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Hotwife For Halloween


Sayuki and her husband Aaron are off to their friends Halloween party.


Little does Sayuki know that it’ll be a Halloween to remember as Aaron’s co-worker happens to be there. Tall, charming and devastatingly handsome Patrick is open to whatever game the couple has in store. Tucked in a dark corner of their friends house Sayuki becomes a hotwife for the first time but that’s not all. Afterwards the vampire, the witch and the man in the Ghostface mask enjoy another round out in the open under the leaves.


No screams of terror this Halloween. Only pleasure.


Chapter 1


“Hey, babe, do you know where I put my… holy fuck?”

I turn to see Aaron, my husband, standing in the doorway in an all-black suit, adjusting his cuffs as he looks me up and down—from my skimpy little black dress to the fishnet stockings to the strappy heels with the little bat buckles. 

I don’t usually dress this bold and sexy. Only on Halloween do I pull out my most jaw-dropping clothes because it's a day where everyone gets to be someone else. In this case, I’m a slutty witch. 

I pull a black lace mask out of my dresser and then walk all seductively to my husband. 

“Help me, please,” I say as I turn, giving him the straps to the mask so he can tie it behind my head. 

I can feel the heat of his breath on my neck and hear him lick his lips as he ties the mask. His body heat radiates against my skin, and it draws me in. I back up and press my back against my tall and sexy husband. I’m just a little over half his size, and I love any position that reflects that. I press my hands against his thighs and smile at how little surface area I take up. He’s not a giant man; I’m just a bit of a small person.

With a little wiggle of my hips, I can feel his erection between us. 

“You naughty girl,” he says, his voice low and gravely. 

After he’s done tying, I look up and see a pair of fake vampire teeth in his mouth. 

A friend of ours invited us to their haunted house in Etobicoke. I’m dressing as a witch, and my husband is a vampire. He got the fake teeth a few weeks ago so he could practice talking with them inside. When he first put them in, it sounded like he was slurry, but he’s gotten so used to them that one time he answered the door to a delivery driver with them on. He didn’t realize he was wearing them until he caught sight of his own reflection in the mirror next to the door. 

We had a laugh about that one. Wondering what the delivery driver was thinking. Aaron had noticed he almost ran down the stairs, back to his truck, but assumed he was just in a hurry.

“Sorry, you were asking me where something is, dear?” I lift my hands and put them behind me so I can palm his erection. 

Aaron hisses and leans into my touch before answering. 

Through gritted teeth, he says, “I was wondering where my cape is.” 

“It’s hanging on the hook next to the front door,” I say as I slowly run my hand over his throbbing cock. 

“You’re going to make us late. It’s going to take us at least forty minutes to get there,” Aaron says, but I don’t stop. 

“Oh, come on. I’m sure Tanya won’t mind. How will she even know we’re there? It’s a costume party.” 

Aaron places his hands on my hips, and for a second, I think he’s going to push me away, but he does the opposite. He starts grinding my body against him. I remove my hands and let him rub my ass against his cock. 

My pussy hums as he takes one of his hands and slides it up under my skirt, then down my stockings. 

“Fuck. You’re wet.” 

I nod as I rock my hips against his fingers. 

He circles my clit with two fingers and cups my jaw with his other hand, forcing my head back so I can look him in the eyes. 

“Are you going to be this much of a horny little slut at the party?” He asks. 

I bite my lip as I feign innocence. 

“I don’t know.” 

Yeah, I do know. This is my one chance this year that I’ll have enough confidence to act like this. I’m not the boldest person in the world, but once in a while, I feel this urge to be a vixen. Mostly just to get my husband’s attention, which isn’t hard. 

Aaron and I met on the first day of college. He was an international student from America, and I was the local girl who was all too willing to show the handsome new man around. I’m a shy girl until you get to know me. At first, I said all but two words to him, but then he got me talking about books, music, and movies while I showed him around the city of Toronto, and I was off. Telling him about the romance audiobook I was listening to, we started buddy reading, then talking about Sleep Token and Babymetal, then we went back to my dorm and watched Plains, Trains, and Automobiles. We had our first kiss a week later, got married that summer break, and have been together ever since. He was my first everything. My first kiss, my first time having sex, my first and last husband. 

That’s not to say everything has been smooth sailing, but one of the things we knew from the beginning of our relationship is that everything is better if we talk about it. No secrets, no holding back, no being worried about how the other will think. Honesty.

It’s the reason he knows my bad boy fantasies and why he got his motorcycle license so he’d have an excuse to not only get a motorcycle but, more importantly, a motorcycle helmet. We’ve had many fun nights with that helmet. 

One of the more recent admissions was having sex with another man. I didn’t want to be in an open relationship or have a boyfriend. I just want to know what it’s like to have sex with another person, someone other than my husband. That fantasy hasn’t come true yet, but the dirty talk during sex promising me such an event’s been pretty fucking good. 

He turns my head to the side and drags his fangs down the column of my neck. It sends shockwaves of pleasure to my core, and I moan while gushing more arousal onto my husband’s fingers. 

He growls, then says, “I’m glad I have another use for these fangs. Tell me, baby… would you like me to fulfill all those Damon from Vampire Diaries fantasies for you?”

I nod as Aaron's thumb starts working my clit. 

“Mmm, you want a cocky little vampire to push you against the wall and tell you all the dirty things he’d like to do to you?” 

“Yes,” I gasp just as he adds a third finger inside me and it makes my knees buckle. “Fuck.” 

It feels so good to have his thick fingers inside me, curling against my G-spot and making my body all hot and bothered. He pumps in and out of me slowly, building up an orgasm with the expertise of a man who's been fingering me for ten years.

Aaron pulls his fingers out of me, and just as I start to whine at the disappearance of those talented fingers, he presses me against the wall, grips my updo, and slams his lips against me in a passionate kiss that has my toes curling. 

My husband yanks down my stocking, and I do my best to help him as our lips and tongues play. I moan as I suck his tongue, and when my stockings and panties are on the ground, I hear him unbuckling his belt, making my arousal slide down my legs. 

Evidence of my wanton need. 

With a grip on my jaw, Aaron says, panting, “I love your taste. I love the way your body fucking responds to me. I love how… mine… it is. I want nothing more than to fuck you into oblivion against this wall and then take you to bed so I can clean you up of the mess we made before fucking you again. I want you sucking my cock as you ride my face, and I won’t stop until you come on me. And that’s all before I take the rest of your clothes off.” 

Holy shit.

Aaron sighs and shakes his head. “But alas, we do need to go, so I’ll have to settle for this instead.” He gets on his knees, and I notice he takes out his teeth before wrapping his lips around my clit. 

“Fuck!” I cry out and buck against his face. 

His hands grip my hips as he eats me out like my pussy is his last meal. One of my legs sits on his shoulder, giving him more room to go deeper. Harder. 

“Come on my face, wife,” he groans, his voice muffled by my cunt in his mouth. 

He plunges two fingers deep inside me and pumps them as I rock against him. The orgasm building inside me threatens to completely plow me. I grip my husband’s hair and chase my orgasm until I tip over. 

Before my orgasm is finished, he stands up and shoves his cock deep inside me. 

“Fuck,” I whimper and grip my husband’s shoulders. 

Wrapping my legs around his waist, Aaron fucks me hard and fast. We’re loud and fanatic, maintaining eye contact with each other as we try to make each other come. 

“Fuck, baby,” Aaron growls. “Come again, Sayuki. Come on my cock. I want to feel you gripping me as I fill you with my cum.” 

My head falls against the wall, and I know I’m close. 

“That’s it, my darling little slut. Come on your husband’s cock like a good girl, and I’ll give you all my cum.” 

I reach down and rub my clit. I only need a few strokes to come, and when I do, Aaron joins me. He roars as he empties himself into me. I can feel thick spurts of seed coat my inner walls as they flutter.

We stay there for a few moments, catching our breath, before he carries me to the bathroom to clean us up. I undo the mask to redo my makeup as my husband wipes the cum dripping out of me. 

I’m so glad that the silence after we fuck is not awkward anymore. When we first met, I always tried to fill the silence, and so did he. But now we know that it’s just our way. We need a little time to recuperate before we can form a coherent sentence. 

Aaron kisses my collarbone, neck, cheek, and then lips, softly this time, before helping me into my panties and stockings. 

“How do you feel?” he asks as we head out the front door of our house and walk to the subway station. 

“Good. Taken care of,” I say, taking my husband’s hand. 

“Good.” Aaron kisses the back of my hand with a grin. 

I see the fake fangs peek out behind his lips, and I‘m obsessed with his look. An all-black suit and cape that is black on the outside and red on the inside, black shoes, and the teeth. He’s combed his hair in a way that makes him look like a young Frank Sinatra. In fact, if it weren’t for brown eyes, he would look exactly like him. 

After half an hour on the subway and then another half hour on the bus, we get to Tanya’s house, and it's decked out to all hell. 

Spider webs, jack-o'-lanterns, and skeletons are draped all over her house. Purple and orange lights face towards her place, lighting up the brick as well as the windows. As we walk up to the front door that has a skeleton hand wrapped around the doorknob, I know that the inside is even more impressive than the outside. 

“Ready?” Aaron asks.

“Ready,” I say, and turn the knob. 

Entering the haunted house.


Chapter 2


The inside of Tanya’s house is incredible. More cobwebs drape across walls that are dark with fake blood painted along them. Little spiders hang from the ceiling, and there isn’t much light here. Thankfully, we’ve been here when it hasn’t been decorated with skeletons and zombie heads on sticks, so we know where to go.

“It’s spooky in here,” I tell my husband with a huge grin on my face. 

I’m so proud of Tanya. She does all this herself, her passion project every year, and I’m always so impressed. We turn a corner and scream, then something pops out of one of the closets. 

It’s a fake dead head on a string.

Aaron shakes his head, blowing out a nervous breath before taking my hand. I’m not sure who needs it more. Him or me. But I love feeling my husband’s hands on me regardless. 

“What are the chances that something is going to come out and— ah!” A bloody head on a string swings right in front of my face as we round the corner. I curl into my husband's chest, his heart beating as quickly as mine until the shock wears off. I slowly look behind me and see the rubber mask on a mannequin head just hanging there with a note stapled on the back of its head reading, “Please put me back into the closet.”

Aaron chuckles as he takes the head and sets it back where it shot out of. I look on the ground and figure that the trigger is on the floor, so I hop over as large an area as possible so he doesn’t come out again before we keep walking. 

Tanya has a big-ass house. She also has tons of partitions that she puts up to make narrower hallways, so it takes a while to get to the other side. We zigzag through the home, sometimes snubbing into dead ends and having to double back. We also run into a couple more flying heads, which is fun. 

Eventually, we find her kitchen and take a cautious seat. 

“Are we safe here?” Aaron asks. 

I shrug. “No idea.” 

We hear some talking behind us, and we turn to see Tanya and a man in a Ghostface mask coming in, laughing at something. 

“Oh my God, you made it!” Tanya exclaims and comes over to me for a hug. She’s dressed up as Jessica Rabbit. Her red hair cascades over her bare shoulders, and I get a bit of it in my mouth when she leans down to hug me. 

“Yeah, we made it. I’m very impressed with the house, Tanya. I love it.” 

The man in the Ghostface mask says, “I was just telling Tanya that she should sign up for a house decorating competition or something.”

“Oh, God,” Tanya palms her chest. “I’m good, but I’m not that good.” 

Words of praise fill the room as we tell Tanya exactly how talented she is until we realize that we’re not sure who the man in the Scream mask is. 

“Um, hi, I’m Sayuki, the witch. Who are you?” 

“Oh, I’m Patrick. We’ve actually met before.”

“Tate?” my husband asks, and Patrick nods. 

“Oh, Patrick Tate. You work with my husband,” I say. 

“Sure do,” Patrick pushes his mask up, revealing a closely cut beard, brown eyes, and a very handsome face. 

I remember Patrick from the few times I came to my husband's workplace. He’s very nice and good-looking. Has a bit of a bad boy vibe to him, but is friendly. When Aaron and I were discussing my becoming a hotwife and having sex with other men, I did mention Patrick, not directly, and he seemed into it, saying that he’d trust a co-worker with me. My pussy clenches at the idea of maybe fucking him tonight in that mask.

“Well, I’m going to get back to my guests. We’re all out on the back porch. Toodles!” Tanya walks away, leaving the three of us in her kitchen alone. 

“So, how do you know Tanya?” I ask Patrick. 

“Oh, she dated my sister, and even though they broke up, we stayed friends.” He shrugs. “Unusual, huh?”

I nod in agreement.

“Is this your first time at one of Tanya’s parties?” I ask him. 

Patrick nods, “Yeah, I heard so much about it, but Aaron called me and asked me to come, so I figured, why not?” 

I turn to my husband, shock painting my face. I see his sexy smirk, and I feel my body tingle. 

I wonder…

“What else did my husband say?” I ask, turning back to him. 

Patrick looks all shy as he looks between me and my husband’s face. 

“He told me some interesting things about you and the relationship you two have. The… adult relationship that you have.” 

I turn to Aaron, who gives me a wink, and I think it’s very clear what is going on here, so I just go ahead and say it. 

“So, Aaron told you what a hotwife is?” 

Patrick nods. “Sure did. At first, I thought he was goading me into admitting I found you sexy so he could… I mean, I’m not sure. Aaron doesn’t have a violent bone in his body, but you’re not exactly supposed to be honest about whether or not, given the opportunity, you’d fuck someone’s wife.” 

I bite my lip, trying to hide my excitement. I make a mental note of giving him a thank you blow job sometime soon. 

I scratch my head with my finger before asking coyly, “So, what did you say? Do you want to fuck your co-worker's wife?” 

Patrick looks down, chuckling softly before looking right at me. “I said yes. One wife in particular, actually.” 

The kitchen suddenly starts to feel warmer, and I feel wetness pool between my legs. 

I’m almost tongue-tied, which makes me grateful when Aaron steps in. 

“There is a little hidden corner that we passed. If you’re both into it, you two could have some fun there while I look out.” 

“No looking?” I ask with a cheeky smile.

“Next time,” he says, giving me a kiss. 

Ooh, how exciting! A “next time.”

Patrick nods, and we all head towards the abandoned corner of the house. Aaron points to the place he was talking about and brings me in for a hug. 

“Here are the rules. Safeword is red. And… um, actually, I think that’s the only rule. Just don’t do anything that anyone doesn’t want to do.” 

“Of course,” Patrick says. 

“Yes, Sir,” I say, and that gets me a little spank on the ass. 

“Have fun,” Aaron says and gives me one more passionate, knee-buckling kiss before I hand my husband my witch’s hat. Patrick takes my hand, anticipation running through my veins, and brings me to the part of the house where I’ll lose my hotwife virginity.


Chapter 3


Patrick and I head to a semi-secluded place in the corner of this haunted house. There is something thrilling, though, about possibly getting caught. Especially since I would be caught with another man’s dick in me.

With Patrick's mask pulled up, he runs his lips against my neck. Kissing all the way from my collarbone to my ear. I moan as he hikes up my leg and wraps it around his waist and grinds his erection against my center. 

It’s only been a few minutes, and I can already tell the difference between Patrick and Aaron. Aaron likes to tease, whereas Patrick seems to be interested in getting straight to the point, which is totally fine with me. His hands are also rougher than my husband's. His lips kiss me like he’s trying to eat me up, and it feels so fucking good.

My pussy is screaming at me to be filled, clenching around nothing as Patrick cups my breast and kneads it in his hand. My nipples pebble against his touch, poking his palm, making him groan. 

“Fuck. You’re so responsive. I can feel the heat between your legs through my pants.” Patrick groans.

“Yes,” I moan. “Please. I need it. I need more.” 

Patrick pulls back and smirks before putting his mask back in place. 

“You want me to fuck you, Mrs. King?” he asks, his voice slightly muffled by the mask.

I nod. 

He chuckles darkly before pulling back a bit and cupping my pussy. 

“Use your words, baby. Tell me how you want it. You want it rough and dirty. Slow and deep. You want my fingers, mouth, tongue, cock? Tell me.” He growls out that last part, and my confession spills out of my mouth. 

“I want you to use me. I want it to be rough and dirty. I want you to use everything. Use every hole. Fill me up with your cum. I want to look fucked after you’re done with me.” 

I can’t see him doing this, but I know he’s smiling. I can feel the waves of satisfaction rolling off of him, and I’m so glad he’s on board with what I’m saying. My mind is dizzy with lust, and all I want to do is get fucked by this man. A man who isn’t my husband. 

My husband is the one standing guard a little ways away, giving us as much privacy as one can in a place like this.

“Well, then. How’s about you turn around and stick that pretty ass out.” 

Patrick lets go of my leg, and I slowly turn around and bend over slightly, sticking my butt out for him. I feel his leather-clad hand run up my legs, go underneath my skirt, and push it up. With no hesitation, he slips his fingers beneath the waistband of my stockings and panties and pulls them down until they are at my ankles. 

The cool air hits my sex and backside, and I shiver. 

Patrick gives a satisfied hum before tapping my right thigh.

“Spread your legs open as far as they will go.”

Thankfully, these stockings are stretchy, so I can actually widen my legs quite a bit. I go as far as I can go and look behind me as a man dressed as the Scream killer checks out my ass, running his hand alongside the pale flesh. 

With his thumbs, he spreads my folds with one hand and the other teases my entrance. There is something that feels so naughty about being touched with gloves. It’s sort of like having someone who is fully clothed. 

He feels like the one in charge. Dominant. 

He pushes his finger inside my tight hole while rubbing my clit. At first, he thrusts his finger inside me. In and out, again and again. Then I start fucking his finger. He keeps it steady as I back into it. 

“That’s it. That’s a good little slut. Fuck my finger like the good little whore you are.” 

I groan at his dirty words, and he keeps talking. 

“Look at you. Fucking a near stranger in your friend’s hallway where anyone can see you. Do you want that, baby? Do you want people to watch you get fucked by a masked man? By a man who is not your husband?”

I can’t answer. I’m dripping and throbbing. Unable to speak from the lust building up in my belly. 

I mewl and squirm under this touch. One hand cups my tit as he pulls out and sneaks his hand to the front to take me from the front. He shoves two fingers inside me, and I cry out. 

“I remember the first time I saw you at the office. You were wearing some little dress and high heels. You were so hot. Still are. You hot for my dick, Mrs. King? You want it stretching this pussy until you come all over it like a good fucking cum slut?” 

“Yes,” I cry as I grind against his palm. My slickness runs down my thighs, and I can’t take it anymore. I need to get fucked. Right. Fucking. Now. 

“Please. Fuck me. I need your cock inside of me. Now.” 

Patrick pulls back, and I turn around to watch him roll up his sleeves, revealing his sexy forearms, and undo his belt. He pulls out his cock, and I nearly choke on my own tongue. It’s big and so pretty. A flared head, red with need, throbbing veins, and a slight curve. My pussy clenches again, just imagining how he’ll feel inside of me. 

“Think you can handle me, baby?” 

I nod, reaching back and pulling down the zipper of my dress. I push it off my shoulders until it’s pooled around my waist. Air hits my bare breasts, and while my nipples were already hard, they are now impossibly so. 

“Goddamn it,” Patrick says, closing his eyes for a second, and when he opens them, dark irises greet me. 

He releases his cock so he can palm both my breasts. 

“Perfect,” he says as he massages them. He leans down, and I can feel the wetness of his tongue poking through the mask as he licks my nipples. 

I can’t help myself and rub my clit as he plays with my breasts. I’m so close, and I open my eyes to look at his dick between us. Imagining him fucking me with it. It’s enough that, with a suck of one nipple and a pinch with the other, I come.

I rub my clit as I ride out my orgasm, and just as I’m about to fall onto the floor, my legs a wobbly mess, Patrick picks me up and impales me on his cock. I rip off my stockings then wrap my legs around his waist as pleasure runs through my veins like a freight train, building me higher and higher. 

“Fuck!” we both cry out.

With a strong grip on my hips, Patrick plows into me. My pussy is so wet that he just slides right in. He’s still very thick, though, and it takes me a bit to get used to him. He fills me deliciously, and I can already feel another orgasm building. 

“My cock feel good in your pussy, baby? I know it feels good in you. It can feel you throbbing against him. You’re taking me so fucking well.” 

I grip his shoulders as I touch his cock. 

Yes, it feels good. He’s stretching me and hitting my G-spot perfectly. My breasts bounce with every thrust, and it is quite a sight. I think about what would happen if my husband saw us. Maybe he can see us. If he could, he’d see my legs wrapped around Patrick's waist as he pounds into me. 

“Play with your tits, baby. Play with your tits while I make you come again. I’m not going to give you my cum until you’re coming on my cock.” Patrick's voice is hoarse and deep. He’s holding back his own orgasm while I catch up. 

I let go of his shirt and cup my breasts. Pinching and playing with my nipples, watching the masked man take me. I love that he’s wearing a mask. It lets me imagine anyone. Instead of my husband's nice co-worker, I can imagine a walking red flag with tattoos who stole me from my husband because he wants to fuck me.

I pinch my nipples again, and a wave of pleasure hits me at my core. 

“Talk dirty to me,” I pant. “I like it,” I groan out as he thrusts into me hard. 

“You like me talking dirty, do you? I figured. Something tells me you like being told all the dirty things you are. The dirty things one would do with you. The first day I met you, when I got home that night, I jerked off thinking about you. About those gorgeous tits. That hair wrapped around my fist as I fucked you from behind. Bent over my desk with Aaron watching. He’s probably got his hand wrapped around his cock right now. Jerking it to the sounds of us. I bet he’s imagining me filling you to the brim. Me fucking his beautiful wife against the wall like a dirty whore. Like you’re nothing but a toy for me to fuck and rut into like an animal. By the time I’m done with you, you’re going to have my cum leaking out of his fucking pussy. It’ll be dripping down your leg. A reminder of what a cum slut his wife is.” 

“Oh, God,” I groan.

Patrick takes my hand and spits on my fingers before placing them on my clit. 

“Come, baby. Make yourself come. Show me what a naughty girl you are.” 

I rub my clit hard and fast, and before I know it, I’m coming. Patrick pulls off his mask and kisses me as I orgasm. Swallowing my cries. His tongue invades my mouth, and I suck on it like I’d suck on his cock as he fucks into me. His movements become slightly erratic before he stills and groans, emptying himself into me. 

Thick ropes of cum coat my inner walls as beads of sweat drip from my body. I hold on to Patrick as he finishes, then he slowly helps me onto the floor. 

I push my hair out of my face, and we both start chuckling as we take a look at what we look like. Rumpled clothes and hair, and half-naked. Well, I’m half-naked. All I can see of Patrick is his face and cock. 

“Holy shit,” Patrick breathes out. 

“Agreed,” I giggle. “That was fun,” I say just as Aaron comes towards us. 

He’s got a grin on his face and an erection pressing against his slacks. Maybe he didn’t get himself off, but that’s actually a good thing because I want to. 

“Did you two have fun?” he asks as he presses a kiss to the top of my head and pulls me up into his embrace. 

We both nod, still out of breath. 

The men help me get my costume back in order, and Aaron keeps me from cleaning up the cum. “I’ll do it later,” he says, winking. 

I bit my bottom lip, thinking about him running his tongue through another man’s seed. 

“Well, now what?” Patrick asks, chuckling.

“What if I got a couple of glasses of water and met you two in the backyard? There is a place in the woods behind Tanya’s place that I think would be a good place to hang out for a bit,” Aaron says.

“Sounds good,” I say, and Patrick and I head to the backyard and wait for Aaron to take us to this special spot behind our friend's house. 

Something tells me this spot is probably secluded, and that our fun is not done quite yet.


Chapter 4


When we get to the backyard, I see that it’s still light outside, the sun is only starting to set, and surprisingly, it’s also not raining. Blue skies with orange clouds litter the sky like little poof balls strewn across the water. I remember as a kid when I’d go trick-or-treating in the rain, cold, and with a winter jacket. I’m almost jealous, wishing I were a kid and in this weather, I would be able to wear whatever I wanted and not just something that would be good with a winter coat on.

That is, until Aaron comes back with the waters and hands them to us. Then we start walking past Tanya’s fence and into the woods. He also has a blanket with him.

Yeah… never mind. I like this better. Much better.

“Are we allowed to be here?” I ask. 

“Yeah. I heard Tanya talking about an area back here, a clearing, that you can get to, and no one seems to mind.” 

I look at Patrick, who has lifted up his mask. He’s sporting quite the satisfied grin, and his eyes are still swimming with lust. He’s looking forward to what my husband has in mind just as much as me. 

We walk through tall grass and pass a grove of trees until we come into a round clearing. It’s perfect. A picnic table sits in the middle of lawn-mowed grass, and Aaron puts the blanket on top, and we all take a seat.

“So I figured we all know why we’re out here alone,” Aaron says, “but I thought it would be best if we just check in and see how we’re doing and talk about what we want to do next.” 

I cuddle up next to my husband, and Patrick sits on the opposite side of the bench.

Aaron turns to me and asks, “How are you feeling?” 

I giggle. “Still horny. Excited. Satisfied. I’m having fun.” 

Aaron and Patrick chuckle at my answer, and I get a kiss on the cheek from my husband. 

“Good. And you?” He directs the same question to Patrick. 

“I feel fantastic,” he says with a big smile on his face. “I can’t quite believe what is happening, but I’m all for whatever is next. Even if we stop here.” 

“Well, considering my wife is still horny, I guess we can’t stop now.” Aaron winks, and I squirm in my seat. 

We’ve talked about having threesomes before. And we played with toys as we imagined the fantasy of being filled from two places at the same time. It was hot as fuck, and the fact that it could become a reality in minutes has my pussy clenching. Images of being on my hands and knees as my husband fucks my mouth and I get another taste of Patrick in my pussy fill my brain, and I can hardly contain my wanton excitement. 

“I’m game,” Patrick says, cocking his head to the side. “What do you want, Mrs. King? You want me and your husband to fuck you at the same time?” 

I nod and add a breathy, “Yes,” before I’m hauled to my feet, and Patrick lays the blanket on the ground. 

“First,” Aaron says, “get Patrick nice and hard before he sinks into your pussy.” 

Everyone takes off their shoes, and I get down on my knees before Patrick. 

He runs his fingers across my jaw and then pulls my bottom lip down with his thumb. He releases it, then presses it inside my mouth. I play with his digit with my tongue just like I would his cock. Sucking and swirling and nipping. Both men’s breathing picks up while Patrick uses his free hand to free his erection. His giant shaft bobs in front of my face, dripping with pre-cum. 

“You want this in your mouth, little witch?” Patrick groans, pulling his thumb out of my mouth and wrapping his hand around my hair. 

I nod and lick my lips, and then he feeds me his cock. One glorious inch at a time. He would sink in a little, then pull out, then push farther in and almost pull fully out. He teases my mouth, and I hear the distinct sound of my husband unzipping himself, spitting in his hand, and rubbing his cock behind me. I stick out my butt as much as I can, and I hear him groan. 

“Such a pretty little slut,” he mutters to himself, and I smile around Patrick's dick. 

It doesn’t take much before Patrick is fully hard, fucking my mouth slowly. I swallow the drops of salty pre-cum and use my tongue to pleasure him. Placing my hands on his thighs, I bob my head back and forth, taking more and more of him. I moan around his cock, and Patrick gasps and groans. 

“Fucking hell. You’re taking me so well, baby. Your husband never told me how good you are at sucking cock.”

“I heard you like surprises,” Aaron says and steps closer to us. 

My husband stands next to Patrick with his cock in his hand. They both look at me like they’ve never seen a hotter soul on earth. I reach up and replace his hand with my own, stroking his cock to the same rhythm that I’m blowing Patrick with. They both have their hands in my hair as they hold on for dear life. I use everything I know about pleasing men to drive these two wild. I moan, twist my wrist, tease them. Everything. 

I don’t know how long we do this for, but by the time Patrick is pulling me off his cock and I release my husband’s dick, they look like they are about to lose their fucking minds. 

“I need to be inside of you,” Patrick growls. 

“Yeah, and I need to fuck her pretty mouth,” Aaron says.

My husband’s co-worker kneels behind me and pulls my backside towards him until I’m on all fours. Aaron kneels before me and cups my face. 

“You’re doing so well, wife. Just like I knew you’d be. Such a good girl and a dirty little slut wrapped up into one beautiful woman.” 

I can’t help but grin at his praise. As much as the physical stuff turns me on, his words always leave me a wet mess. 

“Now, open that cock hungry mouth of yours and take your husband’s cock while Patrick fills your pussy,” 

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper.

Aaron tilts my head up so we can look each other in the eye as he feeds me his cock. A salty flared head pushes past my lips as Patrick slides his cock into my pussy. I get filled from both ends deliciously slowly. I moan around my husband’s cock as his co-worker bottoms out, his balls tapping my clit with each thrust. It sends an electric shock of pleasure through my body, making me moan louder. 

“That’s it. Suck your husband’s cock while another man fucks your pussy,” Aaron growls and starts fucking my mouth. 

Every time Aaron pulls out, Patrick thrusts in. Soon, there is a steady rhythm, and my mind is blank, just focusing on the pleasure that these two men are creating inside of me. 

“You like this, wife? You like having your holes stuffed in the middle of the woods where no one can hear you scream our name with pleasure? That is, unless someone walks by. They’ll see you on all fours, makeup smeared while one man fucks your pussy and another man is down your throat.”

Aaron thrusts deeper, and I breathe through his brutal thrusts. He uses my mouth like a toy, and it’s so fucking hot. I like being used by these men. The way they grunt above me, shoving their sexes in and out of me; it makes me so wet and horny. 

“Holy shit, she feels so fucking good.” Patrick groans out.

His balls slap against my clit with every thrust, and the sounds we’re making add to the symphony. Between the birds, the faint sound of the Halloween music being played at Tanya’s house, and the sounds of slapping flesh and groans, it’s enough to turn the dead on. 

“Oh, God. I’m not sure how much longer I’m going to last,” Patrick says, fucking me faster and harder. “She’s just so perfect. So wet and tight and hot. Fucking hell.” 

“Yeah, I’m going to come soon too,” Aaron says. “What about you, my dirty cock slut? I see you dripping all over my co-worker’s cock. I hear your whimpers. The way your needy cunt is clenching around his dick. Are you going to come, baby? You going to drink my cum as I unload down your throat and Patrick fills your little pussy up with cum? Again.” 

I nod as much as I can, given the circumstances, and widen my legs so Patrick can fuck me deeper. 

“Yes. Fuck. That’s it. Yes,” Patrick grunts.

The head of his cock brushes against my G-spot with every thrust, and it’s making me wild with need. I need to come, but I need just a little more something to get me over the edge. 

And like the good husband he is, Aaron knows exactly what it is.

“Rub her clit. Rub her clit, Patrick, and make my girl come.” 

Patrick instantly has two fingers on my clit and rubs it from side to side. 

“Yeah, is that what you want, wife? Your needy little clit needs attention, doesn’t it?”

I moan a yes around his cock, and he swears under his breath. 

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” they both say as they fuck me into oblivion. 

With my mouth and pussy filled and my clit getting much-needed attention, it’s enough to have me coming. I grip my husband’s thigh as a muffled scream leaves my lips. Aaron's cum shoots down my throat as Patrick coats my inner walls with his cum. 

Groans echo around the woods, and we don’t stop until we’ve wrung each other out. 

All of us collapse onto the blanket while heaving breaths, sweaty and dripping with cum. Aaron wraps his arm around me and pulls me close to him, spooning me. Patrick lies on his side next to us, petting my hand that lies on the blanket over a little pumpkin embroidered on the fabric. 

“You satisfied, little witch?” Patrick asks. 

Too tired to answer with words, I nod and smile. 

“Mmm, me too,” he replies. 

After a few minutes of silence where we all try to catch our breath and recuperate, Patrick puts himself back into his pants and gets up. Aaron and I make a move to stand up, but he waves us off. 

“No, don’t get up. It’s okay. You two deserve some time with each other. Just the two of you. I’m going to go, but thank you so much to both of you for this experience. It was… spectacular.” 

“Thanks, man,” Aaron says. 

“Yes, thank you, Patrick,” 

Patrick gives us a nod, then takes his water glass before leaving my husband and me alone together. 

Aaron hums and asks, “How are you feeling, baby?” 

I turn in his arms. 

“I’m really happy. I feel good. Thank you for this. This is one of the best Halloweens ever.” 

“Not the best?” Aaron's eyebrow lifts. 

“I mean, you remember that Halloween you dressed up as Michael Myers and chased me in the woods? That was number one. This is the second best.” 

“Oh, right. I do remember that. We rented that cabin in the woods, and I fucked you in the dirt, then against a tree, and then again in the shower before, twice, in bed. All with the mask on.” 

“Yeah,” I sigh. 

“You have a thing for masks, don’t you?” 

I shrug. “Yeah, I think so. I also like it when you go out on your motorcycle. Your helmet is “chef's kiss”.” 

Aaron pulls me closer, chuckling. “You’re such a horny little monkey. I love it. I love discovering things that turn you on.” 

“Lucky me.” I nuzzle my husband’s nose with my own, then give it a kiss. 

“No, lucky me,” Aaron says, giving me a proper kiss on the lips. 

Despite being fucked twice in the last half hour, I feel myself getting turned on all over again by the way my husband is kissing me. 

I moan then pull back to say, “More. Please. Take me. Show me who this pussy belongs to.” 

Aaron moves us so I’m on my back and he’s on top of me. 

“Of course. Whatever my wife wants, my wife gets.” Then he slinks down between my legs and goes to town on my pussy.


Chapter 5


Aaron locks his lips around my clit, and I grip his hair as he goes down on me. He licks up mine and Patrick’s mixed cum like it’s the most delicious thing he’s ever tasted. My husband’s tongue dives into my pussy, and he hums against my skin.

“Oh, yes,” I moan, rocking my hips against his face. 

“Mm, that’s it, baby. Fuck my face. Take what you want.” Aaron’s muffled groans send me higher and higher to another orgasm.

“Oh, fuck. That feels so good,” I whimper. 

He sucks my clit, and I buck in his face, but he wraps his arm around my waist and holds me down as he eats me out. Aaron runs his tongue over my clit as his free hand reaches up and palms my breast. He heads my mound before pinching my nipple, sending bolts of pleasure directly to my clit. 

“Yes! Oh, God Yes!” I cry, getting wetter and closer to orgasm. 

“You want to come on my cock, baby, or my tongue?” Aaron asks as he pinches my nipples again. 

“Fuck. I— Your cock. I want your cock inside me, baby. Please.” I’m delirious with pleasure, and seeing my husband pull back and place his hands on either side of me as he looks down at me has me squirming. 

“What?” I ask, panting. 

“I love you,” my husband murmurs, then leans down to kiss me. 

“Mmm, I love you too,” I whisper back as I spread my legs and invite him in.

My husband slips into me effortlessly, and we make love on the blanket. It’s slow and sweet and deep. Aaron's voice praises me as his hips thrust gently and his hands travel across my body. Cupping my head, he kisses my lips, and I open my mouth so he can slip his tongue inside. My legs wrap around his waist, and a cool breeze washes over us. 

“I loved watching another man fuck you. And listening to you two earlier made me so fucking hard I thought I was going to come in my pants. I also like the idea of you going off on your own and fucking someone, then coming back and telling me about it while I fucked you.” 

“Oh, God yes,” I gasp. “I’d like that too. I also liked you being here with us.”

Aaron smiles down at me, a cocky grin before he kisses me. 

“Whatever you want, baby. I just love the idea of seeing pleasure wash over you, regardless of who is doing it. I like you needy and wanton and dripping with cum. Pleased and satisfied. I want to make sure that you are well taken care of.” 

“Thank you,” I breathe. It’s all I can say, overwhelmed by the confession. 

God, I love this man. 

“Who is my pretty little slut? My perfect fucking wife?” Aaron groans. 

“Fuck. I am,” I breathe, my orgasm getting harder and harder to hold back. 

“And who do you belong to?” 

“You.” 

“Damn right. No matter how many other cocks fill this beautiful hole of yours, you will always be mine. You can fuck an entire football team, but you’ll still be mine. In my bed. In my arms. My name on your lips. My ring on your finger. My cock is home, wife. You got that?” 

I nod. “Yes, sir.” 

He’s right. And I love being his. I love the idea of fucking other men, but what gives me a cherry on top kind of satisfaction is coming home and telling my husband about it. I want him to fuck me while I tell him about my experiences, and I want him to tell me that he loves me and I’m his afterwards. 

Aaron is truly the man of my dreams, and I am so fucking lucky that I get to explore my sexuality with him. I believe that this is just the beginning of our journey and there is more to come. Both literally and figuratively.


Next Hotwife Sayuki Book
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What is the best sandwich?

The husband. The ski instructor. And the wife in the middle.

When Sayuki’s husband, booked this ski vacation she got so excited. 2 weeks, just the two of them in a snazzy ski resort.

Except, it won’t be just the two of them all week. Turns out she’s captured the attention of their private ski instructor and he wants to do more than just teach them the ropes.

To her surprised, her husband is very interested in what this could mean for his wife. He wants to watch her with him. And perhaps join even in.


This is a hotwife erotica short story.

Link: https://geni.us/lessonsatthelodgebm


Hotwife Office Party
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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.

Link: https://geni.us/hotwifeofficepartybm


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

Get your copy of Hotwife At The Hotel


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Hotwife At Home! 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.

USED AT THE CHRISTMAS PARTY

Link: Used At The Christmas Party

Hockey season always turns my husband into a ghost in the bedroom—too busy coaching his star players to remember I need attention, too. But this Christmas, he’s making up for it.


At the team’s annual holiday party, I get to unwrap more than presents under the tree. Three of his best players are mine to play with.


The best part? My husband will be watching every second.


This is a Christmas hotwife erotica short story with MF, MFM, and MFMM steamy scenes

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.

HOTWIFE PAIGE

Link: Hotwife At Home

This is a 3 book collection of hotwife erotica with Olive and Silas which contains graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults.

One spring vacation started a journey of spicy discoveries that changed their lives forever.

Includes: Hotwife Spring Break, Hotwife Vegas Wedding, And Hotwife At Home

HOTWIFE FOR HALLOWEEN

Link: Hotwife For Halloween

Sayuki and her husband Aaron are off to their friends Halloween party.

Little does Sayuki know that it’ll be a Halloween to remember as Aaron’s co-worker happens to be there. Tall, charming and devastatingly handsome Patrick is open to whatever game the couple has in store. Tucked in a dark corner of their friends house Sayuki becomes a hotwife for the first time but that’s not all. Afterwards the vampire, the witch and the man in the Ghostface mask enjoy another round out in the open under the leaves.

No screams of terror this Halloween. Only pleasure.

LESSONS AT THE LODGE

Link: Lessons At The Lodge

What is the best sandwich?

The husband. The ski instructor. And the wife in the middle.

When Sayuki’s husband, booked this ski vacation she got so excited. 2 weeks, just the two of them in a snazzy ski resort.

Except, it won’t be just the two of them all week. Turns out she’s captured the attention of their private ski instructor and he wants to do more than just teach them the ropes.

To her surprised, her husband is very interested in what this could mean for his wife. He wants to watch her with him. And perhaps join even in.


This is a hotwife erotica short story.

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.


About The Author


Aileen Gallagher is an erotica author who writes contemporary erotica and hotwife erotica.

Find more information here:

Newsletter

Goodreads 

Bookbub 

Amazon 
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