried out, throwing her head back.

At the same time, Jayden roared loudly, pumping his hips even faster as he began to cum inside my wife.

“Give it to me, baby,” Lucy whimpered breathlessly between gasps for air. “Fill me up with your hot cum.”

“Fuck!” Jayden grunted out, while still continuing to pound her pussy relentlessly as he finished emptying himself inside her.

The intensity of his thrusts finally slowed, and he fell heavily onto the bed beside us, panting hard.

Lucy had fallen to her side, her body trembling slightly as she recovered from such a powerful climax, and I pulled her into my arms.

“Wow,” Lucy gasped, her eyes wide open. “I can’t believe how amazing that was.”

“It was incredible,” I agreed, as I ran my fingers through her hair. “You were so sexy when you begged for his cum, Lucy. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Lucy smiled shyly at me, and I kissed her forehead. She snuggled into me more and let out a soft sigh, leaning her head against my chest.

“I love you so much, Riley,” she sighed.

My heart melted hearing those words. I couldn’t get enough of my beautiful wife.

“I love you too, Lucy,” I whispered back to her.

After a moment, Jayden turned onto his side and wrapped an arm around Lucy from behind. Together, we held her and kept her warm while she drifted off into sleep with a peaceful smile on her face.


[image: ]




Epilogue
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Lucy:

I walked into the kitchen, enjoying all the sounds of laughter and happiness coming from the backyard. But it was hot outside, and with my ever-expanding belly, it didn’t take much for me to start feeling uncomfortable. So I poured myself a cold glass of lemonade and sat down at the kitchen table.

I looked out the window, smiling at all our family and friends. Little pieces of blue confetti still scattered across the ground, while some flitted about in the air, carried by the breeze.

With a contented sigh, I ran my hand slowly over my stomach. We still didn’t have a name for him yet, but Riley and I had decided to pick a name starting with the letter J to honour his real father, Jayden.

As my thoughts drifted to my husband’s best friend, he appeared in the kitchen doorway, as if thinking about him had somehow summoned him.

Jayden flashed me a wide grin as he walked over and sat in the chair beside me, placing his hand over mine on my stomach. “Hey, beautiful. How are you feeling?” he asked in a gentle voice.

“I’m feeling good. Just needed to get out of the sun for a while.”

He nodded in understanding, gently stroking his thumb back and forth over my big baby bump. “Where’s Riley?”

I glanced out the window for a moment and smiled when I spotted my husband. “He’s over by the grill, making sure everybody is well fed,” I told Jayden.

“Riley’s gonna make a great father,” he said with a smile on his face.

My heart swelled with pride when I heard those words. I absolutely knew that was true. “Yeah,” I said, choking slightly on the word as emotions overwhelmed me.

“Shhh, it’s okay, baby,” Jayden said soothingly, while his hand moved lower over the curve of my belly until it was on my thigh. With a grin on his face, Jayden slipped his hand up my dress to brush his fingers against the front of my panties. “I know what I can do to make you feel better.”

His touch sent shivers through every inch of my body. And when his fingertips pressed softly against my clit, I groaned loudly and pushed myself against those exploring digits.

Once we’d got a positive pregnancy test six months ago, we had all decided together that we didn’t want our special arrangement to end, and so Jayden and I had fucked many times since then. And we all knew things would change once the baby arrived, so it made sense to make the most of our freedom while we could.

Jayden caressed my pussy slowly, making my panties grow more damp with each passing second. His tongue teased along the length of my neck, sending pleasurable tingles straight down between my legs. When I felt his lips press lightly against my earlobe, I turned around in his arms, wrapping my hands behind his head and pulling his mouth closer to mine.

The kiss was sweet, soft, and slow. A promise of passion to come. My nipples hardened instantly as he reached up to cup my much fuller breasts, which only added fuel to the fire burning inside me. The heat spreading throughout my entire being caused an ache deep within me, begging to be satisfied.

After a long moment, he moved his hands away and pulled me into his lap so that I was sitting with my back against his broad chest. As much as I wished I could sit facing him so I could be staring into his eyes for what I suspected was about to happen, my swollen belly would make that almost impossible.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled, while biting gently at my earlobe.

A shiver of longing moved through me as I heard those words, and I shifted my weight slightly so Jayden could open his pants and pull out the thick length of his hard cock.

In my eagerness to feel him inside me, I lifted my dress up around my waist and pulled my panties to the side before lowering down onto his cock. We both moaned loudly. He filled me completely, stretching me beyond belief.

“Fuck!” he groaned once he was buried fully in the wet heat of my pussy.

Our bodies rocked together in perfect rhythm, and our breathing quickened as we began moving faster, harder.

Every thrust into my body elicited a loud moan from me. And each time I felt the tip of his dick hit my deepest parts, I couldn’t help but push myself harder against him. Soon enough, we were fucking like animals, both of us desperate to reach our climax before anybody from the party could walk in and find us.

Jayden brought his hand around to my front, sliding it between my thighs so he could rub my clit while I rode his cock hard.

“I need you to cum for me, Lucy,” he grunted in my ear.

When he bit down on my earlobe, I let go, screaming out in pleasure. I came quickly, unable to contain my release any longer. Waves of euphoria washed over me, causing my whole body to shake uncontrollably as I bounced frantically on his dick.

And just seconds after I had finished coming, I felt Jayden tense and shudder as he filled me with his hot semen. I collapsed back against him, enjoying the feel of his powerful arms around me while I tried to catch my breath.

The sound of the kitchen door opening startled me until I noticed it was Riley who had found us. A slow grin spread across his lips as he realised what we had been doing, then he walked over and pressed a gentle kiss on my forehead.

“Been having fun in here without me, I see,” he said with a soft laugh.

Jayden grinned sheepishly. “Sorry, man. I couldn’t resist her. Look how gorgeous she is today.”

The praise made me flush, especially as I seemed to be resembling a beached whale more and more every day. Riley looked down at me with an appreciative gaze, making my pussy tingle and quiver around Jayden’s cock where it remained nestled inside me still.

“It’s fine,” Riley replied with a grin. “So long as you promise to fuck her extra hard when the guests have gone home to make it up to me.”

I groaned, while Jayden laughed. “That sounds like my kind of deal, Riley. You got it.”

“I need to get back out there,” Riley said with a big smile on his face. “They can’t seem to get enough of my burgers! But come out soon and I’ll save one for each of you, okay?”

I grinned and nodded. “Sure, we’ll be out soon, baby.”

Standing up from Jayden’s lap, I felt his cock slip free from my warm grip and his cum leaking onto my inner thigh as I gently kissed my husband.

As I watched him get back to the party, I let out a happy sigh. I couldn’t believe I’d been lucky enough to find such a special man, who would be willing to give me whatever I needed to feel satisfied and happy. In a couple of months’ time, our baby was going to have a father who absolutely doted on him, and I couldn’t wait to see it.
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Click this link to discover more of my hotwife stories you may enjoy. And sign up to my newsletter to stay up to date with new releases and special offers. You will even get a free book as a gift for signing up.


[image: ]

Excerpt from Samantha’s Hotwife Awakening
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If you enjoyed the Willing Wives series, and you want more stories about women exploring the hotwife lifestyle for the first time, I think you’ll love my Hotwife Awakening series too!

Check out the first chapter of book one, Samantha’s Hotwife Awakening!
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Chapter One:

The music in the club was loud and my feet were hurting after dancing for hours in my high heels. All I wanted was a drink, but the queue at the bar seemed to be never ending. I saw somebody leave one of the high stools positioned at the bar and I jumped to get to it before someone else did. At least this way I’d be able to rest my feet while I waited. I’d taken off my shoes and started to massage my feet when I finally looked up at the guy sitting next to me.

He was smiling at me while watching me rub my feet. The way he was looking at them made me think he might offer to massage them for me, and I’d be tempted to take him up on that offer. Except my husband, Dominic, had just gone to the bathroom and would be back any minute. But fuck me, the guy was gorgeous with blue eyes that sparkled in the pulsing lights of the club, and dimples that I wanted to dip my tongue into. Heat rushed to my pussy at the thought, and I was grateful it would be difficult for him to see my blush as flashes of multicoloured light flickered and moved around the club.

My heart was pounding hard in my chest when he leaned in, excitement at his closeness making my pussy quiver with lust.

“Hi, beautiful. What’s your name?” He had to shout to be heard over the music, but his voice was so fucking deep and sexy. Was it wrong that I would love to hear what he sounded like while moaning my name?

I turned toward him, bringing my lips to his ear to shout my response. “I’m Samantha. What’s yours?”

“I’m Marcus. Can I buy you a drink, Samantha?”

Frustration coursed through me. This fucking gorgeous man wanted me, and I wanted him, but I couldn’t do anything about it. Especially with Dominic here. I’d never cheated on him before, but for Marcus, I’d make an exception.

Before I could answer, a fight broke out in the middle of the dance floor, drawing our attention toward it.

“Ahhh, fuck,” he grumbled. “That’s one of my friends. I’ll be right back!”

He rushed into the crowd as I was about to tell him to be safe. I squirmed on the stool as I tried to catch a glimpse of him in the chaos, but it was impossible. But I stopped short when I saw Dominic stood on the edge of the dance floor staring at me. I had no idea how long he’d been watching me, but he had an intense look on his face that made me think he’d seen the interaction between Marcus and I.

Guilt flooded me before I reminded myself that I hadn’t done anything wrong. I’d only exchanged names with the guy. It’s not like I’d fucked him or anything, I told myself. No, but I would have if Dominic wasn’t there. If it had been a girls’ night out, I’d have been all over him, and that’s why I was feeling guilty.

I stood up to go over to him, but he turned and walked towards the bathrooms again. I followed him as quickly as I could, my shoes in my hand so I could keep up with him better. As soon as I reached the hallway leading to the mens and ladies, Dominic was on me, pushing me back against the clammy wall. He was breathing hard, and he had a wild look in his eyes, which was understandable. But what I didn’t understand was the feel of his rock hard dick pressing against my leg. When I looked closer, I realised the look in his eyes was a dark lust that had me dripping.

“What’s going on?” I asked when it didn’t look like he was going to say anything.

Instead of answering, he crashed his mouth down on mine, forcing my lips apart with his tongue as he devoured me. I moaned and wrapped my arms around him, inviting him closer. I might not understand what the fuck was going on, but there was no way I would turn down this kind of attention. His sudden passion had me burning for him.

Dominic pushed me harder into the wall, rocking his hips to grind his dick against me. We’d been dancing close all night, and he hadn’t got hard once, and now all of a sudden he was like a fucking horny teenager, dry humping me in the corridor of a club. But I was soaked and mimicking his movements, pushing my hips against his. My cunt was on fire with my need to be fucked, and if I was lucky, he’d take me home and do just that.

He pulled his lips away from mine, and we were both gasping for air, staring at each other. “I saw you talking to that guy, Samantha.”

My mind was spinning. I expected him to be angry, but every bit of his body language told me the only thing he was feeling was fucking aroused. Not sure what to do, I just nodded my head and waited to see if he would say anything else.

“He seemed to be attracted to you, and I think you were attracted to him, too.”

A blush spread out over my skin, and my mind raced even faster. “No... of course not, honey.”

Dominic laughed and gripped my hips hard, holding me still as he ground his pelvis against mine. With the angle of it, his cock rubbed against my mound, making it harder to think as my entire focus went to my pussy.

“Don’t be silly. I saw the way you were looking at him, undressing him with your eyes. Would you have let him fuck you if I weren’t here?”

I was shocked by his words and hesitated before answering. “No...” It was all I could think to say, and it sounded weak even to me.

He laughed again and brought his lips to my ear. “As I was watching you two, I couldn’t stop thinking about how gorgeous you’d look on your knees sucking his cock.”

I sucked in a breath, even more shocked now. But his body was showing me exactly how much he liked the idea. “I wouldn’t do that, Dominic. I can’t believe you’d think I would.” My heart was pounding as I hoped he wouldn’t see the hypocrisy in my words. I definitely would have done that if he wasn’t here. Or, at least, I would have tried.

“It’s okay. If you want to do it, you can.”

I pulled back from him as much as I could to look up at him. “You can’t be serious!” I shrieked.

“I’m very serious. If you knew how many times I’d jerked off while thinking of you fucking other men, you’d understand just how serious I am.”

Confusion filled me, but so did a heat starting at my dripping cunt and spreading out through my entire body. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, the idea of fucking who I wanted with Dominic’s permission had me feeling so fucking turned on.

“So, you want me to suck his cock? Somewhere here in the club?”

Dominic nodded his head in a brisk motion that showed how sure he was about his answer.

“And you wouldn’t be mad at me if I did it?”

“Definitely not. And you don’t seem to have figured out the best part yet.”

I tilted my head, intrigued by what he could mean. “And what’s that?”

“When you’ve finished having your fun with him, I get to take you home and fuck you hard enough to remind you that even though you can do what you want with others, I am still the one you love.”

I moaned as I listened to his words. Fuck, that was hot. I’d get the best of both worlds — enjoying myself with sexy guys before being claimed by Dominic again. Something told me we’d both enjoy the claiming part at the end of the night.

“Okay then. I’ll do it.”

“Good,” he growled. “And then you can tell me all about how good his cock felt when I’m pounding your slutty little pussy later.”

God, if I’d known this would be how he’d react, I would have started fucking around a long time ago. “Sounds perfect,” I purred, reaching up to kiss his lips. “I will see you later, then.”

I grinned up at him before putting my shoes back on, then I headed out to the dancefloor again. Standing at the edge of the crowd, I scanned the room, and it didn’t take me long to find Marcus. He was back at the bar, sitting on the stool he’d had earlier, resting his foot on the one next to him, presumably saving it for me. The way his face lit up when he saw me proved I had been correct about that.

With a smile on my face, I strutted over to him and took his hand, pulling him towards the corridor I’d just left. He looked shocked but didn’t try to fight it. Dominic was leaning against the wall where I’d left him, and he winked at me as we passed him. As far as I knew, Marcus hadn’t seen us making out, so he had no idea we were there together.

I pulled him into a toilet cubicle and locked the door behind us, then turned to look at him with a huge grin on my face. He returned the grin and took a step closer.

“You’re not a shy one, are you?” he said while laughing.

I grinned and shrugged my shoulders. “What can I say? When I see something I want, I go after it.”

“Well, lucky me.”

Now that we were away from a majority of the noise, I realised his voice was even hotter than I first realised. It made me wet whenever he spoke, and I was even more determined to find out how his moans would sound. Not wanting to wait any longer, I opened the fly on his jeans and pulled them down around his ankles, then crouched down in front of him. He grinned down at me, but my attention was drawn to his cock as it hung in front of my face. Fuck, he was much bigger than Dominic, not that I’d ever tell my husband that. The shaft was rippled with veins and I was tempted to spend hours running my tongue along each and every one of them.

But we were locked in a bathroom at the club. There wasn’t time for that kind of thing. So I parted my lips and slid them over the head, sliding them down as far as I could before it pressed at the back of my throat. Slowly, I pulled my lips all the way back to the tip, flicking my tongue against the slit where precum was gathering. He moaned as my tongue traced the sensitive spot. His cock felt even better than I’d imagined, and I knew it would feel perfect in my tight little pussy. I wanted to beg him to fuck me, but Dominic and I had only talked about me sucking the guy’s dick. I made a mental note to discuss having my other holes filled with cock too after tonight.

Marcus moved his hips, gliding his cock in and out of my mouth while I sucked on it. My jaw was already starting to ache from the way my lips stretched around him, but I didn’t care. When he gripped my hair and started pounding my throat, I moaned around him. I could feel saliva pooling in my mouth before it leaked out from my lips to land on my cleavage. It made me feel dirty and so fucking turned on all at the same time.

The grunting sounds he made were erotic as hell, and it had me sucking wildly in my effort to make him cum. I could feel his body going rigid, and I knew he was close. So I doubled my efforts, making my cheeks cave in as I sucked his cock as hard as I could. I moulded my tongue to the rippled underside of his cock as it moved in and out of my mouth.

When Marcus reached the edge, he held me down on his cock, making me gag on his thick, hard length as his cum spurted down my throat. I moaned around him as I found out the taste of his cum was just as perfect as his cock. When he was finished, I pulled back, letting his dick fall from my mouth while I gasped for air. Fuck, I wanted to do this again. With him. And maybe with others, too.

I rose to my feet and took my phone out of my purse. After I started making a new contact, I handed the phone to him. He looked at me questioningly. “It’s just so I can get hold of you and talk about whether we want to do this again.”

Marcus grinned at me and punched in his number, then handed the phone back. “Feel free to call me anytime, Samantha. I definitely want to do this again. And often.”

I returned his grin, then leaned in to press a quick kiss to his lips. “Then you’ll hear from me soon!”

After one last glimpse of his cock as it remained hanging out of his pants, I turned and left the bathroom. I couldn’t wait to tell Dominic all about this. And I was especially excited to see how hard he was going to claim me again when we got home.
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Grab the entire Hotwife Awakening Series on Amazon!
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Zoey Adams writes erotic stories about wives who love to have fun with men who aren't their husbands.

If you would like to keep up to date with her new releases, sign up to her newsletter. You will even receive a free short story that is exclusive to her email subscribers. You can sign up here.
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