

HOTWIFE HOLLY

A Hotwife Learns to Love Her Growing Libido

Bill and Holly care for each other. They get along together., but the thrill is gone. Sex has become infrequent and humdrum. They’re in a rut. Bill proposes that Holly hook up with other guys as a way of reigniting their marriage. Holly is adamantly opposed. Gradually she accepts that something needs to change, or they will turn into their parents. She will consider being with another man, but who. She doesn’t want a stranger, but neither she nor Bill knows a possible candidate. Out of the blue, Bill’s best friend who is stationed abroad with the state department, would like to pay them a visit. They trust Rick, and Holly has always found him attractive and fun. Could he be the one? Happily, it turns out that he is. He has been a bull to several hotwives and agrees to guide them in exploring the hotwife lifestyle. In four days of torrid sex and developing romance, Holly becomes a confirmed hotwife. She and Bill have added major spice to their marriage and have grown closer than ever. This 14,000-word novella is full of hot sex and tender romance.

Bill Watchman


CHAPTER ONE

Guys! They always want more. A cleaner house. Better home cooked meals. Watch another ballgame. More Sex. Hotter sex. I shouldn’t really complain. Bill helps around the house more than most guys. He does a fair amount of the cooking. Actually, I’ve come to half-way enjoy watching sports with him. And I definitely enjoy sex with him. He’s good looking and stays in shape. I try to do the same. He’s considerate and makes sure I cum too.

Like a lot of couples, from what I’ve read, the frequency and enthusiasm of our couplings have certainly waned. They say if a couple puts a pea in a bowl every time they do it the first year of their marriage, they accumulate a bowl full of peas. Thereafter, if they take one pea out each time they do it, they’ll never empty the bowl. After three years together, I was starting to believe in this bit of folk wisdom. We did screw like rabbits the first year. I came so many times during our honeymoon, I lost count. Even though we were both busy and stressed with our jobs, we fucked almost every day, often twice on weekends.

The second year, we were even busier and more stressed, but we still managed to get it on a couple of times a week. We were now in our third year, and making woopie was down to once a week. And sometimes we missed a week. Bill didn’t come on to me very often anymore, and sometimes I rejected his advances when he did. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised when he initiated the talk. He sat me down on the living room sofa and put his arm around me.

“Honey, I love you, and I believe you love me, but we’ve become our parents. We have sex no more than several times a month. At the rate we’re going, we’ll soon be down to a half a dozen times a year. When we do fuck, it’s enjoyable. We both cum, but the thrill is gone. Sex has become infrequent and routine. We’re in a rut, and I want us to get out of it before we drift apart.”

“Oh, my. I guess you’re right. I miss our early days together when sex was wild and frequent. Maybe we should have a date night every week.”

“That’s a start, but I think we need more than that. I’ve been doing a lot of on-line reading about couples getting into the same rut we’re in. I’m going to go out on a limb here. I think we should open up our marriage. It really spices up a lot of relationships for the better.”

“Christ, Bill, I do not want us to be swingers. Gals are just wired differently than guys. It would bother the shit out of me if you hooked up with some other hottie.”

“I thought you might say that, but I’m proposing something different. Do you know what a hotwife is?”

“I thought I was one. Are you saying you don’t find me desirable anymore?”

I immediately questioned my sex appeal. I didn’t think I looked that bad, but I had put on a few extra pounds and had stopped wearing my chestnut hair long.

“Not at all. You’re still a hottie as far as I’m concerned, but a hotwife is something different. It’s one word, not two. It refers to a woman who hooks up with other guys but not behind her husband’s back. It’s all out in the open. She fucks other guys with her husband’s permission, even his encouragement.”

“Which, of course, would entitle you to fuck other women. No way, Jose’.”

“No, honey, I’m not asking to fuck other women. I’m asking you to fuck other men.”

“And how in the hell is that going to bring excitement back into our marriage. Or do you even want to stay married to me?”

“I absolutely want us to stay married. I love you. It’s kind of hard to explain, but this is a very common kink among men. Probably close to half of all men find the idea of their wives or girlfriends fucking other guys to be a huge turn on. I know I sure do.”

“Well, you’ve certainly never told me.”

“You’re right. I was afraid it would upset you or that you’d think I was weird.”

“Gee, I married a mind reader. You’re right on both counts.”

“Dammit, honey, I’m serious. We need to do something to bring the spark back. I know this is new to you, but lots of couples have hotwife marriages, and it brings them closer together. It spices up their sex life. They have more sex and more exciting sex. I want that for us.”

“Jesus, honey, I don’t know. This is a lot for me to digest.”

“Of course, it is, but I think it could be a very positive step for us. All I ask is that you at least consider it.”

“OK, I won’t say never, but don’t hold your breath.”

“I understand. I do have one request though. I have some websites that I’d like you to check out. You also can just google “hotwife.” At least you’ll have a better idea of where I’m coming from.”

“Fair enough. I’ll read some of your damn porn if that will make you happy. I still don’t see how me fucking somebody else is going to do anything for you.”

“If you read some of the hotwife blogs, maybe it will make more sense. I know it’s counterintuitive, I definitely find the idea a big turn on. I’ve wondered myself why? I’ve thought about it a lot before I brought it up. I think that if you fuck other guys, you become more desirable. You will seem so much sexier to me. I’ll be so turned on I’ll want to fuck your brains out.”

“Well, that would be an improvement. Just don’t get your hopes up.”

Bill’s proposal didn’t sit well with me, but I did believe he loved me. We had gotten into a rut, and we needed to do something, or we would become our parents. It wouldn’t kill me to read about hotwife marriages. So, that’s what I did, and, wow, there was a whole world out there that I knew nothing about. Sure, I knew some couples swapped partners, but being a hotwife was really entering into a new lifestyle. Most of the blogs I read made it sound like the key to marital bliss. I also googled the pros and cons, and it didn’t sound as crazy as I had originally thought.

For a hotwife relationship to work, there had to be a solid marriage as a foundation. I felt we had that, although we’d been taking each other for granted. Communication was crucial, and we needed to improve there. There were weird permutations some couples got into that had zero appeal to me. I was not into S and M. I didn’t want to be dominated, nor did I want to dominate Bill. I definitely didn’t want to humiliate or be humiliated. I wanted Bill to remain the strong, capable man I married, not descend into weakness. I wanted a partner not a cuckold. The more I learned, becoming a hotwife began to have some appeal.

It helped that Bill had become more attentive to me, listening to my travails at work, reminding me that he loved me, giving me caresses and kisses. He also did not pressure me in the least, which I really appreciated. The idea of screwing some hot stud with Bill’s permission was kind of titillating. What was I afraid of? Fucking up my marriage was what I was afraid of. Yet many couples seemed to thrive under precisely those conditions. Bill and I started having sex more often. We certainly weren’t newlyweds anymore, but what’s not to like about sex? Finally, it was time to have another talk. This time, I sat Bill down on the sofa and started the conversation.”

“OK, Mr. sex maniac, I’ve read a ton of stuff about being a hotwife. It doesn’t seem as off the wall as when you first broached the subject. If we explored my being with other guys, how would it work? And that’s if we moved in that direction. I’m not making any promises.”

“Hmmm, I do have my fantasies, but you’d be the hotwife. I’d like you to be free to follow your desires.”

“Fair enough. I’d do only what I wanted and nothing that I didn’t. But this was your idea. If hotwifing is going to work for us, it should meet both our needs. Tell me what you want. I’ll tell you what I want. We’ll see where our wants overlap. If we really do this, we should be on the same page.”

And so, we had the talk. After some hesitation, we both opened up and shared our fantasies. Happily, there was lots of overlap. We both wanted pretty much the same thing. No cuckolding, no cages, no significant denial. Bill wanted to be with me so I could feel safe. What a good hubby! Of course, he also wanted the excitement of watching. Men are very visual. He wanted to participate as well, have a real threesome with some mutually acceptable bull. I wanted to fuck another person, not just another cock. Bill understood that, as a woman, I needed some interpersonal chemistry. As far as the sex went, I could do pretty much what turned me on -- sucking, fucking in different positions, cum eating, anal if I felt like it (I probably wouldn’t.). What was crucial was communication. No secrets. And our marriage had to remain our top priority. Holy shit, it looked like we were going to do this.

“Baby, I so very much appreciate your willingness to give hotwifing a shot. It means a lot to me. Thank you. If it starts having a negative effect on our marriage, we take a time out and make changes. We stop all together if we need to. But I honestly think this can add some heat to our marriage and make us stronger as a couple.”

“I’m willing to try, but I’m still apprehensive.”

“Of course, you are. This is new for both of us. But I have some ideas about how we could start exploring with just the two of us. We can watch some amateur hotwife porn. I have indulged occasionally, and some of it is very hot. No fake boobs, no fake orgasms, just real people getting it on. And we could do some role playing. You close your eyes, and some hot bull will ravish you while I watch.”

“Those seem like safe first steps to me. I appreciate your patience, honey. It’s still going to take some time for me to get my head around this. If I ever do.”

“Understood. So, how about doing a roleplay right now?”

“Wow! OK, Mr. bull. Let’s do it.”

“Close your eyes… Hey, baby, Fred is here. I know you were really taken with him when we met at the bar earlier this week.”

“Not as much as I was taken with you, Holly. I’ve really looked forward to our first date.”

Bill changed his voice, but it was obviously none other than him. I figured this might be fun, so I played along. “Fred” pulled me closer and turned my head so he could kiss me. He was very gentle. I sighed, enjoying the kiss. Very tentatively, he gave me a little tongue. It felt good, so I gave him a little tongue back. It wasn’t long before we were taking turns tongue fucking each other’s mouth. His hand moved up my body and caressed my breast. I reached down and felt up his cock through his jeans. He slipped his hand under my T-shirt and then slid it down inside my bra. I reached around and unclasped my bra. “Fred” pulled my shirt over my head and removed my bra. He began kissing my breasts. He licked them all over. He sucked on one nipple and then on the other. Gently, very gently. “Fred was turning out to be a good lover.

He helped me lose my sweatpants, then kissed my tummy. I found myself raising my butt off the couch so he could remove my panties. I unbuttoned his shirt, and he shrugged it off. With my eyes still shut tight, I helped him out of his jeans and briefs. He was already getting hard, not like my old hubby. I felt around for a throw pillow and placed it on the floor between “Fred’s” legs. I knelt and began kissing his cock, worshipping it really. I licked it up and down. I sucked on his balls. I took him into my mouth and began tenderly sucking.

“God, baby. You look so fucking hot sucking Fred’s cock. It’s turning me on even more than I imagined. Now, why don’t you let him fuck you?”

“Mmmm, I like that idea. I like it a lot. Fuck me, Fred. Give it to me.”

He laid me down on my back on the sofa and settled between my legs which I gladly opened for him. I felt him slot his dick against my folds and slowly push inside me. I was surprised how wet I already was. It didn’t take long before he was in balls deep. He began slowly thrusting in and out. It felt good. Really good. I moaned in my arousal. Bill urged “Fred” on, telling him I needed a good fucking. I felt that’s exactly what I needed. I pulled “Fred” down for a very wet, tongue wrestling kiss. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and began meeting his thrusts with my own. Soon I was begging for him to fuck me harder. He was more than happy to comply. I pulled him tighter against me. I wanted him as deep inside as I could get him. All of a sudden, I was screaming out my orgasm. “Fred” was not far behind. Breathing heavily, I opened my eyes to see my smiling husband inches from my face.”

“I love you, baby. I’m so glad you’re my hotwife.”

“And I love being your hotwife.”

Of course, I was not a bon fide hotwife as yet, but I was determined that I would be before long. Our sex life increased in both frequency and enthusiasm. We watched hotwife porn. We engaged in other role plays. Now we faced the big challenge every aspiring hotwife couple must deal with. How to find a suitable bull. We perused various dating sites, but I was reluctant to post an ad. And then the stars aligned. Bill got an e-mail from Rick.

Rick and Bill had been great buds back in graduate school. He was best man at our wedding. He was good looking and a great guy. He worked at the US embassy in Madrid but was back in the states for a while to see family and friends. Would we be up for a visit? Yes, we would. We would have been happy to hang out with Rick as we had in the past, but this wasn’t the past. Bill liked the idea of him being my first bull. He trusted him and knew he would respect our marriage. I was definitely attracted to him and not just because he was physically appealing, but would he be attracted to me? Bill assured me that would not be a problem, but I had put on a few pounds and was less confident. Rick wouldn’t be here for another six weeks, so I decided I would get myself in better shape. Bill thought that was a good idea for our health and well-being independently of any hotwife considerations. We joined a gym and both embarked on rigorous workout regimens. Pounds fell off, and muscles firmed up. We felt more energy and a better sense of well-being.

We weren’t sure how to broach the subject with Rick, but we decided to see how we got along. We’d play it by ear. He arrived on a Thursday afternoon. Bill and I both took Friday off, so we’d have plenty of time to enjoy Rick’s company, however things developed. When Bill brought his friend home from the airport, Rick seemed quite delighted to see me. I gave him a longer hug than I would have in the past which I sensed pleased him greatly. Bill prepared a great meal for us while Rick and I sat at the kitchen island.

It was great catching up. Rick’s job with the state department was demanding but very interesting. He was in charge of cultural exchanges and arranged for top American talent to perform in various cities around Spain. He was completely bilingual, formed friendships with the locals, and thoroughly enjoyed Spanish life. Conversation flowed uninterrupted over dinner. After fruit and cheese for dessert, we settled down with some more wine in the living room. I asked Rick if he was seeing anybody. He said he sort of was, but he was reluctant to elaborate.

“C’mon, dude,” Bill chimed in. “You never had any trouble getting laid back in the day. Are you going through a dry spell?”

“Not exactly. It’s just that I’ve gotten into something different. I hope you don’t think less of me, but I’ve been dating married women.”

“Wow,” Bill said. “Any trouble with the husbands finding out?”

“That’s what’s different. The husbands all know and approve. I’m good friends with one. I would never cheat or want to disrupt a marriage. Basically, I’m getting lots of very good sex. The wives like the variety I provide, and it’s a turn on for the husbands. I only see married women who are in a non-monogamous marriage.”

“So, you’re a bull to some hotwives, then,” I asked.”

“Ah, so you’re familiar with the hotwife lifestyle.”

“We are,” I replied. “In fact, we’ve considered exploring hotwifery ourselves.”

“Wow, I wouldn’t have suspected. I think the world of both of you, but you always seemed pretty vanilla. No offence, I hope.”

“None taken,” Bill said. “We have had a pretty vanilla marriage. It’s a good marriage. We love each other, but we were in a rut. I suggested we open things up for Holly to add some spice to our marriage, but we haven’t really done anything yet.”

“I’m surprised, but I obviously think these arrangements can work or I wouldn’t be screwing other guys’ wives.

“Well then, How’d you like to fuck my wife?”

“Holy shit! I’d love to. Honestly, I’ve always had the hots for you, Holly, but I didn’t want to betray Bill.”

“Well, as I’m sure you know, when hubby’s on board it ain’t cheating.” I gave Rick my most seductive smile.

“Well, thank you, Jesus,” Rick smiled back at me. “We’re going to have a lot of fun. Since I’ve done this before, may I make some suggestions?” Bill and I gave our enthusiastic assent. “All of us need to be on the same page. “First, your friendship is very important to me. If you think this will screw up our friendship, I don’t want to go any farther.”

“We feel the same,” Bill said. “We wouldn’t consider doing this if we thought it would make things awkward. We’ve talked it over for days and think our first time should be with somebody we trust, somebody who respects us and our relationship.”

“Sounds good. Bill, do you want to watch, participate, or hear about it later?”

“I want to watch and participate some too.”

“Good, I think that works best, especially the first time. You may eventually want some private hook-ups, Holly, but I don’t recommend that until you’re both completely comfortable with the hotwife lifestyle. Are there any limitations or boundaries I shouldn’t cross?”

“Pretty much anything goes, as far as I’m concerned. I don’t think I’m ready for anal and may never be. I’ve only taken it up the butt from Bill a few times. It’s not my fave.”

“No problem from me. But you may change your mind in the future. I’ve seen it happen with other wives I’ve been with. The main thing for now is you can say no to anything, you can ask for anything, you can holler stop anytime. We’re consenting adults. We all care about each other. We’re here to have fun, and I guarantee you both we will. So, let’s begin.

“Pleases stand up and face each other. Bill, I want you to undress your gorgeous wife for me.”

While locking eyes with me, he began unbuttoning my shirt. Fuck, it was happening. I was going to be a hotwife. Yes, I was still a little nervous, but I was also getting turned on. My bra went next, and my C-cup tits were out in the open for Rick to behold. Hubby pulled my wide-leg jeans down. I kicked them aside. My panties went next, and I was butt naked for the first time in a long time in front of somebody that I wasn’t married to. It was a little unnerving but also arousing. I could feel I was already getting wet.

“Tell each other you love each other. Good, now kiss each other. A real kiss, with tongue. Bill, take your sexy wife by the hand and give her over to me. Ask her to please fuck me. Fuck me for her own pleasure and for your viewing pleasure.”

Bill’s voice caught in his throat for a moment but then he spoke clearly. Holly, I want you to fuck Rick. Cut loose. Have fun. Cum with him. Let him cum inside of you. Do whatever you want. Have an exciting fuck. For both of us.”

Rick held out his hand and instructed Holly to lead him into the bedroom. When we got there, he asked Holly to undress him. She did. With his prompting, Bill began taking off his own clothes. While he did, Rick took me into his arms and gave me a long, slow kiss which gradually grew quite passionate. He pushed me down on my knees. I didn’t hesitate to take his cock in hand. I planted a few tender kisses on his crown and then slowly sank down, enveloping his cock. I had never mastered the art of deep throating, but I took him as deep as I could. I bobbed up and down and soon had a very hard cock in my mouth.

“Do you want me to fuck you, Holly?”

“God, yes. Please fuck me right now.”

I lay down on the bed and spread my legs for my new lover. He called Bill over to help with my first hotwife penetration. He instructed Bill to take hold of his dick and slot it into my folds. Hubby swished it back and forth a few times and commented on how wet I was. He pushed Rick’s cock slowly inside me. What had I been so afraid of? This was fucking awesome. He had Bill grab hold of each of my ankles and spread me wider for him. He began slowly thrusting into me, and I liked it. A lot.

“Do you like my cock in your pussy, Holly?” God, yes. “Then tell Bill how hot this is making you feel. Thank him for letting me fuck you.”

I did. Repeatedly. This was so fucking exciting. Rick had Bill sit down on the chair and watch for a while. With Hubby no longer holding my ankles, I could now wrap my arms and legs around Rick. I pulled him closer. I met his thrusts with my own. We established a solid rhythm. I kissed him. I looked into his eyes and begged him to keep fucking me. He did. For a long while. And then I came. He kept fucking me for a good while longer, and then he came. I hung on for dear life and, holy Jesus, I came again. He rolled off me, and I looked over at my sweet hubby. Was he still OK? I’d really gotten into it, forgetting about him while I was getting my brains fucked out. He was hard as a rock and wasn’t even touching himself.”

“You OK, baby?”

“Better than OK. I loved it. I could hardly keep from cumming, just from watching.”

Rick called Bill over, emphasizing how important reclaiming was. He excused himself to the bathroom while we reconnected. My sweet hubby entered me all the way with one firm thrust. We expressed our love for each other. He apologized when he came very quickly, but I assured him I was happy to have both my lovers’ cum inside of me, fighting to see who could get to my egg first. Of course, I was on the pill and had no intention of getting pregnant from anybody for another few years. Rick returned and joined us in bed. I gave him a kiss and thanked him for the great fuck.

“I’ve been thinking guys. We could make this a lot more intense if you’re interested.” We were. “This is strictly up to you guys, but I’d like to suggest the following.” We were all ears. “I’d like to be your primary sex partner during the rest of my stay, Holly. You and Bill will remain husband and wife. You should be super affectionate with each other. There should be no doubt about your love for each other, but Bill will be allowed just one reclaiming fuck a day. It is important that you have that reconnection. Bill, you will see your beautiful bride have sex with me multiple times every day. That will keep you constantly turned on. You will desperately want to fuck Holly all day long, but you’ll get only one fuck a day.

“You may not cum except for the one time you reclaim her. You’ll be so horny, you’ll be doing good to last longer than a minute. Because we’re keeping your libido on fire, you will recover after cumming in just a few minutes. You’ll want to reclaim her again, but you can’t. You will become obsessed with Holly. You will want her more than you thought possible. You will fall ever more deeply in love. Next day it starts all over.

“I will sleep with Holly in your marital bed. You can stay with us or sleep in another bedroom. One advantage of sleeping with us is you’ll get to feel us fucking next to you on and off all night long. You’ll be able to talk with Holly while I’m fucking her. You’ll be able to kiss her and cuddle with her but no real sex for you until your one time tomorrow. I realize what I’m suggesting might sound nuts, but I’ve done it with other couples before, and they loved it. By the time I leave Monday morning, you will be a hotwife couple hitting on all cylinders. Youll be ready for anything and everything. I’m going to take a shower now and give you guys a chance to talk it over. You will not hurt my feelings if you decide you’re not ready for that level of hotwifery, but if you do, you will have an incredible three more days.”

Bill and I stared at each other dumbfounded. We’d be diving into the deep end of the pool. It was a little scary, but I found the idea incredibly exciting. I asked Bill what he wanted to do. He didn’t hesitate at all. He very much wanted to do it. I told him I did too. We agreed to call a halt to the arrangement if it became too much for either of us. I told Bill I loved him more than I ever thought possible. He felt the same towards me. He started kissing me. His hand slid down my body until he cupped my mons. I firmly grabbed onto his wrist and pulled his hand away.

“You’ve had your nookie for the day, mister. I’m going to join my lover in the shower. Oh, and I hope you’ll sleep with me and my new bull. I want you next to us when we fuck. Remember, I love you. I will always love you, but now I’m going to get some more dick.”

In the few moments it took to get to the bathroom, I reflected on what I was doing, what I had become. I was a hotwife now. My sweet hubby and I had just agreed to three days of total debauchery, and I was thrilled with the arrangement. I was not feeling guilt or shame. Bill seemed equally pleased with what lay in store for us. Maybe now was the time to stop psychoanalyzing myself and let go. So, that’s what I did.

I slid back the shower door and stepped inside with Rick. I pulled him against me and gave him a very wet kiss while writhing against his naked body with my own. Hot water cascaded down upon us. My pussy was heating up again. Being a hotwife was turning out to be way more fun than I had imagined.

“May I interpret your joining me in the shower as an expression of your agreement to my proposal?”

“Yes, you may. Bill seems as enthusiastic about everything as I am. We have agreed that either of us can call a stop if it gets to be too much.”

“Of course. I will lead, but you guys are the ones in charge. You each have veto power at any time.”

“We figured as much. We both trust you to take good care of us. And I have no intention of exercising my veto power.”

“That is excellent. The three of us are going to have so much fun. I will push your boundaries some, but I’ll do my best to deserve your trust.”

We shampooed each other’s hair. We soaped each other up, giving special attention to our private parts. Bill and I had often showered together when we first were courting, and I had loved it. So sensual and so romantic. I was going to insist on resuming this practice as another feature of our rekindled sexual relationship. Rick quickly got hard but declined my offer of a shower fuck. We were going to fuck a lot, but Bill should always be present to enjoy the ride. I thanked him for keeping Bill’s feelings in mind. We had been oh so lucky in our choice for my first bull. We dried each other off, copping plenty of feels while we did. I crawled back in bed and gave my hubby a sweet, romantic kiss.

“I wanted Rick to fuck me in the shower, but he insisted we wait so you could watch.”

“Thanks, man. Watching is my lifeline in this hotwife adventure.”

“Don’t worry, buddy, I want this to be good for you too. And now, if you don’t mind, I’m going to fuck your wife.”

“Yes, please. I’m so turned on by the arrangement we’ve agreed to. I really want you guys to fuck as often as possible.”

“Which is going to be pretty fucking often. I brought some ED pills so I’ll be able to last. I figure I can cum three times a day, but I’ll be able to fuck hours on end. First, I’m going to prep your wife by eating her yummy pussy.”

Rick kissed his way down my body, paying special attention to my nipples. When he got down to my happy parts, he spent some time licking my inner thighs. It was a strange sensation, a little ticklish but very erotic. I begged him to stop teasing and start eating. He was more than happy to chow down, but he first reminded me to keep my sweet husband in the loop.

While Rick sucked and licked in all the right places, I turned to Bill and pulled him into a very passionate kiss. Looking into his eyes, in between moans I told him how good Rick was eating me and how much I appreciated his ceding his spot as my primary lover to his best friend for the next three days. We continued to make out as Rick brought me closer to a climax. When I came I was staring into hubby’s eyes and telling him how much I loved him. 

Once I had cum, Rick quickly mounted me in missionary and commenced to fuck me slowly but forcefully. I was beginning to see the advantages of being a hotwife. Rick fucked me differently than Bill. Not better, just different. Variety was exciting. My new lover gradually picked up his speed, and I began meeting his thrusts with my own. I urged him to fuck me harder. I had Bill squeeze in under Rick’s arm and kiss me. In between moans and sighs, I gave my sweet hubby a running commentary on how much I was enjoying Rick’s cock. I absolutely loved making out with him while his friend was fucking me senseless. We were doing this as a team. Rick, ever the considerate lover, held back his own orgasm until I came. I kissed him and thanked him for a wonderful fuck, then kissed Bill again and thanked him for letting me fuck his best friend.

We all lay on our backs with me in the middle and chatted amiably. Rick asked after our careers and whatever else was going on in our lives. He encouraged us to pay him a visit sometime in Spain. There was so much to do and see. He promised us we’d love it. I asked if he’d have time for me given his duties for his other hotwives. He assured me I was special, and I’d have his undivided attention. We were all in fine spirits, and I would have been happy to fuck Rick again, but he suggested we get some rest. We had a busy three days ahead of us. Bill turned off the bedside lamp, and I was ready for dreamland when Rick announced a final trick for the night. He had us snuggle up spooning each other. My tits were pressed around Bill’s back, my right arm pulling tight against me. Rick pressed up against my back. I was in a perfect cocoon. Ah, but there was still more. My bull was hard again. He slotted his prick in my sloppy pussy and slid right in.

“Hey, buddy,” Rick whispered loud enough for my sweet husband to hear. “Your wife is going to fall asleep with my cock in her pussy. I reserve this practice only for special ladies.”

“Jesus, baby. Your friend sure knows how to make a girl feel special. This is so romantic. I’m snuggling up to you while his cock is buried in my cunt. Thank you so much for encouraging me to be your hotwife. I love you so much.”

And that’s how I drifted off to sleep. I slept surprisingly soundly, given our crowded bed. I awakened to my bull’s slowly fucking me from behind. I shook Bill awake and told him what his friend was doing to me. This made him very happy, and he thanked Rick for taking such good care of me. I came. Rick didn’t, I guess saving himself for the rest of the day. He did give us marching orders. Complete nudity so long as we were inside our home. We each were to keep a towel at hand at all times and use it to sit on to avoid sullying any furniture. If we were out and about, Rick and I would be the couple, holding hands, sharing affectionate caresses. Bill would be the third wheel. And one more thing – I would have to lose all my pubic hair after breakfast. 

Rick encouraged me to eat a substantial breakfast. I was going to need plenty of energy to cope with the day’s activities. Soon I was wolfing down bacon and eggs instead of my usual girly yoghurt and coffee. Rick cleaned up, and then it was time for my ”haircut.” I had never gone bare but had kept myself trimmed for bikini bottoms when Bill and I started getting serious. I had let myself go wild down there over the last year, another sign of neglecting my hubby. Rick had me lay down on our bed and spread my legs. Bill used a warm damp washcloth and lather to make things go smoothly. Rick explained that keeping me pristine down there was an important job for a hotwife husband. Whenever I planned to fuck someone else, Bill’s shaving me was to become a ritual. It was just another way for hubby to support my hotwife lifestyle.

Bill fetched my hand mirror so I could see his handiwork. I was indeed bare as a baby’s bottom, and I liked it. It made me feel sexy. Although Bill was allowed just one fuck a day, Rick encouraged him to go down on me and sample my wares. He seemed to really get into it which made me happy for him. Plus, I got an orgasm out of the deal!

My next task was to suck Rick off which I was looking forward to. I had always found the idea of a guy’s cum in my cunt or tummy to be an erotic reminder of the fun I’d had. Rick encouraged Bill to watch from up close. He was more than glad to do just that. I made it a point to give my bull a really nasty blowjob while hubby was just inches away watching every lick and suck. It was such a turn on seeing Bill’s excitement while I was gobbling cock. When Rick came, he instructed me not to swallow yet. First, I needed to show hubby my mouthful of cum. OK, my mouth wasn’t completely full, but it was still super erotic playing with the cum while Bill watched. I gargled. I blew cum bubbles. I swallowed it all and showed Bill my empty mouth. I gave him a kiss. I was sure he could taste the residue of cum still in my mouth, but he didn’t pull away. Jesus, being a hotwife was too much fun.

Rick decided I needed some more equipment to be a proper hotwife, so we headed out to a sex shop discount store. I got in the back seat with him while hubby drove. We fondled and canoodled all the way to our destination. Rick told us that he and I being the couple while hubby tagged along was a bit on the cuck side. He encouraged us to go with the flow. We could process it later and decide if it was fun for both of us.

Once inside, Rick held my hand and kept me close. When the opportunity arose, I blew kisses to hubby to keep him involved. Rick picked out a set of butt plugs, a couple of dildoes, some lube, and a remote controlled vibrator. He also selected a couple of how-to dvd’s, one for anal sex, the other for deep throat. He handed over the basket of goodies to me and had me pay up. I was pretty sure the idea wasn’t to deplete my wallet but rather to force me to own what I was getting for the skinny dude managing the register. OK, I was embarrassed, but I was damn sure not going to flunk any hotwife tests Rick threw my way.

We stopped at a Chinese restaurant on the way home for a quick bite. Rick instructed me to use the restroom so I could insert the small vibrator. Another test that I was determined not to fail. When I returned to our booth and sat next to him, he handed the remote to Bill. Hubby smirked as he turned on the gadget and fiddled with the controls. If you’ve never ordered food in a restaurant while your pussy was getting zapped, it’s quite an experience. It was embarrassing and titillating at the same time. When the waiter brought our dishes, Rick took over the controls and cranked up the power. I sat as rigid as a steel door and pretended nothing unusual was going on. I must have looked a little strange because the waiter asked if I was OK. I assured him I was fine. As soon as he left, I grabbed the remote from Rick, turned it off, and jammed it into my purse. We all laughed and enjoyed our meal. Once back home, we all undressed to ready ourselves for the debauchery to come.

“Holly, I know you’re not keen on anal but, when it’s done right, it can be very enjoyable. If you’re willing, I’d like you to try the small plug on for size. Bill, lube up Holly’s asshole and the plug… Good, now work it in slowly. That’s right. You doing OK, Holly?”

“It doesn’t actually hurt that much, but it feels like I have to take a shit.”

“Patience, Holly. The sensation will pass. I want you to keep the plug inside you unless you really do have to use the bathroom. After you do your business, you can try the next size up.”

This was my first hotwife trial that I wasn’t sure about, but, what the hell, I could give it a try. Rick reassured me I could quit at any time. We’d had plenty to eat for lunch, so I thought a light supper would be in order. I went into the kitchen to prepare a chef’s salad. While I was tearing up romaine, Rick came up behind me and began kissing my neck and whispering in my ear how hot I was, how he was going to fuck me senseless during the rest of his stay. He reached around and began gently tweaking my nipples. I could feel his erection brushing up against my backside, and I was starting to tingle all over but especially between my legs. With his knees, he pushed my legs apart and began rubbing his cock up and down my folds. I pushed back, wanting him inside of me. He slowly slid in. Mmmm, it felt really good. I heard hubby enter the kitchen. I wanted to make him feel a part of the fuck I was receiving.

“Baby, your best friend is fucking me, and I’m really enjoying it. This is such a great way to make supper. I want Rick to fuck me as much as possible while he’s with us. Is that OK?”

“One hundred percent OK, honey. It turns me on like crazy to see you being so sexy. I hope you’ll fuck other guys after Rick is gone.”

“Oh, my, baby. You want other guys to fuck your hotwife?”

“Very much. I think I’m enjoying this as much as you are.”

“Then you must be a very happy man because I’m loving it.”
“I really want us to find you another bull as soon as possible.”

“Only one bull, baby. I’m not sure that will be enough.”

“As many bulls as you want, baby, and I hope you want a lot.”

“Oooh, I like that idea. A horny hotwife can never have too many bulls. Mmmm, keep fucking me, Rick. I’d really like it if you’d cum inside my married pussy.”

“All in due time, my dear. Let’s finish with the salad and then adjourn to the living room for a proper fuck. And, by the way, guys, your communication is excellent. I’m a firm believer in teamwork for a hotwife couple. I do have a question for you both. What was it like being out and about with Holly and me being the couple. Was it too much for you, Bill? It really enhances the hotwife experience for some couples, but it’s not for everyone.”

“I wasn’t sure about it when you originally proposed it, but I figured this was a good time to experiment. I actually liked it. It was probably easier because you’re my best friend. I trust you not to try to steal Holly away. Watching you two hold hands, be affectionate – I thought it was pretty hot.”

This scene was surreal. I was putting together a salad while my bull was fucking me, and my sweet hubby was watching. We were analyzing our activities in an almost clinical fashion, and I was loving every minute of it. Rick was steadily thrusting into me. I was not about to cum, but I was one happy camper. I could see Bill was getting hard too. Somehow, I finished the salad, and we headed into the living room for my proper fucking. The guys’ hard cocks were bouncing in front of them. I awaited my bull’s next command.

“Bill, you can sit in the easy chair. Move it closer to the couch. I want you to have a great view. I’m going to sit on the couch. Holly, I want you to sit on my cock in reverse cowgirl. This may not be the best position for you, but it’s perfect for your husband’s viewing pleasure. Yes, honey, take hold of my cock and stick it in your married cunt. You’re a hotwife. Act like one. Now fuck me and keep your eyes on Bill while you do. Very good. Bill, watch your wife take my cock into her married pussy. See it slide all the way in, then come almost all the way out. Pretty hot, no?”

“God, yes. I haven’t touched myself, and I’m hard as a rock.”

“Good, now show your support for her. Encourage her to fuck me. Let her know how much you want her to fuck me.”

“God, baby, I love watching you fuck. Please keep fucking my best friend. I hope you fuck him constantly until Monday.”

“That might be a bit much, baby, but I’m sure going to try my best. Rick, honey, I’d really like you to cum inside me. My married pussy needs some of my bull’s cum.”

Rick reached around and began kneading my breasts. He brough my hand down to my pussy so I could rub myself while fucking him. I kept telling Bill how much I loved him and how much I loved fucking his friend. He held onto the arms of his chair like he was hanging on for dear life. I urged Rick to give me his cum, begged him to give me his cum. And then he did, and I came with him, all the while staring into my sweet hubby’s eyes. My orgasm was big. It was intense. While it lasted, I kept my eyes locked on Bill’s.

“Wow, baby,” I sighed. “Just fucking WOW! Thank you for giving me this. I love you.”

“I love you too. And I’m giving this to both of us, baby. I wanted to spice up our marriage, bring back the thrill, but this is so much better than I thought possible. You’re the best.”

“No, you’re the best.”

“Enough lovey dovey, guys,” Rick threw in. “We’re all the best.”

We all laughed while I climbed off my bull. I pressed my towel against my pussy to sop up the copious amounts of cum dribbling out of me. Why in the fuck had I ever resisted becoming a hotwife, a thought that occurred to me periodically since Rick had entered my sexual life.

Rick commented on our mention of other bulls in our future. He assured us we could find some suitable playmates, but it would take some doing. There would be flakes and assholes, but persistence would be rewarded. Different couples pursued different paths. Some preferred one and done. Some liked a regular bull but called it off if feelings developed. Some hotwives liked having boyfriends, enjoying the intensity that came with romantic feelings. Some husbands got off on that. It made others too jealous and threatened to enjoy it. Rick admitted he enjoyed a full-on romantic relationship with some of his hotwives, though not all. He had freely confided his love to a couple of them in their husband’s presence. The wives had responded in kind. He always made it clear that husbands and marriages came first, but he believed it was possible to love more than one person. People loved both their parents and all their kids. Love could include more than one, many even.

“Let me be honest with you guys. I love Bill like a brother. I haven’t known you as long, Holly, but I consider you a very important friend. If I still lived in Denver, I would want to be a regular bull for you. I think over time it’s almost inevitable that we would fall in love. If you guys were cool with that, you and I could have a passionate affair. Of course, all this would be out in the open. No secrets. Complete transparency. If that would be disruptive to your marriage, we’d have to pull back. Bear in mind that Bill and I are best friends. Not every bull will merit your trust. The most romantic relationships are the most thrilling but also carry the greatest risk. Spending time with you, I can clearly see that you deeply love each other. So long as you place your relationship first and keep communicating, you should be fine.”

“Wow, buddy. I never thought of romance entering our arrangement,” Bill said. “I always fantasized about Holly getting her brains fucked out. Once she was finished, I’d get to reclaim her.”

“Reclaiming her after a romantic encounter is more important than ever. Falling in love is heady wine, but I believe it can work in the right hotwife marriage. This is something for you to figure out as your hotwife marriage evolves. I’m just grateful I got to be part of your first steps.”

“I’d never thought of romance entering the picture either,” I said. “I can see how it would be way more exciting, but it’s a little scary. What think you, honey?”

“I guess about the same as you. Bigger thrills, but bigger risks. I guess this is something to figure out as we continue our hotwife adventure.”

“Baby, I have a confession to make. I’ve already developed feelings for Rick. I think he’s right. If he became my regular bull, I would eventually fall in love. How could I not. He’s a great guy, physically attractive to me, and a wonderful sex partner. Maybe I can let my emotions run wild because I trust him to respect our marriage, and this is a short-term liaison. I’m glad this is out in the open because I was starting to feel guilty. Are you OK with me feeling romantically with your best friend? Do we need to slow down? Stop all together?”

“Hmmm, honestly, I don’t want to stop. This has been the most exciting sex we’ve ever had, even though you’re doing most of the sex. When you guys were acting like a couple today, I found it to be a big turn on. Which kind of surprised me. I’m sure I don’t want to be a hard core cuck, but the idea of you having a boyfriend excites me. It helps that you are always including me. We’re in this together. And Rick’s my best friend. I trust him not to fuck up our marriage.”

“Baby, I think now is a safe time to experiment. I’d like your permission to really let go with your best friend. Fuck it, I’m already infatuated. It’s only for another couple of days. Is it OK if I fall in love? I’d want you with me all the way. I don’t want Rick to replace you. I want him in addition to you. But it’s up to you. I know it’s a big ask. This is surprising to me too, but I really want this.”

“Wow. Our first hotwife challenge. What about you, Rick?”

“Holly, I’d love to be your lover. Raising things up a notch would be an absolute thrill for me. But this is something you guys must decide as a couple. I will do my best to accommodate your wishes whatever you decide. Your relationship is the top priority, but our friendship is a big priority for me. I don’t want there to be any awkwardness.”

“So, sweet hubby, I’d like to experience romance with Rick. Are you OK with that? It’s got to be good for both of us or it won’t be good for me.”

“Damn, hotwifing has sure gotten interesting… but I think you’re right. It will be safe to experiment with Rick. Let’s do it. Rick’s your boyfriend now. Holly’s your girlfriend, Rick. You should act like a couple until you leave. But I need to know that you still love me, that I’m still special. You’ll just have two special men in your life for the next two days.”

“Baby, you’ll always be number one in my heart. I think letting go with Rick is going to be very intense. I want to do it with you by my side every step of the way. I’m going to take a shower now. Then I want to eat supper. And then I want to make love with my boyfriend. You game, boyfriend?”

“I am absolutely game. And Bill, if this screw up our friendship, I will be one very pissed off dude. If it gets to be too much for you, for God’s sake, call a time out. Same for you, Holly.”

I headed off for my shower. Bill asked if he could join me, and I was happy to have him with me. We had to do this together. We took our time, sensuously soaping each other up, shampooing and rinsing. Lots of eye contact. I thanked Bill for his willingness to let go of me long enough that I could bond with Rick, even if it was for just a couple of days. He said he thought it would make us even stronger as a hotwife couple. I hoped to hell he was right, but mostly I was chomping at the bit to make love with my boyfriend. We dried each other off with lots of kisses and caresses. We kept reminding each other that we loved each other, and we were going to bathe together every chance we got in the future.

Our supper salad, followed by fruit and cheese was just the kind of light meal I needed. The wine helped calm me down. I sat next to Rick and fondled his erection through his pants, gave him loving kisses from time to time, and was feeling dreamy. There was no other way I could put it. I blew my sweet hubby kisses across the table which he was happy to return. Bill volunteered to clean up so I could get started with my boyfriend, but I told him I wasn’t doing anything without him being with me. I excused myself and asked the guys to join me after they cleaned up. I rummaged through my chest of drawers and found an old see-through white negligee. I had worn it on my wedding night. My nipples were clearly visible as was my mons. I looked damn sexy if I do say so myself.

When my guys joined me, I gave a tender kiss to hubby and reminded him I loved him. I turned to Rick and wrapped my arms around his neck and gave him as passionate a kiss as I knew how. I asked hubby to remove my short gown, and he quickly pulled it off and tossed it aside. Although we’d all been nude constantly since Rick’s arrival yesterday, I found it liberating for Bill to undress me for my boyfriend. I asked Bill to take a seat in his voyeur’s chair. I wanted to give my undivided attention to Rick for a while.

I lay down on my marital bed and opened my arms for my lover. He gazed into my eyes and kissed me so tenderly I felt myself tearing up. Jesus, this was intense. I held his face in both my hands and asked my boyfriend to make love to me. He kissed me again, still gently, but this time with a little tongue. His oh so soft hands roamed over my body, fondling my breasts, caressing me everywhere. Gradually, he moved lower so he could cup my mons. He began massaging my folds. Then a finger slipped inside. I was already wet.

Almost involuntarily, my hands rested on his shoulders, and I pushed him down. I wanted his tongue as well as his fingers. He rained soft kisses all around my pussy. He began licking me, and I felt like I was a flower opening up my petals. All the while, he maintained eye contact with me. I grabbed a pillow and shoved it under my head so I could comfortably watch it all. I moaned in my arousal and forced my eyes to stay open. I wanted all my senses to enjoy the ride.

“Oh, baby, I need you inside of me right now. Please give me your wonderful cock. Please, baby, don’t make me wait any longer.”

My boyfriend moved up and slotted his cock in my folds. I wrapped my legs around him and urged him inside. He held himself back and slowly slid inside me.

“Oh, God, Rick. I want your cock inside me forever. Make love to me, fuck me, I’m yours. All of me. You can fuck me as much as you want. I will never turn you away. You can fuck me in the ass if you want to. You can cum on my face. I want you to cum on my face before you leave. Every part of me is yours. I love you, baby. I’m in love with you.”

Rick slowly began to thrust in and out, all the while staring into my eyes, my very soul. He told me he loved me. We kept repeating our love for each other. I was in heaven. I never wanted this to end. He gradually picked up speed but refrained from cumming until I got mine. My orgasm was huge and triggered his. I screamed my love for him as we came together. Our simultaneous orgasm was the perfect conclusion to our lovemaking. I felt like I now belonged to my boyfriend. He rolled off me. I lay my head on his chest. He pulled me up for a kiss. Then he told me I needed to take care of Bill. Oh, my God. Bill, I had completely forgotten about him. I turned toward him and called him over to me. I gave him a passionate kiss. I told him I loved him and always would. I asked him if he was OK?

“Whew, that was indeed intense, baby. Honestly, it frightened me, but it also turned me on like crazy. We definitely have entered new hotwife territory. How are you?”

“You may have noticed that I rather enjoyed it.”

We all laughed at that. Rick volunteered to leave us for a while so we could reconnect in private, but I asked him to stay. We needed to process this all together.  I held Bill’s face in my hands and spoke directly to him.

“Baby, I’m as surprised as you at how this weekend is turning out, but I’m absolutely thrilled with everything. I want to continue this affair with Rick, and I really do want you with me all the way. I want you to know I still love you. More than ever, baby. And I’m so grateful that you’ve given me this experience. What can I do to make it work for you too?”

“Just talking about it like we’re doing now helps a lot. I also want to be included. It honestly made me happy to see you so happy, but I don’t like feeling that you’ve forgotten me.”

“Guys,” Rick jumped in. “I think you’re handling this quite well. Falling in love is probably the biggest challenge a hotwife couple has to deal with. You’re processing it together. You’re communicating. You’re being honest. Bill, it’s hardest on the husband when a wife falls in love. It’s helpful to remember that Holly’s relationship with me is new and exciting. Living with each other gets to be routine. You guys were in a rut. That’s why you’re exploring the hotwife lifestyle. Holly, if you lived with me full time, you’d stop having rose colored glasses. I have my hangups. My farts stink too.

“We are new to each other, at least as far as sex and romance go. So, we get to enjoy the intensity. We don’t have to worry about whose turn it is to do the dishes, but we don’t have the history that you and Bill have. You’ve loved each other in spite of the inevitable disappointments that come with married life. Your love is deeper together than Holly’s and mine. Right now, it’s all rainbows and roses for us. By accepting that she has fallen in love with me and allowing her to explore her sexuality with me, you are giving her the ultimate gift. Holly, you just need to keep reminding Bill of your love for him. Bill, over time, your trust in her can grow. You are home base. She always will return to you.”

“Wow,” I said. “How’d you get to be so wise?”

“Practice, girlfriend, practice.”

“What Rick is saying makes a lot of sense to me, honey. What do you think?”

“I agree. Rick, we stumbled blindly into the truth when we began hotwifing with you. Thank you, buddy for your guidance. Now, Holly, I bet you’d like for your boyfriend to make love to you some more. Probably a lot more. I just want to be more a part of things.”

“Of course, baby. This time I want you right by my side. I’ll be focused on my boyfriend, but I’ll be with you too. Will you hold my hand this time while I make love?”

“I would love to hold your hand while you make love with your boyfriend.”

So that’s what we did. My coupling with Rick was no less intense than what we’d just done, but Bill and I were able to stay connected. I had no reluctance to express my love to Rick, but I also told Bill how much I loved him. My boyfriend lasted a long time and gave me two more epic orgasms. I told both my guys how much I loved each of them. Bill desperately wanted to reclaim me, and I wanted that too. He entered me easily after Rick had reamed me for so long. He asked me not to move, so he could last a while, but a longer reclaiming was not to be. As soon as I kissed him, he came big time. We all giggled at hubby’s hair trigger, but it came as no surprise given how worked up he was. Rick and I suggested he get another shot, but hubby declined, saying how exciting it was for him to desire me so intensely.

Rick noted that my offer of anal sex was given in the throes of passion, and he wouldn’t hold me to it. I said it was something I wanted to give him and hubby too. I went to sleep with the medium-sized butt plug up my rear and my boyfriend’s cock embedded in my cunt.

Getting fucked all day was great for sleeping all night. I was satisfied and relaxed, and it was easy for me to drift off. You might think having Rick’s cock stuffed up my cunt would keep me too aroused to sleep, but I found it comforting. My boyfriend wants me. He can’t get enough of me. He loves me. Zzzzz.

I woke up in the morning with Rick slowly thrusting into me. A perfect wake up call in my opinion. I had been spooning Bill and turned him around so that he faced me. I gave him a kiss and stroked his face.

“Good morning, baby. My boyfriend is fucking me. It feels really nice. I love him so much. I just can’t get enough of his cock. Does that turn you on?”

“Very much, honey. I’m starting to really like what the three of us are doing. I don’t think I’d ever want to be a heavy duty cuck, but I find it a huge turn on knowing he’s your primary lover for this long weekend. I really hope you’ll fuck him as much as possible in the little time we have left together, but I want to be with you while it’s happening. I love you more than ever.”

“You are so sweet, baby. I love you more than ever too.”

“Hey, you two lovebirds. I’m here too.”

We all giggled, and I turned over onto my back, regretting the loss of my boyfriend’s cock inside me. I wasn’t empty for long. Rick settled between my legs and reentered me.”

“You can fuck me anywhere, any way, Rick, but I like it best when we’re in missionary. It’s more romantic. I can look into your eyes and see your love for me.”

I turned toward Bill who was now propped up on his elbow. He was such a voyeur, and I was becoming such an exhibitionist.

“I know it turns you on to watch me fuck. How is it for you to watch me make love, baby?”

“Super hot. Intense. I’m surprised how much I like it. I’m not sure I’d be as comfortable with it if it was with somebody else. I trust Rick. I know he loves us and would never hurt us.”

“So true, baby, but I think I’m becoming a romance junky. Eventually, I’m going to want another boyfriend, maybe several. Guys that care about us, guys that we trust.”

“Hey, you two. How about showing me a little love before you move on to your next boyfriend.”

We all laughed, and I resumed my focus on Rick. I caressed his face and told him I loved him. I grabbed hold of one of Bill’s hands, so he’d be with me all the way. I told my boyfriend he was going to need an ED pill to keep me satisfied today. He promised he’d fuck me all day long if that’s what I wanted. Plus, he had a date with my ass. The little bit of anal I’d tried with Bill had never been much fun for me, but the thing about hotwifing is that you are always learning new things about yourself. I wanted to give my guys something special. I didn’t really feel submissive. I just wanted them to have all of me, and I believed Rick would know how to make it good. I began pumping back against my boyfriend. I was so comfortable with him now, and I loved that Bill was supporting me, encouraging me, getting off on our licentiousness. I came. It wasn’t huge, but it was yummy. Is there such a thing as a bad orgasm? I told both my guys how much I loved them, and we all snuggled together.

I hoped I was getting enough exercise from fucking to lose any pounds I was gaining from my lumberjack style breakfasts. Bill had whipped up some pancakes, and I guessed I needed fuel for my hyperactive sex life. After eating, we all relaxed together on the living room sofa. All of us naked, me in between my guys, fondling their private parts. Rick elaborated more on the charms of Spain. I was already missing him, and he hadn’t even left yet. I turned to Bill.

“Honey, can we visit my boyfriend in Spain. He makes it sound like we’d have such a good time.”

“I think I’d very much like that, but I have one condition.”

“Which is?”

“That you promise to fuck your boyfriend as many times as possible in one week.”

I giggled and assured hubby I would do my best to comply with his request. Rick put his arm over my shoulder and began tweaking my nipple. He pulled me closer and planted a wet kiss on me.

“Girlfriend, I believe we have some unfinished business to attend to.”

“And whatever could that be?” I batted my eyes at him.

“Bill and I are going to buttfuck you. Capiche?”

“Oh my, but your dicks are so big. How will I ever manage.”

“You’ll manage because we’re going to do this right. Buddy, carefully remove the butt plug from your wife’s bottom.”

I got on my knees with my hands on the back of the sofa, and hubby did the honors. It felt kind of funny but was not painful.

“First, girlfriend, you need an enema.”

We didn’t have the equipment, so Rick dispatched Bill to a drugstore. He got dressed and left me and Rick making out on the sofa. I know I’d promised hubby he could watch all my sexual shenanigans, but I was horny. Come to think of it, I was horny practically all the time anymore. I rationalized that it would be OK if I had private sex with Rick if I didn’t cum until Bill returned. I had him lie on his back on the living room rug. I climbed aboard cowgirl and eased my way down his cock. I began rolling my hips slowly, edging myself. I told Rick that I loved the prospect of visiting him. I wanted him to be my primary again, a weeklong honeymoon with hubby watching and participating.

My sweet husband was taken aback when he saw that we had started without him. He was mollified when I explained that I had held back from cumming until his return. I was close and wanted him to kiss me while I came on my boyfriend’s cock. He knelt beside us and gazed into my eyes. He very much appreciated that I had waited so I could share my orgasm with him. When I finally came, I told him how much I loved my boyfriend and that I loved my hubby very much.

“OK, Ms. Nympho. Do you want Bill or me to give me the enema?”

“I don’t want either of you perverts to clean me out. A girl has to keep some things to herself.”

I took the Fleet’s Enema bottle, went into the bathroom and took care of business. Not my favorite thing, but one must sacrifice for hotwife excellence. Rick suggested we adjourn to the bedroom which made sense for my anal deflowering. We discussed who should take me first. Rick said my husband should, but hubby wanted his friend to do my backside before he did. He would have plenty of chances in the future. He was getting off on Rick being my primary lover. At my guys’ insistence I had already watched the two how-to dvd’s that Rick had purchased for me, so I knew pretty much how things were going to go. I found viewing them to be quite erotic. Of course, the fact that I was naked and being fondled by my guys while I watched hot women take it up their butts or down their throats likely had something to do with my arousal.

Rick instructed Bill to start the process by prepping me with his tongue. I had never had anilingus done to me, but once I got over the ticklish sensation, I liked it. Hubby, ever the trooper, tongue fucked me for a while, but Rick soon guided us deeper into my anal journey. He had my sweet hubby lube me up, finger my asshole, lube me some more, and then, work three fingers inside. I can’t say that it felt all that great, but it didn’t really hurt either. Meanwhile my boyfriend was slathering up that wonderful cock of his all for me.

I got on my hands and knees and tried to relax. Rick had other ideas. He lay me down on my back and pushed my knees up against my chest, raising my butthole into position. He asked me to grab my checks and spread. He was going to buttfuck me in the missionary position.

“Deep breaths now, babe. Relax. I’ll take it as slow as you need. Trust me. You will learn to love it.”

I wasn’t so sure about that, but I tried to follow his instructions. I felt his dick against my puckered hole and winced as he gradually worked his way past my sphincter. I closed my eyes and told myself I could do this. I wanted to give my boyfriend all of me and eventually, hubby too. Rick insisted I keep my eyes open, so I complied. His face was just inches above mine. I could see only lust and love. He wouldn’t hurt me. It took a while, but he gradually worked his way in. I was holding on to Bill’s hand, squeezing it hard.

“I’m all the way in, babe. Now, I’m going to fuck you. First, I want you to ask me to fuck your ass. Yes, but louder, ask me like you mean it. C’mon, baby, beg me. You’re giving me something very special.”

I did want to give my boyfriend all of me, so I begged. Slowly, ever so slowly, he began pumping my butt. It wasn’t bad. He looked lovingly into my eyes. He told me he loved me and always would. He kissed me. It started to feel kinda good. I told him I loved him and pulled him into a passionate kiss. I turned to hubby and blew him a kiss. I told him I loved him. I thanked him for pushing me to be a hotwife. I thanked him for giving me a boyfriend. I said he could fuck my asshole any time he wanted. Rick grabbed my other hand and pushed it down. I immediately started masturbating. My boyfriend was fucking me more forcefully now. Not really rough, but I knew I was getting my butt fucked. I rubbed my clit faster and harder. Holy fuck, I was cumming. I let go of Bill’s hand and wrapped my arms around my boyfriend. Staring into his eyes, I declared my love for him.

Even though he hadn’t cum yet, he pulled out. He had one more hotwife trick up his sleeve. He instructed Bill to lie on his back. He had me mount hubby and take him inside me cowgirl. I was sufficiently aroused that he slid right in. Rick pushed me forward so that my tits were squashed against hubby’s chest. I felt Rick press his dick against my asshole. This time he slid right in. Holy fuck, I was getting DPed. It wasn’t just some porno fantasy.  He fucked me at a leisurely pace. I felt so full. It felt good. Psychologically, it was off the charts. I could do this. Fuck, I was doing it. Bill was so worked up, he didn’t last long, cumming with a loud groan. Rick came not long after. I didn’t cum, but I didn’t care. I’d done it. I had taken it up the butt. Both my guys had fucked me at the same time. I was a hotwife queen!

My successful DP had me pyched up to learn how to deep throat. I made a few half-hearted attempts to swallow the smaller dildo but soon realized it was going to take a lot of practice. No way was I going to take a real cock down my throat anytime soon. Rick said that deep throating took lots of practice, and there was no rush. Maybe I’d be ready when we visited him in Spain.

We all showered together. It was crowded to say the least and probably more humorous than hot, but we had a good time. After my guys dried me off, I reminded them that I still hadn’t cum and needed more dick. They took turns banging me in every position until I had cum several times. Being a hotwife was the best.

Somehow, our threesome arrangement morphed into hubby fucking me as many times as he wanted. It turned out he wanted a lot. He even butt fucked me once which I enjoyed. I was pretty sure I’d always prefer vaginal penetration, but I was proud that I had expanded my sexual horizons. My boyfriend was in horndog mode as well, so I was in orgasm heaven for the rest of the day. That night I fell asleep with my sweet hubby’s cock up my twat for a change. I was a fucking sex machine.

I woke up full of energy. It didn’t hurt that Bill was eating me out. What an excellent way to start my hotwife day. Rick fed me his cock, and I was one hungry cocksucker. I decided I wanted a belly full of cum, but Rick had other ideas. He pulled out of my mouth, straddled my chest and jacked off onto my face. He instructed Bill to do the same, something I had never permitted him to do in the past. Rick fetched a hand mirror so I could view their debauched ”artwork.” I stared in the mirror while I rubbed one out. I had acquired a new kink which was only strengthened when my guys pushed their cum into my waiting mouth with their dicks.

I fucked my guys on and off the rest of the day and into the night. I felt like I was insatiable. In between romps, we talked a lot about non-monogamy. How to find good bulls. How to land a real boyfriend. Whether Bill would ever get my OK to dip his wick in another woman’s pussy. Taking on multiple men was very appealing to many hotwives. I shouldn’t fear breaking another societal norm.

As the day wore on, I began feeling sad. My boyfriend was leaving in the morning. I told him he should move back to Denver and be my number one bull. He agreed that was a very tempting idea, but he loved being in the foreign service. He would be assigned to other countries. We’d always have a place to stay, and he and I could have “honeymoons” whenever we visited. He advised that the best way to get over the loss of a boyfriend was more sex and lots of it.

In the morning, I felt like crying when we took Rick to the airport. I joined him in the back seat while Bill drove. I made out with my boyfriend during the entire trip, finally pulling his cock out to give him one final blowjob. I wanted his cum in my belly so his presence would remain with me. We parked near his concourse, and I gave him a final kiss and I love you. Bill and he had a long bro hug, and then he was gone. I cried quietly on the way home with Bill holding my hand to support me. We each called in sick, needing the day to recover and process everything that had happened. I felt more vulnerable than horny, so I asked hubby to make love to me. Even though it was bittersweet, it was good to reconnect. We reaffirmed our undying love for each other with words and caresses. It was definitely lovemaking, not fucking, which is just what I needed.

We were very affectionate with each other throughout the day. Lots of hugs, kisses, and I love yous. And we talked. What did we like about my hotwife honeymoon.? For me, pretty much everything. Bill admitted that some of the intensity between Rick and me was a little unnerving at first, but he was able to manage his emotions and came to enjoy my romance with Rick. It had been sexually gratifying for him too.

What about the future? Not surprisingly, we both wanted to continue. I didn’t think I would ever be able to cope with him having a real girlfriend. It wasn’t fair, but I doubted I would ever change my mind. I could imagine him having an occasional fuck at a swing club or party, but not for a while. I reiterated that Rick had opened me up to romantic relationships, and I wanted more of them. Maybe they were risky, but my God they were exciting. I wanted to fall in love again. Bill wasn’t ready for that as yet, but he thought he could get there. It would have to be with someone he could be good friends with too, which made sense. Trust was essential. What about pulling a train? Getting gangbanged. I admitted taking on multiple guys had some appeal. A month ago, I would have found the idea preposterous. Bill definitely was in favor. It would be much easier for him to handle me having casual sex with several guys than for me to fall in love with some other dude.

That night I snuggled up to my husband in bed, reflecting on how pivotal the last four days were for me. For Bill too. We had pretty much jumped into the deep end of the pool, and we were able to stay afloat. It had been exciting. We felt our marriage had been invigorated. We were closer than ever. The future looked very exciting. I fell asleep with Bill’s penis firmly buried in my pussy. I was deeply in love with Bill. I was one lucky wife. Make that one lucky hotwife.

THE END

I hope you enjoyed Holly and Bill’s exploration of the hotwife lifestyle. I would greatly appreciate a rating. Also, any suggestions or feedback.  And check out my other books under Bill Watchman erotica.          Bill Watchman

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc8N.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Beginning


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42






OEBPS/image_rsrc8P.jpg





