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A Hotwife Gets Wet

Some people find summer hot, sticky, and unbearable—I say, it’s the perfect time to strip down. While I also love Christmastime, there’s nothing that beats basking in the summer sun. It’s the season where I can be my most carefree, and Bill and I recently took our love of the outdoors—and my newfound love of showing off—to a whole new level.

We had booked an August vacation to a beautiful beachside resort in South Carolina. Work had been busy for both of us, and we needed to let off some steam—by which I mean, I needed to get fucked hard by someone other than my husband. I love Bill with all my heart, and he’s the only man I want to sleep next to every night and share a home with, but my pussy, well, she’s got other plans. She likes a lot of variety, and lucky for me, Bill loves to watch me with other men. It’s the ultimate marriage win/win!

We’ve never tried having a hotwife adventure at home, but something about being on vacation, away from the stresses and worries of our daily life, brings out my wild side. So I decided to give Bill a little treat and told him he could select the bathing suits I’d wear during our stay. We were going for a whole week. I had nothing planned except getting a daily massage, floating in the pool, and getting banged hard.

Bill took me at my word, and told me not to pack any of the bathing suits I owned. He would handle that part of my wardrobe. Even though I’d given him permission, and I love my body, it was still a little nerve-wracking to hand that kind of control over to him. In the bedroom, he’s not the dominant type not like some of the rough, powerful men I’ve been with, but my husband does love to tease me, to play with the control I grant him.

I had a feeling that I’d be wearing some swimsuits that I never would’ve picked out for myself. Sure, I like bikinis and one-pieces, but I have a certain fashion sensibility. He has his own, mainly that he likes to see me bare my bod. “You’ve got it, so show it off, right?” he always says when I’m with him clothes shopping, trying to choose between a maxi dress and a mini skirt. For him, the more skin I’m showing, the better.

So I had a feeling I knew what he’d be choosing for me, and I was okay with that. We’d be away from home, and I didn’t have to be professional Callie. I could even choose a different name if I wanted. I could be my hotwife self, the wild one who was up for anything.

I can be nosy, but for this trip, I didn’t peek in Bill’s suitcase, and let him handle the luggage once I was packed up. We took an Uber to the airport so we could relax in the back, holding hands, while he whispered in my ear about what he’d been fantasizing about—mostly me, sandwiched in between two sexy, sweaty men on the beach, or me getting eaten out by a beautiful woman.

“We’ll see what happens,” I said, wanting to temper his expectations, even though there in the backseat, I was getting plenty warm and wet, even with the windows down, as our driver preferred.

When we arrived at the airport, the coolness of the air conditioning was very welcome. I fanned myself with a postcard I’d been using as a bookmark. “Too bad we can’t sneak off for a quickie here,” I told him in a whisper.

“Oh, you’ll get plenty of cock to fill that needy pussy,” he said in a voice that was just loud enough that I felt a man walking by with his wife ahead of him turn and look right at me. My skin burned with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. I may be an exhibitionist, but I still blush when I feel like someone can tell that I’m a filthy slut without my having said a word.

We got on the plane, and I settled back, letting my denim mini skirt ride up. I figured I might as well show off my legs, which were toned from my daily ten-mile runs. I was about to show off a lot more. I dozed off, skipping any beverages, luxuriating in the first-class seats we’d upgraded to.

The flight wasn’t long, just under two hours, but I found myself getting excited and a little nervous about what awaited us. This wasn’t a swingers’ resort, but it was geared toward couples, with most of it being designated adults only. There was even a topless beach just down from the resort!

We arrived, and I quickly perked up, grateful for my nap. My tiny white t shirt that read “Boss Bitch” in sparkly letters drew plenty of attention. I didn’t know if people were checking out my tits, the words, or my entire body. I’d just gotten my hair done, and the shiny brown tresses were now highlighted with blonde, making me look, I hoped, ready for fun.

I followed Bill up to our room, which had a patio overlooking a huge, sparkling pool. “I’m going to order us up some drinks. But first, let me present to you your first bathing suit,” he said, taking my hand and twirling me around.

I love my husband; he’s a dirty gentleman, a filthy sweetheart, and all mine, while he shares me with pretty much anyone I want to be shared with. Yes, he often finds my lovers for me, but he’s told me that he wouldn’t object to me getting to handpick a new partner, as long as he got to watch every minute.

“Great. I can’t wait!” I said, and right there, with the curtains open, I lifted the tiny shirt over my head, then unhooked my white lace bra, letting my large, round tits fall right in front of his face. Then I unbuttoned my jean skirt, pulled the zipper down slowly, and stepped out of them, revealing my very bare pussy. I’d gotten freshly waxed yesterday just for the trip.

Bill groaned. “Now you’re making me want to forget room service and just eat you for dinner—and dessert,” he said.

That didn’t stop him from ordering us up two frozen strawberry daiquiris and some calamari. “We have half an hour,” Bill told me, before pulling back the covers, kicking his shoes off, lying down, and beckoning me over.

“Sit on my face, my beautiful Callie,” he said. “I want to feel those beautiful thighs trapping me while your pussy juices drip down my chin.”

I’m not anywhere near supermodel tall, but Bill always makes me feel like the most gorgeous, glamorous woman. He loves to see me all dolled up, but he treats me like the hottest woman he’s ever met even when I have a face mask and sweats on. But when I’m stark naked, I can always tell he’s hard even through his clothes. It’s not just that his cock gets nice and stiff; his breathing quickens, and he gets a look of intense longing on his face, like he wouldn’t mind if the world ended as long as my pussy was the last thing he tasted.

I eagerly kicked off my sandals and got on the bed, holding onto the smooth top of the headboard and planting my pussy above my husband’s outstretched tongue. He let me grind against him, showing him exactly the kind of fast stroke I wanted. Bill lapped at me expertly, knowing just how much pressure to use. The bridge of his nose kept brushing against my clit. I bit my lip, moaning quietly, then more loudly as he grabbed me hips and tugged me flush against him, burying his tongue between my folds.

He lapped at me eagerly, diving deep, then lifting me up enough to suckle on my clit. I lost track of time, but soon I was pounding against the headboard, my cries of pleasure surely audible from the next room. I didn’t care; I was on vacation, the sun was shining, and my husband was bringing me to an overwhelming orgasm.

After I came, I eased off of him for a minute, curious if he wanted me to return the favor, but my greedy husband simply wanted more of my pussy. This time, he positioned me on my back and dove between my legs. I was primed and ready—I always cum more quickly the second time—and he had seemingly more energy than before, and lapped away until I was once again pounding my fists, this time against the bed, and crying out.

A knock sounded at the door just as I let out a loud scream and drenched my husband with my juices. He deftly gave me one last lap, wiped his mouth with his hand, then offered me the sheet to cover myself up.

Bill was conveniently still dressed, and he answered the door as if the man standing there hadn’t likely heard me having a raucous orgasm. “Welcome, welcome,” said the young, tan, very buff man. “I hope you’re enjoying your stay.” His words were innocent enough, but the way the hotel staffer took in my disheveled appearance as I clutched the sheet to me, I was pretty sure he knew just how much we were enjoying ourselves.

“Here are your drinks,” said the man, whose name tag read Matt, as he handed one to Bill, then walked over to deliver mine. Our eyes met, and a ripple of renewed arousal flashed through me. I almost wanted to toss back the covers and tell him that instead of giving him a tip, I wanted his cock inside me. I can be bold, but I’m not that bold, and I figured he probably still had a shift to work. I did let the sheet drop just enough for a nipple to peek out as I accepted the frosty glass.

Matt seemed to choke, then cleared his throat, gave me a tiny smile, then seemed to scurry out as fast as he could. I caught a glimpse of the outline of his cock against his sleek black pants. “Have a great rest of your vacation,” he called over his shoulder.

Once the door had closed, I let the sheet drop all the way, giggling before taking a sip of my drink. “Cheers to us!” I said, as Bill joined me to clink glasses.

I took another sip, savoring the sweet sensation, but Bill lifted the glass from my hand. “I didn’t order these for us to drink here,” he said, putting mine out of reach.

I pouted. “But it tastes so good!”

“I’m not saying you can’t have it. I’m saying you should put on the bathing suit I’ve selected and go drink this by the pool. You’re depriving other guests of the opportunity to check out your slammin’ body.”

“Oh I am, am I? Am I also depriving you of the chance to watch them watching me?”

Bill’s cheeks got a little rosy when I said that, but he smiled anyway. “You’ve got my number, darling.”

He set his drink next to mine and rummaged through his suitcase before handing me what I was surprised to see was a one-piece bathing suit, not a bikini. “Go try it on,” he said.

Even though he’d just had his tongue in my pussy, I dutifully carried the black garment into the sumptuous bathroom and stepped into it. I’m curvy, with big tits and a round ass, so even though I’m a size six, finding a bathing suit that shows off my best assets isn’t always easy. As I stepped into this one, I hoped Bill had chosen wisely.

I pulled it up and slipped my arms into the straps, then adjusted my tits. When I looked in the mirror, what I saw made me grin. This was technically a one-piece swimsuit, but it had plenty of strategically cut holes along the sides, and a push-up bra top, so my tits were practically spilling out. It was almost obscene, yet even I couldn’t look away.

I turned around, then glanced over my shoulder, admiring my ass, which was looking fit yet curved in just the right way in the bathing suit. “Honey, you should hire yourself out as a bathing suit shopper for women because this one fits me better than any I’ve ever owned!”

When I stepped back into the room, I was greeted with a long, low wolf whistle. “Damn, Callie! You look even hotter than the model in the photo I saw of this. Your boobs look enormous.”

“All thanks to you.” I winked at him, then put my sandals back on, plucked my sunglasses from where I’d set them down, nestled them on my head, and reached for the sunscreen.

“You grab the drinks and the key. Let’s go,” I said, suddenly eager to see who we’d be soaking up the sun with for the next few days.

We took the elevator back to the lobby, and the effect of the swimsuit was instantaneous. Before Bill, I used to always wear a coverup not just to the beach or the pool, but once I get there as well, only taking it off when I stepped into the water. I felt like a bolder, prouder version of myself as I took one sultry step after another. Though I forced myself to look ahead, I could tell I was garnering stares from the other guests—especially when one man almost walked into the check-in counter after staring intently at my cleavage.

“Babe, I’m so hard right now. Good thing I have these drinks to hold in front of me. You’re having that effect on lots of other guys too.”

Why hearing my husband tell me other men, total strangers, were getting erections from watching me in my sexy black bathing suit, was so arousing, I don’t know, but it was. My pussy, still freshly primed from Bill’s talented tongue, got wetter with every step I took. By the time we walked through to the back entrance and out to the pool area, I was downright horny, as if I hadn’t had two huge orgasms not that long ago.

We found a spot that was under an umbrella, but still in view of the pool. I made eye contact with an extremely attractive young man wearing tight red Speedos. My Bill has a good body, but this man looked like working out wasn’t just his job, but his calling. Every bit of him, from this tousled brown hair to his thick, muscular chest, tight abs, and powerful thighs, made me want to roll over onto my stomach and have him get on top of me and slide between my legs.

Instead, I gave him a dazzling smile, then slipped on my sunglasses, so I could watch him a bit more discreetly. “You like the guy in the red swim trunks, don’t you, Callie?” Bill whispered as he set my drink down on the table next to me, before settling into the chaise longue next to mine.

“Maybe,” I said, sticking my tongue out momentarily at him before sliding back into my comfortable chair. The world felt perfect—the sun was beating down on me, my husband was beside me, and I was wearing a bathing suit that I knew had at least one very sexy man checking me out.

We lay there like that for a few minutes, listening to the sounds of light splashing from the pool, yells from down at the beach below us, and the general hum of a hotel that was busy but not overcrowded.

I alternated between closing my eyes and simply escaping into the luxury of vacation and checking out the hot guy. He wasn’t the only hot guy around, but he was the one who was making my heart pound faster every time I caught a glimpse of him. I had this feeling, this inner certainty, that I was going to touch that glistening, chiseled chest, that those beautiful, sensual lips were going to be pressed against mine before this vacation was over—hopefully much sooner than that.

The tension between sheer relaxation and pure excitement, between being blissed out and ready to be banged, was delicious. When our drinks were almost done, I looked up to see Bill waving to someone. Was he getting us more drinks? I turned and saw that he was doing something much more delightful—waving over the young, hung man in the red swim trunks.

I watched as he walked calmly over to us, a smile on his face. “Hey, what’s up?” he asked, with a smile that could’ve been friendly and innocent, or more devious.

“Hi, I’m Bill, and this is my beautiful wife, Callie. We’ve been out in the sun for a few minutes already and forgot to put on sunscreen. I have to go make a quick work call. Would you mind doing the honors?”

My husband’s request sounded innocent enough, but I knew what he was really asking—Will you put your hands on my hot wife? Actually, she’s my hotwife, if you know that that means.

I smiled as seductively as I could at the man. “Of course, no problem. I’m Dean, by the way.”

“Thanks, man. We appreciate it,” said Bill, before scurrying off.

“I hope I’m not taking you away from your girlfriend,” I blurted. I had meant to just say hello, but that’s what came out. I hoped I wasn’t blushing too much. I’m so used to Bill making the arrangements for our trysts that I wasn’t sure what to say. Dean looked like he was in college, or just out of it, definitely younger than me. Was he innocent or experienced?

“Oh, I’m single,” he said with a laugh and a shrug. “Just here with some friends. I took a break from volleyball to cool off.”

His hair was damp, and his tight red swimsuit clung to him, showing me a cock that now looked at least semi-hard. I didn’t want to stare too much and potentially scare him off. I forced myself to look away from the tall hunk and reached for the sunscreen. When I handed it to him, our fingers brushed, sending a sizzling sensation racing along my skin. I wondered if he felt it too.

“Well, I appreciate it very much.” I watched as he squirted some of the white lotion into his hand, then held it up to his nose for a sniff.

“This smells good. Strawberry?”

“Yes. I like to smell good even at the beach.”

“I’m sure you always smell good,” Dean said as he pressed his hands together, then placed a hand on each of my thighs. His touch was gentle, but again, I felt that electricity sending sparks through me. His hands rubbed the lotion into my thighs, his fingers powerful but gentle. I wanted to close my eyes and bask in the sensation but felt like that might be rude. Instead I watched as Dean diligently made sure that every bit of my thighs was covered, his fingers darting up to the hem of my black bathing suit, stroking and soothing as the lotion blended with my freshly shaved skin.

Then he worked his way down, along my knees to my shins. He was definitely taking his time, and when I glanced down, I noted that his cock was even harder. His fingers ran along my legs and dug into my calves the way a masseuse does, and I let out a moan.

“You like it?” he asked, a neediness in his voice. I knew he was really saying, “You like me?”

“It’s perfect,” I said, answering both questions.

It was true. I wasn’t sure the exact right way to flirt with a man who knew I was married—or at least, partnered up—but I hoped I was doing a good job of telling him via my body language that I was available for him, should he want me the way I hoped he did.

Dean’s hands felt divine as they moved down to my ankles, then my feet. I’ve always squirmed when I’ve gotten a pedicure, finding my feet utterly ticklish, but somehow, with Dean’s touch, he turned them into yet another erogenous zone. I practically melted as he coated the tops of my toes with the lotion.

When he finished there, he tenderly rubbed the lotion into the diamond-shaped cutouts on the side of my swimsuit, which almost felt obscene to have him touching me there, on a part of my body not usually exposed to sunlight. I again felt like I was melting into his touch, picturing him climbing on top of me and rubbing his sleek, muscular body against my slicked-up one.

When Dean shifted toward my arms, I tried my best to fully relax and not stiffen up. I looked again at his crotch and saw that he was indeed stiff. My tongue longed to travel up and down that shaft, to lick and kiss and taste him, to treat him to as enticing an experience as he was treating me.

“You definitely want to make sure you don’t get sunburned. That’s the worst,” he said as those deft, strong fingers massaged the lotion into my arms.

“I know. Been there, done that,” I replied, trying not to emit an utterly inappropriate moan as he kept going, turning what could be just a basic, utilitarian act into one more akin to foreplay. “Your hands are working wonders,” I said, needing to convey to him how good it felt.

“Happy to do it,” he said, and again, his tone held what could be innocence or could be mischief. When he bent over to get to my neck, that stiff cock jutting against the trappings of his red swimsuit brushed against my hip, letting me know just how happy he was.

I kept quiet, reveling in the feeling of his fingers along my neck, then my face, treating it gingerly, before moving on to my chest. This time I heard a moan issue forth from his lips as he dipped his hands beneath the top of my swimsuit to rub the lotion into the tops of my breasts. When his fingers grazed a hard nipple, I gasped.

His eyes met mine, stricken. “That was a happy gasp,” I said to reassure him. “Everything you’re doing feels amazing. You can rub whatever you want on me.” I had to get my desire out there, even though Bill wasn’t here to manipulate the situation. I had to let Dean know that I wasn’t just flirting; I wanted him, and I had no agenda for the next few days other than to get naked with him.

“Good,” he said, and I thought I caught a blush forming on his cheeks. I reminded myself that he was big and strong but likely younger and less experienced. He’d probably had one girlfriend at a time, and even if he was the impressive lover I expected he was, that was different than taking another man’s wife.

He continued to massage the lotion into my chest, while I sank back and let my mind picture us doing all the filthy things I could think of. Mostly, I longed for him to whisper into my ear while his cock speared me, telling me that he knew I was the kind of woman who couldn’t just be satisfied with one cock, that I had to have more and more and more.

“Now turn over.” It was a quiet, gentle command, but in my overheated, horny state, I heard it as a dominant man telling his submissive lover what to do. I immediately turned over, and this time, he didn’t hesitate to press himself directly against my body. Dean straddled my waist, his hard dick pressing against my backside as those strong fingers rubbed more of the sweet-scented sunscreen into my shoulders.

He was shifting around to reach my ass when I heard Bill’s voice. “Glad to see you’re making good progress. Callie definitely likes to show off in the sun. You brought some even skimpier bathing suits, didn’t you, honey?” he asked, his jovial tone almost making me laugh.

I felt Dean jolt up, then step off of me. I looked over my shoulder and he was kneeling on the ground. “You didn’t have to get up, Dean,” I told him. “You can touch me. I asked you to, remember?”

“Sure, Callie,” he said, uncertainty ringing loud and clear.

“No, really. If you’d like me to step back outside, I can.”

“I don’t mind if you watch,” said Dean, who immediately tripped over his words, his face turning red, “I mean…you can stay.”

I liked the fact that Dean wasn’t some macho, entitled bro who assumed that just because I was wearing a sexy bathing suit I was up for grabs. I was—for him, at least—but his almost shyness made him a bit of a challenge. We’d have to work our way up to luring him into bed with me.

“Thanks, Dean. Bill is a very easygoing guy. He’s not possessive the way some guys can be. He lets me do my own thing.”

“Oh,” was all Dean said. I put my head down and closed my eyes, a smile on my face as Dean worked his way down my legs, seeming to slow down as if to prolong the process.

“Well, that’s everything,” he said as he closed the sunscreen’s cap and placed it next to me. “I’ve got to get down to the beach over there for my volleyball game. Hope you’ll come watch us later, Callie. Nice to meet you both!” He didn’t wait for me to reply, just jogged off toward the stairs, then disappeared.

“Robbing the cradle with that one, aren’t you?” Bill asked.

I rolled my eyes, even though he couldn’t see them behind my sunglasses. “You’re the one who waved him over!”

“Because I noticed you watching him. Don’t tell me you didn’t notice his giant erection!”

I glanced pointedly between Bill’s legs. “I did, and I’m certainly noticing yours.”

“I think I should leave you alone more often. I could go up to the room and look down on you and see who’s checking you out.”

“That’s your call.”

We both drank some water and lay back, basking in the sun, and in anticipation of what was to come. After about an hour, when the heat of the sun was getting to me even with the umbrella, I decided to take a dip in the pool.

I walked over, surveying the scene. There was a kiddie pool nearby, but this one was all adults. A few people were lounging in fun-shaped pool floats—I smiled at a man resting in a donut pool float, and smiled at a woman lounging in a flamingo float—then climbed down the stairs. I heard a whistle coming from my left as I walked into the pool, the heated water refreshing and welcoming.

I could stand in the shallow area, and I smiled as I looked around. There were a mix of couples and groups of men and groups of women, plus a few singles. I stepped further into the water, until it was hovering at the top of my chest, offering glimpses of my pushed-together cleavage.

I smiled as I did a little dance, grateful for this excursion to paradise. I’d almost had to come alone when Bill got called to work on a last-minute project, but he’d thankfully been able to get away. I don’t know if I’d have been as frisky and flirty without the comfort of knowing he was nearby.

I glanced around and made eye contact with the man on the donut pool float. He wasn’t as chiseled of a hottie as Dean, but there was still something attractive about him. He was probably in his early fifties, slightly balding, with a round, kind face and big frame. He crooked his finger and beckoned me over.

“Want a ride?” he asked. “I can get off.”

That telltale blush immediately rose to my cheeks. I knew he meant get off the float, but with his eyes jumping from my face to my tits, the implication was unmistakable.

“Are you sure you don’t mind?”

“For a pretty lady like you, I can share,” he said. “I’m Ethan.”

“Callie,” I said, offering him my hand.

He shook it, then slipped down into the middle of the pool float and shimmied out of it.

“I can give you a hand,” he said, as he lifted the float over my head, his hand not-so-accidentally grazing my chest. I looked over at Bill, who was staring right at us, surely getting even harder.

Ethan positioned the float under my arms. “Now just lean back,” he said. I’d always admired the way these pool floats looked, but I’d never tried one myself. I leaned back and let the ends of my long brown hair dangle in the water, while my red-painted toenails shimmered beneath. It felt like heaven.

“It’s totally chill here,” he said, stepping a little closer. He looked nervous suddenly, like he was afraid I’d push him away, but even though I didn’t feel as overwhelming an urge to get naked with him, I still basked in his attention, in being so close to a man who wasn’t my husband. “There’s even some floats that have built-in cup holders,” he said.

“That’s amazing.” I held my hand up to my forehead so I wasn’t squinting and gave him a dazzling smile. “Thank you so much, Ethan. I hope I run into you again.”

He stepped close enough so his chest brushed against my arm, and that was what set me off and let me know he’d be a tender, dedicated lover—not necessarily the type to flip me over his lap for a spanking, but the kind who’d make sure I was satisfied. That momentary contact was enough to make me want to stand up in the pool and feel his body against mine.

I knew he was angling for some sort of invitation, so this time, I was a little more honest. “Ethan, I have another favor. Would you lean over and kiss me? My husband Bill is right over there, watching us, and he, um, gets off on seeing me with other men. If you give me a real juicy kiss, that will be a gift to both of us.”

He didn’t look shocked or nervous, simply grateful, and didn’t waste any time clutching the back of my head and moving his face over mine. His lips were wet and soft, and when his tongue slipped into my mouth, he tasted of sweetness and chlorine. He was a talented kisser, his tongue sweeping my mouth, his hand exerting just the right amount of pressure.

The kiss lasted maybe 30 seconds, but by the end, I was breathless, my pussy clenching with the need to be filled.

“You’re amazing, Callie,” he said. “I’ll kiss you any time you want.”

“I hope we have another chance,” I said as he left the pool, probably to go jerk off.

When I looked over at Bill, he was quickly settling a towel over himself to hide his erection. Satisfied that I’d done my job as a hotwife—for the moment, anyway, I lay back and floated along, acclimating fully into vacation mode. Sometimes it takes my mind a while to unwind out of thinking about my to-do list for work, but here it was easy. The warm sun seemed to bake away all my stresses until all that was left was the pleasure that awaited me.

I let myself doze in the sun for a while, and when I got out, Bill was still there, his eyes closed. I stood over him, droplets of water dripping onto his exposed skin. “I made another friend,” I said. “His name is Ethan.”

“He looked very happy to meet you, if you know what I mean.”

I grinned at my husband as I snatched up a towel. “Let’s go grab some lunch,” I suggested as I wrapped the towel around myself.

We walked over to one of the hotel restaurants with outdoor seating, conveniently located with a view of the volleyball court. “I’ll sit here,” I said, making sure the game was within my line of sight.

We settled in, ordered, and I gazed from my husband to the game. I would never have gone to a restaurant at home with my tits practically hanging out, but here, my risqué outfit felt just right. I looked down at the beach toward the co-ed volleyball game. Dean was out there, looking even more handsome as he kept setting and spiking, excellent saving balls that looked like they were surely going to garner the other team a point.

Once I started watching him, I could hardly take my eyes off him, even after my chicken Caeser salad arrived. When he scored a particularly thrilling point, I cheered loudly. He looked up and waved, his smile again making me want to feel just what was beneath those shorts.

“You really have the hots for him, don’t you?” Bill asked.

I couldn’t tell if Bill was thrilled or a little bothered; maybe he liked being the one to select my partners for me. “Is that okay?” I asked. “You can tell me if it’s not.”

Then again, he was the one who’d encouraged me earlier. “Cal, you’re my wife. That’s part of why we’re here—to let you be free. Of course it’s okay. I’m just not used to you being the one to flirt up a storm like that. But I love it. It reassures me that you’re not just going along with this for me, that you want it too.”

“Did you have any doubts?” I raised an eyebrow. After all, I think it’s been pretty clear from my many orgasms with other men that he’s witnessed that I’m all about having other guys cocks in my pussy and my mouth, having other men manhandle me.

“Not really, but it can’t hurt to get confirmation. Wait until Dean sees the next swimsuit I have for you.”

We finished our lunched, then took a stroll on the beach, our fit sinking into the warm, sensuous sand. When we got back, the game was wrapping up. Dean was surrounded by his teammates but looked up as we approached. “Callie, we won!” he said, a grin worthy of any professional sports star on his face.

“Congratulations!” I moved in for a hug but he simply lifted my hand and kissed it.

“I’m too sweaty right now, and I have to head out tonight. I promised the guys. Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow? I’m up early. We could go for a morning…jog?”

I’m not a jogger, but I didn’t think it would be right to suggest a morning fuck. Besides, his youthful energy seemed to be rubbing off on me. Maybe jogging would be more fun with the promise of sex at the end.

“Sure, as long as you don’t mind me slowing you down.”

“I bet you can keep up with me,” he said, the playfulness in his voice replaced by a more serious tone.

“We’ll see. Let’s meet out front at…seven?” I asked, naming the earliest time I could fathom getting up and out the door while on vacation.

“I’m usually ready by six, but I’ll let you sleep in.”

“I owe you one,” I said, then watched as his friends swept him toward the hotel.

Bill and I dipped our toes in the ocean, enjoying the feeling of the waves splashing at our feet.

“So, jogging?” he asked, unable to muffle his laugh.

“What? He invited me, so I said yes.”

“You’re like a horny single guy, desperate to get laid.”

“I’m not desperate,” I replied with a giggle, bending down to scoop up some water and splash him.

“I saw the look on your face—you totally are.” He splashed me back, and soon we were acting totally ridiculous. I screamed in delight when he scooped me up in his arms and threatened to submerge me.

“Fine, so I want him. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?”

“Not a thing, my love.”

The rest of the day was quiet. We took a nap, lounged around watching classic movies, and ordered in room service. I wanted to go to bed at ten to get a good night’s sleep.

I hadn’t brought any real jogging outfits, but I had one pair of yoga pants and a sports bra that would have to do.

The next morning, I was up bright and early. I showered and brushed my teeth as quietly as I could, got into my outfit, put on socks and sneakers, then ate a very early breakfast of two hard boiled eggs and a hot cup of coffee. I put my hair up in a ponytail and went outside, stretching against the side of the hotel. I was bent over, my ass in the air, when Dean stepped outside.

He didn’t look quite as ready as I was for the jog. “Hungover?” I asked.

“It’ll go away once we start jogging.”

“That works for you? Lucky man.”

Dean pinned me with his intense brown eyes.

“Want to run on the street or the beach?” he asked.

“The street.” I didn’t trust myself to run on the beach and take it seriously. “Remember, let me set the pace.” I gave a few more stretches, then began jogging down the empty block, hearing his footsteps follow.

I didn’t have the energy to flirt and run, so I simply let myself observe my surroundings, mostly more hotels, occasionally glimpses of the water. Dean was quiet too, both of us focused on our bodies, on keeping up with one another. I wanted to impress him not with how my body looked, but how it worked. In some ways, jogging with him felt more intimate than what I’d done with the other men I’d been with since becoming a hotwife.

After about 20 minutes, we paused to catch our breaths. “You okay?”

“Sure,” I responded, surprised at how okay I felt. “But let’s head back. I don’t want to have to call an Uber.”

“You seemed to be keeping up just fine. But let’s walk a little. We can talk too. What’s your situation with Bill? Do you have…an open marriage?”

I was impressed that he’d come right out and asked. “Kind of. I’m a hotwife. Do you know what that means?”

He shook his head. “Basically, I’m the open part of the our marriage. I can have sex with whoever I want, but it’s not like I take advantage of it that often. So far it’s only been with guys he’s selected for me. He likes to watch me with other men. Actually, that’s why he asked you to put the sunscreen on me yesterday. It turns him on to know someone else is touching me.”

“Wow.” Dean truly looked amazed. “I don’t think I could do that. But it’s cool that you have that arrangement. So…would you want to…with me?”

It was cute how he couldn’t even say the words. “Would I want you to fuck me while Bill watches?” I blurted out, mostly to see how Dean would react.

“Yeah, that.”

I stopped, reaching for him. “Yes, Dean, I’d like that very much.” With the sun just starting to set, I pulled him toward me for a kiss. “And I know you’d like it too. I felt how hard you were for me yesterday.”

He kissed me back, gently at first, then with more force as the kiss deepened and bloomed. “You’re so beautiful, Callie,” he said when we broke apart.

“Tell me what you want to do to me, Dean.”

It felt dirty to be having this conversation out on a random street, without Bill. Nobody was walking by to overhear, but it still made me wet to think that in just a few minutes, I could be naked with Dean. “I want to kiss your entire body. And I want to bend you over and slide my cock deep inside your wet pussy.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked breathlessly. Hearing him talk dirty, even a little, was intoxicating.

“Yeah. Very much.”

“Even if Bill’s watching?” I needed to be sure before we proceeded.

“If it turns you on, then I’m in.”

“Let’s sprint back,” I suggested, taking off like a shot. I’d never run as fast as I did on the way back, only slowing down when I absolutely had to. I knew Dean could outrun me with his long legs and track runner’s stride, but he kept pace with me, encouraging me to run faster as visions of his hot body spurred me on.

When we walked into the blessedly air-conditioned lobby, we beelined to the water cooler. I forced myself to drink each cup of water slowly, staring at him the whole time. He was sweaty, but that only made him sexier. He put his hand on my waist and hugged me close to him for a moment. The intimacy of the gesture made more heat pool inside me.

I was liking Dean more and more, even though I still barely knew him. We took the elevator to my floor and I held the key card up the door. Gently opening it, I checked to see if Bill was up yet. He mumbled something in his sleep and turned over. “Let’s clean up,” I said, tugging Dean into the bathroom. I didn’t want to be in my sweat-sticky clothes any longer, so I stripped out of them, kicking off my sneakers and socks until I was stark naked. This wasn’t how I’d pictured getting buck naked with Dean, but I didn’t mind.

He took his clothes off in a hurry too, revealing a long, thick, and delicious-looking cock. I turned on the hot water, testing it before stepping under the spray. Dean joined me, running his hands up my slick body. “Fuck, you have the most amazing tits. I got hard the second I saw them up close.”

“But you didn’t try to hit on me.”

“I figured you’d make the first move if you wanted me.”

“I guess you were right,” I said, turning around so he could see how hard my nipples were. He whistled in appreciation before bending down and sucking one ripe, pink nipple into his mouth. Dean didn’t seem to care that the water was splashing over him. For a moment, I wondered whether I should wake Bill. After all, I was a hotwife with a voyeur for a husband.

But Dean’s lips and tongue felt so good as he toyed with my nub, making my pussy wet and needy. If Bill was asleep, he’d have to get the details from me. “Your nipples so sexy,” Dean said, sounding as if he were in awe of them.

His fingers moved between my legs, and just as he pushed them inside, the door opened. “I didn’t hear you come in,” Bill said and then let out a startled scream. “Callie!” he yelled. “You’re with Dean.”

He wasn’t upset, but he sounded shocked more than anything.

“You’ve joined us just in time.”

I smiled at him, then shut my eyes as Dean went back to sucking my nipples and finger fucking me. His long, deft fingers, the ones that had felt so good yesterday, slid deep inside, claiming my cunt. As the hot water beat down on me, he pressed deeper, making my arch my back with desire.

Dean’s fingers withdrew, then plunged back in, over and over, bringing me to the brink of orgasm but always leaving me waiting. He reached over and turned off the water. He picked me up and planted my pussy on his face, while I draped my legs around him. He held me up as his talented tongue went to work, making my already eager pussy strain for him.

He lifted me just enough to say, “You taste so good. I want you to cum on my face,” before diving back in. The unexpectedness of his tongue slamming so hard into me and stroking all the right spots, and knowing that even my husband had never had me in this position had me soaking Dean with my juices very quickly. My orgasm wracked through me as he expertly tongued my wet walls, then suckled on my clit, until I was utterly shattered. He slid me down, then kissed me, letting me taste myself on him.

“Grab your ankles, Callie,” he ordered. I didn’t hesitate at all, just turned around and got into position. Before I knew it, he was rubbing the head against my dripping-wet slit and then slamming it inside, just like he’d told me he would.

Any timidness Dean had had earlier was gone. In its place was a fucking worthy of the most experienced man. “Yeah, fuck her hard,” I heard Bill say. I couldn’t see him from my position, but I was so glad he was watching. Kissing Dean had been exciting, but nothing beat showing off for my husband.

Dean squeezed my ass cheeks, giving them little pinches that send fiery pinches of sensation through my lower half. When he shifted to bring his fingers to my clit, rubbing the hard nub in circles, I lost it. I planted my hands on the floor of the shower and let the pleasure build and build. It felt like his already hard cock was getting harder, like he was going to split me in two. My tired legs strained to hold the position as Dean pulled all the way back so his cock just about left my wetness, then shoved inside so hard I thought I might get slammed against the wall.

I’m not sure how long this went on, but pretty soon I couldn’t hold back. “Yes, yes, YES!” I yelled as his relentless pounding had me coming hard.

The next thing I knew, Dean was pulling out and pumping his own huge load onto my back. It seemed to go on for a long time, the sticky, hot liquid landing on my skin. “Fuuuuuuuck,” I heard Bill say and I made an impulsive decision. Dripping with water and cum, I got out of the tub, sank to my knees, and opened my mouth.

I wanted to give Dean a show too, plus when I’m horny, I love opening my mouth wide and either getting my face fucked or feeling a man’s jizz land on my tongue. Bill also had a huge load which he spattered across my face like Jackson Pollock.

When he was done, I swallowed what I could. When I opened my eyes, both men were standing in front of me. I didn’t realize Dean had gotten out of the shower. Seeing them standing there, almost like a team, was so hot.

Then Bill said, “Dean, why don’t you do the honor of selecting Callie’s swimsuit today?”

Again, them being buddy buddy, talking about me rather than to me, gave me a warm thrill, a glow that money couldn’t buy.

“I’d be honored.”

“Honey, you clean up and then we can all go to the beach. That cool?” Bill asked us.

“I just need some fresh shorts,” said Dean.

“You can borrow mine,” I heard Bill say, and again, them becoming friends, not just my husband and my lover, made me feel like all was right with the world.

I cleaned up and when I walked out of the bathroom with my towel wrapped around me, Bill was holding what barely looked like enough fabric for a bikini.

“Dean chose this one.”

I smirked. “Is it the skimpiest one?”

“You’ll have to find out. There were lots to choose from. Only the best for you, Callie,” said my lover as he watched my eyes take in the iridescent silver garment, with its gleaming fabric and indecent skimpiness.

I reached for it and then stepped into the bottoms, which hugged my waist and showed off my ass cheeks, followed by the top, which tied behind my neck and pushed my tits together flawlessly. I felt like a sexy space alien sent to earth to seduce as many men as I could.

“I’ll grab the sunscreen. You can help her put it on, Dean—and maybe help us find someone else to bring back to the room later.”

“That sounds perfect,” Dean replied, while my skin heated up.

“No covering up while we walk to the beach,” Bill warned.

“You want me to walk through the hotel—in this?” I asked. I was an exhibitionist, but come on! I was practically naked, or at least, I felt that way. Plus, I’d just been fucked so hard, I felt like everyone would be able to tell.

“Don’t you want to show off your sexy body?” asked Dean. “I think you should be proud of it; you’ve already had half the guests ogling you.”

I turned to him, considering what he’d said. I did like being checked out when we were at the pool and having lunch, but still, that was different. We’d be walking through the main part of the hotel and I felt like my breasts were being offered to anyone who looked my way. They were just so blatantly shoved right in front of me. This was a bathing suit, but it could’ve been something a stripper would wear.

I opened the door and peeked out, noticing an attractive couple walking toward us, then quickly closed it. Would they think I was a complete and total slut for wearing this? My face heated at the thought. Yes, I love to be naked, but in our own backyard is one thing, trussed up like this another. Maybe that wouldn’t be so bad? Was this really just a way of blatantly telling our fellow guests that I was married but up for grabs for the right man? I pulled my shoulders back, sticking my tits farther out as I slipped my sandals on and headed out the door.

If I’d thought maybe I could escape unnoticed, it was hard to do that when both man grabbed either of my arms, basically parading me down the hall. When the elevator opened and we were faced with two men leaning against either side of the back wall, I distinctly felt their stares. “Hello!” Bill greeted them with a grin, as if to say, I know my wife is smoking hot; feel free to feast your eyes on her. He didn’t have to actually say that for me to sense him beaming with pride.

I was surprised at how suddenly nervous I was. Where was the woman who’d taken on two men at once in front of her husband? Maybe I wasn’t as big of a slutty exhibitionist as I thought. I turned around to face the front of the elevator, letting the men ogle my ass cheeks. The bikini bottoms weren’t quite a thong, but they were close; the small strip of silver iridescent fabric was nestled atop my ass, leaving most of my cheeks visible.

Dean leaned down and whispered in a way I was pretty sure could still be heard in the confines of the elevator, “You’re going to be giving a lot of guys hard-ons today, Callie.” When I glanced down toward his crotch, I smiled to see that he was already half-hard.

I looked up at him, admiring his sexy grin. He was such a young and handsome guy, and could probably have been with any woman at the resort. Knowing he wanted me, that he didn’t mind and seemed to even like that I was married, made me proud. The elevator opened twice more before we reached the lobby, and when we stepped back, I felt movement.

One of the men in the elevator had shifted so he was right behind me. He wasn’t so blatant as to press his crotch against my ass, but I felt his body heat, and when I shifted from one foot to the other, my ass brushed against his erection. He let out a breath that warmed the back of my neck, which made me shiver. There was so much tension in this elevator, it seemed like it could explode.

Finally, we entered the lobby. I’m a fast walker, so was ready to take my usual strides to get us a good spot, but Bill’s hand on my arm stopped me. “Don’t deprive these lovely people of such a beautiful view,” he said, taking one fingertip and running it along my neck, an intimate touch that was utterly inappropriate for a crowded hotel lobby.

“Yeah, your husband’s right,” Dean said. “You’d be denying them part of the fun of vacation—checking out hot babes.”

This was what I’d wanted, looked forward to, right? I once again gave myself a pep talk and let the men lead me at a far slower gait than I’d have chosen for myself. Once I accepted the fact that I was their plaything, on display, and that I had a body that people wanted to linger on, I walked a bit taller, resuming my proud posture. I’d never have to see any of these people again, so why did I care if their eyes were practically fucking me as they pictured was what beneath my skimpy swimsuit?

The walk should have taken about a minute, but instead took five as my husband and Dean took turns running their hands along my backside, sometimes outright cupping my ass cheek. We finally made it down to the beach, and spread our towels out on three available chairs. Mine, of course, was in the middle.

I needed a break from all the stares, so I took my sunglasses from their perch atop my head and put them on. Would I ever get used to wearing this little clothing?

“Would you do the honors again, Dean?” Bill asked as he handed him the bottle of sunscreen. This time, Dean was very deliberate in his exaggerated movements. He knew that I was a sure thing, so this time, he wasn’t at all awkward, just totally assured. I was also more able to totally enjoy his touch, especially after I knew how his hands felt not just on me, but inside me.

Another difference this time was that we were drawing an audience. Bill was staring very blatantly, as I lay on my back and admired Dean’s body. What I also noticed is that my husband wasn’t the only one watching Dean touch me. “Hey, Dean,” said another man who looked about Dean’s age, casually strolling up to us.

“Hey, Pete,” he said. “These are my friends, Callie and Bill,” Dean said as his strokes rose from my shins on up to my knees and then my thighs. As he spread more suntan lotion onto my thighs, I felt echoes of the sensation of those same hands pressing my thighs apart, of his body slamming into me, of his cock stretching me open.

I tried to suppress my moan, but I don’t think I succeeded. Pete, who was a little shorter and tanner than Dean, locked eyes with me. The look seemed to say so much, and that, along with the quirk of his lips, a smile that seemed a bit too knowing, made me flush all over. I wondered if Dean could tell that my pussy was heating up, with his fingers so close.

“Nice to meet you, Callie and Bill,” Pete said, those few words layered with innuendo. “Where are you from?”

“New York,” I said, staring right at him.

“What brings you to this resort?”

He was supposedly asking both of us, but his attention was laser focused just on me. “Adventure and sunshine,” I told him as Dean’s hands now caressed my belly, sending more heat traveling down toward my core.

“And are you getting both of those?”

“Yes, but there’s always room for more.”

“That’s a good life philosophy,” he said. “Well, I’ve got to go play a game right here but maybe we can meet up later.”

“I’d like that,” I told him, my nipples beading up at the thought of having him and Dean at my disposal.

I looked up at Bill and watched him watching Pete walk away, knowing his mind was also picturing me having a threesome with two holes filled with each of the men’s cocks.

“How well do you know Pete?” I asked Dean, who had finished with my stomach and was onto my chest. He had a lot more work to do today than yesterday, since so much of my skin was exposed.

“Well enough. We’re both on the track team in college.”

So I’d been right; he was in college. We hadn’t made much small talk since we’d been in too much of a hurry before. “Do you think he…” I paused, unsure of how exactly to ask if his teammate might want to spend part of his vacation stuffing me full of his cock.”

Dean leaned down. “Wants to know how tight your pussy is?” he whispered in my ear. This time I definitely let out a moan. There was no way my body could resist his dirty talk.

“Yeah, that.” Somehow, as much as I love men telling me absolutely filthy things, I couldn’t repeat his words.

“I have a feeling he’d be more than happy to stretch out wide open with his cock.”

Even though he was speaking only to me, I was sure Bill knew Dean was telling me something absolutely dirty. Dean continued to lube me up, the sweet-scented lotion further making me melt against the chair as his strong hands seemed to liquify my body. When it was time to turn over, I was grateful that nobody could see my face. I love showing off, but sometimes knowing how dirty I truly am overwhelms me.

I was glad I couldn’t see which guys were checking out my backside as Dean massaged the lotion into my shoulders and back, the pressure making me feel like I was melting into the chair. Were they thinking about how slutty I was, wondering what my mouth would feel like on their cocks, wondering how hard they could squeeze my nipples?

Dean would alternate putting on the lotion and whispering so only I could hear. “I don’t even have to tell my friends that anyone who’d wear such a mini bathing suit is a filthy slut who wants total strangers to fill her holes. I bet seeing you with your ass in the air like this practically begging to be touched will make one of them want to slide his cock right in that super tight spot.”

Fuck. I love dirty talk, but dirty talk in public was even more overpowering. Dean had seemed almost innocent when I first spied him yesterday. I’d thought I’d be corrupting him, but here he was practically corrupting me.

“Would you like me to ask all the guys to join you in bed while your husband watches?” Dean asked as he let his fingers rest lightly between my legs. Even without pressure, without him pressing against the thin fabric of my iridescent bikini bottoms, I felt the heat from his touch travel through me, making me throb.

“I...” I stopped, my throat parched, my body aflame. “I want whoever you want to join me to come back to our room.”

“So you’re such a slut you’re not even picky about which man’s cock goes in your mouth, which one goes in your pussy, and which one goes in your mouth?”

Even if people hadn’t noticed us before, the fact that Dean had been talking into my ear for over a minute, that we were having a clearly private conversation while my husband was right next to us and I was wearing a bikini so skimpy I probably wouldn’t even be allowed to wear it at the resort restaurant, was probably giving away what was happening.

“Yes, that’s right, that’s how big a slut I am,” I said as my face burned from more than the sun.

“I’m glad we established that. I’ll play a game with the guys and whatever team wins will get to go back to the room with you after.”

Dean finished rubbing my legs and made sure to possessively run his hands over my body in a way that made it perfectly obvious that we were intimate. I pressed my legs together, my clit hard and aching to be touched.

“See you later, Bill,” Dean called as he went to play ball.

I turned over, smiling at my husband, who had a huge grin and an even bigger boner. “Well, well, well. I’d say this vacation is turning into a raving success. What exactly were you two discussing?”

“Dean wanted confirmation that I’m a filthy slut who agreed to let him pick out men to come back to our room after the game. The winners will get…me,” I said sheepishly, hoping Bill was on board with this plan. I wasn’t totally sure if he wanted the honor of selecting, or at least having a say, in who I got naked with. I know he loves watching me with other men, and he’s even seen me dominated by a woman, but I didn’t know if giving up that part of the control over my hotwife adventures would be okay with him. “What do you think?”

Now it was Bill’s turn to whisper in my ear. “I think I have the dirtiest wife to ever set foot in this resort, and that those guys will be playing the best volleyball of their lives to get a chance to have their fingers and tongues and cocks buried deep inside you.”

“I love you,” I said, a rush of affection for him coming over me. It was true. The fact that he was not just willing but eager to share me, that he didn’t need to have ownership of me or my decisions, that he wanted to me to fulfill all my fantasies and that in the process, I’d be fulfilling his, made more than just my pussy swell. My heart was full, pounding in my ears as I looked from him to the guys gearing up for volleyball, all of them fit and hot and sexy.

The truth was, I didn’t care which team won. I wanted three cocks to play with, three cocks to pleasure and be pleasured by, three men who would make me feel like a wild woman set loose in a very adult playground. So I cheered for every serve, every point, making sure that I was sitting up and that my tits jiggled when I moved. Once, one of the guys was looking at me for a few seconds too long, and missed the ball aimed at his head!

All his fellow teammates ribbed him about it, but I was thrilled, my whole body on fire with anticipation. “It’s like they’re playing with you as their prize,” Bill said to me in a low voice. “You’re their trophy fuck.”

Damn. Dirty talk gets me going in a way I can’t explain, but that had wetness pooling in my tiny bikini bottoms. “Maybe you should go over there and cheer Dean on,” Bill said.

We were close enough that I could cheer from my chair and they’d hear me, but I decided to head over. “I wanted to get a closer look,” I said as I planted my feet at the edge of where they were playing. “At the game,” I added, even though the truth was that from this position, I could better admire the guys’ muscular calves and tight asses. They were different heights and slightly different builds, but all were fit and young and sexy. I could easily picture my naked body entwined with any of them.

I looked over at Dean, and he met my gaze and gave me a naughty grin, as if he were reading my mind and every filthy fantasy it contained. When he winked at me, I shuddered. I looked down at myself, at my boobs served up on display, at my body glistening with the suntan lotion, practically beckoning the guys to stroke their hands along my toned legs and belly, to slide their fingers between my legs and see just how wet they’d made me.

I got caught up in the game; they were all very good volleyball players, and I found myself actually cheering for each server, admiring their individual styles, their dedication to even this pickup game. This was a casual game among friends, but they still wanted to win. I was riveted by a particularly long volley, and jumped up and down when Dean spiked the ball and won the point. My jumping was so enthusiastic that one of my breasts popped out of the top. “Oops,” I said with a giggle, even though I loved the attention my nip slip had garnered. The men went from high fiving each other to roaming their eyes along my body.

“Nothing to apologize for,” one of them said with all the innuendo he could muster. It wasn’t a nude beach, but I was still tempted to untie the bikini and let all these men, plus every other beachgoer, ogle my bare tits. Those few seconds that my nipple had been exposed to the sun—and all those eager, hungry, horny eyes—had been so exciting. Even though if I thought about it too long I’d get self-conscious and want to cover up, in the heat of the moment, I liked being seen for who I really was—a horny, greedy, the-more-cocks-the-better hotwife.

I smiled at the guy who’d made the comment, then went back to cheering. Dean and Pete were on the same time, along with a thick, hairy guy who was a few shades darker than them. He looked like he probably played football, but moved fast on the sand. I wondered what it would be like to lay naked beneath all his flesh, to be pinned below him.

I decided to root for Pete’s team, even though the others were also plenty hot. I learned the big guy’s name as Juan, and I cheered for each of them by name. “Spike it, Juan!” or “Run, Dean!” I’d yell, the adrenaline coursing through me almost as if I were playing.

My cheering must have worked, because pretty soon we were at the decisive point. Pete was up, but before he served, he motioned for me to come closer. “Is it true that…you’ll join us in your hotel room if you win?”

“I’d be honored,” I said, letting my tongue graze his ear as I replied.

I couldn’t help but peek down at his shorts, smiling as I admired his stiffening cock. “Then I’ll make sure we do,” he said, and served one of his fiercest serves yet. The other team wasn’t quite prepared for the intensity with which Dean, Pete, and Juan played, their minds and bodies moving in sync as they pushed themselves to the limit.

The game had drawn a small crowd, and when they won, we all whooped and cheered. Dean picked me up and spun me around, letting me feel for myself how hard he was. “You’re the perfect good luck charm,” he said as he planted a big kiss on my lips right there in front of everyone.

“Good game,” the other guys said as they all shook hands, their eyes lingering on me in disappointment. I almost wanted to invite the losers along with the winners but that wouldn’t be fair to the trio who’d worked so hard. Besides, I’d only ever had threesomes before, never a foursome, so taking on six guys at once might be too advanced even for me.

Juan and Dean joined us, each of them resting a hand on my body. I didn’t care just then who saw me, as long as Bill was watching. I looked up to meet his gaze, and there was my steady, sexy husband, making sure he had the view he wanted. He nodded at me, and I said, “Congratulations, guys! Why don’t you get cleaned up, then come up to our room and we can all get dirty?”

“Are you real, beautiful lady?” Juan asked, blatantly staring me up and down.

“Every inch of me,” I told him, running my fingers suggestively from my neck, along my breast, down the gentle curve of my belly and brushing against the iridescent silver bottoms, which were absolutely drenched.

“Give us fifteen minutes,” Juan said, smiling at me before he jogged off. Dean squeezed my hip possessively, and Pete gave me a grin that promised all sorts of pleasure.

I went back to Bill, practically bubbling with excitement. “They said I was their good luck charm.”

“I bet you were. Who wouldn’t want to win you for the night?”

“I’ve never been with three guys before. Do you think I can handle them?”

“What do you think?” Bill asked.

I paused and truly thought about my answer. “If we arrange everything just right, I think I can get each of them in one of my holes. As long as they don’t mind.”

“Mind? Honey, you’re going to be who they think about when they jerk off for the rest of their lives.”

To some women, that might have made them squeamish, but it made me squirm with desire. The idea that I was giving these men the gift of my body while I took pleasure in being their plaything felt so right, and so hot.

I loved the fact that even the men I didn’t get to be with might be imagining what I’d get up to behind closed doors. I rushed back to the room with Bill, taking a quick shower and slipping into a sheer white nightie that barely skimmed my thighs. I washed my face, put on my favorite perfume, some mascara and eyeliner and a hint of pink lip gloss, wanting the guys to think about my lips wrapped around their cocks.

“And you’re totally, completely on board, right, babe?” I asked Bill.

“What does it look like?” He reached for me, tugging me close, before pulling down his shorts so I could see his very hard cock. I was so tempted to lean down and lick the precum beaded at the tip, but I didn’t want to ruin my lip gloss—at least, not yet. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and gave it a few pumps, smiling as I felt his dick get even stiffer.

Just then, there was a knock at the door. They were fast! I leapt up and opened the peephole to see the three guys looking even sexier than they had on the beach. “Welcome and congratulations!” I greeted them as I pulled the door open.

“We were on fire out there. All because of you, Callie,” said Dean as he slipped his hand under the hem of the nightie, cupping my bare ass.

“Come on in,” I said to the guys. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“Callie, we’ve heard about how wild you are from Dean,” said Juan.

“Have you?” I said, looking at the sexy, broad-shouldered man in front of me. “What exactly have you heard?”

“That your pussy tastes incredible.”

“Why don’t you find out for yourself?” I said as I lifted up the nightie to show him my bare, pink, hungry pussy. Juan picked me up in one arm as if I weighed next to nothing, bringing me over to the bed.

I didn’t even get to see what the other guys were going to do before Juan was taking his big, warm tongue and planting it right on my wet pussy. “Mmmm,” he said as he shimmied his tongue into my eager hole. He teased me with it as his fingers played with my clit, getting it even harder. I was helpless to do anything but lie there and savor his extremely on-point tonguework. This was a man who was simply made to go down on women, the way some people are born to be onstage or make music. In just a few minutes, he had me slamming my fists against the bed, thrashing and writhing as I had one of the most powerful orgasms of my life.

“If that’s my reward for your team winning, I’ll cheer for you every day of this trip!” I said as I sat up, panting lightly.

Juan was still fully dressed, his lips now covered in my juices. “Hey, Pete and Dean, don’t be strangers. There’s plenty of room.” I gestured to the bed, and the men made their way over, with Pete looking a little awestruck.

“I promise, my husband is cool with this. More than cool—it was his idea for me to be a hotwife.”

“Really, man?” Pete asked Bill, who’d been standing discreetly against the wall.

“Yes, I promise. My wife is just so sexy it wouldn’t be right to keep her all to myself. Plus I like to watch her when she gets like this, totally wild.”

“If you insist,” said Pete, before lifting the nightie over my head and sucking slowly on my right nipple, followed by my left. If Juan was the king of giving head, Pete was the prince of nipple sucking. He had my pussy throbbing with need, a hole needing to be filled full, as he sucked each nub into a hard bead that wanted more and more attention.

“You are all so amazing. I have three holes and they’re all for you tonight,” I said as Pete moaned while his tongue lapped at my nubs before he pushed my tits together and suckled both nipples at once.

“You two are the newbies, so you get to pick.”

“I’d really like her mouth,” said Juan, which made me let out a loud moan. I’d love the honor of getting to return the favor and deep-throat him. Nothing gets me wetter than having a nice, fat, long cock shoved into my mouth; even thinking about it makes me drip.

“I’d love that too,” I said, spreading my legs so all four men in the room could see just how wet my shaved pink pussy was.

“I’d love to be right here,” said Pete, taking a break from my nipples to run his fingers along my swollen lower lips.

“I guess that means I get your sweet, tight ass,” said Dean, making me shudder once again at the thought of his gorgeous cock burying itself in my tightest hole.

“Yes, please!” I told them. “Honey, could you get the lube for us?”

I always like Bill to feel like he’s part of the action, because he definitely is. None of this would be as fun if I didn’t have the love of my life watching me at my most flagrant, daring, and degraded.

Bill rushed to our bag to get the bottle of my favorite lube, while I got each of my new lovers naked. I made out with Juan, his big hands roaming along my body as I lifted his blue t-shirt over his head, then pulled down his shorts. He’d gone commando, so what hung before me was a meaty cock that made my mouth water. I licked my lips, already anticipating his taste and the way that cock would stretch my mouth as I swallowed it. Then I moved on to Pete, who was tall and trim and fit, sexy in a very wholesome way—well, I guess not that wholesome since he was about to fuck me along with his two buddies.

Once Pete was naked and I’d stroked his tall, firm cock a few times, I moved on to Dean. “I’m so glad the shower wasn’t our last time together,” he said as he sensually kissed my neck, then nipped at it, surely leaving a little mark.

Bill brought the lube over, handing it to me and giving me a very approving look. “I’ll just be over there,” he said, moving the desk chair discreetly across the room. We all knew he was there, but he’d told me he didn’t want to cramp my style, or my partners’. He wanted to feel like a voyeur while I got to luxuriate in being an exhibitionist, which was perfectly fine with me. As long as he got off too, we could all get what we wanted.

“How would you like me, guys?” I wiggled around on the bed, loving that I was so close I could smell each of their scents, and was about to be sandwiched between them.

“Pete, why don’t you lie on your back and have her straddle you, with her head near the edge of the bed, while I get behind her and fuck her ass. Then Juan you can stand and she can lean over to suck your cock.”

“Sounds perfect,” said Juan, while Pete answered by maneuvering me into position, pulling me on top of him so his cock was pressed between our bodies, hard and insistent, while my ass was up in the air, awaiting Dean’s touch.

I’d assumed Dean would lube himself up and slide right inside, but he didn’t. As Pete lifted me up, positioned his cockhead right at the slick, hungry entrance to my pussy, and slid inside, Dean took his time. I was so full, but I knew I wanted—needed—more. Dean massaged my ass cheeks, pulling them apart and letting the tips of his fingers trace my sensitive tight rosebud.

“Damn, Callie, you are beautiful everywhere,” Dean said as he poured some lube onto his fingers.

Juan had moved so his cock was so close to my lips, but he hadn’t yet offered it to me. Instead, he had his hand wrapped around it, stroking it slowly, showing me the fat tip leaking with pre-cum. Every time I caught sight of it, I shivered, my mouth as hungry to be filled as my pussy was earlier. “Please,” I croaked out, sticking out my tongue.

“You see something you like, dirty girlie?” Juan asked as he stepped a tiny bit closer.

The musk from his natural scent filled my nose. I tilted my head closer as Pete grabbed onto my hips and pushed them down so his dick was even deeper inside me. Usually when I control the pace, but Pete was making sure I knew he was in charge, while Dean was massaging my ass cheeks and starting to fill my tight hole with his lubed-up fingers. Between the two of them, my lower half was pinned down, at their mercy.

“Yes. I want your cock. I’ve wanted it since I watched you playing volleyball.”

“Are you the kind of woman who gets wet from having a dick in your mouth?”

Before I could answer, he brought his hand to the back of my head and guided that fat, leaking tip into my mouth. I sucked hard, and Pete answered for me. “Yes, she is. Keep doing that, Juan, keep fucking her sweet little mouth, because that’s making her pussy go wild.”

Aside from sucking cock, being talked about, being an object for men to use, gets me off in ways I can’t quite explain. I loved knowing that by having Juan stretch my lips wide to take him in, I was also giving Pete a thrill. Just as I sucked Juan deeper, savoring the taste of his hard dick, Dean started going at my ass, pressing two slick fingers deep inside and wiggling them around.

“Does Callie like to be fucked in the ass, Bill?” Dean asked my husband. I was too busy with taking on three men to look over at Bill, but we all heard his load groan.

“Yes, she does. It’s a rare occasion, but whenever she’s worn a butt plug or taken a cock, she’s been super wild and on fire.”

“That’s good, because I can’t wait any longer,” Dean said.

Then, his cockhead was pressing against the tight puckered hole of my ass, already loosened by his fingers. It took a little work to get him inside, and with each inch of his cock that slid into my ass, Pete’s cock felt like it grew in my pussy. In turn, I sucked on Juan harder, as he guided me with gentle pressure on the back of my head.

Each of my lovers was focused on his own role in our foursome, but somehow, they all worked together to make my body feel amazing, like they were each lighting up a path through me that was ready to explode, blazing through me until it reached a crescendo. “Hmmm,” I murmured around Juan’s cock. With his free hand, he stroked my neck, as if it encourage me, then rested a hand on my cheek. That added bit of pressure spurred me on, and while I hadn’t been sure if I could take it all, now I was determined to.

“Fuck,” groaned Pete, as we made eye contact while my mouth was stuffed with Juan’s meaty shaft. “You look like you were made to have a dick in your mouth.”

That’s the best compliment a girl can get, if you ask me. Pete grabbed my hips more forcefully, pumping harder, while Dean took a cue from him and buried his cock between my ass cheeks, his balls slapping against me. I was so glad the three of them felt comfortable enough to be in such close quarters, because they were doing things to me I’d never experienced before.

Yes, I’d been with two guys, but adding a third exponentially increased my pleasure. I felt like I was fulfilling my erotic destiny even as I had to focus intently on keeping Juan’s dick in my mouth while I breathed through my nose. “That’s it, my sweet,” Juan said tenderly as he pulled my hair, the tug making me feel its power deep in my core.

He pulled his cock out for a second, only to slap it across my cheek. My moan of excitement echoed throughout the room. He slapped me with his hand neck, then brought it to my neck, pressing slightly. I whimpered, not sure what I needed next, but knowing whatever it was, Juan would provide it.

“Keep fucking her, you two. I want to cum in her mouth while you cum in her pussy and ass, okay?”

He didn’t ask me about my orgasm, but that was okay because it was almost here, and the dirty talk was surely what would push me over the edge.

Plus now I wanted to be the vessel for the loads of all three men, to know that my naughty horny body had been what made them all explode. “She can take it, can’t you, Callie?”

“I’d be honored,” I said. “Now give me back that cock. My mouth feels empty without it.”

It was true; when I’m in bed, I need at least a cock in my mouth or pussy to feel fulfilled. Having three cocks to stuff me everywhere was an erotic nirvana, with my husband watching the very sexy cherry on top.

“Come get a closer look, Bill,” Juan beckoned, as if he’d read my mind. “This is a blowjob you don’t want to miss.”

Bill had been across the room, but he moved closer, near enough that I could see him pumping his dick. “I bet she wants you to splash her face with your load too. She’s the kind of woman who can’t get enough, isn’t she?” Juan asked, proving himself very adept at the kind of dirty talk that speared my pussy as deeply as Pete’s cock was, that made me tingle from the inside out.

“Oh yes, that she is. I bet she would’ve taken a load from all the volleyball players. Maybe tomorrow I should bring her to the beach in the bikini I got that’s barely three pieces of string covering up almost nothing and tell men that she’s here because she’s a horny slut who needs to be fucked all day long for her vacation to be worth it.”

I pictured myself there with a sign around my neck saying “Horny Slut” and that had me gobbling Juan’s cock even more, plunging my lips down until they couldn’t go any farther, and the tip of his cock was at the farthest part of my throat. I kept going like that, needing to move as the two men fucking me plundered my pussy and ass, mining the tightness they found there. All five of us were working toward the same goal—a big, hard orgasm with a roaring finish.

“Bill, I just can’t wait,” said Juan, as he gripped me, his hands on the sides of my face, as he pressed me down so I could fully take in his cock. I sucked as hard as I could, tightening my cheeks just like I tightened my ass and pussy, enjoying each of the three cocks.

“I can’t wither,” said Pete, while Dean just moaned as we all got closer and closer. Who would be first to fill me with their load?

It turned out that Dean had the honor, driving deep into my ass, before collapsing as he pumped me full of his cream. I let out a garbled sound against Juan’s cock, then shuddered as my climax swept through me, which made Pete dig his fingers hard into my hips and give two last pumps before he soaked me with his load.

That just left Juan and Bill. Bill moved closer, so I could see his frantic pumping as Juan let out the loudest cry yet and gave me so much cum I wasn’t sure I could swallow it all, but I did my best. I enjoyed the salty rush of liquid filling my mouth, and the way it felt going down my throat. I still wound up with some cum dripping down my chin, but that was okay.

“She’s ready for you, Bill,” said Juan as he stepped aside and let my husband keep pumping his dick. It wasn’t long before he covered my face and neck with his cream, making a noise I’d never quite heard before.

Without asking, Juan stepped forward and started wiping Bill’s cream off of me and feeding it to me. I suckled his thick fingers, feeling that ache built again in my always-horny pussy. I could probably be fast asleep and if I woke up to Bill’s or Juan’s or any man I’d been with’s fingers probing my mouth, I’d open wide for him.

Juan got most of the sticky cum off of my skin and into my mouth, but some of the remnants remained.

Each of the guys went to the bathroom to wash off and gave me a deep hug. “I hope we get to hang out again,” Pete whispered in my ear, while Juan told me I was the best cocksucker he’d ever been with.

“I’m so glad we got an encore,” said Dean. “I could never get my fill of you.”

“We’ll head out, but maybe we’ll see you tomorrow?” Dean asked.

“I have no plans,” I told the guys. “Come find us.”

After they left, Bill gave me a deep soul kiss, the kind I felt from the top of my head to the tips of my toes. “Callie, you are the most beautiful woman in the world. You made that look so easy and natural.”

“It was. I mean, I had to get used to it, but it didn’t feel awkward at all. We were in a rhythm. And I love that you kept walking around to get different angles.”

“I loved watching Dean take your ass, but seeing how you lit up while you swallowed Juan’s cock, knowing how good you are at that, watching his hands grab your hair and tug so hard when he came…that was amazing.”

“No, you’re amazing,” I said, awash in so many feelings. I’m so lucky to have a man who both treasures me and encourages me to share myself. I get the best of both worlds and never have to choose between fulfilling my desires and being a good wife. By saying yes to those men, I was being a good wife—the perfect hotwife.

“I want you to myself the rest of the day, okay? Let’s stay in the room, watch some movies, order room service, and not put on any clothes unless the food arrives. Then tomorrow I can put you in an even tinier bathing suit.”

“You’re on.”

Bill swept me into bed, putting me on my back with my feet up on his shoulders so he could slide into my deep. His cock was hard even though I’d heard him cum earlier. He stared down at me like I was precious. “You’re so wet, and I know some of that is Pete’s load inside this tight pussy,” he said with a grunt as he went even faster.

I played with my nipples, staring up at my husband. My pussy was a little sore from the pounding it had just taken, and so was my ass, but I was always ready for Bill, for the familiar shape of his cock, for the way he drilled into me and knew exactly how to make orgasm. “Yes, there,” I said when he shifted just so, and pinched my nipples even harder.

It didn’t take long for either of us once we found that welcome rhythm, that pattern we shared no matter who else I’ve been with. When Bill reached down and stroked my clit, pressing and pinching my tender nub, I lost it, the spasms taking over as I clamped down on his cock as tightly as I could.

He erupted inside me, his load filling me up as he let out a loud scream of pleasure.

When he eased out, he held me tight, stroking my hair, murmuring about how he was so proud of me.

I couldn’t wait to see what awaited me on the rest of the trip.

Liked this story? Please leave a rating and/or review! As an indie author, I greatly appreciate it!

Get TWO FREE BONUS HOTWIFE EROTICA STORIES when you subscribe to my newsletter to hear about my latest releases, sales and freebies!

Want more hotwife hotness? Read an excerpt from first time hotwife story, Hot Sex in the City, the first in my Hot Sex All Over series starring Ann and Paul:

I walk with my head held high toward the bar, even though inside I’m fluttering with nerves. To combat them, I smile as I check out the bartender, who’s got a little more than a five o’clock shadow going and looks wickedly sexy. I can’t remember the last time I was out on my own, without my group of friends or my husband, Paul—and I’ve never dressed like I am tonight, in a tight, short white body-hugging dress, no bra, no panties, in matching white four-inch stiletto heels.

The outfit is one Paul bought for me and encouraged me to wear tonight, and it’s showing a lot more skin than I ever do in my daily life, where I’m usually wearing a t-shirt or tank top and leggings. I don’t mind showing off my curves, but this takes exhibitionism to a whole new level. People often think because I’m tall, I’m super confident, and that’s not actually true in my case. I have to ease into my confidence, especially when what I’m wearing is so brazenly sexual, practically an invitation to get up close and personal with my most intimate body parts. I hesitated for a moment as I looked around at people playing pool, flirting, laughing. No one was dressed like me. Even getting out of the car and walking across the sidewalk, I could feel men looking at me, their eyes traveling up my long legs and wondering what I looked like between them.

I know my cheeks must be heating up as I think about the look on Paul’s face when he saw me wearing this dress, my hard nipples straining against the fabric, my heels making my ass stick out even more. I’m five nine, so the heels push me over six feet. With my blonde curls and bright red lipstick with shiny gloss on top, I stand out completely in this hipster bar where almost everyone is wearing some shade of black, their lips bare or shades of purple.

Once I get to the bar, I realize that it’s going to be tricky to sit on the barstool. This dress is convenient for certain things, like having Paul get on his knees and go down on me until I came all over his face, which is what I did the day he presented the dress to me and told me when and where he wanted me to wear it. He’d come home from the store and pushed my book aside, pulled down my skirt and panties, and shoved his tongue into my pussy right there in the living room. I’d never seen him so ravenous to eat me out—not that I was complaining. I went with it, smiling at the sight of him lost in the bliss of devouring me. After he’d made me cum right onto his tongue, he confessed his fantasy. 

“I saw it in a shop window and had this vision of you wearing this dress…while another man fucks you so hard you scream,” he’d said nervously, only looking at me after the last word was out. My eyes widened as he said it, and while I was shocked that my normally mild-mannered husband was asking me something so outrageous, I couldn’t help the shiver that swept through my body at his words. My pussy clenched as I pictured exactly what he was telling me, and when he looked at me, his eyes blazed with passion.

We were sitting on the couch, and I reached over and put my hand where I knew I’d feel him hard as a rock beneath his jeans. “Tell me more,” I said, intrigued, as I lightly stroked him, enjoying the feel of his cock twitching beneath my fingers.

“I’ve thought about it a few times before, when I noticed guys checking you out, but I had never really considered it until I noticed this dress. It felt like it was speaking to me, telling me what it was really made for. It looks like it was made for you. And yes, I know it’s not your usual style, but that’s what’s so hot about it. I don’t want you to bone some guy who lives in our neighborhood who we’ll see at barbecues. I want it to be a stranger, someone you think is sexy, someone who finds you as amazingly fuckable as I do.”

“So you’d want to watch?” I asked as I slid down his zipper.

“Not the first time.” Another shiver swept through me at that—clearly he wanted this to be a regular part of our sex life. “I want you to wear this dress and go into the city, to the kind of bar we used to go to before we moved to the suburbs, one where people are there to hang out and hook up and where they’ll all be drooling over themselves with every step you take. I love the idea of you walking in there and being the woman everyone—men and women—are checking out. You’re my wife. My blazing hot wife, and you’ll be the only one who knows that you’re coming home to me.”

He continued to tell me about what he wanted me to do while I got on my knees and took him into my mouth. I didn’t bother with a bra or panties because I was too eager to get every inch of his hard cock between my lips. I reached a hand between my legs and slid my fingers along my wetness, then pressed against my clit as I circled my tongue around the head of his cock. He was telling me about how he pictured me pressed against a closet wall while a man fucked me from behind. Paul wanted the man to shove his fingers into my mouth for me to suck on just like I was sucking his dick.

Want to know what happens next? Buy or download Hot Sex in the City, the first in a series of books all about hotwife Ann’s lusty adventures.
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