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Chapter One
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Icould barely contain my excitement as Anthony pulled into the parking lot of Holly’s Hideaway. It was a private tropical resort that looked beautiful in the bright afternoon sun. There wasn’t a cloud in sight in the vibrant blue sky, and visions of sunbathing with a fruity cocktail in my hand were already filling my mind.

“This place is so beautiful!” I said, smiling from ear to ear. “I can’t believe you booked this on your own without spoiling the surprise once.”

Anthony laughed as he switched off the engine of the car and took off his seatbelt. “Well, I wanted to do something nice for you for our wedding anniversary.”

I grinned at him, leaning over to kiss his lips. “I am a very spoiled and lucky woman. What would I do without you?”

“I don’t know,” he said, and I noticed the corners of his lips twitching as he tried to suppress a grin. “Book your own tropical vacations?”

“True,” I said, letting out a dramatic sigh for effect. “And that doesn’t sound like any fun at all.”

Anthony got out of the car, but not before letting me see his wry grin and the roll of his eyes. I followed him, getting out of the car and rushing round to him so I could wrap my arms around his waist. I might like to tease my husband at times, but I was crazy about him, and I liked to make sure he always knew it.

He held me tightly for a moment and pressed a kiss to the top of my head before releasing his hold on me.

“Why don’t you go hang out by the pool while I get us checked in and take our bags to our room,” he said. “Then I’ll come down to find you.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I can help if you want?”

“Don’t be silly,” he told me, leaning down to kiss my lips gently. “Go start relaxing and I’ll be with you soon.”

“Well, if you insist,” I said, smiling widely.

Signs to the pool were visible from the car park, so I rushed off in that direction. The whole resort was beautiful, with multiple small villas dotted around the place, along with a much larger building for the restaurant and some shops.

When I got to the outdoor pool, I was delighted to see there was a small hut where a man was serving drinks. Once I got the fruity cocktail that I’d been craving, I found an empty sun lounger and sat down.

I took a sip and looked around at the other visitors. I didn’t know much about this place. After all, Anthony had wanted to keep it all a surprise, but it looked like it might have been some kind of couple’s resort. There were four other couples that I could see, three of them dotted around the pool in other sun loungers, while the final couple were in the water.

As I watched, the guy who’d served me my drink walked over to one of the other couples with a tray in his hand. If my knowledge of cocktails served me correctly, a Sex on the Beach was balanced perfectly on the tray.

The bartender crouched down beside the pretty blonde woman and held out the tray to her, and she took the drink. Then, to my surprise, the woman leaned over and kissed the bartender. And it wasn’t just a friendly kiss, either. It was a deep and passionate kiss that was enough to leave even the onlookers feeling hot and flustered.

The woman’s husband watched intently, and even from the other side of the pool, I could see how excited he was by the bulge in the front of his swim shorts.

A slow grin spread across my face. I wasn’t the kind to get offended by the sight of a married woman making out with another man in front of her husband. After all, I’d been Anthony’s hotwife for many years, and I’d had plenty of lovers myself in that time. I thought it was fun to see it playing out right in front of me. It helped me to understand why the husbands liked to watch so much.

“Wow, they seem to be getting on well,” Anthony observed with a chuckle as he walked up behind me.

“They sure do,” I agreed. “I think that’s her husband there watching.”

Anthony settled into the lounger beside me. “I’m not surprised. So, Lucy, I have something to tell you about this place.”

I turned my head to look at him, feeling my eyebrows raise in surprise. What else did my husband have up his sleeve besides the vacation at this beautiful resort?

“This place might be called Holly’s Hideaway, but it has a nickname.” He paused, and I continued to stare at him while I waited for him to get to the point. “But the people who visit often call it the Hotwife Hideaway.”

My confused expression swiftly changed to a wide grin. “And why do they call it that, love?”

He chuckled. “Because it’s only open to couples who are already in the hotwife lifestyle, or who are looking to explore it together. And all the employees are male here for a reason. They are here to, ahem, entertain the married women.”

“That explains what happened over there then,” I said, nodding my head towards the couple and the bartender, who was now sitting in a chair beside the woman and rubbing one of her feet while it rested in his lap. “So we’re here for some fun?”

“Of course, baby,” he said. “I’m looking forward to seeing you have some fun with another man. Or maybe multiple men.” Anthony flashed me a wink that ignited a spark between my thighs.

“Let go back to our room, love,” I said, placing my half-finished drink on a small table beside the lounger before standing. “It’s time I thanked you for such a special surprise.”

“How can I resist an offer like that?” he asked, one corner of his lip curled up into a sexy smirk. He stood from his chair and took my hand, leading the way to our room.

It was a small villa, with a cute little living area, and a separate bedroom with an ensuite bathroom. As soon as we were inside, I slammed the front door shut and pushed him over to the couch, where he landed with a flop.

Anthony grinned as I got on my knees in front of him and worked open the zipper on his shorts. “Someone seems eager,” he observed. “I think the idea of being able to have fun with any guy you want here has got you a bit worked up, Lucy.”

I laughed softly while pulling his hard cock gently out of his shorts, keeping my hand wrapped around the base. A drop of precum glistened at the tip, and I couldn’t resist leaning forward to gather it up with my tongue.

“Maybe it has got me worked up, love, but you seem just as excited as I am.”

His cock was throbbing in my hand, and I leaned forward to take the engorged head into my mouth. My lips slid along its length until I felt them meet his balls, which hung heavy against his body. Then I slowly pulled back, swirling my tongue around his swollen crown and sucking lightly. His hips rose up off the couch in response and his loud moan filled the air.

I took him deep into my mouth once more, sucking hungrily and feeling my own desire grow as his cock throbbed between my lips.

“I do love how you show gratitude, baby,” Anthony grunted from between gritted teeth as he reach down to grip my long dark hair in one of his hands.

With my mouth as full as it was, I could only moan in response, the sound of pleasure vibrating around his hard flesh. When he began using his grip on my hair to control my pace, working my mouth up and down his shaft the way he needed, my pussy ached and dripped. I always loved it when he lost control and took what he needed from me.

Drops of his precum leaked onto my tongue, filling my senses with the salty taste of his arousal, and I sucked even harder in my attempt to earn more of those drops.

Anthony dropped his head back against the couch and braced his feet on the floor as he began thrusting up into my mouth. His hard rod throbbed wildly, and I could tell by the way his body started shaking that he was so very close to the edge. So I reached up and cupped his balls in my hand, gently massaging the heavy orbs. I was hungry, and I wanted nothing more than for my husband to feed me with a big load of his hot cum.

But just when I thought he was about to explode, he pulled my head up until my lips slipped off his cock completely. A groan of frustration escaped me as I gasped for air. His impressive cock was standing up from his body, every inch of it glistening with my saliva, and I needed to keep sucking. But his firm grip on my hair stopped me.

“The only place I want to cum right now, Lucy, is in your wet little pussy,” he groaned. “So that when you go out looking for another man to fuck, you’ll already be full of your husband’s cum.”

His words made me moan, and I quickly got to my feet, slipping out of my shorts and my wet little panties. I made a move to straddle his thighs, but he placed a gentle hand on my stomach to stop me.

“No, baby. Take everything off. I want to see your perfect tits bouncing in my face while you are riding my cock.”

“I do love the way you think,” I said, grinning wickedly at him as I scrambled backwards off his lap.

While he watched me with a hungry gaze, his rock hard cock in his hand, I pulled off my t-shirt and reached behind to unclasp my bra. As I pulled it off, I palmed my breasts, cupping them together in a way that made him moan loudly.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Now get over here and slide down on my dick, baby. It’s time for me to fuck you and fill you with cum.”

I climbed back into his lap, wasting no time in gripping his cock gently in my hand so I could hold it steady as I lowered myself down onto it. We both moaned loudly as his cock stretched my tight pussy. He always felt so damn perfect inside me, like I’d been made for him, and I could never seem to get enough.

Once I was fully seated on his hard meat, I placed my hands on his shoulders and began moving up and down. My pussy was so damn wet that he was able to slide in and out of me easily, filling me over and over again with his thick cock.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “You feel so perfect. You always do, Anthony.”

He moaned and gripped my hips almost painfully, helping me bounce hard enough on his cock that it made my tits bounce. Anthony let out a low growl, then leaned forward to take a hardened nipple into his mouth.

I placed a hand on the back of his head, holding him close to my breast while he licked and nibbled at the hard little bud in his mouth. Each time his teeth grazed against my nipple, it sent jolts of electricity through my body and down to my pussy.

“Oh god, don’t stop, love,” I moaned. “I’m so close. I’m so fucking close.”

He captured my nipple between his teeth, tugging on it hard enough that pain mingled with the pleasure building within my body to create a heady mix of sensations.

“Cum on my cock, Lucy,” he growled. “Now. Cum now, baby.”

I was helpless to do anything but obey as the first wave of pleasure washed over me, consuming my entire body. I shuddered and moaned, holding even tighter to him as I surrendered to my climax.

At the same time, I felt his body quake beneath me, then his cock pulsed wildly as he came inside me. His grip tightened on my hips hard enough that I knew I’d have bruises from it, but I didn’t care. I kept riding his cock hard and fast until we were both sated and I had collapsed against him, gasping for air.

He held me close, his cock still buried inside my warm wet cunt even though it was softening after his release.

“That was so perfect, baby. Now, when we go out in a little while, you’ll have your husband’s cum dripping from your pretty little pussy.”

I grinned softly. “And where will we be going in a little while?” I asked.

“There’s some live music in the bar tonight, so I thought we could go. I expect it’s going to be busy, so it would be a great time for us to meet new people.”

I chuckled. “You mean a great time for us to find a willing victim?”

Anthony laughed. “Have you looked in the mirror recently, Lucy? I promise you, any man you set your sights on will be thanking their lucky stars.”

I giggled and cuddled close to him, enjoying the warmth of his embrace for a little longer before it was time to get ready to go out.
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The evening had been fantastic. Anthony and I had met another couple who were in their mid-twenties, Lara and Ian, who were new to the hotwife lifestyle. The four of us had had drinks together while we talked about our experiences with other men. Lara’s only experience had been at the Hideaway just the day before, and they were still brimming with excitement over it.

In the background, a band had been playing songs, mostly soft rock power ballads reminiscent of those from the eighties, and I’d loved every minute of it. Not least of all because the singer, who was also probably in his mid-twenties just like our new friends, had a gorgeous voice that made my pussy purr and the kind of body that made me want to go wild with him.

At forty-seven, I’d had more than my fair share of younger men, and I knew I could teach that singer a thing or two about sex if I ever got my hands on him. It was a shame that the band must have been hired in for the evening and so weren’t available to ‘entertain the married women’, as Anthony had put it earlier.

“Shall we go, baby?” Anthony asked as the band started packing away their equipment and the other couples began leaving the bar.

Lara and Ian had already left about thirty minutes ago, and if I read them correctly, they had probably gone back to their villa to fuck each other senseless after talking about their hotwife adventure had got them all worked up.

“Sure,” I said, standing up and wrapping my arm around Anthony’s waist so we could walk out in each other’s arms. “It’s been an amazing night.”

“It sure has, he agreed.

We had to pass by the pool on the walk back to our own little villa, and Anthony pulled me over to the loungers where we’d been sitting earlier in the day.

“How about we sit out here for a while and enjoy the view of the night stars?” he suggested. “It was so loud in there that a bit of peace and quiet might help my ears to stop ringing.”

I laughed softly. “I think that means you must be getting old, love.”

He grinned at me and I settled into the lounger, taking a deep breath as I relaxed. My ears were ringing too, after all the loud music and shouting to be heard over it. I might be able to hold my own with the younger generation when it came to sex, but in a lot of other ways, I was starting to feel my age. Perhaps I really did need to find a sexy younger man to make me feel young again while we were on vacation.

“Hey, are you Anthony and Lucy?” I heard a husky voice ask from somewhere behind us.

I turned and looked to see who it was, and gasped when I recognised the man walking towards us as the singer of the band.

A smug grin spread across Anthony’s face, and I had a feeling he had something to do with this.

“We are!” Anthony said as he stood up, walking over the greet the other guy with an outstretched hand. “Thanks for agreeing to come and meet with us. My wife couldn’t seem to keep her eyes off you for the whole performance.”

“Anthony!” I squealed, feeling my face grow red.

The singer laughed, and after shaking Anthony’s hand, he walked over to me to take my hand, bringing it to his lips and placing a kiss on my knuckles.

“It’s fine,” he said, perching on the edge of the lounger beside me, keeping hold of my hand. “In case you hadn’t realised, I became a singer because I like all the attention.” He winked at me, and I had to hold back a whimper. “I’m Max, by the way.”

He really was gorgeous, with his dirty blond hair that was almost down to his shoulders and a crooked grin that could melt panties from at least a mile away. And now I was closer to him, the lights around the pool made his green eyes seem dazzling.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Max. So, you came here looking for us? Why was that?”

“Because I heard a rumour that you might like to spend some time with me tonight. And after you were pointed out to me in the audience, there was no way I’d turn down an opportunity to spend the evening with a beautiful woman like you.”

“Oh,” I said, both surprised and flattered by his words. “How did you arrange that?” I asked Anthony, turning towards my husband.

He chuckled softly. “I saw you staring at Max all evening and knew he was perfect for you. So I asked the bartender if he was on the staff here or if he was off-limits to the wives. And then the nice bartender helped me organise it all as a surprise.”

I grinned widely, turning back to Max. “My husband is the best. Not only did he arrange this whole vacation as a surprise for me, but then he arranged to bring me a delicious treat like you. I am spoiled rotten, but I love it.”

Reaching out, I gripped the front of Max’s t-shirt and pulled him towards me until our lips met. He let out a little growl against my lips and a shiver of lust ran down my spine. I always loved it when my lovers proved to be a little bit feral.

He nipped gently at my lower lip, and a heat began building between my thighs. “I think it looks like you’re the delicious treat, Lucy. In fact, I’d like to test that theory.”

Max placed a hand on my knee and slowly moved it higher up my inner thigh. I spread my legs eagerly for him, showing the younger man just how much I welcomed his touch. My dress rode up higher with his hand, and soon enough his fingers brushed against my bare lower lips.

Max let out a low groan. “No panties tonight, Lucy? I like that.”

“Mmmm,” I moaned as his fingers began exploring my soft flesh. “And I like it when you touch me.”

He grinned at me when he brushed gentle fingertips against my clit, forcing a soft gasp from me.

“Good, because I was planning to keep touching you for the rest of the night.”

My only response was a moan as he expertly toyed with my clit, creating intense tingling sensations between my thighs. But he suddenly pulled his hand away and my face instantly sculpted itself into a frown.

“Why did you stop?” I asked. “It’s not the end of the night yet, is it?”

“Oh no, far from it. But I wanted to see if I was right about you being a delicious treat.”

While holding my gaze, he brought the wet fingers to his lips and flicked his tongue against them. I watched, mesmerised as his tongue moved sensually over the glistening digits, and the guttural moan that emerged from him as he enjoyed the taste of my arousal was enough to make my pussy quiver.

“It seems I was right,” he said. “But in the name of science, I should probably perform a more thorough test to make sure. Don’t you agree?”

God, Max really was a fucking treat. “Definitely. In the name of science, of course.”

I relaxed back in the lounger and pulled my dress up around my waist, spreading my legs wide to display my wet cunt to his hungry gaze. He stood there for a moment, looking down at that spot between my thighs, then he lowered to his knees on the floor beside me.

I cast a quick glance towards Anthony, who was watching with a dark lust in his eyes, and he nodded his head towards Max, letting me know the younger man should be the object of my attention right now. I was, of course, more than happy to oblige.

With a grin on my face, I gripped Max’s t-shirt again, tugging on it to bring his face close to mine. I flicked my tongue against his lip, resisting the urge to kiss him deeply only because I wanted to find out how good he could make me feel with his mouth.

“The experiment will only be fair if you let me taste you afterwards, though. So keep that in mind, Max.”

He chuckled softly. “I think I am okay with that, beautiful.”

Without another word, Max turned his attention to my exposed pussy, dragging a finger along my wet slit a few times before sliding it slowly inside me. I let out a moan and arched up from the lounger, feeling my cunt squeezing around his finger.

“God, you’re so wet,” he groaned.

He lowered his head between my thighs, teasing my clit with the tip of his tongue while he fucked me with his finger. I whimpered and writhed, feeling the pleasurable sensations building at my core.

When he slid a second finger in with his first, the digits stretched me wider, making me feel each hard thrust even more. While fucking me hard and fast with his fingers, his lips sealed around my clit, causing my hips to buck up from the lounger.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned breathlessly. “That feels so good. Don’t stop, baby. Make me cum.”

I reached down, gripping his long hair tightly in both hands while I rolled my hips, rubbing myself frantically against his mouth. He moaned loudly, the sound vibrating around my clit in a way that made my head spin.

Max curled his fingers, hitting the sensitive spot deep inside me with each thrust. That, along with his mouth sucking voraciously on my clit, pushed me quickly over the edge. An intense pleasure washed over me, and I couldn’t hold back my loud moans, even though I knew my sounds of pleasure could bring attention to us by the pool.

I heard Anthony groaning softly as he watched, and I met his gaze over Max’s head while he kept using his mouth and fingers to draw out the pleasure for as long as he could.

He didn’t stop until I was laid limp and breathless on the lounger, my body shuddering with little aftershocks of pleasure. Then he lifted his head, grinning at me with glistening lips before licking the moisture away.

The sight of him doing that made me groan as my cunt quivered with lust for him. He really was a sexy thing.

“You were beyond delicious, Lucy,” he said in a low voice. “I may need to have another taste.”

“But we had a deal, didn’t we? You get to taste me, and then I get to taste you in return. How else are we going to know which one of us is the most delicious?”

He smirked at me. “I think for us to really know that, the same person would have to taste both of us.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Shhhh, that’s just a technicality, Max. I’m only trying to make sure I get to suck your dick tonight. Is that so wrong?”

I reached out and cupped the large bulge in the front of his shorts in my hand, moaning softly as I felt his cock twitch in response to my touch.

“I’m glad you're having a good time out here,” came a woman’s voice suddenly from somewhere just outside the reach of the lights surrounding the pool. We all jumped, and I quickly pulled my hand away. “But don’t you think this is the kind of fun you should be having somewhere a little less public?”

Anthony jumped up from his lounger, quickly pushing his cock back into his shorts. He must have been enjoying the show Max and I were putting on for him.

“I’m sorry, Holly,” he said quickly. “We just got a bit carried away.”

Oh shit. It was Holly.

The owner of the resort.
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Holly stepped out into the light, grinning at the three of us while I quickly tugged my dress down and tried to make myself look respectable.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, dismissing the apology with a wave of her hand. “You’re not the first people I’ve caught in action in public at night, and I doubt you’ll be the last. Hell, it’s not even the first time I’ve caught Max getting up to no good.”

Max huffed. “I’ll have you know, the women here always tell me that I’m very good.” He grinned and winked at the owner of the resort, and she smirked back at him.

“Oh, I saw that last time when I stayed to watch. That poor woman could barely walk by the time you were done with her.”

“You like to watch?” Anthony asked Holly. “In that case, you’re welcome to stay.”

Holly giggled and stepped even closer. “I am a bit of a voyeur, now that you come to mention it. If Lucy enjoys having an audience, I’d be honoured to stay.”

I grinned at Holly, my gaze moving over her curves that looked exquisite in a thin summer dress. “Of course you can stay, Holly. You’re a voyeur, and I’m an exhibitionist, so we make the perfect team!”

Max leaned closer for a moment to whisper in my ear. “Do you like women as well as men, Lucy?”

“I sure do,” I answered, thinking that the way I’d been staring at the beautiful woman a second ago must have been more subtle that I realised.

Max turned his attention back to Holly. “Maybe you could help us with a little science experiment we were just working on, Holly?”

She laughed and rolled her eyes, crossing her arms in a way that squeezed her breasts together and made her cleavage even more pronounced. “I know it’s been a long time since I studied anything, but even I know I did not just walk in on a science experiment.”

I grinned, seeing where Max was going with this. “You see, Holly,” I continued, “we were having a little fight about which one of us was the most delicious treat. Max tasted me and said I was delicious, and I was about to return the favour. But as he correctly pointed out, for it to be a fair test, we would need to be tasted by the same person.”

Holly's pretty pink lips curved up into a wide smile. “Oh, I see what you mean. Well, I’m happy to be the impartial reviewer of both flavours.”

My pussy quivered at the thought of being eaten out by the stunning woman in front of me. This was going to be one hell of a fun experiment. Much better than the ones we always carried out at school.

Anthony clapped his hands, then rubbed them together with obvious glee. “I’ve always loved it when you told me what you did with your girlfriends, but this will be my first time watching you with another woman, and I can’t wait.”

Holly smiled at my husband and walked over to where we were all sitting. “You’ve watched Lucy with other men before?” she asked him.

“I have a few times, and any time she’s had fun without me being there, she’s always told me all about it. Whether it was with a man or a woman.”

“Then you are in for a treat tonight, my love,” I said, smiling widely at Anthony. “Now you’ll get to watch me with both of these gorgeous people.”

He nodded his head, his eyes shining brightly in the darkness, and he leaned back in his sun lounger, rubbing his hard cock through his shorts. “Then shall we get this show started?” he suggested.

I blew him a kiss, then turned back to Holly, leaning closer to her. “I was just about to get my first taste of Max, so how about we share and suck him off together?”

Max let out a groan as he listened to us talking, and I could see his hard cock straining against the fabric of his shorts.

“I think that sounds perfect, Lucy,” she replied, and took my hand in hers.

We both lowered to our knees in front of Max while he pushed his shorts down to the ground, freeing his hard cock from its confines. Both Holly and I whimpered at the sight of him. He was the very definition of well endowed. Eight inches or so, if I had to guess, with a thick shaft covered in veins. It was throbbing right in front of our faces, and even though I’d offered to share, I was suddenly feeling greedy for the first taste.

I leaned forward, twirling my tongue around the engorged head, enjoying the way his hard meat throbbed even more at my touch. Max let out a low groan, which suddenly grew louder as I took him into the wet heat of my mouth, suckling eagerly on the crown.

Holly leaned in too, and I was aware of her closeness as she took one of Max’s heavy testicles into her mouth to suckle on it just as hungrily as I was sucking his cock.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted, reaching down to place a hand on both our heads.

His hips bucked, and he pushed himself deeper into my mouth. A drop of precum dripped onto my tongue, filling my senses with the musky taste of his arousal. I couldn’t help but moan around him, loving every moment of having such an amazing cock deep inside my mouth.

After a few more moments, I reluctantly let his cock fall from my lips, knowing I needed to make good on my offer to share. Holly quickly took my place, sliding her lips down over Max’s cock to slurp on his hard length like a hungry little slut. Watching her with her pretty lips stretched around his cock made my pussy ache. God, no wonder Anthony loved watching me suck another man’s cock so much. I’d had no idea it was this hot.

“I’m starting to see the appeal of watching now,” I said in a breathless voice. “You look so sexy with a big hard cock in your mouth, Holly.” She moaned around his rod, but didn’t stop sucking.

Looking over at my husband, I saw he had his hard cock in his hand, stroking it slowly while he met my gaze. Without looking away from him, I reached over to Holly, cupping one of her voluptuous tits in my hand. Judging by the way her hard little nipple was poking against the thin cotton of her summer dress, she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

She let out another moan, the sound muffled by Max’s cock as he began thrusting his hips, sliding his hard meat in and out of her mouth. The sight of it had me dripping, and as much as I craved to have my mouth fucked too, watching Holly was so fucking erotic that there was no way I was going to stop what she was doing.

Instead, I pulled down the thin spaghetti straps on her dress so that the garment pooled around her waist, displaying her perfect breasts. Unable to resist, I leaned down and took one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking and licking the hard bud until I felt a shiver run down her spine.

“God, your tits are perfect, Holly,” I moaned. “You focus on his cock. I’ve found something else I need to worship right now.”

Her moans continued to flow, while I cupped her tits in both my hands, squeezing them together so her nipples were jutting out in a tempting display. I took one back into my mouth, nibbling gently on the stiff peak until she was moaning and writhing.

Above me, I could hear Max grunting loudly as he pumped his hips, fucking Holly’s sweet mouth harder and faster as he grew close to his climax. Meanwhile, I moved back and forth between Holly’s tits, lavishing them both with attention until her flesh glistened with my saliva.

Then a loud roar filled the air as he erupted inside Holly’s mouth and I pulled back to watch, seeing the base of his shaft pulse with each rope of cum that he fed to my new friend. I groaned softly at the sight.

Holly kept sucking desperately until she’d drained every drop of Max’s cum, then she slipped her lips off his dick. She turned to grin at me, licking her lips.

“He really is delicious,” she said. “But now it’s time for me to see if you taste even better.” Holly dropped her voice to a husky whisper. “For some reason, I think you will.”

Her eyes were dark with lust as she moved over me, gently guiding me onto my back so I was laid on the ground beneath her. Holly pressed her lips against mine, kissing me deeply as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. I let out a moan as I realised she’d kept some of Max’s cum in her mouth for me, and we shared the treat during hungry kisses.

But then she trailed her lips lower, kissing down the length of my neck while pulling my dress down. She ravaged my breasts with kisses and licks until my nipples were so hard they became sore from all the attention. By now, my cunt was on fire with a need for relief, but luckily, Holly seemed all too happy to help.

She settled with her head between my thighs, looking up at me as she pushed the lower half of my dress up out of the way. When her gaze moved down to my pussy, Holly let out a moan.

“Such a pretty pussy,” she said, running a fingertip through slick folds.

“It is,” Max agreed. “But trust me. Lucy tastes even better than she looks.”

“Time for me to find out for myself,” she said, her pretty eyes dark with lust as she lowered her head between my thighs.

Holly dragged the flat of her tongue over my slit, moaning against my pussy in such a way that the sound vibrated straight through me, causing all kinds of pleasurable sensations. I reached down, tangling my fingers in her long locks while I moved my hips to work myself against her tongue.

Jolts of pleasure shot through my entire body as she kept licking, making sure to flick the tip of her tongue against my clit each time she reached the top of my opening.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, barely able to catch my breath as Holly worked her magic. “That feels so damn good. Don’t stop, beautiful. God, I need to cum so badly.”

When I lifted my head up off the ground to look down at Holly, I realised she was looking up at me from between my thighs. The moment our eyes met, she stopped licking and sealed her lips around my clit.

She started sucking on the sensitive bundle of nerves, and it was as if electricity was shooting through my entire body, making me buck and shudder under the onslaught of such intense sensations.

Max came to sit beside me on the floor, and I could see his spent cock was already twitching a little, slowly coming back to life while he watched Holly feast on my pussy. I reached out, taking his dick into my hand so I could slowly stroke it. After Holly was finished, I was going to need him to fuck me, so it was only fair I helped to make him fully hard again.

“She tastes good, doesn’t she, Holly?” he grunted, as his cock pulsed a little within my gentle grip.

Holly moaned and nodded her head.

I couldn’t hold back any longer, and my climax surged up inside of me, filling every inch of my body until I exploded, screaming into the quiet night air. Waves of pleasure slammed into me over and over again, stealing my breath away until my screams went quiet and all I could handle were silent moans.

I bucked my hips, grinding myself frantically against her mouth, while Holly tried her best to keep suckling my clit during all my movements.

It felt like my orgasm went on for several minutes, although, in reality, it was probably a lot shorter than that. But when it finally faded, I was left gasping for air, frantically trying to fill my lungs after such an intense orgasm.

“Oh god,” I groaned, feeling my entire body trembling. “That was amazing, Holly.”

She lifted her head and grinned at me, before crawling on top of me, our lips meeting once more in a passionate kiss. The taste of my juices mingled on our lips, making me moan.

Then a loud beeping sound filled the air.

With a groan, Holly climbed off me and moved to the lounger where she’d dropped her purse earlier in the evening to pull out her phone. She looked at the screen, and her face screwed up into a frown.

“Damn it,” she grumbled. “I need to go and deal with a problem. So I’ll leave you all to enjoy the rest of your evening.”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you for joining us for a while. I enjoyed it a lot.” I flashed her a wicked grin, and she laughed.

“How long are you staying here for, Lucy?” she asked, while pulling the straps of her dress back up into place.

“A week,” Anthony answered for me.

“Perfect,” Holly replied. “Then make sure you come spend some more time with me before you go home.” She winked at me before rushing away.
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Chapter Four
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Iturned towards Max, smiling seductively at him. “I suppose this means I have you all to myself again. Such a shame.”

He chuckled softly. “A shame indeed. But I’m sure you’ll be okay.”

I crawled to where he was sitting, noticing he was almost fully hard again already. So I straddled his lap, brushing my slick folds against the length of his shaft. He gasped softly, and I felt his dick twitch against my core.

“Yeah, I’m sure I’ll be fine,” I said, grinning at him before taking hold of his t-shirt and pulling it off over his head. “Especially once I’m riding your cock hard and fast.”

He groaned softly, running his hands up my sides while I wrapped my arms around his neck. With my dress bunched up around my waist, it meant my bare breasts pressed up against his chest, and I whimpered as my hard nipples scraped against his firm pecs.

I couldn’t help but roll my hips, grinding my clit against his rapidly hardening shaft while looking into his eyes. Soft moans were coming from the direction of my husband, and judging by his ragged breathing, he was jerking off while he watched.

“I think you’re ready for me, baby,” I said, while reaching down to gently wrap my fingers around his shaft.

Max gripped my ass cheeks, digging his fingers into the firm flesh as he lifted me up. “I sure am, beautiful. Now, what were you saying just now about riding my dick hard and fast?”

The head of his cock teased against my slick opening, forcing a soft gasp from my lips. “Let me show you, Max.”

I lowered myself down slowly, taking his big cock inside me inch by inch. A low growl emerged from him, and I felt him throbbing as I enveloped him in the wet heat of my cunt.

Once I’d taken all of him inside me, I stayed down on him, rolling my hips to grind on his dick. While staring into my eyes, he moved his hand to my ass and gave one rounded cheek a firm smack.

“Ride it,” he commanded, his jaw set in a firm line. “Now.”

I grinned at him, still grinding a moment longer before I began moving my hips up and down, bouncing on his cock enthusiastically. His dick felt so damn perfect every time I slammed down on it, taking every thick inch of his hard meat into my pussy, that I started moving faster.

“That feels so fucking good,” he grunted through gritted teeth. “But I think I know what will feel better.”

Max wrapped an arm around my waist and moved to lay me down on my back on the floor, holding his dick deep inside me the whole time.

Once he had me in position, he gripped my ankles and pushed my knees up to my chest, opening me up perfectly to his thrusts. He began pumping his hips, slamming his dick into me over and over at a merciless pace.

“Oh fuck, yes Max!” I moaned loudly. “Harder! Fuck me harder, baby. I need to cum on your dick.”

His jaw tensed and he pounded my pussy harder, making me cry out each time he rammed it deep inside me. My cunt gripped his big cock tight like a fist, and I could feel him throbbing within my grip.

“Don’t worry, beautiful. I’m gonna make you cum so fucking hard.”

He pushed my knees even closer to my chest, bending me in the process and forcing my ass up off the floor beneath me. Now he had me at the perfect angle that the head of his cock was rubbing against my g-spot with every movement. It felt so fucking good that my head was spinning and I was moaning loudly.

I wanted to beg him to fuck me even harder, to make sure I was sore by the time he was finished with me, but it was impossible to find the words. Every thrust sent me soaring higher, pushing me closer to that precipice as the pleasure built rapidly. Trembles moved over my body as I lost all control of myself, and all I could do was hold on tightly to my thighs, keeping myself open to his powerful movements.

Soon enough, my orgasm hit me, making me cry out incoherently into the dark night as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I shuddered violently all over, and my cunt clamped down tight around Max’s perfect dick.

After a few more thrusts, Max’s loud moans mingled with mine in the night air as his cock pulsed, and he unloaded his cum into my quivering pussy. He kept pounding me hard through our joined bliss, drawing my orgasm out for as long as he could, before he finally released his hold on my ankles and collapsed on top of me.

We were both panting hard and trembling all over, and I wrapped my arms around him to hold him close while he nuzzled his face against the soft pillow of my breasts. I glanced over at my husband, who was watching us intently, his eyes practically glowing with lust as the lights around the pool illuminated his features. Luckily, he’d saved himself for me, and his cock was still rock hard in his fist. Although he was no longer stroking himself anymore. No doubt he’d stopped so he would be able to fuck me and claim me properly once Max had gone.

Max pressed gentle kisses over my breasts, flicking his tongue against the generous mounds of flesh; then he moved up into a sitting position. His cock slipped free of my pussy, and I let out a small whimper.

“I had so much fun, Lucy,” he said, grinning at me as I remained laid on the floor with my legs spread wide and his cum seeping out of my pussy. “But I think Anthony needs you right now. So maybe look out for me while you’re here at the Hideaway, but now you should go take care of him.”

He leaned down to kiss my lips tenderly, then stood, finding his t-shirt, which had been left discarded on the floor and putting it on.

“Thank you for such an amazing night, Max,” I said, grinning up at him. “It was perfect.”

“It really was,” he said, flashing me a wink before disappearing in the same direction Holly had gone earlier.

Anthony got up from his lounger, his hard cock jutting out lewdly from his body in a way that made my mouth water. While I loved having fun with other men, I never craved anybody’s dick as much as I craved my husbands. The others were for fun, but this was the man I loved with all my heart, so my craving for him consumed every part of my body.

He reached a hand out to me and I took it, letting him help pull me up to my feet. Then he guided me over to the nearest lounger, pushing me down onto my knees before bending me over it. I spread my legs wider, giving him the perfect view of my cum-filled pussy, and he let out a growl.

“That pretty little cunt of yours has been well-used today, but I hope it can take one more pounding, baby. Because it’s time for me to claim back your pussy with a good, hard fucking.”

I let out a soft moan and wriggled my hips side to side, feeling the warmth of Max’s cum dribbling down my inner thigh. “I need it, my love,” I whimpered. “Fuck me, please!”

My pussy was so ready for him. I ached for him in a way I never ached for anybody else. And when he lowered to his knees behind me, my pussy quivered in anticipation of being reclaimed hard.

Anthony teased a finger through my drenched folds, moaning softly as the digit must have become quickly covered with Max’s seed.

“Look at you. So full of cum, baby,” he grunted. “But I know you can take one more load, can’t you?”

I nodded frantically, and let out a loud moan when he pulled his finger away and replaced it with the head of his dick. “I need you inside me, Anthony. Just fuck me. Please.”

“Well, seeing as you asked so nicely, baby, how could I refuse?”

He slammed his hips forward, filling me with one fluid motion, and I let out a loud cry. His cock might not have been quite as thick as Max’s, but it was longer, and it filled me perfectly, as if my body was made for him.

Anthony held his cock deep inside me for a moment while he gathered my long dark hair in his fist, then he tugged roughly, forcing me to arch my spine and look up at the dark night sky overhead. I let out a groan, squirming needily as I waited for him to give me what I needed.

After another few long moments of making me wait, he finally began moving his hips. A guttural moan escaped me as he slowly slid his cock almost all the way out of my tight, wet hole before slamming it deep again. He repeated the motions, filling me hard and deep with each forward motion. Hard enough to make me cry out and to push the lounger forward each time.

But it wasn’t long before he lost the control needed to move at such a pace, and soon enough, he was pounding my pussy mercilessly, fucking me hard enough to take my breath away.

I gripped tightly to the edge of the lounger, my loud moans filling the air as my husband claimed my pussy with reckless abandon. Another orgasm was already quickly rising up inside me, and when Anthony brought a hand beneath me to rub frantically at my clit, I shattered apart.

Ripples of ecstasy filled my body, making me shudder and scream my husband’s name as an intense climax consumed me entirely. He kept fucking me hard while rubbing at the sensitive bundle of nerves, pushing me deeper into the blissful sensations until my voice was hoarse from all the primal sounds of pleasure he ripped from me.

“That’s it, baby,” he groaned, leaning over me and pressing his lips to my ear. “Cum on my dick.”

Suddenly, Anthony’s movements grew erratic and he let out a loud moan as his cock erupted inside me, filling me with another load of his hot seed. He pumped his hips frantically, his grip on my hair growing so tight it made my scalp sting, but he didn’t stop until he’d emptied himself inside me completely.

He released his grip on my hair, and my head fell back down onto the lounger while I gasped for air. His lips trailed along my spine, covering my bare skin in gentle kisses while he wrapped his arms around my waist.

“That was an amazing night,” he whispered. “Thank you for everything.”

I smiled softly, a little whimper escaping my lips. “Thank you for bringing me here, my love. And for being willing to share me with others.”

Anthony laughed quietly. “Of course I’m happy to share you. I wouldn’t want to miss out on all this fun. Besides, I know that your heart belongs to me and always will.”

“It does,” I agreed, knowing his words were the absolute truth.

“I can’t wait to see what tomorrow brings,” he said. “I wonder how many men you’ll be able to fuck while we’re here.”

I let out a soft groan before laughing. “How many men do you want me to fuck?” I asked.

“As many as you can, baby,” he said. “And maybe you’ll get some more time with Holly, too.”

I grinned. “It sounds like I’m going to need another vacation afterwards to recover from this one.”

“Maybe, but I know that won’t stop you from having as much fun as possible at the Hotwife Hideaway.”

And he was right.
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IF YOU ENJOYED READING this story, please consider signing up for my newsletter. Not only will you get exclusive updates about new releases and special offers, you will also get a free copy of Lucy’s Lovers, which contains three short stories about Lucy and Anthony’s sexual adventures.
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Author’s Note
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Thank you for reading A Hotwife at the Hideaway. I hope you enjoyed reading it just as much as I enjoyed writing it.

A Hotwife at the Hideaway is part of the Ultimate Hotwife Summer series, which also includes books from many other very talented authors. But it also ties in with two of my already-existing series.

Lucy and Anthony are from my Hotwife Challenge series, and you can find those books on Amazon here. While Holly and her Hideaway are from my Hotwife Hideaway series, which can be found here.
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Which filthy hotwife is next?
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Next in series:  The Hotwife Getaway by Lillia Wett

Shelby and Lucas have a great marriage but they’ve been longing for the hotwife experience. If only their community weren’t so small. That’s when Lucas comes up with a plan – a hotwife getaway where she’ll be free to pick the hot young guys he’ll watch her with.

While Shelby loves being a shared wife, she loves it even more when Lucas reminds her who she belongs to. And she gets plenty of that too!

Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer 
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As summer rolls around things are getting hot. This multi author series explores the lives of women who are living their dirtiest fantasies this summer and they are slippery when wet. Enjoy your summer with these filthy hotwife stories.

Book 1: A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass 

Book 2: A Hotwife On Fire by Alexa Sommer

Book 3: A Hotwife Exposed by Daisy Dennis

Book 4: A Hotwife On The Go by Cyra Wilde

Book 5: A Hotwife in The Sand by Kyle Canon

Book 6: The Hotwife Next Door by Kevin Jaxon

Book 7: The Hotwives New Husband by Sean Geist

Book 8: A Hotwife Playa Cabana by Hank Dolworth

Book 9: A Hotwife Marooned by Olivia Lawless

Book 10: A Hotwife Gets Wet by Anya Knightly

Book 11: A Hotwife Anniversary by Dilana Rose

Book 12: A Hotwife At The Hideaway by Zoey Adams

Book 13: The Hotwife Getaway by Lillia Wett

Book 14: A Hotwife Bares It All by Hardison Parker

Book 15: A Hotwife Road Trip by Devon Haze

Book 16: A Hotwife Takes it... Easy by Delores Swallows
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About The Author
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Zoey Adams writes erotic stories about wives who love to have fun with men who aren't their husbands.

If you would like to keep up to date with her new releases, sign up to her newsletter. You will even receive a free short story that is exclusive to her email subscribers. You can sign up here.

You can also check out Zoey’s Amazon page to find her entire catalogue of work.
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