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

Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer


Chapter one
Happy Wife, Happy Life: Gavin


Islipped my key into the lock of the backdoor of our new house and went straight for the fridge. After a long day at work, I desperately needed a cold beer. Before I could crack it open, I heard loud moans coming from somewhere in the house. Beer in hand, I crept down the hallway toward the sounds of sex; rough, passionate sex from the sounds of it.

The sounds were coming from the living room. As I drew closer, I could hear voices. A female voice was whimpering, followed by the fleshy sounds of skin-on-skin contact. Then a male voice said, “Bend over.” My pulse quickened. I walked into the living room to find my wife bent over the arm of the sofa, being fucked mercilessly by our neighbor. Michelle’s mouth gaped wide when she saw me. Richard, our neighbor, had a fistful of Michelle’s bleach blonde hair wrapped around his hand and he was fucking her from behind.

The older man and combat vet smiled when he noticed me. “Hey Gavin, I didn’t expect you home so soon.”

“Yeah, I knocked off a little early today.” I said, coming fully into the room.

“Perks of being one of the big shots at that fancy tech company of yours, am I right?” said the rugged veteran. He never stopped plowing into Michelle while talking to me.

I took a long pull on my beer and plopped down on the sofa next to my wife’s bobbing head. Michelle’s lusty moans filled the room. “Yeah, there are definitely perks to being a big shot now, but the stress and long hours are killing me.”

Michelle’s eyes closed; her mouth formed in a soundless ‘O’ as Rich drove her toward orgasm. Michelle always looked so sexy to me when she was lost in pleasure. I covered Michelle’s mouth with my own and her tongue danced around mine. Rich grunted and slammed his cock into my wife again and again, forcing Michelle to moan into my mouth.

“Gavin, I’m coming! Oh god Gavin, his cock feels so good!” I grinned at my wife. She knew the effect those words would have on me. My cock was already stiff from the erotic scene before me, but it was now rock hard. I grasped the back of her neck and whispered in her ear, “Let me see you come on his cock.”

Michelle practically purred in response. She arched her back and pushed back against Richard’s invading cock. I watched her ride wave after wave of pleasure until she went limp over the arm of the sofa. Rich grunted and slapped Michelle’s ass and she mewled with each thrust into her until Rich came.

While Rich cleaned himself up and got dressed, Michelle came over to me on shaky legs and curled up into my lap. She sighed contentedly in my arms.

Rich came out of the bathroom a few minutes later, now fully dressed. “You staying for dinner?” I asked.

“Not this time. I’m going out of town for a few days to spend some time with my son.”

“Rich, I didn’t even know you had a kid.”

“He’s not a kid anymore. He will be almost nineteen by the end of the summer.”

I let out a long, low whistle. I couldn’t imagine what that must feel like. Michelle and I had talked about having kids, but we had decided that parenthood just wasn’t for us.

“When will you be back?” asked Michelle, breaking into the conversation.

“By the end of the week, why? You going to miss me?” teased the older man.

“Not you, just your meat,” said Michelle.

“I’m sure your husband will keep you satisfied till I get back,” Rich said. He gestured toward me.

“Oh, no, it’s not that,” said Michelle, rubbing my cock through my pants. “Gavin is great in the bedroom, just not so much on the grill. I’m just addicted to your smoked brisket.”

Rich and I both laughed. “I will see what I can whip up for you when I get back,” said Rich.

“What about Thursday night’s Neighborhood Watch meeting?” I asked. Just now remembering that Rich was the Neighborhood Watch Captain. The monthly meetings were just an excuse to drink and play cards.

“Fuck! Shit, I forgot about that. You know if we don’t meet regularly that Marci, that cunt in the HOA is going to be all over me. Like there is any actual crime happening in Brightoncrest. The worst ‘crime’ we have is some kids keep taking Mrs. Mariotti’s newspaper.”

“Hey, why don’t you host Thursday’s meeting?”

“Me?” I said. “I barely know the neighborhood or anyone in it.”

“All the more reason you should host it,” said Rich. He took out his phone and sent a text. “I let the guys know you would be hosting this month’s meeting. Anyway, I’ve got to go. You got this, bud. I’ll check in later.”

With that pronouncement, Rich left. Michelle giggled when she saw the look on my face.

“Well, Temporary Watch Captain Gibbs, what do we do now?”

I sighed and pulled my wife into a kiss. She smelled faintly of Rich’s brand of aftershave.

“Get up on the sofa,” I commanded.

Michelle hopped up, stood at attention and mock saluted me. “Sir, yes, sir.” I once again marveled at the change in Michelle these past few months. She was almost like a completely different person when she got into what she called her hotwife headspace. Dyeing her hair blonde was just her latest attempt to fully get into her new role.

Michelle got up on the sofa as naked as the day she was born. She positioned herself with her knees on the sofa and her hands spread open along the back.

Michelle looked back at me with a coy smile. “Is this how you want me, Captain?” My pants were already around my ankles, my cock in hand as I stroked it to full hardness. I pushed into my wife and shuddered slightly. She was still wet and warm. Michelle moaned when my cock entered her. “Hmm, Gavin. I missed this, feeling you inside me.”

“You seemed to be having plenty of fun with Rich.” I said, as I slowly fucked her. I wanted to savor this feeling and make it last as long as possible.

“Hmm, you must have been watching from your office,” she said. It wasn’t a question; Michelle knew I liked to watch, even if I couldn’t always be here in person.

I had cameras installed all over the house shortly after we moved in. She knew I liked to peek in on her sometimes, especially since I had given her permission to fuck Rich, our next-door neighbor. She knew how much it turned me on watching her with other men. We had begun our hotwife journey months ago after I arranged for her to sleep with her famous ex-boyfriend on Valentine’s Day.

“Did it make you hard at work watching me with him? Did it make you want to rush home and reclaim this slutty hotwife pussy for yourself?” Michelle was pushing her hips back into me, fucking herself on my cock.

“Fucking Hell, Michelle, you know what it does to me when you talk like that.” She squealed with delight when I grabbed her by the leg and flipped her over. Her “Hotwife” anklet I’d given her after our first experience dangled in the air as I raised her legs above her head and shoved my cock back into her. Michelle looked up at me, lust and love mingling in her eyes.

I fucked her again. This time, it wasn’t slow and loving. This time, I gave her what she really wanted. Michelle craved being used rough and hard and pushed to her sexual limits just as much as I loved watching her being used. I wrapped a hand around her throat and she murmured her approval.

Michelle’s pussy spasmed around my cock each time I squeezed her throat, drawing me deeper with each thrust. It was an endless feedback loop of mutual pleasure and desire, driving us into a frenzy. Her pussy was drenched, and I felt compelled to fuck her harder and longer than Rich had. I spread her legs wider and wider apart in my desire to get as deep as I could until she was doing a split. If Michelle hadn’t been a classically trained dancer, I would have been worried I’d hurt her but the wider I spread her, the harder I fucked her, the more she begged for more. Michelle was pressed into the sofa. Her breathing was ragged and her chest red by the time we both came, sweating and exhausted.

Sex with Michelle after she had been with another man was always better than our usual love making. It was always extra intense. It stirred something primal in me, something that had to have this beautiful woman that those other men desired. We lay snuggled on the sofa, panting softly. Michelle’s head rested lightly on my chest. “That was great, Gavin, but I meant what I said. I miss this. I miss us. Your new position is great, but you are almost never home. What’s the point in having this wonderful new house if you are never home to share it with me?”

Hearing the genuine sadness in her voice pained me. I had hoped setting up the arrangement with Rich would help Michelle not feel so lonely as well as give us both a fun distraction from the stress. “I know, babe, just a little while longer. Once I get established at the new office, things will calm down a bit.”

“You promise?”

I nodded and kissed her forehead. Now I just needed to figure out how to keep my promise.
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Chapter two
Unexpected Visitors: Michelle


The new house had a gorgeous in ground pool and lounge chairs. While I wasn’t one for swimming, I decided I may as well get a tan. It would complement my blonde hair quite well. If this was a porno, now would be the part where I ask the hot pool boy to rub suntan lotion on my back and sexiness would ensue. I paused, thinking about that for a second; maybe I could convince Gavin to hire a sexy pool boy for me? I grinned at the thought. He would probably go for it. Despite not having a sexy pool boy to help me, I got the suntan lotion on without much of a problem. I laid down on one of our lounge chairs and took off my top. It felt strange and kind of naughty being outside half naked but visible tan lines were apparently frowned upon. At least according to the magazines I’d been reading.

The backyard had a six-foot privacy fence, but the second-story windows of the surrounding houses could probably still see me. The thought thrilled me more than worried me though. Let them see, maybe I would find a new playmate for Gavin and I. Having to go from hotwife to housewife in the span of just a few weeks had left me with too much time on my hands. With Gavin working long hours and with Rich out of town, I had no one else to play with. I grew bored after a while of just lying in the sun and picked up my phone to doomscroll. Even the allure of social media drama didn’t hold my attention long.

I found myself browsing erotica online, Gavin had recommended a few of his favorite hotwife authors to me, like Sean Geist and Hank Dolworth but the stories about wives getting shared with multiple men always turned me on the most. The stories soon had my pussy demanding attention. I groaned. Why did I do this to myself? I turned over in the lounger to take care of the problem. My nipples were already hard when I slipped my hand into my bikini bottoms. My fingers played over my clit and I imagined what it would be like to be used by multiple men like the hotwives in those books. I pushed another finger inside myself while my thumb continued to play over my clit. I raised my legs up to give myself better access to my needy pussy. I caught movement in one of the upper windows in the homes across the street. It should be around noon by now. Maybe some over worked man was home right now on his lunch break and happened to see me out his window.

He was trying to keep his body hidden behind the curtain, but I could see his silhouette every time the curtain moved. I spread my legs wider to give my voyeur a better view. Using well practiced motions, I fingered myself with one hand while squeezing my breasts with the other. I made sure to exaggerate all my motions. I had to put on a good show if I was being watched. Because of my sunglasses, I don’t think my mystery man could tell I was watching him.

I was genuinely getting turned on now; I loved when Gavin watched me being naughty and this felt the same, but more taboo. Having a stranger watch me play with myself felt wrong in the best way possible. I didn’t think it was something I’d ever enjoy, but hot damn! My pussy was throbbing. I needed cock, and I needed it bad. Gavin had better fuck me good and hard tonight when I tell him about this. The thought alone sent a thrill through me and thrummed deep inside my pussy. I had two fingers buried inside myself up to the third knuckle when the doorbell rang. I ignored it. Whoever it was could wait till I had my orgasm. The curtain in the window was moving rapidly now. My mystery man must really be enjoying the show. The doorbell rang again. I opened my mouth in a wide O. I wanted to give this lucky voyeur something to dream about tonight.

Ding-dong! That damn doorbell again. I was so close, just a bit more... Ding-dong!

“Fuck! Whoever this is, better be fucking dying!” I grabbed my bikini top and headed inside to answer the door.
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I snatched open the door harder than I intended. I was so pissed off about being interrupted before I could finish that I barely remembered to put my top back on. “What is so important?!” I snapped. I belatedly realized it was the couple in charge of the HOA. The redheaded woman, Marci, seemed angry and her husband held a paper he was about to post on our door.

“So, you were home,” said the woman. “Good. I can give you this in person. Your hedges will need to be trimmed back and trimmed regularly to stay within the HOA guidelines.” I barely heard her rant. Her husband, Kyle, was tall and lean with light brown hair and eyes. My pussy screamed at me to climb him and ride him to a much-needed orgasm. His wife continued talking, but I was too busy checking out her husband. He was sexy in a khaki shorts kind of way that I liked. Apparently, he was checking me out too. His eyes were glued on my barely covered chest. I smiled at him when I caught him looking.

Marci snatched the paper her husband was holding and shoved it into my hands. “You have sixty days to get your property into compliance or face fines. Come on Kyle, let’s go!” The angry redhead stormed off with her husband in tow. I closed the door and let out a long breath. My whole body felt feverish. Kyle was checking me out right in front of his wife! I’d need to go upstairs and get myself off with a toy before Gavin came home or I’d pounce on the poor man before he even got in the door.


Chapter three
An Unconventional Solution: Gavin


My phone buzzed in my pocket, followed by the ‘ding-dong’ tone that let me know someone was at the door at home. I ignored it for now. It was probably another delivery. Michelle had gone a little stir crazy, adjusting to being a housewife. These days, whenever she wasn’t sleeping or fucking, she was obsessively shopping online.

“Look over the notes I made and get back with me after lunch and we can discuss any changes that need to be made.” I waited for nods of understanding from my team before dismissing them all for lunch. Once the last of them left my office, I sank back in my chair and breathed a sigh of relief. The pay bump in my new position was nice, but I had to work for it. The new house wasn’t going to pay for itself.

Taking out my phone, I saw that the camera icon for the front door was still green, indicating that the camera was till recording. Opening the feed, I saw my wife standing in our doorway in her bikini. Kyle and Marci Delong were talking to Michelle. Marci was the head of our HOA and her husband was the de facto secretary. Marci’s thin red lips were pursed. She looked annoyed, as always. She was talking, but I don’t think Michelle was listening at all and neither was Marci’s husband, from the looks of it. Marci’s husband was too busy sneaking glances at my wife’s cleavage in her bikini top. From the look on Michelle’s face, she knew he was looking, and she didn’t mind one bit.

An idea started to form in my mind. I closed the camera app and tapped out a text to Michelle.

GAVIN: Who was at the door?

A few minutes later, I got a reply.

MICHELLE: Marci and her husband.

GAVIN: What did they want?

MICHELLE: IDK, something about our hedges. I was distracted...

GAVIN: I bet you were...

I smiled and shook my head. What happened to my wife? A few months ago, she wouldn’t even have looked at another man. Now she was openly ogling the neighbors. I had a plan for my sexy hotwife but first I needed some intel and I knew just who to call.
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My phone call with Rich was very enlightening for several reasons. He had lived in Brightoncrest for years and knew all the neighborhood secrets. Although far from a gossip the soldier in him didn’t miss many details. All was not as it appeared in the Delong household... It might take some convincing on my part, but judging by what I saw on the doorbell camera; I wouldn’t have to try too hard to convince Michelle to go along with my plan. My cock stiffened as I rapidly tapped out my next message to Michelle. It was a risk; we had never played like this before but that was part of the fun. I hit send on my message.

GAVIN: Would you like to sleep with Kyle?


Chapter four
A Hotwife Dilemma: Michelle


My cheeks flushed when I read Gavin’s next message. “God, how did we end up like this?” Our marriage had always been good, but now it was electric! The Valentine’s Day we spent with Andre was probably the best thing that ever happened to us.

I debated on what to say. Kyle was a married man. Was I the kind of person who would sleep with a married man? Well, except for Andre, but that was different. His wife knew all about it, got off on it even. What about Marci? What would she feel if she knew? Would Gavin think less of me if I did?

Before I could debate further, I got another text from Gavin.

GAVIN: Well???

I wanted to scream. I was a hotwife, this was all supposed to be fun and exciting mindless sex... not moral dilemmas.

Finally, I replied.

MICHELLE: I think he’s into me...

My heart was racing. I felt like a slut for even admitting that much. Gavin replied immediately.

GAVIN: What if I told you; I KNOW he is into you?

I got goosebumps, Kyle Delong was into me? I mean, I know he was checking me out earlier, but could I blame him? I was practically naked.

MICHELLE: Kyle is married. I can’t sleep with him, can I?

It felt like ages before Gavin replied.

GAVIN: You can sleep with him or not. The choice is yours, my love.

GAVIN: I will love you just the same no matter what you decide.

Gavin must have picked up on my hesitance. I loved him all the more for his reassurance.

GAVIN: If it makes you feel any better, Rich says he is pretty sure Marci is cheating on Kyle.

“What?!” I was shocked. The admittedly few times I had met Marci, she didn’t seem like the type. A bit stuck up and high-strung, sure, but I don’t know... I’d never cheat on Gavin even if he hadn’t turned me into a hotwife but someone like Marci?

MICHELLE: How do you know?

GAVIN: I’ll explain later. I think I just figured out what to do about the Neighborhood Watch meeting tomorrow night. I think you will like my idea...

No matter how many times I asked him about it, Gavin wouldn’t tell me more about his plans. Last time Gavin had a secret plan, I ended up spit-roasted between him and my ex-boyfriend. So, for now I would be a good girl and wait, but just thinking about all the possibilities was getting me excited. What deviously sexy plan was my loving husband coming up with for me now?


Chapter five
The Meeting: Gavin


Rich forwarded me the Watch members’ contact info, and I sent an email to let everyone know that I would be hosting this month’s Watch meeting at my home. With that taken care of, I moved on to the next part of my plan. Michelle was extra antsy to know what I was cooking up.

“Can I pretty please have just a little hint?” She pleaded. She poked out her bottom lip in a pretend pout. I wrapped my arms around my blonde hotwife. My hands slid down her backside and squeezed her ass. Her pink lips looked delectable. We kissed, and I ran my hand through Michelle’s blonde curls. “Do you miss being brunette?” I asked after we broke our kiss.

“Nope,” she said in a cheery tone. “That was the ‘old’ Michelle. That was sweatpants and insurance Michelle. New Michelle is a blonde hotwife with a fancy house who just wants to have lots of sex!”

“You know the blonde thing is just a stereotype, right? Blondes don’t really have more fun.”

“How would you know?” she asked, ruffling my dark hair. “Besides, you love the blonde hair and you know it.” She patted my crotch.

“Fair enough, but you still aren’t getting a hint. I will tell you this much though. Think of tonight like a game. It’ll be more fun if you play along. Now go upstairs and get ready.” I swatted her on the ass. She squealed and dashed up the stairs. I headed to the living room to make sure everything was just right. Our guests should arrive any minute now.
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Ding-Dong!

The doorbell rang. “You ready for this? I asked Michelle. She chewed on her bottom lip. She always did that when she was nervous. She looked so innocent and somehow still absolutely sexy.

“Let’s do it.” I opened the door.

“What’s up Gavin?” said Sean. Zach was standing next to him, holding a case of beer. “I brought beer,” he said, holding up the case.

“Come on in guys.” I stood to the side and let them inside. I hastily handed the case to Michelle to put in the fridge while I led the guys to the living room.

“Damn, Gavin. Why have we been having the meetings at Rich’s place when we could have been having them here the whole time? Your crib is banging.”

“Thanks. We haven’t even fully unpacked yet.”

“It’s nicer than my place,” said Sean. The two men sat down on the sofa. I intentionally left space on the sofa and sat in a nearby chair.

“Michelle is the one who did all the decorating. So, if it’s nice, it’s because of her.”

“What did I do?” said Michelle, walking in. She was wearing a yellow sundress that left nearly nothing to the imagination. Even more so because Michelle had followed my instructions and not worn panties or a bra.

Zach nearly choked when he noticed Michelle wasn’t wearing anything underneath her dress. Her nipples were clearly visible beneath the sheer material. I pretended not to notice and Sean was trying very hard to do the same.

“I was just telling them you were the one that did all the decorating.”

Michelle smiled. “I had some free time and I’ve been watching a lot of interior design shows.” Michelle noted that the only available seat was on the sofa, right between Sean and Zach. She shot me a look, but I ignored her. Zach and Sean weren’t large men, but the available space between them wasn’t that much.

When Michelle realized I had set it up so she would have to sit between the two men, she chose instead to sit in my lap. Michelle sat in my lap and let her legs hang over the side of the chair. I couldn’t help but smirk. She had probably thought it was the safest bet until she figured out who I had set up for her to sleep with.

“So, what’s on the agenda for tonight’s meeting?” Sean asked.

“Michelle told me last night that we have a peeping tom in the neighborhood.”

“Really? Did something happen?”

“Michelle was sunbathing in the backyard and she caught someone spying on her across the street.” I ran my hand up and down Michelle’s legs, drawing Sean and Zach’s eyes to Michelle’s shapely form.

“She was home alone and nearly naked in our backyard when it happened.”

“That’s terrible,” said Zach. His eyes followed my hand as it roamed over Michelle’s body. “What are we going to do about it?”

“I’m glad you asked Zach. I invited an Army buddy of Rich’s over. I figure he could show Michelle a few self-defense moves and we could watch and learn. We might even be able to get him to teach some lessons to the community. He should be here soon.”

Ding-Dong!

“That must be him. Michelle, why don’t you go let him in?” She got up to go let our guest in. Sean and Zach both stole glances at Michelle’s ass as she left. I was getting excited now, and the fun was just beginning. I lived for these moments. Taking a calming breath, I waited for Michelle to return with our guest of honor.

Jason and Michelle walked in. Jason looked every inch the soldier Rich said he was. He was broad shouldered and well-muscled. I stood and shook his hand. “I hope you don’t mind showing my wife a few things,” I said. He looked at Michelle and smiled a little too broadly. I had Rich fill Jason in about me and Michelle. He agreed to help me out for tonight’s little demonstration.
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Michelle stood with her back to Jason while he explained the proper technique. He grabbed Michelle from behind. His large arms wrapped across her chest with his one hand, literally clutching her breast. Michelle’s hard nipples were clearly visible to everyone. I knew she would enjoy this. I would too. I adjusted in my seat to hide my growing erection.

“Try to escape,” instructed Jason.

“What do I get if I can escape?”

“Hmm. I don’t know. I’m sure I can think of a reward after you escape,“ said Jason. I didn’t miss the way he kept squeezing Michelle’s breast.

Michelle struggled to no avail. She was helpless in Jason’s powerful grip. “Remember what I showed you.” Michelle planted her feet, threw her head back and stomped on Jason’s foot and attempted to escape his grasp like she had been taught. Jason still overpowered her and forced her to the ground.

Michelle was left on her knees in front of Jason. “What will you do now, Michelle? If I really were your attacker? I now have you at my mercy.” I was curious how Michelle would handle the situation.

Michelle looked up at Jason, towering over her. “I happen to know that you, like most men, have a weakness I can exploit.” Michelle said in an innocent voice.

“Oh, really?” said Jason. He obviously knew something was up, but he was playing along, it seemed.

“Yep, right here.” Michelle grabbed Jason’s crotch. She rubbed his cock through his pants until a bulge was plainly visible. “What will you do now, Jason?” Michelle’s voice was syrupy sweet. This wasn’t exactly how I planned it, but I didn’t mind where it was headed.

Jason raised his hands in the air. “You win. Looks like I’m the one at your mercy.” Michelle giggled. “I’d like my reward now.” Michelle put her hands in her lap, closed her eyes and stuck out her tongue. My cock stirred; Michelle was leaning heavily into her blonde hotwife persona now.

Jason looked at me for confirmation. “You heard her. Give the lady her reward.”

When Jason didn’t move, Michelle said in a sing-song voice. “Jason... I’m waiting...“ The big man shrugged and popped the button on his jeans and unzipped his pants.

Sean and Zack jumped to their feet. “What the hell Gavin? You can’t be serious!” said Zack. “Yeah, we heard rumors, but we didn’t think...” Sean trailed off as Michelle started sucking on Jason’s cock. Both men stared at Michelle in disbelief.

Michelle stretched out both her arms, palms up, and made a come-hither motion.

“Well boys? That’s a pretty obvious invitation. Stay, go or join in. It’s up to you.” Sean and Zack looked at one another. While they decided, I went to the kitchen to get another beer.

I chuckled to myself. Never in my wildest dreams would I have imagined my life would turn out like this. I went from fantasizing about the hotwife lifestyle to living it.

When I came back to the living room, Michelle was naked. Her pink lips were still wrapped around Jason’s cock, but now she had Zack’s cock in one hand and Sean’s in the other. I sat back down to watch my hotwife do what she did best. The first time I’d watched her with her Ex-boyfriend Andre, jealousy and lust had warred in my mind in equal measure. Now, though, it was different. Michelle and I had both grown more confident and sure in our relationship. I got hard as a rock, watching Michelle slurping on Jason’s cock. Her blonde curls bounced with vigor as she deepthroated Jason. Drool dribbled down her chin. She looked like she was trying to suck the color off his cock. She alternated between sucking on all three cocks in front of her and working her fists around Sean and Zack. I resisted the urge to stroke myself. I wanted to savor this moment. Michelle was putting on a show that would be seared into my mind for years to come. I was so caught up in the sexy spectacle in front of me that I didn’t hear the knock at the door, nor the sound of someone calling out as they approached.

“WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON HERE?!”

My heart leaped into my throat, and everyone froze. I turned to see Kyle Delong standing behind me. He looked stunned at the scene before him. He looked at me. “Your email said this was supposed to be a Neighborhood Watch meeting. I thought you might need some help since Richard isn’t here and I walk in to find... whatever the fuck this is?”

Oops! I had forgotten to remove Kyle from the email chain about tonight’s meeting. Kyle was an unofficial official member. He never came to the meetings; at least not since I had been attending.

Fuck!

The guys were already zipping up their pants, and I stood and moved to stand in front of a very naked Michelle. I spotted her discarded dress on the floor and tossed it over to her. She did her best to cover herself. “I’ll get them out of here. You handle Kyle.” I hissed. I pushed the guys toward the back door. I mouthed, “Fix this...” to Michelle on my way out. Seeing how well she flipped the script on Jason, I had every confidence she could handle Kyle Delong.


Chapter six
Damage Control: Michelle


How exactly was I supposed to fix this mess?! I could kill Gavin right now, but at least he had the decency to hand me my dress before he and his friends rushed out of here like bats out of hell.

A red-faced Kyle Delong was still standing in the middle of our living room. I pulled my dress back on before getting up from the floor. I have no idea why; modesty was the least of my concerns at this point.

“I don’t know about you, but I need a drink.” I poured two large glasses of wine and handed one to Kyle, who took it stiffly. I sat back down on the sofa and patted the spot next to me. “Sit down, Mr. Delong. You look like you are about to pop a blood vessel.” He made a scoffing noise, but after a moment, he sat down.

“How long has all this been going on, Mrs. Gibbs?” Kyle asked without ever looking me directly in the eye.

“The gangbang thing is new; tonight, was the first time actually. However, if you mean how long have I been sleeping with other men with my husband’s approval? Since February, so about six months.” I don’t think that was the answer he was expecting because he looked perplexed. Contemplative even. He stared into his wineglass.

“What is it?” I asked. He didn’t speak for a long time.

“Your husband, Gavin, he is okay with all this?” He gestured at the spot on the floor where just minutes ago I had been double-fisting two cocks while sucking a third.

“Gavin is the one who set all this up.”

“So, you’ll just have sex with anyone and your husband doesn’t mind?” He asked with a sneer.

“First of all, don’t assume to judge me or my husband in our own home,” I shot back. I let more than a little venom seep into my voice.

He looked taken aback and then ashamed. “I’m sorry. I’m just having a hard time understanding why someone would be into watching their partner have sex with someone else. He punctuated his words by taking several gulps of his wine.

The anger went out of me at seeing his expression. He looked hurt, pained even.

I sighed and did my best to explain. “Gavin and I have an agreement. I can sleep with anyone as long as he gives me permission. It’s a thrill as much for him as it is for me. I would never sleep with anyone unless we both wanted it to happen.”

Kyle looked me in the eye for the first time, a questioning look on his face. “I love my husband, and I know he loves me. How we choose to express that love might not be how you and Marci express your love for one another, but it has brought Gavin and I closer.”

“Marci is cheating on me,” Kyle blurted out. Suddenly, the anger made sense. I remembered Gavin saying as much.

“Kyle, I’m so sorry,” I said, placing a hand on the man’s shoulder. My inner hotwife was dying to pounce, but I held back and waited for him to make the first move.

I took a chance with what I said next. “I noticed you checking me out the other day when you and Marci came by.”

To my surprise, he laughed. “I was that obvious?”

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell Marci if you don’t. Although I think she already noticed the other day.”

“Yeah, she was pretty pissed when we got home,” he said.

“Marci is always pissed about something. So really, how can you tell?”

We both laughed at that until Kyle’s eyes drifted to my nearly see through dress. I let his eyes linger on my body. He inched closer to me. My nipples hardened in anticipation. His hand rested lightly on my thigh. When I didn’t stop him, he inched the hem of my dress up, exposing my bare upper thighs. He stopped just short of fully exposing my pussy. I held my breath.

His eyes found mine, the unspoken question between us. I nodded my consent and his hand slid upward until his hand found my sex. His fingers probed at my slick folds. He slipped his digits inside me and my nerves lit up.

His fingers felt heavenly to my oversexed mind and needy pussy. He leaned in as if to kiss me, but stopped short. “Are you sure this is okay?”

I nodded enthusiastically. “Gavin gave me his blessing to do this days ago.”

Kyle didn’t need further reassurance. I let him guide me, let him reassert the control he so desperately craved at home. His shirt came off, and I admired his lean physique. He tugged my dress over my head.

His dark eyes smoldered with unabated lust when he revealed my naked body. Kyle pressed his lips to mine and my lips parted involuntarily. I felt his need in that kiss. It was a hungry, lusty thing that made me feel so sexy. I helped Kyle out of his pants and boxers. His cock was big, bigger than I’d imagined. It was thick too. It looked even bigger when I wrapped my small hands around it. I locked eyes with Kyle, and he pushed my head closer to his cock. My eyes flicked to the camera that was hidden in the room. Gavin would be watching by now. I wondered if his friends were watching too?

I wrapped my lips around Kyle’s thick cock and let him push my head down until I gagged. He let my head ease up a little. Wrapping my fingers around his base, I bobbed up and down on his monster cock until drool dripped down my fingers. The pressure Kyle exerted on my head was more insistent now. Every time I would pull back, his hand would force my head back down. All that could be heard in the room was Kyle’s heavy breathing and the wet, slurping and gaging noises I made as he fucked my face.

Finally, I had to come up for air. “Marci hasn’t sucked my cock in years, and never like that,” said Kyle. Kyle’s praise made me want to work that much harder to make him come. I ran my tongue up and down a thick vein of Kyle’s cock before taking him back into my mouth. I wasn’t particularly proud of my blowjob skills but I could tell that Kyle was in heaven by the way his legs twitched and his breath hitched every time I took him to the back of my throat.

Kyle stood and pulled me to my feet with him. He was surprisingly strong. He lifted me into the air and onto his cock. My pussy clenched around the sudden invasive fullness of his cock and I locked my arms and legs around him. My brain threatened to overload as he bounced me up and down on his massive member. It was too much. I had no idea Kyle Delong had been hiding this beast in his pants the whole time.

We ended up back on the sofa with him on top of me. My nails dug into his back as he pounded my pussy. I moaned into Kyle’s ear. The more I moaned, the harder he fucked me. No words were necessary. I met Gavin’s gaze through the camera lens as Kyle fucked me. I knew he would be watching and loving every second of this. “Fuck, fuck, yes! Keep going.” I groaned. Kyle didn’t just have a big dick; he knew how to use it as well. My pussy squeezed around his cock and I shuddered with the force of my oncoming climax.

“Should I pull out?” asked Kyle. The look on his face told me he was close to coming too. I shook my head and locked my legs around his waist. I couldn’t tell if the look on his face was shock or surprise, but he kept going. My over-stuffed pussy milked him until his will power gave out. His cock spasm wildly and we both came together with Kyle shooting his load deep inside me.
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“That was—“

“Intense?” asked Kyle.

“I was going to say ‘Mind-Blowing, but that’s good too.” We both laughed.

“You sure what we just did isn’t going to cause any problems?” He asked.

“Because you came in me?”

Kyle nodded. “Not for Gavin and I. What about for you and Marci?” I asked.

“None, as long as she doesn’t find out.”

I mimed zipping my lips. Just then, Kyle’s phone rang. “Speak of the devil,” he said before answering the call.

I heard him say, “Yep, the meeting just ended. I should be home soon. See you in a bit.” He ended the call and started to get dressed.

“Can we do this again?” He asked. Kyle tucked his shirt back in and smoothed out his clothes. He was probably trying to make it look like nothing happened before he went home to Marci.

A smile pulled at the corners of my lips. “I’d like that, as long as Gavin is okay with it.” I said. I didn’t want him to get the wrong idea. I might be cheating with him, but I wouldn’t cheat on my husband.

After Kyle was gone, I messaged Gavin telling him the coast was clear and he could come back now. Gavin walked in a few minutes later and found me still sitting naked on the living room floor.

“Well, how was it?” He asked.

“You were watching, weren’t you?”

He grinned at me. “You looked so fucking hot getting fucked like that.”

“Am I a terrible person for sleeping with Kyle?”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Did Kyle?”

“Definitely!”

“If it’s Marci you are worried about, according to Rich, she is absolutely having her fun on the side too and apparently has been for a while now.”

I let out a girlish yelp when Gavin scooped me up off the floor. I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I love you, Gavin.”

“I love you too Michelle, and now I’m going to take you upstairs and show you just how much I enjoyed that little show you put on for me.

My pussy would be sore in the morning, but there is no way I wasn’t going to get fucked to sleep by my husband tonight after he said something like that.


Chapter seven
Reclaiming what’s Mine: Gavin


Itossed Michelle onto our queen-sized bed and started unbuckling my pants. My cock was already rock hard. “Gavin, wait. I should take a shower first. Kyle, he... I don’t know if you saw on the video but he—“ Michelle’s cheeks reddened. “I—”

I cut her off. “You let him come in you?”

Michelle’s eyes widened, and she nodded. I should have been angry, but instead, it just made me want to fuck her more. I grabbed her ankle and drug her to the edge of the bed. I put her legs over my shoulders. Michelle’s eyes fluttered when I pushed my cock into her still dripping pussy. I froze and didn’t move for a long time.

“Gavin?” Michelle asked. She sounded worried.

“Fuck Michelle, I can still feel his cum inside you.” Michelle went scarlet, embarrassed. She tried to pull away from me, but I held her in place.

“Gavin, I’m so sorry, I just got caught up in the moment and—“

I cut her off again before she could say more. “I can’t wait to fill my slutty hotwife with my cum too.” I growled. I pulled Michelle tighter into me and fucked her. I fucked her hard and fast. Her head lolled to the side and her whole body bounced on the bed with the force of each thrust into her. I felt like a man possessed. Michelle gripped the sheets and held on as I fucked her.

Michelle was whimpering and moaning, but I barely noticed. I was driven by my own overwhelming need to take her. My own pleasure was my only concern. At the moment, Michelle was simply a fuck toy for me to use and be shared as I liked. “You like doing this, don’t you? You want to be used and filled with another man’s cum?” She moaned in response, and I kept fucking her until I felt her pussy quiver around my cock. I grabbed her by the throat. “Not yet! Don’t you dare cum until I fill your pussy, just like you let him do.” I pumped my cock into her until I came. I filled her pussy until cum leaked out of her. Michelle was a mess. I let the gooey mix of my cum and Kyle’s leak down Michelle’s legs but I still didn’t release her tender throat.

Once I regained my composure, I climbed onto the bed and pulled Michelle close to me. I inhaled her scent and kissed her forehead. “You’re mine. Forever and always.” Michelle took my hand in hers and we both drifted off to sleep. Contented.


Chapter eight
Epilogue: Michelle


“Sounds like you two should host the Watch meetings more often,” said Rich. Gavin and I were in Rich’s backyard telling him about everything that happened while he was away. Rich turned over the steaks he was grilling for us. “Can you imagine what would have happened if it was Marci who came over instead of Kyle?” I shuddered that the thought.

“She would have tried to have you all arrested, or at least tried to kick you out of the neighborhood.” A voice from behind us said.

Kyle stepped out onto the back patio. “Who invited him?” Gavin asked. He raised an eyebrow at me questioningly. I shook my head. I had no idea why Kyle was here, but the tingle between my legs when I saw him came as a bit of a surprise.

“I asked Richard if I could be here. I just wanted to see you face-to-face, Mr. Gibbs and to make sure we’re good.” He held out a hand to Gavin.

“Why? Because you fucked my wife?”

Gavin let the moment stretch out for a long time. Kyle looked mortified.

“Stop teasing him!” I said. A huge smile broke out on Gavin’s face. “I’m just messing with you Kyle.” Gavin shook the other man’s hand. “I know how much fun you two had the other night. You will get no complaints from me. In fact, I work late most nights, so I’m sure Michelle wouldn’t mind if you came around more often. Isn’t that right Michelle?”

I grinned and hugged Kyle in response, making sure I pressed my chest into him. “I would love to have you come over again.” I said with a wink.

“Welcome to the club,” said Rich, handing Kyle a beer. Kyle looked at Rich. “You too?” Rich just smiled and took a swig of his beer. “Michelle is the type of woman that needs lots of attention,“ said Gavin. Kyle’s eyes bulged. His head snapped to me and I tried to look nonchalant, but my burning cheeks probably gave me away.

“Maybe later we can all take turns giving my loving wife all the attention she requires,” said Gavin.

My face must have turned beet red because all three men burst out laughing. Looking to turn the tables, I pulled off my shirt and started stripping. They all looked at me. “I think I’ll go for a dip in the pool until the steaks are ready.” No one was laughing anymore. They just looked at me like I was the main course. It was at that moment I realized that this was going to be one hot summer for Brightoncrest’s newest Neighborhood Hotwife.


Which filthy hotwife is next?


Which filthy hotwife is next?

Next in series: My Hotwife's New Husband

Bill loves watching Monica enjoy herself with other men. He's shared his wife with his groomsmen on their wedding night, and with his best friend, Daniel, at a corporate holiday party. Now the couple is going to try something new, a shared holiday in Cabo with their friend—warm sandy beaches, tasty cold drinks, and hot passionate sex. To kick it off, Bill devises a plan that will turn up the heat on the sex fun, and lead to unforeseen consequences for his marriage.

This belated honeymoon, with a twist, promises to be a spectacular occasion, one all three will long remember.

Read the entire series here: https://mybook.to/ultimatehotwifesummer

[image: image-placeholder]


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

Book 1: A Hotwife Summer by Aila Glass

Book 2: A Hotwife On Fire by Alexa Sommer

Book 3: A Hotwife Exposed by Daisy Dennis

Book 4: A Hotwife On The Go by Cyra Wilde

Book 5: A Hotwife in The Sand by Kyle Canon

Book 6: The Hotwife Next Door by Kevin Jaxon

Book 7: The Hotwives New Husband by Sean Geist

Book 8: A Hotwife Playa Cabanaby Hank Dolworth

Book 9: A Hotwife Marooned by Olivia Lawless

Book 10: A Hotwife Gets Wet by Anya Knightly

Book 11: A Hotwife Anniversary by Dilana Rose

Book 12: A Hotwife At The Hideaway by Zoey Adams

Book 13: The Hotwife Getaway by Lillia Wett

Book 14: A Hotwife Bares It All by Hardison Parker

Book 15: A Hotwife Road Trip by Devon Haze

Book 16: A Hotwife Takes it... Easy by Delores Swallows


Find Out How Michelle Became a Hotwife


Find out what happened on Valentine's Day to turn Michelle into a Hotwife!
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https://mybook.to/AHotwifes2ndChance


Also By Kevin Jaxon


The Freeuse Retreat

A Hotwife's Second Chance

Shared by the Coven


About the Author


I’m just your average everyday house-husband with a loving wife and several pets. I spend my days thinking up sexy, explicit stories about naughty hotwives in unconventional relationships and my nights sleeping next to the most beautiful woman in the world. If you like your hotwife/cuckold erotica with a dash of romance and a bit of magic, then I’m your guy! 


You can find all my books on Amazon!
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