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Give Me More


This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

This is intended for adults only.


Roleplay
Paige pays her husband for sex for fun


Jack and I have been married for a while now, and we are very much into trying different things. If we heard about it or thought about it, we’d try it.

Blowing him in the car. Check.

Sixty-nining. Check.

Even a cock ring. We tried it.

And yesterday I read a book that made me want to try something else.

It was a book where this couple has a fantasy where he’d pay her for sex. She loved how it made her feel like a whore. The taboo nature of doing something you wouldn’t otherwise do, because a husband shouldn’t have to pay his wife to have sex with him. It was so hot that I masturbated right after reading it and imagined Jack and me doing it. Me on the bed, Jack shoving the bills into my bra as he pounded into me, telling me my pussy better be worth it. 

I’m lying on the couch now in my robe, with nothing underneath, waiting for Jack to come home.

Jack isn’t the type to call me a whore, but I’ve got this app on my phone that is like audio porn. Just people talking dirty. I looked through it, searching for the right audio, and found one. I just love some dirty words of encouragement. And perhaps it’s also an attempt to see if Jack will start saying those words. That maybe he just needs to know for sure that I like them before doing it himself. 

What I thought we could do is have Jack fuck me while I play this audio.

I hear the door lock click, and my husband comes in, talking on the phone to someone.

“… yeah, I know. Listen, I’m home now, so can I just deal with this tomorrow? Okay, great. I’ll see you tomorrow. Okay. Bye.” He hangs up the phone and tosses it and his briefcase onto the coffee table.

He stretches as he smiles at me.

“Hi, baby,” he says and places his knee on the couch, leans over, and kisses me.

“Hey.” I hold his tie and bite my lip. My husband then looks down at my chest.

My robe has opened quite a bit, and when he tugs at the lapels, my breasts are revealed, the nipples hard and pink.

“Fuck. Well, this is a nice thing to come home to,” he says, leaning down to kiss my breast.

“Yeah, actually, I have a reason for that.”

“Yeah?” He grins and sits next to me. “What’s the reason?”

I pick up my phone and start playing the audio from the middle.

“Oh, yes, baby,” a man groans, “you’re so fucking tight, you little whore. Such a dirty little whore who loves to have her cunt fucked and paid for.” I pause it and look at Jack.

“So,” he says, “I’m guessing this new fantasy of yours is about me calling you a whore and paying you for sex?”

“Yeah. I mean, I know how you feel about calling me those things, so I thought I could just play the audio instead, but I’d really like it if you would pretend to pay me for sex.”

Jack is silent as he undoes his tie and places it on the coffee table.

Then he starts to nod.

“Yeah, I could do that,” he says and I smile.

“Really?” I lean up and hug him and kiss him on the cheek.

“Yeah, I can so…” Jack takes out his wallet from his suit jacket pocket and pulls out a stack of bills.

“We can start with this. How about you take off that robe and show me what I’m paying for,” he winks, and I get all excited at what’s about to happen. My fantasy is being fulfilled. 

I swiftly untie my robe and shrug it off. Once off, I fling it somewhere and lay back down on the couch. Jack takes out a 10 dollar bill and folds it, then runs it between my breasts. 

“Spread your legs,” he says and takes my phone.

“For a ten?” I tease, pushing my breasts together while biting my lips. 

Jack chuckles then takes five more 10s and rains them down on me. 

He then starts to audio up from the beginning and puts it on the table. A man's voice starts to talk as Jack undoes his cuffs.

“We’ll start with this,” the voice says, “and if your pussy is good, I’ll put more down. Now, show me that tight cunt of yours.”

Jack undoes his belt quickly as the man starts groaning and making kissing sounds, mimicking him licking a pussy. Jack pulls down his zipper and takes out his cock, which is already rock hard and dripping with pre-cum. He kneels between my legs and rubs my pussy as he jerks his cock slowly.

“Fuck, your pussy is nice and wet. I’m going to slide in nicely.” The man's voice is gruffer than Jack's, but they both have that same slight southern accent.

Jack rubs the head of his cock between my folds as the man continues to talk and groan.

“Fuck, baby. What a nice little whore you are, taking my cock like this. I’m going to use this pussy real good, and you are going to get a big fat reward.”

His words are so nasty, and it only turns me on more.

Jack slips the head of his cock inside me and then thrusts fully into me in one motion.

“Fuck!” I cry out.

Jack pins my wrists to the couch, sending a familiar rush of pleasure through me, as he’s done this before, and thrusts into me slowly.

“Yes. Yes. Yes.” The man groans, “What a good little whore you are, taking my cock deep into your tight cunt.”

As the man in the audio starts panting, Jack picks up the pace. My legs wrap around his waist and he palms my breasts with his free hand.

“I like the way you feel, Paige. Wrapped around me like this,” Jack says.

I blush.

Yeah, the audio is hot and all, but nothing gets me in the feels like Jack saying things like that to me. And from what I know of the man, even though he isn’t saying anything dirty, he’s thinking dirty thoughts for sure. 

“Fuck,” the man groans. “You feel so good, baby. So fucking good. I love the way your cunt squeezes my cock like that.”

My pussy pulses and I see that look in Jack’s eyes that he gets whenever I clench around his cock. He’s so fucking turned on. I think the audio is even getting to him.

His hips start thrusting into me quicker and quicker until the couch starts to squeak.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” I moan, and Jack covers my mouth.

“Shh, baby. I didn’t pay you to talk. I’m just paying for this pussy here,” Jack says. He thrusts into me hard, his balls slapping against me, and I moan under his hand.

God, this is even better than my fantasy.

“Fuck, I’m going to come, whore. I’m going to fill this pussy up good,” the man says, and it doesn’t quite thrill me the way that Jack’s voice does.

I feel my body start to tense and my thighs shake, and Jack fucks me hard. Beads of sweat cover his forehead, and there is something sexy about the fact that I’m naked and he is basically fully clothed. Like I’m just a hole for him to stick his cock into on his way to work. It adds to my fantasy of being used like this. 

Jack reaches over and grabs two hundreds that he placed on the table and runs them down my chest.

He grins, then somehow manages to get two more hundreds out of his wallet and place all four of them on my stomach.

“Make me come, baby.” Jack groans.

I clench around his cock, and soon he’s coming. Emptying himself inside of me. Filling me with his cum.

“Fuuuuuck,” Jack groans and so does the man in the audio.

He takes his hand off my mouth and pulls out. Some of his cum drips onto my mound and he shoves two fingers inside me. He thrusts quickly and soon I’m coming.

“Oh, fuck!” I cry out as I come all over his hand, coating it with my arousal.

“Holy shit,” I moan as I come down from my high.

Jack turns off the audio, takes the four hundreds, and curls behind me on the couch as we catch our breaths.

He places the bills into my hand and says, “Thank you, baby. I loved that.” He kisses my shoulder. “Worth every fuckin’ penny,” he adds, then leaves, putting his clothes back in place and heading to the kitchen.

I grin as my fingers curl around the money.

Yeah, this is a fantasy that I’d love to repeat.


Freeuse
Jack fucks his wife whenever he pleases


Freeuse. The act of being sexually available for your partner whenever they want.

Sounds fun, I think to myself as I put the book down and look for my husband. I’ve been reading these super smutty books recently and getting many naughty ideas.

Today was a freeuse book.

I was biting my sweater to keep from moaning. Page after page was some of the hottest sex I’ve ever read, and now I want to try it. If my husband is up for it.

“Hey, darling.” I slide up behind him while he cleans the dishes from this morning.

“Yes?” He puts another dish in the rack, turns off the water, and turns around in my arms.

“I was just thinking about some stuff.”

“Yeah?” His hands slide down my sides until they reach my ass, which is currently covered in a pair of yoga pants but would really rather be naked. He cups each cheek and gently squeezes them. “What kind of stuff?”

“Naughty stuff.” I wink and I feel his erection between us.

Oh, fun.

“What kind of naughty stuff?”

“Well, I was thinking of the kind where you fuck me whenever you want.” I draw a line with my finger down his chest until I reach his belt.

“Don’t I kind of already do that?”

I chuckle.

“This is more specific. This is whether or not I’m interested. Like you can bend me over the kitchen counter now. Or fuck me in the grocery store. Anytime. Anywhere. Whatever you want.”

He looks over my head as he considers the offer.

“What do you get out of this?” he asks.

“Well, other than getting edged, it would just be hot to be used. Like I’m your little fuck doll. I guess that's why they call it freeuse. Free to be used.”

“Hmm. Any other rules?”

“We would pick a day and how long it lasts.”

“Okay. How about right now until tomorrow morning?”

“I look over at the clock and it reads 10 am.”

“Deal.”

“Deal.” My husband and I shake hands.

This is going to be so much fun. My pussy is already quivering at what could happen today. My cunt is soaked and ready to be fucked, fucked, but I’m not sure when —

Jack turns me over, presses my body against the kitchen counter, and pulls down my pink yoga pants.

One of his hands grips my hair while the other one slides between my soaked folds. 

“Fuck, baby,” he groans. “No panties. What a fuckin’ dirty girl you are.” 

I moan and spread my legs as wide as they can go. He holds my head down and undoes his sweatpants so he can take out his cock. He wastes no time and slams himself balls-deep into me with one thrust.

“Fuck!” I cry out and grip the other side of the counter.

With one hand still in my hair, he thrusts.

“Like this, baby?” he grunts while pounding into me.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” I moan and bite my sweater.

Jack fucks me hard and deep, his balls slapping against my clit with every thrust of his cock.

“Oh, fuck.” Jack groans and then he comes. Growling his release as he shoots his seed deep into my pussy, coating my inner walls.

Jack pulls back, puts his cock back into his pants, and just goes back to doing the dishes. While I lay there panting on the kitchen counter.

I didn’t get to come, but damn, it felt good. Being… manhandled like that, and then Jack going back to what he was doing. It’s a little frustrating that I didn’t get to come, but that is kind of the point of the fantasy. 

I stand up, pull my pants back up, and stare at my husband’s back as he finishes the dishes, slightly pouting because I didn’t finish.
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I’m walking around the corner into the living room, thinking to myself that it’s been four hours since he took me in the kitchen, and not only have we not fucked, but I haven’t actually seen him. It’s Sunday, so he’s not at work. Typically, that would mean he’s out in the backyard. I get a coat and head outside to look for him. I find him shoveling snow.

I walk up next to him and smile.

“Hi.”

“Hey,” he says back.

“You know that thing that we talked about? It doesn’t have to be just once. You know that, right?”

“Yup,” he says simply, and I pout.

“Aww, is my little slut horny for more?” he says teasingly.

“Well, yeah. You left me hanging there the last time,” I say, but he doesn’t budge. He just keeps at it with the shoveling. 

For a moment, I think maybe Jack will fuck me over a snow bank, but then a chilling breeze runs right through me and I think, “You know what? Fuck, no,” and scurry inside where it’s warm. I hear Jack chuckle as I leave.

It’s now an hour later and I’m lying on the sofa, reading a book. It’s non-fiction. A book on the Roman Empire, since I need something to keep my pussy from throbbing. No need to make it worse, since the anticipation alone is keeping me wet. I’ve had to change my yoga pants since they were a little messy and am now in a pair of sweatpants.

Flipping the page to read the next chapter, I hear the door open and close. I look over the back of the couch to see my husband covered in snow, shrugging out of his winter coat.

“Cold, huh?” I say, and he laughs.

“Yeah, a bit,” he says. In a few strides he’s on top of me on the couch, kissing me, his cold body pressed up against mine.

“Hmm, you’re so cold.”

“Yes, very,” he replies and pulls off my sweater, running his hands up and down my body.

It’s refreshingly cooling, since I’ve been hot and bothered all freaking day. He keeps kissing me as he pulls my sweatpants down my legs and tosses them to the side. Then he flips me over and runs his icy fingers from my ass to my neck, leaving trails of goosebumps in his wake.

I hear the tear of his zipper and then his groan as he slides inside me. I grip the pillow and turn my head to watch him fuck me. His eyes are glued to my ass, and he watches it shake every time he thrusts.

“Fuck. This ass,” he groans and spanks me.

“Ah!” I cry out.

My pussy clamps around his shaft, and I feel like I could come this time. I slide my fingers towards my clit, hoping to get some relief, but Jack grabs my wrist and pulls them so they are at the small of my back.

“Not yet, Paige.” He grunts and fucks me until he comes.

Filing me up again without making me come.

I whimper. Perhaps I didn’t think this kink all the way through.

He leans down and kisses me on the cheek before disappearing until dinner.

The food is steaming on the table but I’m way too distracted to eat. I keep wiggling in my seat next to my husband. A deep ache is stationed in my pussy with no way of releasing it.

Jack mentions nothing as we eat, nor does he do anything to me after.

Come on dude, you’re right there next to me. Reach out and touch me!

But he makes no move, over than occasionally taking my hand and petting it before taking it away. He only talks about some baseball videos he watched today and a conversation he had with the neighbor. 

I decide I need a shower. As Jack is doing the dishes, I head to the bathroom and turn on the shower. Suds wash over my body as I clean off Jack’s cum and the sweat that has gathered on my skin.

Every time the washcloth slides against my pussy, I moan.

“Fuck,” I groan, frustrated.

I am no stranger to edging. I like a little delayed gratification, but this is a lot. Maybe I should masturbate, just a little. But as I move my hand between my legs, I pull away. No, I want to do it this way. No one but my husband touched this pussy today. 

I rinse the conditioner out of my hair, and I’m almost ready to turn off the water when my naked husband walks in. His cock is hard as a rock, pointing straight up, begging for attention.

“Well, hello there,” I say calmly, trying to not seem desperate and needy.

You know, nice and easy. Hiding the fact that all I want to do is get railed.

“Kneel,” he commands, and that dominant tone sends me to my knees without thinking.

He holds his cock in front of my face and says, “Open,” as water pours down his back.

My mouth opens, and he slides his cock inside.

“Fuck.” he groans. “I love your mouth, Paige. Nice and warm and wet.” He thrusts slowly, holding my hair as he uses my mouth.

My pussy ignites and clenches around nothing. I moan around his length and he curses. His free hand slams against the tile.

“Make me come, Paige,” he says. “Make me come and I’ll fuck you raw.”

My body gets excited, and I cup his balls and squeeze them gently as I blow my husband. My head bobs up and down quickly, while my other hand jacks off what can’t fit into my mouth, until he’s coming.

Butter liquid slides down my throat as I drink every drop of his cum.

I pant when he pulls back and he lifts me up, turns me, and presses me up against the wall next to the showerhead. I have no time to adjust before he thrusts his cock inside me. 

He picks up one of my legs so I’m open wide to him and he pounds into me.

“This has been quite a day, Paige,” he says and reaches over to cup my breast.

“Yeah,” I gasp.

“Having your pussy open to me at all times. Pretty fucking amazing. You like being used like that baby? Being pounded into whenever I wanted? Whenever I felt like it?”

“Yes!” I cry out when his hand goes from my breast to my clit.

He rubs it with his thumb and the hours’ worth of buildup comes rushing back.

“I liked it too. Maybe we should do it again sometime. Maybe not all the time. After all, I do like feeling you come around my cock.”

“Ooooh. Then why didn’t you make me come?”

He whispers in my ear. “Because this way is fun, too. Seeing you writhe in pleasure after being denied all day.”

My hand slides against the wet tile as my orgasm approaches.

“Tell me how you feel, Paige.”

He flicks my clit with this thumb, and the feeling comes rushing out.

“I feel full. I love your cock inside me and, as annoyed as I was of being left hanging, I love this. I love you talking dirty to me. I love the way you feel inside me. I love your cock in my mouth, and I really really want to come, so could you make me come, Jack, please? I need to come.”

“Okay.” A simple word, but the trigger I need to start coming.

He fucks me hard against the wall, and I come screaming on his cock. My voice echoes across the bathroom, and then I hear Jack groan and start coming again. He empties himself into me as I clutch his cock like a vise.

“Fuck me,” he groans and rubs my clit until every drop of my orgasm and taken.

“Jesus,” I pant.

Jack slides out of me and turns me to face him. Placing his forehead on mine, we pant together.

“Let’s finish up here and go to bed, baby,” he says and kisses me on the forehead.

“Is that a request or an order?” I say.

Jack chuckles.

“Well, I still have freeuse of your body until tomorrow at ten, so let’s call this an order. Wash up and get your slutty body into bed so I can cuddle you. And maybe fuck you again.” He winks.


Hotwife Public Sex
Paige gets railed in the bathroom


My husband, Jack, and I sit at the bar, watching the hockey game on the monitor. Every time someone gets close to scoring a goal, the bar gets quiet. And whether the player scores, the patrons shout, either in excitement or frustration.

We’ve just started coming to this bar. The one we used to go to closed down, and we’ve been trying to find a new place to hang out. I sip my wine while Jack drinks his whiskey. His eyes are on the game while I people-watch.

Lots of the people who were at the other bar are here. I don’t watch them, though. I look at the people I don’t recognize.

Until my eyes zero in on one of them that catches my eye. A tall man, mid-forties, with blue eyes framed with glasses, sits sipping a drink in the corner of the room. People-watching, it seems, like me. Before I can look away, he locks eyes with me and smiles. I smile back.

Tugging at my husband’s sweater, I get his attention.

“Do you see him?” I nod to the man, and Jack takes a quick look before turning to me.

“Hmm, feeling a little slutty today, are we?”

Jack and I haven’t had sex in weeks. Work has been a bitch for the both of us, and I just want some rough sex. Jack promised me some tonight, but I don’t know if I can wait that long.

“It’s been four weeks, Jack. I’m so horny that just the rumble of an engine has me turned on.”

“That makes sense. I mean, those engines are like loud versions of vibrators,” he says and I smack his arm.

“Jack,” I whine and he smirks.

Leaning in, he whispers in my ear, “Okay, darling. Have at him. Go to the bathroom and fuck him, then come back here.” I nod and head over to the man in the corner of the bar. I’ve never done this in public before, but I’ve been looking at broadening my horizons and public sex is what I’ve been looking for. 

I sway my hips seductively as I walk over to the man with the glasses. He eyes me the entire way, looking up and down the red bodycon dress that hugs my body and pushes my boobs up and they almost spill out. I wore this to get Jack’s attention. It worked, but now I have someone else to add to the list.

I lean against his table and rest my head on the back of my hand as I greet him, while also pushing out my ass and showing off my cleavage. 

“Hi there, baby,” I say in the most sexual way possible.

“Hey there.” He looks at my tits, then back at my husband.

“I’m Paige.” I give him my hand.

He shakes it.

“I’m Darren.”

“You aren’t here alone,” he drawls.

“No, I’m not. But he doesn’t mind.” His eyes widen and I twirl my hair around my finger.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” I reassure him by rubbing his arm softly.

“You busy?” I ask. He shakes his head.

“Nope.”

“Wanna come with me?” He gets up from his chair and I give him some room.

“Yeah,” he says, excited.

I grab hold of Darren’s tie and lead him into the unisex bathroom. It’s a big bathroom with many stalls that line one end of the wall and a row of sinks that line the other. There is no lock on the door, so we’ll have to be quick. Which should be no trouble since I’m getting even more turned on by the prospect of getting caught. 

As soon as the door closes behind him, I pull him closer and wrap my legs around him while making out. I moan as he slips his tongue into my mouth and cups my ass. I grind against his erection, causing him to groan.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” he says and leans me up against the wall.

“Oh, fuck yes,” I gasp when he pulls down the front of my dress.

My breasts pop out and he leans in, licking the soft flesh and sucking my nipples.

“Ooh, yeah. Just like that, baby.” I cup his head to my chest as he ravishes my breasts, taking turns sucking on each nipple and then licking the surrounding skin.

My pussy pulses and arousal leaks into my underwear.

God, I need to be fucked. Now.

“Fuck me, baby,” I beg and pull his head back. “Fuck me with your big cock.” I get back on my feet and pull at his belt.

Once freed, he pulls his cock out and I sink onto the floor and suck him down, getting him ready.

“Fuck!” he shouts and slams both hands on the bathroom wall.

I use my both hands to jack off his cock while sucking in as much as I can. Getting him wet. I’m already pretty wet, but I want him to slam into me. Not work himself into me. And this, I think, will help.

“Oh, fuck baby. I’m going to come,” he warns, and I pull up.

I stand back up and he turns me around, presses me against the wall, then drives into me with his big cock. My breasts slide against the tile wall and he slides his hand down and starts rubbing my clit. I spread my legs wider, giving him more room. And it works. His cock slides deeper into me with every thrust. I’m moaning against the wall, my hands flat against the tile.

Darren’s hands are firmly on my hips as his hips thrust into me.

Every pump brings me closer to orgasm, and the thought that someone could walk in helps me along.

“Fuck, you’ve got such a nice pussy, Paige,” he groans as he spanks my ass.

“Ah! Yes. And you fuck it so good. Fuck me harder, Darren.”

He drives into me harder. I’m probably going to have bruises on my hips. Bruises that Jack can kiss away later.

I’m seconds away from coming when he turns me around and wraps my legs around his waist. He thrusts his cock back into me, and this time he watches me. My eyes and the way my tits bounce. Darren leans in, sucking one nipple into his mouth.

“Oh, yes,” I moan.

I feel myself clenching around him. My thighs shake and I know I’m close.

“You going to come, baby,” he moans. “You gonna come on my cock, you little slut.”

“Yes!” I cry out. “Fuck. Make me come, baby,” I growl.

He bites my neck then growls, “Come, you dirty little slut,” and that’s it. I’m coming.

“Fuck!” I cry out, clenching Darren’s cock that comes inside me.

His cum coats my walls, filling me up.

“Fuck,” he growls.

Once we are finished, Daren leans in and whispers in my ear, “Stay like this. I want you to go back to your husband dripping with my cum.” 

A pleasurable thrill runs through me at the thought. 

Hell, yeah. I’ll do that. All messy with another man’s cum. 

“Thank you so much for this,” I say before putting on my shirt and walking out with a giant smile on my face.

“Anytime,” I hear him say and I head over, back to my husband, who is giving me a wicked grin.


Hotwife Freeuse
Paige gets freeused by her husband’s co-worker


CARTER

Today marks the day I got the strangest text of my life.

“Hey! Want to fuck my wife?” — Jack

Did my friend from work just ask me if I wanted to have sex with his wife? I thought that their unconventional relationship was a myth or something. Turns out it’s very real. Jack texted me with more info about their hotwife arrangement, like how he picks men for his wife to fuck. In this case, since he’s gone, he’s wondering if I could just randomly show up at their house and fuck his wife. Whenever I feel like it. He told me that his wife has a freeuse kink and would like to blend hotwife and free use together.

Of course, she would know who I am and what day I’ll come over, but he said I have complete control over her.

I consider it for like two seconds before responding with a yes.

“That’s great! So the deal is you can go to the house and fuck her whenever you want. The door will be unlocked. There is a camera that shows the living room, kitchen, and dining room, so keep the action in there. I want to watch my pretty wife get fucked.” — Jack.

I’ve been watched while having sex before, so this doesn’t faze me. 

The deal is that tomorrow is when my free use day with Paige starts. Jack sent her a picture of me, along with my name, and she said yes. I’ve never done anything like this, but I find it exciting. Paige has come around the office quite a few times, like that Christmas Party last year, and she’s very nice and pretty sexy. Long blonde hair and bright blue eyes. Her body looks positively banging in her tight dresses with legs from here to California.

I wake up the next morning, fresh and horny as fuck. I get into my car and drive to Paige and Jack’s house. The second I open the door, I’m greeted by the scent of vanilla and lilac. I walk in further and find Paige sitting on the couch. I knock against the wall and she turns to face me, smiling, and I realize she’s wearing nothing.

PAIGE

Ooh, he’s cute. There are tons of people at Jack’s office, and Carter was one of those guys where I knew his name but forgot what he looked like. He’s so much cuter in person than in his picture.

I decided to go naked for today, since I was going to be used like a dirty slut, and at random intervals of the day.

Carter comes into the living room and looks down at me. I try to keep reading my magazine. One of the things I read about freeuse is acting like it isn’t happening. So I don’t let go of the magazine when Carter undoes his belt and takes out his cock before flipping me over, placing my body over the side of the couch, and spreading my legs. I kind of keep reading while he slides his big cock between my wet folds.

I’ve been thinking about this all morning, waiting for Carter to show up and fuck me. My pussy is already soaked.

Carter grips my hips and pushes inside. I moan and keep the magazine in hand as he fucks me.

CARTER

Fuck. Paige’s pussy is so fucking wet and tight. I slide in effortlessly. My cock sliding into her like a glove. A very tight and hot glove. My thighs slap against the back of hers as I thrust into her pussy.

Except for some moans, Paige is acting like nothing is happening. She reads her magazine, flipping through the pages like I don’t have my cock balls-deep in her cunt. Something about that turns me on even more. Like I can use her like a fuck toy. Jack said she likes being used like a little fuck doll, so that’s what I do. I remember the thing about the cameras and I pick her up and spin her around, keeping my cock in her as I take her to the dining table. She ends up dropping the magazine, but neither one of us makes a move to get it back. Paige just wraps her arms around my neck and wiggles and whimpers in my arms like the needy woman she is. 

I place her on the table, her legs on the floor and her chest against the wood. She folds her hands on the table and sets her chin on it.

Kicking open her legs wider, I push in deeper and I feel my balls start to draw up. I didn’t expect her pussy to be this good. I come, shooting thick streams of cum into her cunt. Jack said I didn’t have to worry about her coming, so I just pull out and watch my cum drip down her leg as I put my cock in my pants, then I leave. I take a quick peek at Paige just to make sure she is okay, and I see her standing back up with a satisfied smile on her face.

I come back at lunch to find Paige wiping something she spilled on the floor.

Still naked and smelling clean and fresh, ready for me to make her dirty all over again.

I drop my pants and hear her gasp as I enter her. A sense of pride and satisfaction rises in my chest with the knowledge that I can get that reaction out of her.

She’s on all fours as I slam against her. Her pussy makes all these erotic wet sounds as I fuck her hand. Thrusting in and out of her, hard and fast. She continues to wipe the floor like nothing is happening, even though it’s clean. She’s biting her lip, and I can feel her trembling beneath me. I fuck her until I come, gripping her hair and bucking against her.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I groan as I empty myself into her. Her pussy pulses around me, drawing out every drop of my cum until it’s all gone.

I pull out and thank her.

“Thanks, baby, for being such a good little slut.”

Then I leave again. Not turning back this time. Leaning into the fantasy more. 

I don’t come back until after work. When I get to the house, I walk through the dining room into the kitchen, where Paige is leaning against the counter, taking out the little pomegranate seeds. She has put on a robe. I undo the belt and take it off of her, revealing her beautiful tan body. I slide my hand between her legs and rub her clit until she’s creaming on my hand.

I look up and see that the camera in the dining room is at an angle where Jack can see what’s going on in the kitchen, so I make no move to bring her there.

Paige keeps taking out the pomegranate seeds while I take out my hard cock. I bend her over the counter and slide my cock inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” I groan and grip her hips tight.

Paige’s hands are covered in the juices from the fruit. I lean over and take one her hands, putting her fingers into my mouth and tasting the fruit. I suck on her fingers as my hips thrust and my other hand reaches down and rubs her clit. She moans around my fingers.

“I’m going to let you come this time, you little cum slut. You want that?”

Paige shrugs, so I cup her chin from behind and say, “Tell me, slut.” 

“Sure.” she replies. “Whatever you want. My body is yours to play with.”

That makes my cock impossibly harder.

Her body is mine to play with.

I pull out, flip her around, and place her on the counter before slamming back inside her. I lean down and suck her tits. When I pop one of her nipples out of my mouth, she gasps. Again that little noise, making me feel fantastic. 

“Give me your other hand,” I command and she slides her other juices-soaked hand into my mouth.

Paige’s free hand keeps her steady on the counter as I fuck her. My hands grip her thighs, her legs wrap around my waist, and her tits bounce with every thrust. Her face looks casual but her eyes are hazed with lust.

I feel her pussy pulse around me and squeeze me.

“You gonna come, my little cocksleeve?”

She nods.

“Good. Because I’ve got a load for your pussy and I can’t hold back much longer.”

With her elbows on the counter, she throws her head back as she comes.

“Yes! That’s it, baby! Come all over my cock, you little slut. Squeeze my cock. That’s it. Yes!”

As I feel her clench around me, I come, filling her up.

I lean forward, my head resting on her chest, and that’s when I hear the jangling of keys and the door opening. You can see the front door from here, and I see Jack as he enters the house. He looks at me with his wife in my arms and smiles.

“Well, I see someone is having fun.”

Paige looks behind her and grins at her husband.

“Yes, I am. I just came on Carter’s cock. He feels so good. He filled me up three times.”

“Nice,” Jack says.

I put down Paige and help her clean up as Jack joins us in the kitchen.

“Hey, Carter, do you want to stay for dinner?” Paige asks me as she side-hugs Jack and gives him a kiss on the lips.

“Uh, sure. Can I?” I ask Jack.

“Sure thing. Paige, why don’t you put a plate out for Carter and I’ll finish up in the kitchen?” He gives her a playful spanking and gets the plate.

The entire dinner, Paige stays naked.

This has been a strange day. I’ve never fucked another man’s wife before, but I can’t say that I’m not satisfied with how the day went. In fact, this has probably been the best day of my life so far.


Hotwife Threesome With Husband
Threesome with her husband and his co-worker


Jack, Carter, and I sit for dinner. I’m still naked from earlier today, when Carter fucked me all over the house. But I got a little cold, so I put my robe back on and took a seat next to my husband while Carter sat at the other side of the table. My husband regales us with tales of his week away. About the hotel they stayed and the job itself. When we’re done eating, we take our conversation to the living room. At some point, the conversation has tampered off and Carter asked something about our relationship. About how I fuck other men other than my husband sometimes.

“Just curious. Whose idea was this?” he asks me.

“It was Jack’s idea.” I say proudly. “I had a bit of a crush on a guy at his work, but I didn’t want to be unfaithful. Plus, I just wanted to sleep with the guy. I love Jack. He is my one and only, but I do love to get railed by other men once in a while.” I take a sip of my wine as Carter thinks about the information he’s gotten.

“What are you thinking?” Jack asks him.

Carter takes it all in, nodding his head while he thinks about it. Then he starts to stand up to leave, but I interrupt.

“You don’t have to go yet, if you don’t want to.” I give a look to Jack and then to Carter. He sits back down and nods.

“Okay,” he says. “What now?”

As Jack casually sits on the chair, he looks at me and nods to his co-worker.

“Well, if you want to have sex again, you can have it now.”

Carter smiles and so do I. I drop my robe and walk over to Carter and kneel between his legs.

“That sounds like a great idea,” Jack says.

“Sure,” Carter groans and I turn and get on all fours, presenting my ass to Carter.

Carter runs his hands over my globes before parting them. He licks up the seam of my pussy and I moan aloud. 

“Fuuuuck.” I look up and see Jack sipping his drink as he looks down at us. He looks so powerful sitting like that. Like he’s looking down at his own personal whore’s getting it on.

That makes my pussy leak into Carter’s mouth as he laps up my juices. I hear the distinct noise of a belt being unfastened and taken off. The peel of the zipper. Then I feel the blunt head of his cock touch my entrance. He runs it over my clit, again and again, until I’m mewling on the floor for more.

“Please, Carter. Fuck me. I need you in my pussy,” I whimper.

Carter hears my pleas and slams into me. I gasp and moan as he grips my hips and starts pounding into me. His thighs slap against mine, and the sounds add an erotic charge to the room. I look up at Jack and watch him slowly stroke his cock over his pants.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Carter grunts as he slides in and out of my tight pussy.

Jack looks like one of those powerful CEOs in those romance novels. Just casually sitting there, running his fingertip over his lips, and watching me get railed by another man. It’s like he’s allowing it to happen rather than an agreement that we made.

“Bring her closer to me,” Jack commands and we closely maneuver to him, Carter’s cock still deep inside me.

Jack undoes his belt and lowers the zipper before taking out his cock. He scoots up to the edge of the chair and cups my jaw. He runs his thumb across my bottom lip before saying, “Open.”

I open my mouth and he slides right in. Cupping the back of my head, he face-fucks me. I’m getting railed from behind and in front and I can’t help the way my pussy clamps around Carter’s cock or the way my eyes tear up as Jack’s face-fucks me ruthlessly.

Jack pulls me back by my hair, my lips coming off of him with a pop.

“You’re such a good girl, Paige. My amazing wife,” he says and plunges back inside my mouth.

Carter reaches around and rubs my clit, the curve of his cock pressing against my G-spot perfectly. I moan around Jack’s cock and he groans above me. He pulls me back again and stares into my eyes. Jack’s always been a master of control. There’s a part of me that thinks he’s so good that he always holds back with me. Probably the reason why he never calls me a whore in bed or things like that. But as I look into his eyes now, I can see some of that control slipping away. The way he brutally fucks my face is that of the beast inside of him. As he pants, he seems to be trying to get back that control, as he slips out of my mouth.

I lick my lips, then open my mouth again. Silently begging him to use me the way that his inner beast wants to.

He takes my open mouth of an invitation and slams into me. The gurgling sound of his cock in my mouth has Carter thrusting harder into me. I open my legs wider and give in to the orgasm building inside me.

“Mmmm,” I moan around Jack’s cock as I come. Carter fucks me through my orgasm and Jack pulls out so he can hear me cry in pleasure.

“Oh, my god!” I scream. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” Jack holds me by the throat and jacks his cock roughly, all the while looking me right in the eye.

Eventually, Carter comes, his seed coating my pulsing inner walls. He groans, and his grip on my hips is enough to cause bruising, but I welcome it. I feel Carter’s head resting against my shoulder blade as he calms down and catches his breath.

“Fuck,” he grunts, then sits back up and puts his dick away.

Jack hasn’t come yet. Carter is too blissed out to notice, but I do and I wish he had.

I give Carter a kiss on the cheek and help him to the door. 

“Um, thanks for everything,” he says, then gets into his car and leaves.

I close our front door, then go back to the living room, where Jack still has his fist wrapped around his cock. He’s staring at the floor. When I kneel in front of him, I cup his face, forcing him to look at me.

“What’s wrong, baby?” I ask, and he shakes his head.

“I was too rough with you,” he says. I shake my head as a sense of relief washes over me.  I thought he was upset about maybe me or Carter.

“No, you weren’t. I wanted it. I still want it. Please, Jack. I want it all.”

I crawl backward, then lie on the rug and open my legs. Carter’s cum drips out of me along with mine. I slip my hand between my legs and touch myself.

“Please, Jack,” I beg. “My pussy needs you.”

Jack gets on the floor and crawls to me. He doesn’t wait. When he gets there, he takes his cock and slams into me. I cry out and instantly wrap my legs around his waist. He picks me up by cupping my ass and fucks me hard. Harder than he’s ever done it before. My breasts bounce and I grip the rug to keep from moving upwards. His grip on my ass cheeks sends ripples of pleasure through me. I’m so slick that he slides in and out of me effortlessly.

“Is this what you wanted, whore?” he growls.

Oh, fuck yes. Excitement runs through me at those words. Not only does it turn me on, but it suggests that he’s over his fear that he was too rough, and he knows that he can say those words to me. 

“Yes, baby,” I whimper.

“You want to be my little whore? My tight little cocksleeve I get to fuck, however, and whoever I want?”

I look into his eyes with surprise at how all-in he’s being, and when I see those lips curl into a smile, I know he is fully in this fantasy with me. 

I nod my head.

“You want every dirty little thought I have?”

“Yes!” I cry out.

Jack drops me on the ground and leans over me, his forearms on the rug as his hips move. Dragging the head of his cock against my G-spot.

I feel my body tensing as I near my climax, and I hold on to my husband close.

“Alright, my love. Then that’s what you’re going to get. Every dirty little fantasy is yours. Every hard fuck is yours,” he says with the right mix of sweet and dirty and I come.

He doesn’t stop fucking me, though. He reaches down and runs his finger back and forth over my clit.

“Give me another one, Paige,” he commands.

My body tightness and my heels dig into his back as I come again.

But again, he doesn’t stop.

“I want one more,” he says as he gathers some of my juices and rubs my back entrance.

“I can’t!” I cry out.

“Yes, you can. You know why?”

I shake my head.

“Because I want you to. Give me one more, my love, and I’ll come with you. I want you to feel me when you walk into work tomorrow.”

My sweat-soaked skin is sensitive, and despite what my brain thinks, I feel myself starting to come again. My nails dig into my husband’s shoulders and I shake with abandonment.

Jack groans and erupts inside me. Filling me up with his cum.

“Oh, fuuuuuuck!” I cry out.

“That’s it, Paige. You feel that? You feel my cum inside you? Tomorrow morning, before you go to work, I’m going to fuck you so that my cum is dripping out of you. I want every man to know that you’re mine. Even if they get to share sometimes, this pussy is still mine.”

We lay there entwined for a while. Panting and softly kissing each other until we part and lay side by side on the rug. I feel my husband’s cum drip out of me and I can only imagine what it will be like tomorrow when I walk into work with cum dripping down my leg. My pussy pulses and I’m excited about it already. Even though I’m very tired now.

“Alright then,” my husband pants, “no more holding back.” I smile at him, his face satisfied and content, then I kiss him softly.

I wonder if this man has always been inside of him. The dominant, dirty man who can call me all those things. Whatever the case, I love and appreciate how much he loves me and trusts me to let his beast out. 

“Yes, no more holding back. I want everything.” I reassure him.
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USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer 

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates 

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying thing out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

A HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: A Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.
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