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Ultimate Hotwife Valentine



[image: image-placeholder]

Sometimes it takes more than two to tango. Read the entire series HERE
This multi-author series explores the lives of women who fulfill their dirtiest fantasies with more than just their husband.
Get in the mood and fall head over heels with these naughty hotwives and the men who love them.
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Chapter 1: Jack


“Hey, babe!” I call out as I shut the door behind me.  
I can’t wait to show her where we're going for Valentine’s Day weekend. I’ve got the tickets in my coat pocket and a mind full of dirty fantasies of what we are going to do once we get there.
“Babe?” I round the corner and see her with her headphones, looking at her phone. She hums along to a tune that I guess she’s playing on it and gasps when I take them off.
“Holy shit, you scared me!” She places her hand on her chest to calm her heart, soothing her breathing. “When did you come home?”
“Just now,” I say and kiss her on the tip of her cute nose. “Sorry I scared you.”
“Yeah? Well, how sorry are you?” Her eyes twinkle and I know exactly how I'm going to be apologizing later.
“Well, I’m sorry enough to fuck you senseless tonight, but I'm also bearing gifts.”
I pull out the tickets and hand them to her.
“These are tickets to the Bahamas.”
“Yep,” I say and pull out the pamphlet for the resort.
“Lustful Hearts Resort.” She reads, “Where all your fantasies can come true. Come to the beautiful tropics and enjoy. We have many amenities at our adults only resort. Check out our website to learn more and book your next vacation with us.”
She cocks her eyebrow. “Adults only resort.”
“Yep.” The smile on my face is huge and I can’t make it go away. “What do you say? You want to go on a naughty vacation with me?” 
I nudge her and kiss her shoulder.
“Well, yeah, I want to go.” She straddles my lap and gives me a big kiss on the lips.
And things start to go from joyous celebrations to fucking on the couch real quick.
I slide the straps of her shirt down her arms and the material pools at her waist, revealing her breasts and pert nipples. I lean forward and take one of them in my mouth, sucking on it until she’s moaning and writhing on my lap.
Paige grinds herself on my cock and I can feel it leaking pre-cum in my pants. She holds my head close to her chest, my tongue flicking her little nub over and over. She’s panting up a storm above me, then she pulls back and stands up, shedding her clothes until she’s naked before me.
She kneels down and takes off my belt and helps me out of my pants. My cock springs up when revealed from the confines of my underwear, slapping against my stomach. Paige wraps her fist around my aching erection and slides it up and down slowly. I open my legs wider and lay my arms along the top of the couch. I moan as I watch my wife lean forward and swallow my cock. I grip the couch and try not to buck into her sweet, inviting mouth.
Her head bobs up and down on my length. I can feel it hit the back of her throat. I close my eyes and lean my head against the couch.
“Fuuuck,” I moan.
I open my eyes and see that she is touching herself as she jerks me off. Sliding two fingers into her pussy.
“Feeling empty, baby?” I ask.
She nods.
I pull her off my cock and lift her up into my lap.
“Let me fill you.” I line my cock up with her entrance and she slowly sinks down, down until I’m inside her all the way.
“Oh, fuck!” she cries out and starts bouncing up and down my cock.
I watch her breasts sway. Her eyes close and her mouth opens to a perfect O. I grip her hips and help her along when she is getting close. Her movements become erratic. Then I flip her onto her back.
Paige giggles and wraps her legs around my waist. 
“When we get there… I want you to fuck some guy there,” I say while thrusting into my wife. “Yeah. I’ll… pick the guy… and I want you to fuck him, then… report… back to… me.”
“Yeah,” she moans.
“Yeah?”
“Yeah.” I thirst into her harder and soon she’s crying out as she comes all over my cock.
I pour into her as I come myself.
This is going to be the best vacation ever. 
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Chapter 2: Paige


We get there Friday night and the resort is really quiet. Only a few people are hanging out in the lobby. Butterflies are taking flight in my stomach as I look around at the sensual decor of this naughty resort.  
The walls look like red velvet wallpaper with black lines running down them every five meters or so. There are green plants with red ribbons around the vases and leather seats scattered across the lobby.
You might mistake it for a luxury resort if you didn’t know what it was.
After getting our keys, which have little sexy photos on them, we head to our room. My breath hitches as the lights turn on and we take it all in.
The walls are textured and lead down onto a polished gray porcelain floor. A few dark red carpets are laid where the door opens and, when we walk in farther, there is also one under the coffee table with a matching red couch and the giant four poster bed in the other room.
Jack sets down our stuff and I go into the en suite. The lights go on and there is a giant shower, a long sink with two sink bowls, and a mirror that lines the far wall. I can see Jack’s reflection in it as he looks through the large window.
I toss my purse onto the bed and walk over to my husband. I wrap my arms around him and hold him close, breathing in his scent and taking in his warmth.
“Are you enjoying it so far?” he says, placing his hand on mine.
“Hmm, yes. This is lovely.” I rub my face into his shoulder as my hands slowly slide down his body.
“What are you doing?” Jack asks, his voice a low growl.
“Thanking you.”
“That’s not necessary,” he says, but he doesn’t stop me.
Instead, he lets me undo his belt and slide my hands into his pants, cupping his generous erection.
“I know,” I say and kiss his neck. “Still want to. If you’ll have me.”
He pulls my hands out of his pants and, before I can complain about it, he presses my back against the cool window. He comes in close, his hard cock rubbing my core.
“Of course, baby. I’ll always have you.” He nips at my bottom lip and kisses down my neck.
His hands start undoing the ropes of my wraparound dress and I go for the button on his shirt. We’re all hands and fingers as we try to get each other naked, pausing occasionally to kiss.
Once I’m naked, Jack holds me by my wrists against the window, looking me up and down.
“Fuck.” He growls, “You’re so fucking gorgeous.”
He presses his body against mine and sucks at the sensitive part of my neck, causing me to moan. I feel his stiff cock between us and my pussy aches. Begging me to have him inside.
Filling me.
“Please, Jack,” I moan.
Jack pulls back, looking at me with hooded, lustful eyes.
“Yes, my love.”
“Please. Fuck me. I need you inside me.”
Jack kisses me softly then he turns me around so my front is against the glass. It’s cold and my nipples are instant peaks.
I hear him spit into his hand and rub his fingers against my pussy.
“Oh, yes.” I gasp, watching the glass fog up, then become clear again.
Ever since we’ve started exploring more sexually, Jack has become a little more dirty. Like when we pretended that he paid me for sex. I never thought Jack would go for it, but he did. And now he's spitting into his hand. Fucking dirty. Incredible. Not what I thought Jack would ever do, though.
But whatever beast is waking up inside him, I want it. I want all of him.
Jack nudges my legs open and moves my hips back so he can line his cock up with my entrance.
“Fuck, yes.” I groan as he slides ever so slowly into me.
When Jack is fully sheathed in me, he reaches around to cup my breasts then he begins to fuck me.
Slowly at first.
Each thrust feels like the first chapter of a book. Slowly getting accustomed to the scene. Letting you know what is going on. Introducing the characters.
Jack pinches my nipples and I cry out. My hips push against him, willing him to speed up.
Each thrust is pleasuring enough to get my pussy to clench and quiver, but not enough to make me come.
“Please, Jack. Harder. Faster. Please,” I beg.
Jack whispers in my ear, “Not enough for you to come, huh?”
“You know me well,” I pant.
Jack nips at my ear, then he picks up the pace.
He holds my body close to him as his hips work overtime. We make slapping sounds every time he thrusts into me.
I’m pressed right up against the glass now. Looking at the bright lights outside as my husband makes me come.
“Fuck!” I cry out when Jack reaches down and rubs my clit until I’m coming.
“Jesus,” he groans and I feel him empty himself into me. His climax wrecks his body and we shake as our orgasms take us over.
As our orgasms subside, my husband brings me to the bed and lays me down. He goes to the other side and slides right in, tucking me in close.
“We haven’t unpacked yet.” I yawn and curl into him.
“We can take care of that tomorrow,” he says and we gently fall asleep.
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Chapter 3: Paige


At about midnight the noises start. It first starts with the closing of a door and is followed by a throaty female laugh.  
Jack and I look at each other in the bed and grin. You’d figure a hotel like this, the walls would be thicker for privacy reasons but, then again, this is a resort where you can fuck anyone you want, so maybe it was intentional.
Either way, I snuggle closer to Jack as the happy couple starts having some fun. Her soft moans have my pussy soaking underneath the sheets. I clamp my thighs together to try to relive the ache, but it doesn’t work.
Thankfully, my husband notices and grins as he slides down the bed underneath the sheets. He settles between my legs as the couple next door really gets going.
I spread my legs wide as Jack starts to go down on me. He starts by kissing my sodden folds and licking them with his delicious tongue. Then he sucks on my clit, making me moan.
I cover my mouth by instinct. Feeling like I should let other people know what I’m doing. But then I hear the woman cry out, “Oh, fuck!” and I reconsider.
I start moaning out loud as Jack slips a finger inside me. He sucks my clit and finger fucks me at the same time. I undulate on the bed from the pleasure and I feel my pussy walls contract on his digit.
The bed next door starts to thunder against the wall and Jack times the thrusts of his fingers along with the noise. The squelching sounds of my pussy fill the room as well as my moans and the moan next door.
“Oh, fuck Jack!” I cry out and grab hold of the sheets.
My hips start moving along with his finger and he slips another inside me. I cup my breasts and tweak my nipples between my fingers as another moan comes from next door. I start imagining the attractive strangers and their love making. The way they may move. What positions they may be in. I’d imagine from the sounds that he’s got her on all fours on the bed as he pumps into her from behind.
I bet he’d be rough. And judging by the words he’s speaking, he’s dirty as fuck.
“That’s it. Take my cock, you little slut,” I hear.
“That’s a good girl. Love the way my big dick disappears in your soaking cunt.”
God, that kind of dirty talk just gets me going. I’m all kinds of horny as Jack continues to fuck my pussy with his fingers.
I’m so close.
“You gonna come, my little cum slut,” I hear the neighbour say, and I feel my orgasm quickly approaching.
Keep talking, I beg.
“That’s it, slut. Come on my cock, you dirty girl. Take my cum deep inside you.” She cries out and I know she’s coming.
That’s it. I erupt like a volcano. Screaming my husband’s name as I come.
“Fuck! Jack! Oh, my God, yes!” I cry out and my pussy squeezes my husband’s fingers.
He finger fucks me brutally, sucking every inch of my orgasm out of me until I’m worked out and sensitive.
“Jesus. What was that?” Jack chuckles as he pulls his digits out of me and sucks them clean.
“I have no idea.”
We are panting in bed. Fully awake now. Jack slides back up the bed and smiles up at the ceiling as he rubs his hand over his forehead.
I look down his body and notice the tent in the sheets.
I grin and pull down the sheets to expose his dripping cock.
“You don’t have to, baby,” he says, but I’ve already got his cock in my hand and am looking at the tip.
I taste his salty essence, licking every drop of it before sinking down his length.
“Ah, fuck!” Jack growls and covers his eyes with his arm while his other hand cups my ass.
I cup his balls as I work my mouth slowly down his cock. Every time he bumps up against the back of my throat, I hear him curse and groan.
“Jesus, Paige.” He opens his eyes and leans on his elbows, watching me suck him off.
“Like what you see,” I say before sucking the head.
“Yes,”
My head bobs up and down on his lap and I can tell Jack is close to coming by the way he keeps moving. Anytime I give him a blow job, he generally doesn’t know what to do with his body. Until he comes, that is. Then, like now, he erupts like a volcano, growling as his cum slides down my throat. His back is bowed in pleasure and one hand grips the sheets as the other grips my ass.
I shiver as I taste his cum and lick every drop before crawling up his body to kiss him goodnight.
We are now exhausted from our bonus orgasms and we lay in bed for the rest of the night. Those voices play in my head just before I go to sleep. I dream about the mystery man doing all sorts of naughty things to me. 
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Chapter 4: Jack


We go downstairs the next morning and get some breakfast. I’m still replaying what happened yesterday in my mind. The moans and groans of the people in the other room, and then the finger fucking plus the blowjob that followed.“Listen, my wife and I really liked your…  stuff last night. How would you feel about having some… let’s say, interesting fun tonight? Or whenever you are free.” 
My wife and I walk into the restaurant hand in hand, looking for a place to eat. A waiter leads us to a booth and hands us two menus.
“Last night was quite incredible, eh?” I say.
“Yeah. Do you think they knew we could hear? Do you think they heard us?”
“Darling,” I say, covering her hand in mine. “I think the entire resort heard you.”
She scoffs and pulls her hand away, looking back at the menu.
A noise gets my attention beside me. While Paige finds something to eat, I notice the guy on the phone next to our table.
“Yeah, the vacation is good so far. I’ve had a lot of fun.” The man’s baritone, southern voice rings memories in my mind and I wonder if this is the same guy from our room. And where his lady friend might be.
“Oh, I just gotta go to the bathroom. Just order me the oatmeal and orange juice, please,” Paige says and kisses me on the cheek before leaving.
I nod, then focus my attention on the guy next to us.
Clearing my throat, I say to the man, “Excuse me.”
He turns and looks up and down at my navy suit with white dress shirt and loafers.
“Yeah?” He turns to face me.
“Yeah, hi. I was just wondering. I know this might sound strange, but are you in suite 10A?”
“Yeah, 10A. That’s right.”
Realization hits his face as he thinks about how I may know that.
“Yeah, we’re in 10B.”
“Sorry, did I disturb you? Not sure why these walls are so fuckin’ thin.”
“No, no. You did nothing of the sort. Um… where is your friend?” I nod to the empty chair beside him.
“Oh, Tanya. Yeah, that was just a one-night thing. We were both aware of it at the time. I think she’s off doing someone else now.” He chuckles and the waiter comes over.
“Are you ready to order?”
“Yes. Yes, I am. I’ll have the omelet with hash browns and a cup of black coffee and my wife will have the oatmeal and a glass of orange juice, please.”
“Alright, sir. Thank you very much.” He takes both menus and leaves.
“So, I take it that was your wife screaming in the other room last night?” He looks at me cheekily and I nod.
“Yeah. Sorry. Something just took us over and all.”
“No problem, man. I myself consider it a compliment.” He takes a sip of his coffee and an idea starts to swirl in my head.
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Chapter 5: Paige


When I come back from the bathroom, I see Jack leaning over, talking to the guy next to him. When I come into view, it’s all hushed whispers and my husband has that Cheshire grin on his face. I look between the man at the next table and my husband as I take a seat. I raise my eyebrows at my husband and he just says, “I’ll tell you later.”  
We get our food and eat. Talking about regular stuff that we usually do. Occasionally I do look off at the mystery man and wonder what he and my husband were talking about.
He is a handsome man. Blue eyes with soft lines around them. Brown shaggy hair with thick stands that cover his forehead. He looks very big with broad shoulders and, to top it off, he has a beard.
My slutty pussy, along with our hotwife arrangement, has made my seat become very unforgettable. I wiggle on the leather, trying to quell the ache, catching the attention of my husband. He grins and chuckles at his food and huffs.
As soon as the man leaves, I paw at my husband's hand.
“I want to know,” I whine. Speaking about the thing he hasn’t told me about yet.
He puts down his fork and wipes at his soft lips with the napkin.
“You know that noise we heard last night?”
“Yeah.”
“That was him.” He cocks his head to the table where the man was sitting, and I gasp.
“Really?”
“Yeah, his name is David and he’s here for the weekend too.”
“So, what were you talking to him about?” I ask, bringing my glass of orange juice to my lips.
“I was just wondering if he'd like to have a go at you,” Jack says, like it’s a regular sentence to say.
I nearly choke on my orange juice, getting another chuckle from my so funny husband.
“Well, what did we say?” I don’t even bother trying to hide my excitement. I want to know. I want a piece of that hunk of a man with a dirty mouth.
“He said yes,”
Hell yes.
Man, I hope my arousal isn’t leaking on to the chair.
“Very cool.” I bite my lip. “So what’s the plan?”
“After dinner tonight you are doing to go up to his room. The one next to ours. He’s going to fuck you and I’ll be on the other side of the wall listening.”
My tummy flutters and I suddenly can’t wait for tonight.
“Oh, and one other thing.” Jack adds, “I know you are very turned on at the moment, but you can’t come until he’s inside you, got me?”
My eyes widen. I’ve never gotten a command like that before.
“Yes, sir.” I give him a little salute and finish off my breakfast.
This is going to be quite a day. No orgasms until tonight. But I’m so horny already. And the thought that I can’t come until David is inside me just makes it so much worse. The anticipation. The growing need as every minute ticks by.
[image: image-placeholder]Later that day, Jack suggests we go swimming.
“I think you need to cool off,” he says and takes my hand, leading us to the beach.
The resort is situated right next to the ocean. Clear water laps at the waves and the sand is warm. A big contrast to the snow that is probably filling up our driveway back in Toronto. Jack takes me to a secluded area. A place that has a giant wall of rocks. Behind that is a tiny alcove.
We step into the water and I feel my body cool instantly. Waves lap against my ankles, knees, then thighs until I’m in waist deep. I dip my head underneath the water and listen to the rush of waves. The water is so clear I can see my husband’s legs as he sits on the rocks. It stings my eyes, but I’m used to it. My family used to take these vacations to New Zealand, where my mother is from, every year. I swam in the water every day and never really wore goggles unless I was scuba diving. And then I’d swim in the community pool when I was home.
I go up to the surface and take a deep breath, then swim to Jack. I put my hands on his knees and lift myself up to give him a kiss. Before I sink back down, I cup my ass and keep myself there.
“I love this bikini,” he says, looking down at my tits. Because, let me be clear, there isn’t much in the way of a bikini there. It’s more like two red triangles just covering my nipples with a flimsy string keeping them up. Just the kind of swimsuit to wear to an adult resort.
“Yeah,” I kiss him again.
I find my footing on the rocks so I can reach behind me and untie my bathing suit.
“Here. You can have it.” I shove the little scrap of nothing into his mouth and laugh.
He takes it out with one hand while the other one squeezes my ass.
“Very funny,” he says dryly and shoves it into my mouth. Before I can take it out, he lifts me up onto his lap and starts kissing my breasts.
Nipping and sucking at my nipples.
“Oh,” I moan, and the bikini falls out of my mouth.
I rock against Jack’s erection until he reminds me of something.
“Don’t come.”
I growl in frustration.
“Meany,” I pout.
“You think that’s mean, wait ‘till you see what I’m about to do next.”
Jack reaches into his swim trunks and pulls out his cock. Long and thick, dripping with pre-cum.
Oh, fuck me.
“What are you doing?” I ask.
“Just because you can’t come doesn’t mean I can’t.” He winks at me and I gasp.
Jack starts jerking himself off while I sit on his lap. My hands run over his shoulder and down his arms.
“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you and David all day,” he grunts. “He’s going to make you ride him like a rodeo bull.”
I watch Jack touch himself. My hips move like he’s fucking me. And the ache is back with a vengeance. My pussy pulses around nothing and my arousal drips down my thigh.
Jack continues.
“I’m thinking that he’ll take you from behind. Call you dirty names and fuck you so hard your teeth rattle.”
Holy shit.
This is new. Must be the ocean air or something because Jack doesn’t talk like this. “Fuck you so hard your teeth rattle” is a sentence that I never would have thought I’d heard from him. “Are you my dirty slut?” yes. “Teeth rattle” no. But I can’t say I don’t like it. In fact, I love it.
“Oh yeah? What else?” I ask.
“I bet he'll go down on you first. He’s suck on your clit until you are crying for a release. But you can’t come yet. Not until he’s inside you.”
God, he’s wicked.
“And if I do? If I come before I’m allowed. What will happen?”
“He’ll punish you.” He groans, leaning back on his other hand.
“How?” I’m panting now. I’m not even being touched, but I can feel how close Jack is to finishing and I am engrossed in this fantasy of his.
“First, he’ll spank you. Every second you orgasm will be one spank. My guess it that will be ten in total. Then he’ll feed you his cock. Face-fuck you until he’s close to coming. But he wants to come inside you. Fill your pussy up. He’ll toss you onto the bed and ravage you.”
Jack’s hand is working overtime and I lean in close just as he’s about to come.
“I’d like that Jack. I’d like that a lot. And to know you are listening to every moment just makes me hotter. I’m your dirty little slutty wife, my love. And my pussy wants what you are offering.”
“Take it,” he grunts.
“Yes.”
Jack’s groans echo across the rock walls as he climaxes. His seed shooting out of his cock, covering me in thick white stripes.
Jack lies down. His stomach expanding and deflating with every panting breath. I lie next to him on the rocks and watch him. His eyes closed, catching his breath.
[image: image-placeholder]It's evening now and we just finished dinner. The fun is supposed to start at 8pm. Looking at the clock, it reads 7:30. My hands twitch and I’ve had to change my underwear three times now. To the point where I just stopped wearing them. Why bother, right? David is just going to take them off anyway.
He is supposed to meet us at the elevator. We take it up to our floor and wait. As we step in, Jack kisses the back of my hand and the second the doors close, he’s on me. Crushing his lips against mine in a heated kiss. His erection rubs against my center and he pins my hands to the wall. I don’t even feel the pull of the elevator going up. All I feel is Jack’s lips and body against mine.
I moan and wrap one leg around his waist. He pulls back and starts kissing down my body until he reaches the hem of my dress. He shoves the skirt up until it bunches around my waist. Then he slides his tongue between my legs and laps at my pussy.
He goes at me, sucking at my clit and flicking it with his tongue until the elevator stops. He quickly pushes my skirt back down and casually leans against the wall as the doors open, revealing another couple standing on the other side.
They look at both of us and blush, but they don’t say anything. This is an adult resort, so my guess is they know what we did and they don’t mind.
I take Jack by the hand and lead us out of the elevator, where David is already waiting.
“Hey there,” he greets us.
We start heading in the direction of our room and Jack and David talk like they are just a couple of dudes on vacation. Talking about how good dinner was and how the cocktails were “the shit”.
Meanwhile, I’m in the middle of this conversation, horny as fuck and needing a cock inside me right now. Jack has been edging me all fucking day.
“Well, this is me,” David says and Jack and I drop hands.
“I will see you in the A.M.” Jack taps me on the nose and goes into his room while I follow David into his.
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Chapter 6: Paige


David closes the door of his hotel room and my eyes immediately go to the bed and the wall where we heard him and his lady friend last night. Knowing that Jack is on the other side has my pussy leaking with arousal.  
David starts kissing my shoulder and running his hands over my arms.
“You are absolutely sure this is okay?” he asks, his accent getting more Texan as he gets more aroused.
“Yes,” I say in a breathy moan as his lips find the crook of my neck.
“Okay. If you are not okay with anything, just say so and I’ll stop.”
I nod and David pulls down the straps of my dress.
I wonder how much David had planned beforehand. And if what my husband said in the alcove earlier has anything to do with it.
My dress pools at my feet and I step out of it. David leads me to his bed, where I take a seat at the edge and he stands between my legs. I can see the outline of his cock underneath his jeans and my mouth waters at the thought of having him in my mouth. I wonder how rough he’d fuck my face.
I want to find out.
David slowly undoes his belt and pulls down the zipper of his jeans. He takes out his cock and my breath hitches. I mean, it looked big underneath the jeans, but fuck me. It’s big. He was thick and long. Veins protruded, and his head leaked with pre-cum. I lick my lips and his mouth curls into a smile.
“You want this, you little cock whore?”
I nod my head vigorously.
David pulls my hair back and says, “Open your mouth, slut.”
My mouth open immediately and he shoves his entire cock into my mouth. I gag a bit as his cock blocks my ability to breathe, but then he pulls back. When he thrusts in again, he doesn’t go just as far. My thought is that he just wanted to see how much I can take at the start.
He grips my hair and begins to face-fuck me. Tears drip down my face as he gets really into it. And so do I. I love the roughness. I wanted rough, dirty, nasty sex. And I think I’m going to get it.
My pussy leaks onto the bed and my fingers ache to touch myself. As I move my hand in between my legs, David pulls back and tsks.
“Don’t. I want your pussy absolutely begging to my fucked by the time I shove my cock into you. And like your husband said, you can’t come until I’m inside you.” He winks and I moan in frustration.
Fuck me.
I nod and grip the sheets as David pushes his cock back in between my lips. I taste his salty pre-cum as it drips onto my tongue. David’s movements become a little frazzled and he pulls back.
“Lie down.” I lie back and David drops to his knees and places my feet on his shoulders. I can feel his hot breath against my sodden folds as he teases my clit with light kisses.
God, I thought he was all rough and tumble but I guess he can do nice and easy as well.
Then he slides his tongue against me and I shake with need.
“Jesus,” he moans, “you taste sinful, darlin.”
“Hmm,” I hum and grip the sheets.
David starts sucking on my clit and I feel my orgasm start to rise. I buck against his face but he isn’t stopping. I know the rule is I can’t come but I don’t think I can stop myself.
And I think he knows that.
I shatter. My body tensing as I scream out expletives and flail on the bed.
“Tsk tsk tsk.” He stands up and wipes my arousal off his face with his rough hand.
“You know the rules, Paige. You broke them.”
I’m panting and barely hearing a word he’s saying until he says, “Turn around. Give me your ass.”
He’s not going to fuck my ass, is he?
David cups my left cheek and gives it a squeeze. I moan and spread my legs a little wider.
“Not yet, darlin’. First it’s time for your punishment for breaking your husband's rules.”
David spanks me. Hard. And I gasp. My whole body pitching forward then back. Heat blooms on my ass and I can feel it turning red. I can also feel my arousal dripping down my thighs and the ache in my pussy coming back with each spank.
Ten spanks later I’m face planted into the sheets, moaning and aching all over.
“Please,” I beg, “Please fuck me David. I need your cock.”
“You want my cock, slut?” he asks.
“Yes,” I moan.
“Beg me,” he commands.
“Please, David. Please give me your cock. I’m so empty. I need you in me. Please. Use my pussy.”
He grips my hair and pushes the head of his cock into me.
“Fuck, you’ve got a good cunt, slut.”
I’m tempted to tell him that’s even nicer when you are all the way in, but I didn’t want to provoke him in case he would make me wait even longer.
Slowly, he pushes all the way in. It’s a tight fit and I feel exceedingly full.
“Ah, fuck.” He groans and spanks my ass. The sound echoes through the room, and I grip the sheets tighter.
Then he begins to fuck me. His thrusts are deep and slow and they hit my g spot every time.
“Jesus,” I pant as he starts moving at a faster pace.
I look at the wall and imagine what Jack’s doing right now. I imagine that he’s sitting in the bed listening to us while stroking his cock. That image alone has my pussy squeezing David’s cock.
“Fuck yes, Paige. Squeeze my cock,” he growls. “You’ve got such a sweet pussy. Nice and slutty and wet. I bet your husband loves to fuck it, doesn’t he?”
I nod and look back at the wall.
He sure does.
David reaches down and rubs my pussy as he continues to thrust into me. I feel my orgasm coming closer and closer and my thighs start to shake.
“Yes. Yes. Yes. I’m going to come,” I cry out and David reaches out and pulls my hair.
The sharp pain turns to pleasure, and as he whispers into my ear, I come.
“Come, you little cum slut.”
I cry out and shake as my orgasm takes me over. I swear I see stars as I fall onto my stomach on the mattress and David still fucks me. At some point, he comes too and coats my pussy with his hot cum.




OceanofPDF.com

Chapter 7: Jack


I clean off the cum from my hand as Paige wobbles in from the room next door. She looks beautifully spent as she slides into bed next to me.  
“I knew it,” she says as she looks down at my softened cock.
“It was amazing,” I say and lean over to kiss her. “Did you have fun?”
Paige nods.
“Yeah, that was so hot. It was even hotter knowing you were listening.”
I thought it would be weird not watching. Like somehow it would make me nervous that I wasn’t there. But there wasn’t anything like that. The second they went at it. The cries of pleasure coming from my wife as the handsome next-door neighbour pounded into her. It all just turned me on.
My cock starts to harden again as I think about it. The kisses become more passionate and I start tearing at my wife’s clothes. As soon as her dress is tossed to the side, I slide into her. Her legs wrap around my waist and I wrap my arms around her body, holding her close.
“What thing did he say that you like?” Paige asks.
“What?” I grip the headboard and move my hips in circles causing her to cry out.
“You heard what he said right? I just want to know what you thought he said was hot.”
I think back to just a moment ago.
“I liked it when he called you a cock whore.”
Paige smiles, “I liked that too.”
“You are, Paige, aren’t you? You loved to be filled with cock.”
Paige clenches around me and I know she’s close.
“Yes,” she moans.
“It can be anyone’s as long as they fill you up good, right?” I groan.
“Yes!” she cries out.
I say anyone’s, but we both know that it can’t just be some random guy in a random place. She likes it when I pick the guy.
The headboard bangs against the wall and I can only imagine David on the other side. I wonder if he’s jerking off to this.
I whisper in my wife’s ear, “Do you like your lover listening? Maybe he’s got his fist wrapped around his cock and is waiting to hear you cry out in pleasure.”
Paige’s eyes darken as she imagines it and as she licks her lips, I know she likes what she’s imagining.
“Sing for him Paige. Let him hear you cry out as you come.” I bring my fingers down to her pussy and rub her clit. Instantly, she lets go and comes with a shattering orgasm.
“Oh my God Yes! Yes! Fuck, Jack. Holy shit. Ooooooh!” Her cries, along with the tightening of her pussy, have me coming along with her.
I keep rubbing her clit as she comes until she pulls my hand away. Too sensitive for more.
I kiss her on the top of her head. We clean up and head to bed. This night has proved to be pretty fantastic. But we are here all weekend. I wonder what other things we can get up to.
[image: image-placeholder]We don’t get up the next morning until 10 am. Sleeping in, cuddling as the sun rises, heating the room. At some point in the night Paige put on her slip and I run my palm over the silk and cup her breasts.
She moans.
“Good morning.” I kiss her neck and nuzzle her hair.
“Can we just stay here all day?” Paige mumbles.
“Sure. We can do anything you want sweetheart. Until tonight.”
“Huh?” Paige turns around in my arms, her eyes still closed and runs her finger tips over my jaw.
“I said we can do anything you want until tonight. I have something planned.”
“Like what?”
“Well,” I sit up on my elbow and run my finger through the soft strands of my wife’s blonde hair, “Turns out a guy from work comes here. He’s got some suite up on the top floor and we got to talking and he’s interested in you.”
“Yeah?” One of Paige’s eyes open.
“Yeah. He heard about Mason and that New Year’s party with Sean and I asked if he wanted to give you a little something. He said yes. If you are interested.”
Paige gins and snuggles closer to me.
“Hmm, yeah. I want as many cocks as you’ll give me.”
I chuckle and kiss my wife on the forehead.
“Okay. So today we’ll rest. Maybe go for a walk or a swim. Then tonight we’ll go up to his room and have some fun. A good goodbye bang to this place.”
Paige nods and we do just that. Keeping it casual all day. Then around 10 pm we went up to the penthouse suite for some kinky debauchery. 
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Chapter 8: Paige


We go to the penthouse suite of the hotel. The room is gigantic. It has red velvet floors with the resort logo embroidered on it in gold. The couches and chairs are red and black leather. The tables range from clear glass to hardwood. The windows overlooking the city are huge, touching the ceiling all the way to the floor.  
Jack and I step in farther and start to hear moans.
We turn the corner and see an array of bodies, touching and writhing. A woman gets eaten out by a man on a leash while the man holding the leash kisses her. The sharp slap of skin turns our heads to the left where we see a man leaving over a bench, getting spanked by another man.
My pussy flutters and I squeeze my husband's hand. The look in his own eyes matches mine.
Pure lust.
“That’s Bryan,” Jack nods to a tall man coming towards us.
Bryan struts over, his body covered in an expensive suit, his hair quaffed, and he’s holding a mask.
“Hey there,” he greets us, shaking our hands.
“Hi.” My voice is barely above a whisper. Excitement blooms in my stomach as he hands me the mask.
“A Playboy bunny mask?” Jack chuckles.
“Yeah, I thought it would be fun.” Bryan winks and Jack helps me put on the mask. It’s sleek and black with eyes cut out and two bunny ears on the top.
The mask automatically makes me feel sexy and I purr in my husband's arms.
“Alright, Bunny. Shall we begin?” Bryan says and I nod.
Jack and Bryan both take my hands and lead us into a separate area of the suite. A private room only for us.
The room is a lot like the main area. Tall windows, glass tables, and leather furniture. This room also has a big four poster bed with handcuffs draped over it on all four corners.
Jack takes a seat beside the bed in a big red chair while I stand in the middle of the room waiting for instructions.
“So, here is the deal,” Bryan says as he searches for something in a cabinet drawer. “Your husband has given you to me for the night. To do as I please. You will follow every order and if, at any time, you wish to stop, say Red. Understand?”
“Yes,” I say and nod.
“And there is also one other thing I want you to do.” Bryan tips my chin up so I’m looking into his eyes. “I want you to give your husband a show. Show him what a dirty little slut you are.”
“Yes,” I say and he nods back.
I look over at my husband, who runs his thumb over his lip. His face is neutral but I can see a hint of a smile curling at his lips.
Bryan walks around me until he is behind me. Reaching out and tugging at the zipper of my dress until it’s loose enough that it drops and pools around my waist. I’m left in a pair of black lace panties and a bra. Until Bryan removes them as well.
Taking my clothes we put them on a nearby table and came back with what he had fetched out of the drawer.
A vibrator.
Bryan turns me until I’m facing my husband and turns on the vibrator.
“Spread your legs.” My heels click on the floor as I walk them out until they are spread to his liking.
The whirl of the vibrator hits my ears as he runs it from behind my ear down my front to my breasts. He runs the little thing over my nipples until they are stiff peaks. Eye closed, I take in the sensation. My pussy leaks with arousal and I moan as he brings it to the other nipple.
Bryan then slides the vibrator down lower. Lower, until it reaches my pussy. I cry out as the silicone hits the bundle of nerves.
“Oh!”
I’m panting now. And aching. Wishing Bryan would put the vibrator inside me and make me come.
“Please,” I beg.
“What?” Bryan asks.
“Please,” I say louder. “Please, I want to come.”
I hear a chuckle from both Bryan and Jack.
“Come on, Bunny. Surely you can last longer than this. We have only just begun. Which reminds me. No coming unless I or Jack say it’s okay. Understand.”
I nod.
Bryan spanks my ass.
“Ouch!”
“Words, Bunny.”
“Yes. Yes. I won’t come unless you or Jack says it’s okay.”
My eyes are open now and I look at Jack. His cock is thick under his slacks, but he makes no moves to touch it. Instead, he just rests his chin on his knuckles and watches another man slide a vibrator into my pussy.
“Oooh,” I moan and just as suddenly as he inserted it he takes it away.
I mewl in protest but neither one of them gives me anything. Instead, Bryan leads me to the bed.
“Get on the bed and kneel, Bunny,” he commands.
I do as he says and kneel.
Bryan brings my arms back and ties my wrists behind me with a soft ribbon. Then he pushes me forward, my ass sticking straight up in the air.
“Spread your legs wider, Bunny,” Bryan says, his voice gruff with desire.
I spread them wider and I feel him part my cheeks with his warm hands.
“Fuck, such a wet pussy you got there, Bunny.” He growls and spanks my pussy.
He spanks me again then slides his middle finger into my pussy.
“Tight too.” He groans and pumps his digit in and out of me slowly. Bryan rubs his finger against my g spot and my pussy clenches around him.
He adds a second finger and the wet sounds of my sopping pussy are adding fuel to my orgasm. I grip the sheets under me, trying to stifle my climax. I don’t know what happens if I do come without permission.
A punishment, which might not be all that bad. But it could be that neither one of them fuck me, which sounds awful.
I bite the linens and, just as I’m about the burst, Bryan pulls his fingers out of me. I gasp and my body is all tingly.
Bryan moves my body so I’m on my knees in front of my husband. Pulling my head back by my hair, Bryan growls in my ear. “Watch him, Bunny. Watch his eyes as he watches you get fucked by another man. As he watches his wife get used like the little slut she is.”
With my arms still tried at my back, I keep my eyes focused on my husband as the noise of Bryan loosening his belt fills the room. The look in my husband's eyes is nothing but love and lust. His cock must be aching in his pants but he still doesn’t touch it.
With one giant thrust, Bryan slides inside me, balls deep.
“Oh!” I gasp.
Bryan’s cock is huge. I haven’t seen it. Still haven’t seen it. But it stretches me wide. Filling me up.
“You like that, you little slut? Like my big, fat cock inside your tight cunt?”
I moan and shiver at his dirty words. I love being called a slut. Especially when I’m being fucked hard.
“Such a dirty girl,” he moans and slaps my ass.
“Fuck. Yes. Oh, fuck. Yes, baby. That feels so good.” An avalanche of words pours out of me as pleasure builds.
Bryan reaches over and covers my mouth.
“Shh, Bunny. Quiet. Or I’ll have your husband quiet you for me.” My pussy clenches and Bryan chuckles.
“Well well. Maybe that’s exactly what you want. Is that it, slut? You want to be spit roasted?”
Well, that sounds like fun.
I nod my head and instantly Jack is up and heading towards the bed, taking out his cock and presenting it to me. Long and thick. Dripping with pre-cum.
Bryan uncovers my mouth and Jack slides his cock inside.
“Fuuuuuck.” He groans and takes my hair from Bryan, wrapping it around his fist.
I look up at him while he looks down at me. Bryan braces his hands around my waist and starts thrusting hard. Pounding. With every thrust I hear the echo of his body slapping against my ass.
Jack pumps in and out of my mouth slowly. A big contrast to the bold fucking of Bryan at the other end. Each pleasing me in their own way. All building up to an amazing orgasm.
“You like that, wife?” Jack growls. “Does your slutty pussy feel good?”
I hum around his cock and his eyes roll to the back of his head.
Bryan’s balls slap against my clit, sending me closer and closer to my climax.
I hum around Jack’s cock again and he looks back down and nods.
“Come, baby. Come all over Bryan’s cock. Let him fill you up with his cum.”
Jack pulls me up and cups my jaw, bringing up his face so he can kiss me. Bryan is now flush with my back and he fucks me until I’m coming.
Incoherent sounds pour out of me and Jack swallows every word.
“Fuuuuuuck,” As my pussy clenches, Bryan comes, growling behind me as he empties himself into me. Pearly, thick ropes of cum pour out of him and coat my inner walls.
I shake as my orgasm crests and I start to come down from the high.
Bryan unties me and they both lay me down flat on the bed. Then I hear the click of the door. Bryan has left and it’s just the two of us.
Jack takes off the bunny mask and kisses my face. I wrap my arms around him and we cuddle in the bed.
“You looked so fucking hot in that mask,” Jack says and kisses my nose.
“I felt pretty hot too,” I reply and wiggle forward until Jack groans.
I look down and see that his cock is still out and hard as a rock.
He didn’t come.
“You didn’t come.”
“I know. I wanted to kiss you while you came.” Jack then turns me onto my back and I wrap my legs around his waist.
He works on his button-up shirt until he’s topless and pushes his slacks farther down until mid-thigh.
Jack grips his cock and slides it into my soaked pussy. I moan and wrap my arms around my husband. He leans closer until he’s flush against me.
“You’re mine,” he says, “You know that, right? No matter how many men you fuck. No matter how much time you spend with them, with me or without me, you are still mine, Paige. My love and my wife.”
His passionate words fill me up with so much love. I love my husband more than anything. And if this weekend has taught me anything, it is that no one is better than my husband. I can fuck other men for fun. With him or without him present. But I’ll always come back.
Jack drills me into the mattress, my nails scraping against his back causing him to groan until we are coming.
I cry out and shudder a release. Clenching around my husband's cock as he empties himself into me.
“I love you, Jack,” I whisper into his ear.
“I love you too, Paige,” he says back and kisses me.
That pretty much concluded our weekend at the resort. We went back to our room after talking to Bryan for a good time. We made love in the shower, and then once more in the bed. 
As we head back to real life in Toronto, I look at my husband, sitting on the window side of the plane looking at some magazine, and think to myself how lucky I am to have him as my husband. 
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A Hotwife Office Party Excerpt


Chapter 1: Paige 
The Year Before 

“Do we really need to be here?” I whine as Jack pushes the elevator door button.
“Oh, come on. It can’t be that bad. Plus, we just got here.” he says, putting his hand on the small of my back and leading us into the elevator.
“But this is the fourth year we’ve come, and it’s always boring as fuck.”
“That’s only because you compare your office parties to mine,” Jack grumbles, pushing the 4th-floor button.
“Yeah,” I say, with a satisfying grin on my face.
“Oh, geez,” he says, “Your workplace is one giant HR violation.”
“It’s not a violation if everyone is on board.”
“It’s still strip poker, and people are still getting naked in front of one another.”
Yes, we do play strip poker at our Christmas parties. And yes, clothes are removed, but only to our underwear. I’ve never seen any of my coworkers’ junk or tits. We are a pretty close group. There are seven of us at Vision Estate, The place to go to if you are looking for a house or apartment in Vancouver, whether it’s on the ocean side or by a lake.
“Well, everyone is on board. Trust me.”
Jack shakes his head and places his clasped hands in front of him.
God, he looks so good in a suit. I’ve known Jack for a long time and he can pull off jeans and a t-shirt, but then he puts on his brown, black, or blue suit and he looks just as delectable. I could eat him up with a spoon. My pussy creams as I remember just last night he came home late, all decked out in his usual work suit, and fucked me on the kitchen counter. I held onto his tie as he spread my legs and pounded into me, keeping his suit on the entire time.
The elevator stops with a ding and the doors open. And on the other side of the door is Jack’s workmate, Mason. Handsome, blonde, with blue eyes and a body that molds to his tanned suit.
He and Jack have been working together for the last 12 years. He knew my husband before I did. And ever since I met him, I’ve had to keep my libido in check. Don’t get me wrong, I love my husband more than anything else in the world. He is my rock and safe place and the love of my life. But I can’t help but quiver any time I am around Mason.
I press my thighs together and hope that Jack doesn’t notice.
I may have had a fantasy or two about Mason in the last couple of years. Only occasionally, and only when I want a little more of a kick while playing with myself. The forbidden aspect of fucking someone other than my husband was the added fuel to the file that I needed.
In fact, it only became more frequent when Jack and I talked about sharing fantasies. Mostly where I would fuck some other guy and tell him about it. Or he’d watch. It was a very hot conversation that usually led to us screwing on our bed while I told him about what it would be like to have sex with someone else. I would describe someone else’s cock fucking me and things like that.
It was amazing.
My fantasies with Mason usually consist of Jack sitting on a chair and watching him rail me. It starts in my bedroom; the lights are dim, and Jack is in his sexy suit and sitting on a chair on the other side of the room. There is a knock and Mason enters. Jack gives him a nod and he takes off his suit and crawls into bed with me. Settling between my legs and pushing his thick cock into me. He fucks me hard and calls me so many dirty things, like calling me a bad girl and a  dirty slut.
In reality, it’s just my dildo that I’m fucking into my pussy until I scream. It’s fine, it’s just not the real thing.
Jack and I have only ever been with each other, so our sexual experience is very limited and only consists of what he and I have done since college. Despite my slutty pussy, I was a late bloomer. Jack was two years older than me when I met him in college. We hooked up and then he took my v-card while I took his.
It was our first day. We met on campus. I was the newbie 19-year-old who had taken a year off to “find myself” and then got into college. I was getting into real estate, and he was getting his law degree.
I take my husband’s hand in the elevator and try to contain myself behind Mason as he steps in to join us.
Man, even his butt looks good.
I pull my eyes up to the little screen that says what floor we are on and will it to go faster before I do something stupid.
Finally, the doors open up, and I exhale a long breath.
“You okay?” My husband asks.
“Uh, yeah. Yeah. I’m fine.” I give him my best real estate smile and we step off the elevator. 

End of chapter 1


[image: image-placeholder]To read more you can find the book here: https://mybook.to/ahotwifeofficeparty
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