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Stuffed


Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love, family ties, and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.


Chapter 1


Thank fuck I can drink alcohol during Thanksgiving dinner.

I pull into my parents’ driveway with a groan. Most of the family is already here. Uncles and aunts step out of their Subarus and walk up the pathway, past my mother’s sunflowers and into my parents’ house.

I can already hear their shouting in my head as they argue about everything, from how good the turkey is supposed to be to politics.

Cutting off the engine, I sit in my car, waiting for everyone to get inside. I’ll be here for four days and I am not looking forward to it. It’s not that I don’t love my family, I just don’t like that many of them at the same time. They’re a lot to handle, and their general demeanour goes against everything that I am.

They are in your face, very opinionated, and love to gossip. While I prefer to not argue and keep things on the up and up. It goes all the way to the way we dress. I’m in all black while my aunts have these floral dresses that you could see from space. During Christmas, I’m pretty sure their clothes light up. Literally.

I take a deep breath and step out of the car. Once my sister gets here, I will be less nervous. She’s always in my corner and she’s such a people person, with no trouble getting our relatives away from me and focused on someone else.

Walking up the pathway to my parents’ house, I can already hear the cheers, and I actually consider just running from home like a child. But before I can turn around, my mother opens the door.

“Simone! So glad you’re here.”

“Hey, Mom.” She wraps her arms around me and, for a second, I feel better.

Mom gives the best hugs. Strong and secure and warm.

After she pulls back, she wipes off a bit of foundation that rubbed from my cheek to hers before leading me into the house of nearly every person who has contributed to the Turner name.

Thanksgiving has never been my favourite holiday. I don’t like turkey, and my family when drunk is loud and crazy. The only highlight is that my brother, Nick, comes over and he often brings his best friend, Jason. Jason is a tall, glasses-wearing, sexy as fuck professor who always wears nice suits and is polite as all hell. He’s always opened the door for me, greeted me with a smile, and seems to know my family more than I do.

I have always wondered why he comes to these things. He’s American, so his Thanksgiving is not for another month, and he’s not married to anyone in this family, so it isn’t required. Maybe he likes my family or is doing a favour for his friend.

Either way, his coming is how I tolerate this day with my family. Funny how they don’t get this hard to deal with during Christmas. Everyone is nice to everyone on Christmas.

Something about this holiday just grinds people’s gears.

Mom takes me up to my old room and I place my bag on my bed. There are some sheets folded up at the end of the bed and my walls are now bare. When I’m not here, this is the guest bedroom. They keep things simple here. White blinds, wood furniture, and a cream-coloured rug under the bed.

There is an adjoining bathroom that has the same colour scheme.

“Well,” I say, turning towards my mother and clapping my hands. “I guess I’ll wash up and then I think I’ll lie down for a moment.”

“Okay, dear.” My mother smiles, her nose scrunching as she gives me one last hug, then leaves my bedroom. As soon as the door closes, I exhale a breath and plop down onto the cool bed.


Chapter 2


After a quick cat nap, I head downstairs. I changed into a black turtleneck dress with long sleeves, paired with a small gold necklace, and my hair is in a French twist.

I start walking down the stairs when I hear a familiar voice.

Jason Walker. My brother’s best friend.

I hear his laugh and my body tingles.

Fuck.

I turn the corner and see him standing there with my dad. They are probably talking about football. Or maybe Ozark. They both love that show and, according to my mother, have been chatting about it at least once a week.

Jason turns his head and he locks eyes with me. I freeze mid-stride and stare back. His blue eyes look up and down my body and I feel a rush of heat between my legs.

“Simone!” my dad calls out and walks over to me, giving me a bear hug.

“Dad!” I squeal in his arms. His hug has my arms pinned to my side. I look over his shoulder at a chuckling Jason and my cheeks get rosy.

“Okay, Dad,” I say, my voice muffled by his shoulder. I swing my T-Rex like arms, trying to get out of the hug.

Dad finally releases me and gives me one of those “hey slugger” soft punches on the shoulder.

“I’m glad you’re here,” he says.

I nod, trying not to notice the way Jason is still looking at me as his finger runs over his lip.

All of us head into the kitchen, where mom is making soup for tonight. Tomorrow is Thanksgiving, but she likes us all to arrive a day early. Why? Who the hell knows?

“Ooh, taste this.” Mom holds up a spoon for me and I don’t have a lot of time before it gets shoved into my mouth.

“Mmmm,” I moan. “This is really good, Mom.”

Damn, this is good. There are hints of salty and spicy in this potato leek soup.

She gets another spoon and gives it to my dad and another to Jason. While Dad praises my mom for her excellent cooking, I watch Jason lick the spoon. He moans and nods his head, which makes Mom smile. His tongue licks up the shell of the spoon before flicking off, and that heat from earlier kicks up a notch.

Why did I have to wear a turtleneck, I think while pulling at the collar.

“It's good, isn’t it?” Jason says, looking at me.

I nod as he gives me an easy, breezy smile. I notice while staring at him that he has the faintest of smile lines beneath those glasses.

Ooh, those work very well on him.

My mind starts spinning over that spoon and the tongue to the point where I feel my arousal dripping down my leg.

“Um, I’ll be back,” I say, walking out of the kitchen and heading upstairs.

I get back to my room and shut the door, leaning against it as visions of Jason invade my mind. The way he was licking that spoon—fuck me.

I step away from the door and dive onto my bed, my fingers already in my panties.

I lay on my back, one hand down my panties and the other cupping my tit. I pinch my nipple and moan softly. As I rub my fingers over my clit, I imagine Jason coming into my room as everyone is downstairs. He’s topless, and he runs his hand over his flat stomach before undoing his belt and pushing down his pants, revealing his beautiful cock.

I’m getting wetter as my imagination has him between my legs, licking my pussy. His strong hands keep my legs open as I grind against his face. He laps up every drop. I slow down as I come close to coming. I want it to last just a bit longer.

Jason kisses up my body, sucking each nipple below, planting his lips over mine, sucking my bottom lip as the tip of his cock teases my entrance.

I moan and sink two fingers inside of me as I imagine Jason plunging all the way into my pussy. He fucks me hard and fast. His hands are on my waist, his breath in my ear as he tells me dirty things, and I slap my hand over my mouth as I come.

My pussy claps around my fingers as the wave hits me.

“Oh, fuck,” I breathe.

I open my eyes and freeze as I see the doorknob turning. I pull my fingers out of my pussy and get some tissues, but then pause as no one comes in.

Then a thought passes my mind. What if that was someone leaving instead of coming in?


Chapter 3
The Next Night


I take another sip of my wine as grandma goes off on one of my cousins' new earrings. As I look down the table, I spot Jason talking to my mother, smiling. He’s wearing a T-shirt and jeans with a light blue blazer. He pushes his black-rimmed glasses up his face and I often notice how he doesn’t have a wedding ring on.

If he wasn’t my brother’s best friend, I would totally bang him.

I sigh into my glass and get up from my seat, heading to the kitchen. The fact that Jason is Nick’s best friend is only part of the reason it would never work. I fear that we may be too different. He’s an extroverted people-pleaser who is polite and nice. I’m a dirty girl loner who really only ever goes out just to have sex. And not “under the cover” sex. I mean “out on the balcony, up against a window, and over the couch before we’ve ever taken our clothes off” sex. I’m sure if I told him that is my taste, he'd be horrified.

I go to place my wine in the sink, until I notice that it’s full to the brim.

“Ah, fuck.”

Cleaning as we go along isn’t the Turner way. We’re more like “leave until the end of the day” people.

I roll up my sleeves on my black turtleneck and get to work. As I get about halfway done with the dishes, I hear some footsteps behind me. Then they stop. When I turn, I see Jason leaning against the archway into the kitchen, grinning.

“Hi there,” he says.

I turn my face before he can see me blush.

“Hey,” I say and clear my throat. I hear him come over to me. He’s right behind me, with his hand on my hip as he leans to the side and grabs a drying towel.

My breath hitches and I try to remain calm despite the tingling in my body as he brushes against me.

He picks up a plate and starts drying while I let go of the breath I am holding.

“Great dinner,” he says in his chipper voice.

I chuckle nervously. “Yeah. Great.”

Jason hums as we do the dishes. I don’t recognise the song, but it’s soothing. By the time we’re done, I’m hot. Not just because of the temperature of the water, but because he’s been brushing up against me every time he puts a dish away. It’s a small kitchen, so I’m not sure if he’s doing it on purpose or not. But now I’m a hot mess with wet panties.

I bend down to dry my hands on the towel hanging under the sink and feel Jason’s hand brush my ass. I’m wearing way-too-thin yoga pants. It feels like he ran his hand over my bare ass. I shoot up straight and turn to face a smiling Jason, drying the last plate.

“Sorry,” I apologise. “Am I in your way?”

He shakes his head. “Not at all.”

He reaches up to the shelf and stacks the last dish. He’s pressed up against me as he does it, and there is no mistaking the hard dick that’s being pushed against me.

After putting away the dish, he tosses the towel and braces his hand on either side of the sink, caging me in.

“You know,” he says slowly, “I’ve been waiting for a time where I can get you alone. So hard during these Thanksgiving dinners.”

I gasp, “Me? Y-you wanted me alone?”

He nods.

I blush, “Listen, I would totally, but… you’re Nick’s friend and…”

“What?” He asks.

“I’m just not sure that we have the same… tastes.”

“How can you be so sure?” he asks, his voice cocky.

I straighten my spine, causing him to back up and stand up straight as well.

“I’ve never been one for games, so I’ll tell you straight. I’m not a ‘doing it in the dark under the sheets’ girl, so if that’s your thing, then this is not going to work.”

Jason crosses his arms and grins down at me. “That’s not really my thing either.”

I gasp in shock. I could have sworn…

“Well, what are you into?” I ask.

He leans down and whispers in my ear, “I’ve been thinking throughout the dinner about how much I’d like to lay you across the table and fuck you on it. How fucking delectable you’d look covered in cranberry sauce and pumpkin pie. How good it would taste to lick it all off of you.”

My knees buckle and Jason’s arm shoots out and wraps around my waist, keeping me upright.

He gives me another cocky grin and a wink before taking my hand and leading me into the dining room. The room is now empty, and everyone is most likely in the living room on the other side of the house or in the backyard.

Jason spins me around and lifts me onto the table. Grabbing my thighs, he pulls me close. I feel his cock press against my hot and wet centre.

“Fuck,” he groans, “Those yoga pants… do you have any idea how easy it is to see your ass in them?”

I can’t even answer, I’m so hypnotised by Jason.

“Arms up,” he commands, and my hands shoot up to the ceiling.

He takes off my shirt and tosses it onto the chair. Next, he takes off his own shirt, and holy workout, Batman! He’s got a muscular torso, with a six-pack and a spattering of hair. I have to touch him to see if he’s even real. His muscles flex under my touch as he wraps his arms around me. I look up as he leans down and seals my mouth against his.

I moan against his lips as I grin myself against him.

“Please,” I whisper, “Fuck me. I need your cock inside me now.”

I hear the click of a belt, the pop of a button, and the sound of the zipper being pulled down. I put my fingers under the waist of my pants and wiggle myself out of them.

I’m worried about getting caught with my pants completely off, so instead I keep them at my knees and turn around.

“Fuck. No underwear.” Jason groans and grips a handful of my ass.

I moan, “No,” as his cock brushes my slippery entrance. Thank fuck I decided to wear no underwear today. 

“Oh, fuck, Jason. Please,” I beg.

With his hands securely on my hips, he slams inside. I gasp and fall against the table. I grip the table runner for dear life as he pounds into my pussy.

“Jesus, Simone. Fuck. You got such a fucking good pussy. Nice and tight and wet. God, I hope I can last.”

I hear my ass slap against his body and the wet sounds of him thrusting into me.

My whole body tingles and my pussy clamps around him every time his balls slap against my clit.

“Oh, baby.” He moans, pressing my neck to the table with one hand as his other hand slaps my ass.

I moan and watch as the stuff on the table rattles. Plate and forks. Almost empty wine glasses sloshing around.

Jason is using my pussy like I’m his own personal sex doll and it is fucking fantastic. It makes my pussy clench around him.

“Oh, yes. That’s it, you little slut. You gonna fucking milk my cock, aren’t you? Gonna take all my cum in your tight little pussy.”

I can only whine as my mind is fuzzy with lust. My body is in control. Well, his body is in control. Every word and every thrust gets me closer to the finish line.

“Take my cock, you little slut. Right here, where you could get caught with my dick inside you.”

“Oh, fuck.” I moan and bite the runner.

“Keep quiet, baby. Can’t have anyone else see how good you look when you come all over my cock. Only I get to see how shiny my dick is covered in your pussy juices.”

He groans and grunts above me and I am an inch away from coming apart.

Jason leans down, brushes the hair off of my face, and presses his lips against mine. And that’s all I need. His tongue in my mouth, his hand gripping my ass, and another thrust inside my waiting pussy before I come. I scream into his mouth as my pussy grips him tightly, making him come.

Jason grunts as thick ropes of cum shoot out and coat my inner walls. His orgasm seems to go on forever. He fills me up with every grip of his cum.

“Oh, baby. That’s it. Fucking milk my cock. That’s it…”

We take a few moments to catch our breath before separating. I lean against the table as his cum drips down my leg.

Jason takes a napkin and wipes himself off of me.

“Could have sworn you were a good ol’ boy,” I say, smiling.

He grins. “I get that a lot. But make no mistake, Simone.” He tips my head back, forcing me to look into his eyes. “I’m a very dirty man and you have no idea what I’d do to you if your family wasn’t here.”

I run my hands up his chest, pressing myself against him. “I’d like to find out.” I say, and he grins.

“Knew you would.” He winks.


Chapter 4


I drag Jason up to my room. I shut the door before pouncing on him. He cups my ass as he presses me against a wall covered in floral wallpaper.

I moan into his mouth as we kiss. It’s all lips, teeth, and tongue. My hands run through his hair and my pussy grinds against his abdomen.

“We might still get caught here,” Jason says, nodding at the shitty door with the shitty lock.

“Yeah,” I say, but not in a concerned way, but in an excited way.

I’ve always loved the possibility of getting caught during sex. Though I would never want to get caught, I think it’s sexy thinking about it. Being so exposed and vulnerable as you are being railed against the closest surface.

I close my eyes as I’m reminded of the way Jason just fucked me on the dining table.

“You like that, don’t you?” Jason grins. “Dirty girl.” He squeezes my ass and grinds against me.

Leaning down, he licks at my pulse before kissing it.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together, aren’t we?” he says and I nod, then gasp as he reaches his hand up my shirt and palms my breast.

I reach down and pull my shirt over my head, then reach behind me to unclasp my bra. They both fall to the ground and, the next thing I know, Jason is sucking my tits. He gives each one some attention, licking and sucking the nipple before releasing it with a pop.

He kisses between my breasts before trailing his lip up my neck to my cheek.

“It’s your turn, Simone,” he says before dropping me to my feet.

Jason unfastens his belt and drags his pants down. Then he pushes me onto my knees.

He tugs his dick a couple of times as he rubs his thumb over my bottom lips.

“Those fucking lips,” he moans, “I’ve wanted to fuck that pretty mouth of yours ever since I saw you.”

The first time he saw me was at my brother’s birthday party. I was with a random guy I met, and he was with another woman. Our eyes locked for a second before disengaging. I mean, to say we met is maybe a stretch, since we didn’t talk, but there was something there.

“Yeah?” I moan and run my hands up and down his thighs. “Did you think about it at night, with your hand under the sheets?” I wink up at him and he gives me a sly smile.

“You know I did, baby. I pictured those pouty lips wrapped around my cock as I fucked your face. Mascara running down your cheeks…. fuck.”

I reach up and grab his free hand and thread it through my hair.

“Now’s your chance, Jason. Fuck my face like the dirty little slut I am. Use my mouth as your own personal fuck toy and make me cry. I want your cum shooting down my throat.”

With a deep groan, he grips my hand tightly, slams his other hand against the wall, and starts fucking my face.

I relax my throat and let him use me. I can already feel the tears welling up and my pussy is just throbbing. Jason grunts above me, his grip in my hair enough to hurt, but it’s a good pain. Like getting spanked.

“Oh, fuck baby,” he groans. “Such a dirty fucking mouth you got there. I love sinking my cock deep down your throat…”

He squeezes his eyes shut, only to shoot them open when I grab his balls.

“Jesus, Simone!” he gasps.

His thighs are shaking as I roll his balls in my hand. He’s getting close.

“Fuck, I’m close. I’m gonna come,” Jason groans as his cum shoots down my throat. “Motherfucker…”

I swallow every drop before pulling back and standing up. I wipe some of the cum off my lips and suck it off the tip of my finger. Jason’s eyes lock onto mine.

He cups the back of my head and angles me for the perfect kiss. His tongue dips into mine as his hand cups my ass.

“More,” I moan, walking over to my bed with his hand in mine.

I lay down and spread my legs, playing with my pussy. I spread my pussy lips and show him my soaked hole. His sideways grin shows as he strokes his cock, getting hard again.

“That’s it, baby. Play with your cunt. I want it dripping when I thrust into her.”

I reach up and cup my breast, my eyes going from his cock to his eyes and back again. It’s like live porn of a hot-as-fuck man jerking off. I moan when I pinch my nipple and roll it between my fingers.

“Where is your toy?” he groans. “I know you brought one.”

I bite my bottom lip before turning to grab it from the dresser.

“You mean this?” I say, waving it around.

He nods and reaches his hand out. “Give it to me.”

I hand him the silicone toy and watch him turn it on. It’s a purple rabbit vibrator, and my body thrums when it hears the vibrations. I pull my hand away and look at the toy sinking into my wet hole.

“Jesus,” I moan, throwing my head back as my whole body lights up.

“Open your mouth,” Jason commands, and I do it without thinking. My mind is so dizzy with lust that I’d probably do anything he asks.

He slides two fingers into my mouth and soaks them with my saliva before pulling out and placing them against my asshole.

I gasp and wiggle against his fingers. I’ve done anal before, but those were just toys, and none of them were as big as he is.

“Tell me to stop and I will,” he reassures me as his fingers sink into my tight hole.

﻿﻿ “Okay,” I say. Even my voice sounds like it’s in a daze, coming out all breathy.

My body is full of different sensations. My pussy is vibrating, my nipples are sensitive, and I have the forbidden feeling of Jason’s fingers in my ass. He’s stretching me out and it feels fantastic.

Jason brings me to the edge of orgasm so many times, but he always pulls the toy out before I can come.

“Jason, please,” I beg when he pulls his fingers out from my ass.

“Soon, baby. I want you coming on my cock,” he says.

Jason slides his dick across my entrance, making it all wet before positioning the head at my back hole.

“You ready for my cock in your ass, Simone?”

I nod.

Despite how hard it is, I keep my eyes open and watch his cock slide inside me. I feel so fucking full. Or at least I thought so. That was before he bottomed out in my ass and then slid the vibrator back into my pussy.

“Jason,” I whimper, sitting so close to the edge of a climax I can taste it.

“Fuck your pussy, baby, while I fuck your ass.” His voice is gravelly and dripping with sex.

I grab the end of the vibrator and start moving it. I only really shift it since the vibrations on my clit feel so fucking good I don’t want to pull away.

With his hands on my thighs, he pulls his hips back and then thrust forward. Soon it becomes easier, and he’s fucking me hard and deep.

“Oh, my god, I’m going to come,” I say quickly, and a second later I’m coming. My head thrashes on my bed and I cover my mouth with my free hand as an orgasm rips through me, seemingly going on forever.

I keep the vibrations hard on my clit as Jason fucks me, prolonging my orgasm.

“Don’t stop,” he groans as he continues to thrust into me. “I want another one from you.”

God, I do too. I look down between us, watching his cock disappear into my ass before he pulls out, only to slam back inside. It’s an erotic view and one that will play in my mind until the end of time.

Jason leans down and runs his lips over mine.

“Are you my dirty girl, Simone?” he says, kissing my bottom lip and my top lip. It’s very sensual compared to what’s happening down below.

“Yes, Jason. I’m your dirty girl.” I breathe as another orgasm starts to build.

“I’m glad you agree. Because if you think you’re going to get rid of me after this, you got another thing coming. You’re mine, baby. All mine.”

“Yes,” I moan.

God, I wanted to hear those words for so long.

Mine.

Jason and I kiss as we come again. We groan against each other’s lips and I feel his cum coating my walls as they tighten around his cock. His groans are strangled, as if the pleasure is too much.

“Oh, fuck,” he groans, before pulling out.

I pull out the vibrator and turn it off before chucking it somewhere.

“Oh, my god,” I pant.

“I agree,” Jason says as we catch our breath.


Chapter 5


“Hey, yesterday, did you come to my room after we tasted that soup?” I ask, cuddling into Jason’s chest.

His chuckles reverberate against my cheek and it makes me hold him closer.

“Um, yes. You left in quite a hurry. I wanted to see if you were okay, and then I saw you with those legs spread and your fingers in your pussy, and I couldn’t walk away.”

I trace the lines of his abs as I think about him watching me. And to no one's surprise, it turns me on.

“After that, I actually went into my room and jacked off in the bathroom.”

I hum as I think about Jason’s hand wrapped around his cock, sliding up and down. If I had any more energy in me, I might ask him to show me, but I am so tired. So, for now, I just enjoy the feeling of it.

I look at the window and see that it’s pitch black outside. We were able to hear some “good nights” being said downstairs, but no one has come into our room yet.

Our. Yeah, I like the sound of that. Maybe not this room, but having our room sounds nice. Maybe we could get an apartment together. Though we don’t even live in the same country. I’m in Toronto and he’s in New York. At least we’re in the same time zone.

“Penny for your thoughts,” Jason says.

“I don’t know. I was just thinking about what the next step is. I mean, where do we go from here? You are in the US and I’m here in Canada.” I look up at him and watch him smile. It’s soft. So are his eyes. Post-love-making bliss.

“Well, I work remotely, so I can be anywhere. Simone, I’ve wanted you for years, and I’m serious about you. We can go as fast or slow as you want. For me, I’m all in. But I can wait.”

Tears well in my eyes. Fuck, I’m not usually this emotional, but I just love that.

“I would be willing for you to move in with me in Toronto. It’s small but we can give living together a go and perhaps later we could get a place somewhere together. I don’t work remotely, so I can’t move.”

“That’s okay,” he says, booping my nose. “I’m happy anywhere, as long as I’m with you.”

I blush at the sincere words.

Damn. He’s dirty and sweet. A cocktail designed just for me.

Now that we’ve settled that, it’s just up to telling our folks about what is going on. I can’t imagine their reactions. I’m gearing up for a total loss of shit, but I suppose if this weekend has taught me anything, it’s that you never know until it happens.

Knock knock knock.

We both sit up straight in bed and we have just enough time to put the covers in the right place before my sister comes walking in.

“Hey, we’re going to be—”

Her mouth is agape as she stares at the two of us. The covers pulled at our chest, looking guilty as hell. After the initial shock, the look starts to morph into a smile.

“Aw, I was wondering when you two were going to get together.” My sister looks at me and winks. “We sure know how to pick 'em, eh?” Then shuts the door quietly with a, “Goodnight.”

We both let go of the breath we were holding and sink back onto the mattress.

“Well, I think that’s a good sign,” I say, curling back into Jason’s arms.

“Indeed,” he replies and holds me close against his chest as we sink into a deep sleep.


Hotwife Spring Break
A hotwife short story
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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.

Find it here: https://geni.us/hotwifespringbreakbm
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A hotwife short story
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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.

Find it here: https://geni.us/ubtfpbackmatter


Want A Free Read?


Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many
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Thank you for reading Stuffed! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

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

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 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.

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.

HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: 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.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

HOTWIFE AT HOME

Link: Hotwife At Home

Olive and Silas are having a room in their house renovated and the construction workers are too hot to handle. 

Well… not for Olive. 

She's always appreciated some good hard wood, and now she's going to polish them all until they shine. 

These men are dirty, dominant, and just what this hotwife needs. They will for sure have her begging for more.

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top

Love is in the air and Tatiana and Brock are getting married. 

There's no slowing down the engagement when these switches start to play. The question is: who will come out on top?

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.

MY BEST FRIEND’S WIFE

Link: My Best Friend's Wife

What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story all from the bull’s POV.
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