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Hotwife Spring Break


Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea.

Want to become a hotwife?

Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless.

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.


Chapter 1


My husband, Silas, drums his fingers against the steering wheel as we make our way down the highway. Or, I should say, as we drive at a snail's pace our way. We happen to catch rush hour as we head into Fort Lauderdale, Florida. It’s a huge difference from our home in Toronto, Canada. For one, there are nice beaches here. There is one beach at home which is not bad, but it’s nothing like the ones down the coast of Florida. White sand, and the water goes on forever.

I sigh as I watch an ant walk across the hot road. He’s traveling faster than we are, and by the time we move another inch forward, he’s already next to the car in front of us. My head lays against the cool glass and I only turn when I feel my husband lay his hand over my thigh. I hum as he rubs his thumb across my skin. Despite working as a lawyer, his fingers are rough. That’s mostly because he’s quite the handyman at home. Instead of calling a guy like I would, he always insists on doing it himself. Ego I assume. His father worked as a construction worker and even though he was glad his son went to college, he was a little bummed it wasn’t for the trades but, instead, to become a lawyer.

The exact opposite to him, in his mind.

My eyes roam up my husband’s long, muscular arm, covered lightly with brown hair, lighter than the perfectly quaffed head of dark hair on his head. He’s wearing a white and light blue button-up t-shirt and blue jeans. A big difference from the suits he normally wears. These are his vacation clothes. When he comes home from work he just takes off his jacket and stays in his suit. And on the weekends he goes for slacks with turtle necks or plain white t-shirts.

He looks like a younger version of his father like this, rather than the Harvey Specter look-a-like that he typically does.

“Fuck,” he mutters, “We definitely timed this wrong.”

I chuckle. “We?”

He turns to face me with a confused look on his face.

“What?”

“Dude, I’m not the one driving, and you said you can handle it.” I point to him. “This is your fault.”

He smirks and grabs my finger, putting it into his lips to kiss. After being married for 10 years, it’s easy for us to tease each other, knowing each other so well at this point. Like, I know his timing sucks. Which is why, whenever we leave anywhere, I tell him ten minutes before we have to leave. How he managed to become one of the best trial lawyers in Toronto, I’ll never know.

Maybe that charming smile of his makes people forgive him for being late.

I pull my hand back and lay back against the window.

It takes us about an hour to actually get into Fort Lauderdale and another half an hour to find the resort.

My whole body tingles with anticipation. I’m so excited. We haven’t been on vacation for a long while. Silas pulls into the parking lot and, after parking and getting our bags, we head into the resort. The air is hot in Florida, so when I get hit with the air conditioning, I almost moan. The resort is very white. White walls, white tile floors, white furniture. Even the flowers on the tables are white. I almost feel like taking off my shoes.

We head to the front desk and an almost violently happy woman greets us.

“Hello, and welcome to The Beachside Hotel and Resort! How can I help you?” She smiles brightly and I’m almost taken aback by it. Silas and I are more on the shy side. My husband especially barely talks to anyone but me and his clients.

“Ah, yes. We have a reservation. It’s under the name Walker,” my husband says.

She types on her computer, maintaining her smile the whole time. Finally, she comes across our reservation.

“Silas Walker?”

He nods.

“Okay, you are Room 102 on the tenth floor.” She asks Silas a few more questions and, after she’s done, hands us the key.

“We will have a bellhop take your bags upstairs.”

Before we have time to protest, a shorter balding man comes up next to my husband and takes the bags. We follow him to the elevator and Silas pushes the button that takes us up to the 10th floor. I grab onto the rails and close my eyes as I feel my stomach drop.

Fuck, I hate elevators. I hate the feeling of the pressure when the elevator starts and stops. I swear I am always tempted just to take the stairs. Silas grasps my hand, knowing my feelings about the elevator, and pulls me into his arms. Before I know it, another whoosh and then the doors open.

We follow our bellhop to the hotel room. After putting in the key, Silas pushes the door open, revealing a gorgeous room. It’s the same tiles as outside, the walls are beige, and they match the curtains. There are a few sticks of furniture, including a desk, chair, and a couch, and when you turn to the left, there is another room with a bed in it. It’s like a living room, bathroom, and bedroom in one room.

My husband tips the man and he leaves us with our bags. I open the curtains wide, revealing the blue sky and amazing beach. You can probably see the sun dip past the horizon here.

“God, it’s beautiful,” I say in awe.

Silas comes up behind me, wraps his arms around me, and hums his agreement. We stand there watching the waves and the people down below.

“I want to go down there,” I say, toeing off my runners.

“Yeah?” Silas tips my head back and kisses my forehead.

I’m about 8 inches shorter than he is and even shorter when I have no shoes on.

“We can go,” he says, “but I’m going to take a shower first.” He pats my behind and leaves for the bathroom.

I take our suitcases into the bedroom and unpack.

I don’t like putting stuff in drawers, but I like opening up the suitcases and setting them on the floor, figuring out what we need at the moment. I take out Silas’s swim trunks and my bathing suit. I bought a couple of new bikinis. A tiny black one with a gold ring holding the bottoms together, along with string and a simple white bikini. I thought about going for the leopard print one I saw, but that seemed a bit much for me. Reserve is more my type. In fact, I’m surprised I chose a bikini rather than a one-piece.

In my mind, I guess I was thinking this was my chance to get out there a bit. Try something new in a place that is new. Try on a new me and see what happens. If it sucks, it’s not like we live here. I can go back to Toronto for my work, yoga pants, and cardigans.

I hear the shower running behind me as an idea pops into my head. Quickly, I undress and head into the bathroom. I can see my husband running his hand through his hair through the steamed glass.

Fuck, he’s beautiful. Tall and lean. He swims and has the body to show for it. Abs and tanned skin with gorgeous brown eyes and a little stubble. He looks like a Greek God. I step into the shower behind him and, when he turns around, his eyes go dark as he looks over my naked body.

I shiver and run my hand up my arm as his eyes roam from my feet all the way up, stopping for a few moments at my tits before locking eyes with me.

“Come here,” he says and pulls me into his arms, and then he pushes me against the wall of the shower.

“Stay,” he commands and I lean against the tile as he pours soap onto his hands and starts washing me. He starts at my neck, massaging and lathering my body. Then he goes down to my collarbone. My breath hitches as his hands glide over my large mounds. He pulls at my nipples and rolls them between his fingers. I moan as my core heats and I get needy.

Moving on, he runs his hand down my stomach and starts doing my legs, completely bypassing the place I want him the most. But with the smirk on his face, I know he did that on purpose and, if I can be patient, he will get there.

But maybe I don’t want to be patient. Maybe I want to command him this time. Opening my legs and pulling every ounce of courage, I grab the back of his head and press him between my legs.

It’s not that my husband doesn’t listen to me or satisfy me. He does. I always come first. I feel loved and cherished and sexy every time he is near me, and I don’t mind being submissive in bed. I just want to try taking it a little instead of waiting to be taken.

And it looks like it’s working because Silas’s hand braces on my thighs and his tongue laps my pussy. His moans rumble through my core and I feel the pleasure of his face between my legs down to my toes. I grind myself against his face as he sucks and licks my clit. His fingers dig into my thighs, gripping me possessively as I take my pleasure.

“Oh, fuck. I’m going to come,” I whimper, my orgasm peaking.

And then he sucks my clit, making me come all over his face.

“Fuck!” I shout with a high-pitched yelp as pleasure rolls through me. Like the waves in the water, it crashes through me over and over again until I’m sensitive. I pull his head back and see my husband grinning at me, his pearly whites and lips covered with my arousal.

Slowly he stands, his rock-hard cock bobbing between us.

“You’ve never done that before,” he pants and runs his hand through my hair.

“Was that okay?” I ask. “Maybe I should have asked before-”

He stops me with a kiss and brings my hand to his cock.

“You think I’d be this hard if I didn’t like it, Olive? I fucking loved how you shoved my face against your pussy. It’s my favourite place to be. Other than inside you.”

I smile and feel relieved that I didn’t freak him out. In fact, it was the opposite. His cock is thick and warm in my hand, veins pulsing alongside his shaft. The tip drips with pre-cum and makes me kneel so I can have a taste.

What I can’t get into my mouth, I use my hand to jack him off as I suck him. He settles his forearms against the wall and watches me blow him. Feeling that newfound confidence, I try another new thing. I cup his balls in my hand and squeeze them.

His mouth opens as a long groan escapes him and he leaks more pre-cum into my mouth.

“Fuck, baby,” he pants. “Yes. Play with my balls, you dirty girl.”

I smile around his dick and roll his balls in my hand.

Fuck, if I knew he’d be this into trying new sexy things I would have done this years ago.

I bob up and down on his cock, rolling his balls and listening to him growl as he pumps his shaft in and out of my mouth. His eyes are closed, his mouth hanging open as he pants with pleasure.

“You’re gonna make me come, baby. Fuck. Please. Don’t stop.”

I squeeze his balls tighter, jack his cock faster, and suck harder until he’s coming down my throat.

His growls reverberate off the shower tiles as he comes. I swallow every drop of his cum until he’s sucked dry. When I pull off of him, I settle my hands on his hips as I rise, keeping him from falling. He leans against me as I lean against the wall. The water falls across his back as we catch our breath.

We have to shower again after that, but as soon as we’re done, we put on our swimsuits and head to the beach.


Chapter 2


“Fuck, that’s sexy,” Silas growls as I peel off my sun dress, revealing my black bikini.

I didn’t show it to him we left, wanting it to be a secret. I’m satisfied with the look of lust in his eyes.

I take a seat next to him on the blanket. After showering, we went down to the beach and found a place that is pretty secluded from other people.

“What’s going on?” Silas asks, curiosity dancing in his eyes.

“What do you mean?” I ask, wiping sand off my hands before leaning back on them. That move made my breasts push out and his eyes lower to them before hiking back up to me.

“I mean this…” he waves to my bikini. “And what happened in the shower. That isn’t typical Olive. Typical Olive wears swim trunks and t-shirts to the beach. Typical Olive doesn’t push her husband's face between her legs. Not that I’m complaining,” he makes it clear, his hand in the air on either side of his head.

“Well,” I breathe, “I guess I wanted to try something new. It’s not like I’m not satisfied, but I’m just curious, and when I indulged in one curiosity, that led me to another and then another. So it started with the bikini and that led me to the… you know… ball holding and stuff. I don’t know.” I shrug. “I want to see what I like. I feel like it’s been so long that I don’t know anymore. I don’t know how far I want to go, what I want to do… sexually, mostly. Figured this vacation, with it being so far away from all that I know, would be a great opportunity to spread my legs, so to speak.” I giggle at my own joke and Silas chuckles, wrapping his arm around me.

“Well, I like it. I’d like to see what other things we can get into while we’re here. That’s for telling me.” He kisses the top of my head.

I’m glad that Silas has a strong enough man-ego that he doesn’t get weird about me wanting more. That he doesn’t equate wanting more with not being happy. Because I’m not. I’m very happy.

“I’m going to go take a swim. Wanna come?” Silas asks.

I shake my head. “No thanks. Maybe later. I just want to lie down for a sec.”

He nods and stands up. I watch his ass in those tight swim trunks as he walks into the water. A lustful thrill runs over my body and I feel my core heat up again. I press my thighs together as unexpected pleasure hits me.

Man, I need to start looking again. I did when we were younger, but I guess I stopped.

I lie down on the towel, closing my eyes as I remember the first time I ever saw Silas in a pair of swim trunks.

It was at the community pool in Toronto. I started going there a couple of months after I moved to Toronto from Scarborough. I don’t like the gym, but I wanted a place to work out. I swam when I was a kid and thought it would be great.

I sat at the edge of the pool after going back and forth about 5 times, and on the other side I see this hunk of a man climb out of the pool. His back muscles flexed, and there was the sound of rushing water tumbling off his back. As he stood up, he revealed the most gorgeous ass I’ve ever seen covered by his blue trunks.

He pulled at the hem of it, tugging it up, and I swear his marble-like ass didn’t move at all. I never thought I was an ass girl until that moment. But then he turned around and revealed something even better. A bulge. And that was when he was soft. I blame my virginity as to why I was so mesmerized that I didn’t realize I was starting until he came up to me and said, “See something you like?”

Not only was it the first time I saw him in trunks. It was the first time I met him.

He looked down at me with kind and humorous eyes, neither offended nor ashamed of my looking.

“Um, I-uh…” I had no words. Before I could get any out, he gave me a wink and left.

I avoided the pool for a week after that. I couldn’t get over how embarrassing it was just to gawk and then not say anything. When I went back, I saw him again, and this time I had words. We chatted about how sorry I was for staring. He said it was okay and we went and had lunch together. He told me about his new job as a lawyer at a law firm near the pool and I told him about my job as a social media manager for a sports store.

It was like we were friends from another life. It was so easy to talk to him that lunch turned into dinner, which turned into my first kiss. After a couple of dates, it turned into losing my virginity in front of the fireplace, and the rest is history. It was always him. I never had sex with another person ever. I’ve thought about it. A faceless man licking my pussy as my husband watched, but that was all fantasy.

Maybe this is my chance to explore that fantasy for real.

I feel some droplets of water on me, breaking me from my thoughts. I look up to see Silas looking down at me. Well, at my crotch, where I have my hand under my bottoms and I’m rubbing my clit.

“Fuck,” I gasp and pull my hand out.

“No,” Silas says, his voice deep and gravelly. “Don’t stop.”

He kneels down and undoes my bikini bottoms, then yanks them off. Spreading my legs, my skin heats as I place my fingertips over my clit and rub it in small circles. My pussy glistens under the sun, and my husband stares at it. He watches me touch myself as he rubs his cock over his swim trunks.

“Take them off,” I say softly.

His eyes connect with mine and the lust in his eyes makes me mewl.

Still looking at me, he undoes his trunks and pushes them down, revealing his cock that drips with pre-cum.

“You want my cock, baby?” He growls. “In public, where anyone can catch you? Where anyone can see just want a cock slut you are?”

His voice is dark and it makes me shiver with need.

I nod my head. “Please. Yes, please. I want your cock.”

He leans over me, bracing his hands on either side of my head, as he slowly sinks in. We both groan and I remove my hand to brace them on his shoulders.

My nails dig into his shoulders as he thrusts his cock in and out of my pussy. I whimper and moan under him. I look down and watch as he sinks inside me and pulls out, all shiny with my arousal. With me being on birth control and being married, we decided to forgo condoms.

Silas grunts like an animal as he plows into me. The slapping sounds a bass-line to our lovemaking. My husband lowers himself closer to me and kisses my neck, my collarbone, and my breasts. I watch as he loves me and brings me closer to orgasm. He kisses back up my body and whispers dirty things in my ear.

“You love what I’m doing to this sweet body, baby? Your pussy is so fucking tight that I’m already so close to coming in her. I’m going to give all my cum to my dirty. Little. Slutty. Wife.”

He punctuates each word with a thrust that builds my orgasm higher.

“Can you imagine someone watching me take you? Some man passing by, watching your husband rut into you like an animal.”

My whole body shivers. I’ve always loved my husband’s dirty talk, and this is no exception.

“Please,” I whimper.

“Please what?” he growls. “Please fill me up or make me come?”

“Make me come. Then fill me up.” I pant and wrap my legs around his waist.

He grips my thigh with one hand and pushes my leg up, allowing him to go deeper as he fucks me harder.

My breasts bounce and I shut my eyes tight as my orgasm comes barreling through me.

“That’s it, baby. Come on my cock. Come all over me. Squeeze this dick tight with your cunt.”

I hold him tight as I come and, with a few more thrusts, he comes as well, filling me up just like he said.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, when we hear something snap. We both look up at the same time above us to see a guy standing there. His cheeks are red with embarrassment and he leaves, running through the trees.

Instead of being horrified that some man was watching us, I’m a little turned on.

“Did you know he was looking?” I ask, recalling the voyeurism dirty talk my husband was giving me.

He gives me a crooked smile. “No. I had no idea. Well, I hope he enjoyed the show.”

We both laugh as he pulls out and lies next to me.

“Who’d you think he was?” I ask, trying my bathing suit back on.

Silas shrugs. “Maybe he’s one of those college students here for spring break.”

I nod as I lie back down.


Chapter 3


After a long swim in the ocean, Silas and I pack up our stuff and head to the car. My mind occasionally drifts back to that guy watching us. Blonde hair, blue eyes, a young adult with khaki shorts and a dark blue t-shirt. Definitely has to be a college student. I recall his body filling in his shirt and I start filling in the blanks of the mystery man.

Maybe he plays football and he’s got a six-pack. With those thick arms, I assume he could lift anything. Maybe me. My pussy tingles and I shake my head. This is so inappropriate. I mean, yeah, he started it by watching my husband and I have sex, but I shouldn’t be thinking about what his cock looks like.

I open the back of our car and, as I’m shoving in the bag full of sandy beach towels, I see a flash of blonde to my right. I look over and see that same man opening his car door. He looks over at me and does a double-take before his cheeks turn red.

I close the door and walk over to him. I don’t know why.

When I reach him, he stands still, his toe digging into the concrete parking lot.

Pulling at the back of his neck, he looks down at his shoes and says, “I’m sorry.” He looks up, his eyes wide with panic. “It was an accident. I was checking out this noise I heard and then I saw…” His words trail off and I assume he’s thinking back to Silas and I fucking.

I put a hand on his shoulder as Silas steps up behind me.

“It’s fine. We didn’t really mind.” Silas nods his head in agreement.

“Oh,” he says, looking between my husband and me.

“In fact…” I start saying, my brain choosing honesty. “It was kind of hot.”

He chuckles softly as he starts to relax. “Seriously?”

“Totally. We’ve never been watched before and we didn’t know you were there until it was over, but it was… yeah, pretty hot.”

The man nods and sticks out his hand. “I’m Grayson, by the way. I’m here on spring break. I’m in my last year of college, so this is kind of the last chance I get to go ham before I get a job.”

I shake his hand, then Silas shakes his hand.

“Hello, Grayson. I’m Olive and this is my husband, Silas.”

Grayson looks at Silas and says, “You’re not mad, either?”

There is a little fear in Grayson’s eyes, which I understand. Silas can be intimidating, from his height to his “bitch face,” which he says he doesn’t have, but he for sure does.

“Not at all. I agree. It was hot. I mean, I’d rather you been there with us knowing, or not been there at all, but I’m not mad.”

Grayson starts to calm down and everything gets a little more relaxed. So much so that I blurt out, “He actually was talking about me being fucked by other men,” I point my thumb at my husband and as I recall the words I just said. I’m now the one blushing.

“Oh, uh. Never mind. Forget I said that. I don’t even know you that well to say that.” I wipe my forehead. “It must be the heat.”

Grayson chuckles. “That’s fine. I think considering what I did, you have nothing to be sorry about.”

Grayson and I laugh, but everything goes silent when Silas says, “Do you want to fuck her?”

I look up at my husband at the same time Grayson’s eyes shoot to his.

My husband looks down at me and shrugs, “What? I think we're at a point in this conversation where I can ask.” He looks back at Grayson, “So? What do you think?”

Grayson looks at Silas, then to me, then back to him, until they fall back to me.

“I mean…” He tugs at the back of his neck again. “If you are into it… I would not say no.”

My pussy tingles again, and she’s begging me to say yes. This would definitely count as stepping out of my comfort zone. I feel my nipples harden under the bathing suit as Silas cups my breasts.

“What do you say, baby? Do you want Grayson to suck those pretty nipples as he sinks his cock inside you?”

I gasp and feel my suit getting wet with my arousal.

“Yes,” I say softly, and Silas leads Grayson and I into our car.

We parked our car at the end of the parking lot under a grove of trees, which made it hard to see. At the time, I assumed it was to keep our car cool, but part of me is wondering if Silas planned this. While on one of our dates, after half a bottle of wine, I did admit to him that I was reading some hotwife erotica and always imagined myself as the wife, but the conversation didn’t go anywhere from that.

I don’t have that much time to think about it, though, because as soon as I step into the car, Silas helps me onto Grayson’s lap. Before he leaves he says, “I’ll keep a lookout,” and winks before shutting the door.

Grayson’s hands are on my hips and I feel his erection under me, pressing against me.

“Have you ever done this before?” he asks, his voice dripping with lust.

I shake my head. “But I’m ready,” I say, and I mean that. I can already feel my body responding to his touch.

Grayson wets his lip and then pulls at the strings of my bikini top. As soon as it’s untied, I slip it off, my breasts falling out directly in front of his face.

He looks at me one more time, giving me one more chance to say no before we start. I nod and then moan as he wraps his lips around my nipple.

“Fuck,” I gasp and grip the back of the seat.

His hand plays with my left breast as he sucks on the right. His tongue swirls around the hard nipple, causing electric zings of pleasure to hit me at my core. I grind myself on Grayson’s cock as he moves over to suck on my other nipples.

I open my eyes and look down at him. He pulls back, my nipple releasing with a pop, and he looks up at me.

“Your tits are amazing,” he says as his fingers trail down my sides towards my bikini bottom.

Grabbing onto the ties, he pulls. First the left side then the right. I lift up so he can pull it out from under me.

Grayson’s fingers slide between my legs and I moan.

“Fuck. You’re so fucking wet.” He moans and pushes two fingers inside me.

“Mother of God,” I groan. My hips move as he pumps his digits in and out of my sopping pussy.

I don’t know if anyone can see the car moving or hear the moans, but I don’t care. I chase my orgasm anyway. Rocking on Grayson’s fingers while his thumb rubs my clit. We’re both panting and groaning as my pussy soaks his hand until finally, I come.

I lean against him, my tits pressed against his face, as I shake through my climax.

“Atta’ girl. Fuck. I love the way your pussy is squeezing my fingers. Is it going to squeeze my cock like that?” Grayson says against my skin.

I shiver as he pulls his fingers out and I bite my lip as he sucks my juices off of them.

“You taste amazing, Olive,” he says and leans forward, kissing me.

I can taste my arousal on his tongue as I suck it hard. And even though I already came, I want more. I pull back, panting, and reach down to undo his shorts.

I reach into his pants and pull out the thickest cock I’ve ever seen. Silas is thick and long, but he is thicker and shorter. My fingers can’t even wrap around the thing. He must have noticed my pause because he says, “Don’t worry. I promise if it hurts, we can stop.”

I nod as I position myself over his pulsing cock. It’s so strange holding a dick that isn’t my husband’s, but it’s exciting, nevertheless. With one hand on him and the other on his shoulder, I sink down slowly, feeling the way he stretches me wide.

“Holy shit,” I moan, sinking down farther and farther.

I brace both hands on his shoulders when I bottom out. I wiggle around, getting used to him. He’s just so fucking thick and I feel so full. Grayson grips my hips and together I lift up and sink back down. The tip rubs against my g-spot and every thrust makes it easier and easier until I’m riding him hard. My boobs bounce up and down and I think I feel the car moving, too.

I roll my hips and listen to Grayson groan.

“Oh, fuck, baby. That feels so fucking good.”

Clearly, because his hands grip me harder and he fucks me deeper. He slams me down on his cock as he thrusts up and every time it gets me closer and closer to another orgasm.

“Jesus, Olive. Your pussy is so fucking tight. I’m going to come. I’m going to…” His sentence turns into a groan as he empties himself into me. His cum coats my inner walls as they pulse around him. I didn’t come, but I rub my clit, and just feeling his hot seed inside me makes me come. I whimper and shove my face into his shoulder as my climax takes over.

Grayson holds me against him, his hand running up and down my back as we catch our breath. I can feel my heartbeat in my ears, my body is sensitive, and I feel his cock softening inside of me.

“That was…” Grayson says.

“Yeah,” I agree.

I hear the door open and turn to see Silas getting into the front seat. His smile is big and I can see lust in his eyes.

“You two have fun?” Silas says and we both nod. "Good. Can I have my wife back?"

Grayson chuckles, pulling out of me. Then I take a seat next to him, my pussy dripping with cum as he tucks himself back into his pants. After that, we say our goodbyes and he leaves, going back to his own car.

I make my way to the front seat, careful not to fall since all my limbs haven’t gotten back to planet Earth yet.

“You look positively ravished,” Silas says, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “Fucking beautiful.” He kisses my cheek and then pulls out of the parking lot.


Chapter 4


I can still feel Grayson’s cum running down my leg as we get back to our hotel room. I need a break, so instead of taking a shower together, we go separately. God knows if I see my naked husband, I will probably want to jump him. Plus, we have to get to dinner. I am very hungry.

For food.

I feel like a sexual goddess has awakened within me. I can imagine doing this again, maybe with Grayson. Maybe I can teach him to have a little patience.

I wash my body until I feel all relaxed and fresh. Stepping out of the shower, I wrap the towel around my body. When I look in the mirror, I almost don’t recognize myself.

Who is this hot and thoroughly fucked lady in my mirror?

My dark hair clings to my skin, my lips are swollen and I see some marks on my body.

I open my towel and see marks all over my breasts and it makes me smile. If you were to ask younger me if I were to ever have the kind of sex that leaves marks, I would tell you “hell no” because I didn’t think it would ever happen. I always thought that sex was missionary and blow jobs on his birthday. And I was fine with that. Then I got to reading erotica and thought maybe there were some new things to try, and boy was I right.

I gasp as I realize something. Oh, my God. I am the wife in those hotwife books. The woman that has sex with men that aren’t her husband and that the husband chose.

Giddily, I dry myself up and put on some clothes. I feel embarrassed for being this excited, but I know it’s for a good reason. From not thinking I would be able to do this to not only pulling it off, but having so much fun doing it!

I greet my husband in the bedroom getting ready for dinner. He’s put on some beige slacks and a different button-up t-shirt. He’s working on the middle button when he turns around and sees me in my red dress that hugs my hips. It has a tie that holds it around my neck, leaving my arm and back bare.

“Well, look at you,” he says sexily and walks over to me.

He holds my hips as he checks me out, not hiding at all how he feels. That’s one of the things I love most about my husband. He doesn’t hold back his feelings towards me. Always letting me know exactly how he feels without fear.

He leans down and gently kisses me on the lips so as to not mess up my lipstick.

“You ready?” I ask and he nods, doing the rest of his buttons then he takes my hand and we head to the restaurant downstairs.

The restaurant is pretty spectacular. Rather than the white tiles of the resort it has red carpet with dark brown walls and dark brown, almost black tables and chairs. It’s a different kind of elegance from the rest of the hotel. A dark and moody kind of elegant rather than a crisp and clean look.

The waitress takes us to a table near a big window and a big fern tree in a black and gold pot. Silas pulls out my chair before I take a seat and then pushes it in. After he takes his seat, the waitress gives us our menus and let us know the specials.

“The lobster sounds great,” I say and ask for that as well as a glass of red wine.

Silas asks for the same, but instead of wine, he asks for a gin and tonic.

“This place is so nice,” I comment after the lady leaves with our orders.

“Yeah, I think it kind of clashes with the look of the rest of the hotel, but it’s still incredible.”

Ever the critic.

Silas puts his elbows onto the table, folds his hands together, and rests his chin atop. He looks at me and it makes me ask why.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I grin.

He leans forward.

“I’m sorry. I just can’t stop thinking about you and Grayson. I had to jack off in the shower.”

I sign, remember it too. I swear that will be something I think about once a week for the rest of my life.

“Yeah, that was something. It was also kind of out of nowhere, don’t you think?”

Silas grins mysteriously. “No. Not really.”

I tug on his arm. “Oh, come on. Tell me. Did you know him? Did you plan this?”

He shrugs. “Maybe.” I gasp. “What?”

He clears his throat before he starts confessing, “Grayson is my work buddy's son’s friend. He comes to the office quite a lot. He’s going to school to become a lawyer. I was talking to my friend about it, and he happened to hear. So we started chatting. I told him that I wanted to give you something during our Florida vacation and he happened to mention that he was going too. So, one thing led to another and…”

My mouth is open in shock. I’m not mad at the subterfuge, but I am shocked.

“Listen, I wasn’t going to let some stranger fuck my wife. Not the first time anyway.” He winks and I giggle.

I remember during this afternoon that I felt really safe. I imagine that’s because a part of me knew, not the details, but I knew I was safe and my husband is always looking out for me.

“Well, thank you for this.” I lean over and kiss him.

He smiles and it goes even wider when he looks behind me. I turn to see what he’s looking at. There is Grayson with some friends taking a seat at the table. He gives my husband a nod when he sees us and Silas nods back.

After the waitress comes back with our food I ask Silas, “Any chance he would be up for round two?”

Silas grins over his fork. “I have no doubt. I’ll text him and ask. I’m pretty sure he will be up for it. I mean, who can resist your pussy?”

I giggle as my cheeks heat.

This is shaping up to be the best vacation ever.
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After dinner, we head up to our room. I stretch as the day's events wind down. I don’t even bother changing when we get to our room. I just take off my makeup and my shoes and curl into bed. I feel Silas behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist and kissing my neck.

“Tomorrow,” he says.

“What?”

“He will be here tomorrow.”

With a smile on my face, I slowly drift off to sleep.
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We spend the next day sightseeing, since Grayson said he'll be there tonight after dinner. There are so many people here. Mostly tourists like us. It’s a hot day, but there is a cool breeze coming off of the water, making it easier to walk outside.

I get a couple of key chains as well as a summer dress before lunch. After lunch, we spend another day at the beach. Mostly in the water.

I scream as Silas tosses me in the water and I try my best to get back at him by dunking him. But I am nowhere near as strong and he gets up easily.

Every few moments during the day I think about tonight and what it will entail.

Will Silas leave? Will he stay and watch? Will he join?

So many questions that Silas is not answering. Telling me that it’s a surprise and to trust him. I do, but I’m still annoyed that I don’t know. He just chuckles every time I pout then kisses me. It works on getting my mind elsewhere.

But by the time the sun goes down and we come back from our dinner I’m soaked and my skin is tingling. My pussy throbs and I spent the whole dinner squeezing my thighs together, trying to quell a bit of the ache.

My husband just smiles at me.

I sit on the bed and lie down, my hand over my eyes, when I hear a knock at the door.

Silas gets it and I hear a familiar voice as well as a non-familiar voice. I sit up and open my eyes to see Grayson and one of his friends talking to Silas. He’s the same height and build as Grayson, but instead of the sandy blonde hair and blue eyes, he has dark hair and brown eyes.

My husband leads them into the bedroom, where I get introduced to his friend.

“Olive, this is Sam. And you know Grayson.”

“Hello,” I wave at both of them.

I look at all three of the men, All handsome, tall, and sexy. I can see the bulges in all three of their pants and I have to squeeze my thighs together again.

“So, I’m guessing this is the surprise that you were not telling me about,” I say to Silas.

He shrugs with that mischievous grin of his pulling at his lips.

Something shifts in the air and it’s like a silent start pistol goes off. Grayson comes to my right while his friend Sam goes to my left. Silas takes a seat on one of the chairs in the corner of the room and watches.

Grayson and Sam work together to unbutton my dress and get it off me. Then Grayson pulls my panties down my legs as his friend undoes my bra. My nipples hit the cool breeze and harden and harden more as Sam touches them. He rubs his fingertips around and around until they are stiff peaks.

Downstairs, Grayson kneels and starts rubbing my clit in circles. I moan, my head falling back as I’m gently led on the bed where I can be more comfortable. Sam gets onto the bed and keeps playing with my breasts as Grayson kneels between my legs and sucks sucking on my clit.

I gasp and hold his head there as white-hot pleasure rushes through me. Laying on his side, Sam leans down and sucks a nipple into his mouth. It almost feels like they have done this together before because their tongues are doing the same thing. Same little circles around the nubs.

Sam’s hand finds my breasts and he kneads it in his large hand. Those calloused fingertips graze my skin, over my nipple and I mewl.

I whimper as my thighs start to shake.

Fuck, am I going to come already?

“Oh, my god!” I cry out and clutch at Grayson’s hair as I come.

“That’s it, baby,” Sam says, his deep voice reverberating against my skin. “Come all over his tongue like a good girl.”

Grayson gets up off his knees and pushes my legs against my chest.

“Hold them there,” he commands and I wrap my arms around my legs.

Sam gets up on his knees and they both start shedding their clothes.

Sam’s cock bobs in front of my face. It’s long and curves ever so slightly.

“Have you been thinking about this cock, Olive?” Grayson says and taps it against my clit.

I nod and part my legs so I can see him.

Sam holds my head up as I watch his friend slowly sink into me.

“Holy fuck,” he groans as he watches himself disappear into my pussy. He pulls back, coming out all shiny, then slams back in, making me gasp.

“Fuck. Oh, fuck. Please fuck me, Grayson,” I moan.

Gripping my hips, he starts fucking me hard. Just then I feel Sam’s cock press against my lips.

“Open your mouth, pretty girl,” he groans and my lips part immediately.

He takes it slowly at first, feeding each inch of his cock in at a snail's pace. I can tell by his furrowed brows that he is on the edge, but he keeps calm and gently fucks my face. I taste the bitterness of his pre-cum on my tongue and I love the way he grunts every time I hollow out my cheeks and suck him hard.

“Fuck me, your mouth…” He groans.

I use one arm to hold my legs as the other reaches out and cups Sam’s balls. He lets out a string of curse words as I roll them in my hands.

“Motherfucker that feels so good.” He moans and grips my hair, holding me in place as he fucks my face like a toy.

Meanwhile, Grayson is between my legs, rubbing my clit as he fucks me. I notice him slowing down and then speeding up his thrusts. He’s teasing me. My pussy clenches around him and I feel another orgasm building.

“We all come together,” Grayson grunts.

Sam and I nod and Sam thrusts a little faster. Grayson thrusts a little harder and I close my eyes and take in all the pleasure. The slapping around gets faster and we rock on the bed. We’re all so close.

“That’s it, baby. Come around his cock. Suck his cock,” I hear my husband moan from the corner and that’s what I need.

I come, crying out around Sam’s cock, which makes him come. Hot spurts of cum shoot down my throat and, as my pussy clenches with my orgasm, Grayson comes and fills me with his cum.

“Jesus!” he groans and Sam does the same.

Panting, Grayson and Sam pull out. Grayson sinks to the floor and Sam lies next to me on the bed. My legs fall back down and over the bed. I feel Grayson rubbing my ankle.

We’re all blissed out, so high on lust that it takes a bit to get our bearings, but eventually Grayson and Sam get up and, after thanking us, they leave.

I turn my head to see Silas stroking his cock over his jeans.

“Come here,” I say.


Chapter 5


Silas practically leaps off the chair and jumps on me. His lips slam against mine and he runs his hands up and down my sides as my legs wrap around his waist.

“Fuck, baby,” he says, pulling back. “That was so fucking hot. The way they just used your body. Making you come. I nearly came in my pants.”

Speaking of…

I pull at his belt and he takes over, ripping off his belt and shoving his pants down. I help him with his shirt and then crawl up a little higher on the bed so we’re on it completely.

“You liked that?” I say in a seductive tone. “You liked watching those guys fuck my holes? Your holes?”

He nods then thrusts his cock all the way inside me.

“Fuck!” he grunts and I gasp.

I really enjoyed having Grayson’s dick in my pussy. He was new and really good, but there is nothing like having my husband inside me. He just knows my body so well. The way he rolls his hips to rub against my g-spot. The way he kisses up the column of my neck, sucking at the pulse. He knows all the little ways that turn me on and I love it.

“Yes. My holes. You’re mine, Olive. This mouth, this pussy. Your ass. All. Mine.” He thrusts deep and hard and I clench and mewl under him.

“Oh, my god, yes! I’m yours, baby. All yours.” Groaning, I feel myself getting closer to yet another orgasm.

This has to be some sort of record for me.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.” I chant as my husband fucks me faster and faster until I’m coming.

“Fuck, yes baby. Come all over this cock. That’s it. Good girl. You’re such a good. Fucking. Girl.” He thrusts through every word until he’s coming.

Hot streams of cum fill me up. We groan and touch and kiss until every drop of our orgasm is pulled from us.

Holding me by my waist, Silas rolls us over so I’m on top. He pets my hair as we pant, trying to catch our breath.

“That was incredible. This whole vacation has been amazing.”

I chuckle softly. “And it’s only just started.”

He pulls back. “I don’t know if I can survive any more of this amazingness.”

I pet his hair. “Don’t worry, baby. I can.”

We both laugh and cuddle against each other.

Yeah, this has been amazing, to say the least. From the boost in confidence to my amazing husband, I am coming back from this vacation a changed woman. A more confident one. One that would love doing more of this. And who knows, maybe there will be a next time.


Hotwife Vegas Wedding


A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends.


Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?


Chapter 1


The bright lights of Las Vegas twinkle as we make our way down the strip. We didn’t mean to get here at night, but I’m glad we did because it’s just beautiful. There are bright lights in the city of Toronto, where my husband and I live, but it’s nothing compared to this. Not only are there the lights from the shops and restaurants, but when we pass one hotel, we see a fake volcano light up.

“Woah,” I gasp softly as we pass by it.

Since our vacation in the spring in Fort Lauderdale, we decided to try to go away more often. This time we are in Las Vegas, Nevada. Sin city. Which is a huge plus considering that, since Florida, we have been exploring our sexy side. This has included some public making out and fingering, plus I’ve been having sex with men other than my husband.

During the spring vacation I had sex with 2 men, and afterward I got it on with a neighbour from our apartment building. It was great. And I’m hoping while we are here to do some more.

My husband, Silas, is from Las Vegas, but since his family moved to New York before we met, I never actually have been here before.

“I can’t believe you’re from here,” I say in awe.

“Technically, I’m from the east side of Las Vegas, which isn’t like this, but yeah, this is home,” he says.

He points to the hotel where we’re staying.

“I worked there at the front desk, then later as a waiter at one of the restaurants inside,” he says as we drive into the parking lot of a very fancy hotel.

“Really?” I ask. I know I’m acting like such a tourist, but I’m excited. As a Canadian who hasn’t been to many places in the U.S., everything about each state seems exciting. Like a fancy pair of shoes you never got to wear.

We pull into the underground parking lot and suddenly I get nervous.

There are three things that I hate more than anything—elevators, roller coasters, and underground parking lots. I have a few more, but those are the main ones.

Something about an underground parking lot is just freaky. Like the building can collapse on you at any moment. But I know we have no other choice, so I close my eyes and pretend that I’m not currently being driven under fluorescent lights in a dimly lit concrete echo chamber.

A hand rests on my thigh and I know it’s my husband trying to reassure me.

I focus on his hand gliding across my skin and feel myself calming down. But I don’t open my eyes. Don’t want to ruin it. His hand slides up higher on my thigh until a new feeling entirely hits me. This one of white-hot pleasure.

Silas cups my pussy and I moan, feeling the pull of the car being parked.

The car stops, but Silas doesn’t pull his hand away. I hear the sound of his seatbelt being taken off, and then he’s whispering in my ear.

“The elevator is right in front of us and it will take us to the lobby. I’ve got the suitcases and you take the two other bags. Once we’re in the elevator, I want you to take off your panties. Do you understand?”

God, I love a plan.

“Yes,” I whisper as he draws his fingers across my aching clit.

“Good girl,” he says, then takes his hand away.

I open my eyes and, like a woman on a mission, the trunk pops. Silas takes the suitcases and I take our smaller bags and we head to the elevator.

Ah, fuck. The elevator.

I hate elevators. I’m not exactly claustrophobic, I just hate the feeling of being trapped. 

But as soon as we’re in it and the doors close, I drop the bags and peel down my underwear.

“Um…” I wave it around, not sure what to do with it now.

Silas puts the suitcases down, takes my underwear, and stuffs it in his blazer pocket. Then he’s on me. Like that scene from that movie, 50 Shades of Grey, he slams me against the elevator wall in a passionate kiss, pulling my arms up and bracing my wrists with his hand as he cups my ass. I grind into his crotch as we moan in each other’s mouths.

Just before the elevator stops, he pulls away and picks up the bags.

“Didn’t even register, did it?” he says, referring to the elevator ride.

I smile as I say, “Uh, yeah, no. I guess not.”

I am out of breath and blushing as I pick up the bags and step out of the elevator only to see an older couple, maybe in their 70s, pass us. The woman gives me a wink, as she definitely knows what just happened.

﻿﻿I blush harder.

We get to the front desk and the woman hands us our keys before we head to our room.

The door to our room is quite heavy and, as you enter the room, you are greeted by a queen-sized bed, a small desk with a TV on the wall, a chair, and a couple of nightstands. Plus one chest of drawers that lines against the wall. The bathroom is to your right when you walk in, and the window, which is right across from the door, is quite nice and gives you a good look around Vegas. 

Looking out of the window, I can see the Sphere. The brand-new attraction to Vegas. Right now, it’s showing a giant emoji that seems to be watching the golfers on the course near it.

“This is nice,” I say.

It’s clean and comfortable with hints of silver, gold, and blue. The bathroom is very fancy and even has a slightly transparent glass wall in the shower that lets you see into the room. It’s a frosted piece of glass, but it’s clear enough where you can see the outline of the person in the shower.

That might be fun.

We put our bags down and jump onto the bed, exhaling a tired breath and relaxing into the soft mattress.

“Mmm, this is nice,” Silas groans and he’s probably already half asleep.

But we have a dinner reservation, so we have to go.

“Hey, we have a reservation soon,” I say but Silas just lays there, breathing softly.

I am so not going to dinner by myself.

Pulling the pillow from under my head, I smack my husband in the stomach with it.

“Hey!” he says, and takes his own pillow and smacks my face.

Laughing, we have a pillow fight until Silas takes both our pillows, chucks them, then pins me to the bed.

“Naughty girl,” he whispers while running his nose over mine.

I wrap my legs around his waist as he rubs his cock against my pussy.

“Mmm, yes. I’m your naughty girl.” I bite my lip and roll my hips, getting a rhythm going.

“I thought we had a reservation,” he says, still moving his hips.

“We have twenty minutes, I think,” I moan out and Silas stops.

“Well, then we definitely don’t have time for this.”

I gasp and pull him back to me.

“Hey hey, don’t leave your wife hanging here.”

Silas kisses my neck, still chuckling a bit.

He kisses down my neck to my chest. Pressing my tits together, he nuzzles his face in between them.

Helping him, we peel my dress down over my shoulders and bunch it down around my waist.

With my tits on full display, he starts playing with them. Pushing them together so he can suck both nipples at the same time. I wiggle and moan under him as he teases and sucks at my sensitive flesh. I can feel my arousal slipping down to my asshole.

“Please,” I mewl, rolling my hips, seeking his cock.

“Tell me what you want, Olive,” Silas says, lifting up from my chest and releasing my tits. “Tell me what dirty little thing you want me to do to you.” He undoes his pants and takes out his hard cock. It throbs in his hand and is dripping with pre-cum.

“I-I want your cock in me,” I say, lifting my dress, laying bare my aching pussy. “Please, baby. Put your cock in me and make me scream.”

Silas strokes his cock, then slides the head between my soaked folds.

“Fuck, baby. You’re soaked. What a fucking dirty girl you are.” He pulls back, revealing my arousal all over the head of his cock.

He takes my arousal both from his crown and my pussy and rubs it all over his shaft, making it glisten in the lower light of our hotel room.

“Is this what you want, Olive?” Silas asks, teasing my entrance. “You want my big, fat cock in your tight little cunt?”

I nod vivaciously.

He slips the top inside me then braces his hands on either side of my face, locking eyes with me, before slamming inside.

My eyes slam shut as a wave of pleasure hits me. Every thrust sends his cock deeper inside me. The tip rubs against my G-spot and my orgasm builds and builds. I wrap my hands around his forearms and slowly open my eyes to see my husband looking to where we are connected.

My eyes run down his body, the T-shirt that hugs him tightly and his pants at his ankles while his cock slides in and out of my pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groans, looking back up at me. “I love the way you clench around me.”

Panting, he leans down and brings one of his hands to my ass, then down my leg where he hikes it up higher on his lip. This angle sinks him even deeper and I cry out in pleasure.

“Oh, my god,” I moan, throwing my head back.

“Play with your tits, baby. Show those pink nipples of yours some love,” Silas growls.

I reach up to my breasts and play with my nipples while he keeps fucking me. Every thrust brings me closer and closer to the edge and I feel my vision start to go as I wave of lust hits me.

“That’s it. Come for me, baby. Come on my cock like a good girl.”

His words are what I need to push myself over the edge. I scream my husband’s name as I come. wave after wave or an orgasm slamming into me, making me clench around his cock.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Silas growl as he comes, emptying himself into my pulsing pussy.

I milk every drop of him until we’re finished. Exhaling, my husband pulls out and lays on the bed beside me.

We lay there, catching our breath, until Silas says, “We’re going to make dinner, right?”

We turn our heads toward each other and start laughing.

“Yeah,” I say. “I think so.” I look at the clock and see that it's ten to seven.

“I knew you couldn’t last twenty minutes in my pussy.” I wink at him, then get up to go to the bathroom, only to have my husband chase me.

We have a quick, non-sexy shower, then head to dinner.


Chapter 2


I picked out a pink T-shirt and a matching long skirt with a slit that goes down the side. I looked like a pink crayon with part of the wrapper torn. I paired it with some silver heels and a ponytail. I also touched up the makeup that was already on my face.

Silas came out of the bathroom with a button-up white T-shirt and a pair of jeans.

“Ready?” he says, holding the door out for me.

“Yep.”

As I exit our room, Silas gives me a playful slap on the butt. I gasp, then giggle as we make our way to those blasted elevators, where Silas lets me cling to them as we head down.

We get to the restaurant and a lovely man takes us to our table and tells us our server will be here shortly after handing us our menus. The place is very nice. There is a green theme, with many plants and wallpaper with trees printed on them. The tables and chairs are all wood and there are 3 candles in the middle of the table.

The server comes around very quickly and we give her our order. A glass of red wine plus the steak dinner for me, and my husband takes the chicken Caesar salad with a glass of white wine.

While we wait, I notice Silas keeps looking behind me. I turn and see a guy at a table with 2 other men. They are chatting and smiling. They look like they’ve been there a while.

“What?” I say, turning back around.

“I think I know him,” Silas says, pointing to the guy in the middle. He’s got short sandy blonde hair, blue eyes, I think. It’s hard to tell from over here. He sits in between a man with a salt-and-pepper ponytail and a dark-haired man with a military-style buzz haircut.

“Why don’t you go talk to them?” I say, sipping my water.

“I could be wrong,” Silas says.

I shrug. “Maybe. Who do you think he is?”

“I could swear he was my best friend in high school. Thought we were going to be friends forever, but then we went to different colleges.”

I look behind me again and see the blonde man look up and catch us staring at him. A smile grows on his face and it's pretty clear that he knows one of us. He gets up from his seat and walks over to us.

“Silas?” the man says, and my husband stands up.

“Harvey?” Silas says and the man nods. “Oh, my God, I haven’t seen you in ages.” They hug, patting each other on the back before pulling away.

“Yeah, it’s been way too long.”

Harvey looks down at me and I give him a little wave.

“And who is this lovely lady?” He sticks his hand out and I shake it.

“This is my wife, Olive,” Silas says.

“Damn, you sure know how to pick 'em.” He winks at me and I blush.

“Thanks,” my husband replies. “Well, maybe we should catch up sometime. I don’t want to keep you from your dinner.”

Harvey looks back at his group, who look like they are leaving. “You know what?” Harvey says, “We’re kind of done. I don’t want to interrupt you, but if you want to chat, I’m free.”

Silas looks at me and I nod, then we get a chair for Harvey.

“So, Harvey. What have you been up to?” Silas asks.

“Nothing much. I run my dad’s used car dealership now.”

“Nice,” Silas replies.

They start talking as our dinner arrives and Harvey orders a beer. It’s nice to see Silas catch up with his friends. He has so few of them back home, and the ones we have from college, we never see that much. They are the kind of friends you hang out with once a year.

“And how did you two meet?” Harvey asks.

“Well,” I say. “We met in the community pool in Toronto. It was kind of love at first sight. Sort of. We kind of just clicked from the moment we first talked to each other.”

I stare longingly into my husband’s eyes as I remember that day. It was actually one year to the day later that we got married. And about 10 years ago that was. It was a nice wedding. We had our families all together in a friend's backyard. It was great.

The vows were not original, they were the ones that the priest read to you and you say back. I often thought about, if we were to get married again, what our vows would be after being together for many years.

Maybe we could renew our vows when we’re in Vegas.

Harvey clears his throat, making it clear we haven’t said anything in some time.

We both apologise.

“That’s fine. It’s nice that you two found each other.”

“Are you married?” I ask, finishing off my wine.

He shakes his head. “Divorced. It was actually to Stella,” he says, looking at Silas.

“Stella Braverman?”

Harvey nods.

“Who is that?” I ask.

Harvey chuckles. “His high school sweetheart,” he says, pointing to Silas.

“Aww,” I say.

“Listen, it was high school, okay. I’m not like… jealous or anything. It wouldn’t have worked out anyway.”

“Why not?” I ask.

“Well, I wanted to move to Toronto, and she didn’t want to leave. That was why we broke up. It was like a week or two before graduation and I told her I got into the law school in Toronto and we ended it there.” Silas chuckles softly, “Kind of ironic that we both got to be with her.” Silas turns to me. “We both had a huge crush on her since forever, but when high school started, she asked if I would be her boyfriend instead of Harvey.”

“Don’t worry. I forgave you for that.” Harvey jokes, slapping Silas on the back.

“Sharing wasn’t an option, was it?” I ask.

It’s not a serious question, but it does make me think about what it would be like to be shared with these men. My pussy flutters just thinking about it.

“Who shares?” Harvey asks, downing the rest of his beer.

Silas looks at me with a sly grin and says, “We do.”

Harvey, with shocked eyes, looks from my husband, then to me, then back to Silas.

“You share?”

“Yeah. Well, I share my wife with other men.”

“Wild stuff,” I say, grinning.

“How does it work?” Harvey asks.

“Well, generally I find a guy for my wife to fuck and if she’s into it, then she does him. Sometimes I’m in the room and sometimes not,” Silas explains.

We talk a little more about me being a hotwife while the drinks keep coming. Soon we walk out of the restaurant and the blinking sign of a chapel calls to me. And I’m just interested enough to heed its call.

“Hey, look. A chapel.”

Harvey and Silas look over at the pink lights that flicker in the dark.

“What are you thinking?” Silas asks, holding me closer.

“Well, I was thinking earlier about renewing our vows. What if we went now? It’s still open, it seems, and we’re sober enough for them to let us do it.”

Unless they don’t mind if you are so pissed you’re nearly falling over.

“Well, you’ve got yourself a witness if you want to do it,” Harvey says, pointing to himself.

Silas and I look at each other and I feel a powerful need to do this. I don’t know why. For some reason, I just want to.

“Okay, let’s do it.” Silas says.

“Great! First, we need to find a white dress.”


Chapter 3


We found a shop on the strip that was open and that was selling dresses. I found a 1940s style short long-sleeved white dress with a white ribbon belt and knew it was the one. It looked nothing like my original wedding dress, but I kind of liked that. It felt more like my style. My wedding dress from the first time we did this was my mom’s. A 1980s-style dress that was the opposite of subtle. Covered in beads and with a very long train. It wasn’t that bad, but it wasn’t me. I couldn’t afford my own dress, though, and my mom wanted me to wear it. I figured why not?

But this one, with its summer vibe, loose skirt, and ribbons, this was more me.

I step out of the bathroom of our hotel room to see Silas and Harvey chatting in a pair of suits until they look to the side and see me. They stop talking and stare at me. Silas’s eyes look me over and I can’t help but notice how much love there is there.

He looks at me like I’m the only woman in the world and I feel myself blushing.

“Like what you see?” I say, twirling around.

“Fuck, baby,” Silas growls, walking over to me. “You look fucking gorgeous.”

He kisses me as if Harvey isn’t still standing there. His lips moving over mine, his hand on the back of my head, and his other hand wrapped possessively around my hip. I melt into his hold and it feels like the kiss we had at the altar all those years ago. The moment we realised that we would be together forever.

I pull back, a little dizzy from the kiss, and say, “You ready to get married, husband?”

Chuckling softly, Silas replies, “Hell yeah.”

Silas, Harvey, and I head off to the chapel. Butterflies take off in my stomach as I think about what I’m going to say. The whole point of this is to make our vows more specific to who we are, and the thing about that is sometimes big things become subtle things at the back of your mind as time goes on. So, pulling those into the forefront of your mind takes a minute.

When we get to the chapel, there is a couple just finishing off, so we wait in the tiny garden outside the small building, watching the cars and drunken parties pass us by. 

I’m sitting in between Silas and Harvey. Silas’s hand rubs over my back and whispers in my ear, “I managed to find a wedding present for you last minute. Hope you don’t mind.”

I gasp. “For me? I didn’t get you anything.”

“Don’t worry. This is technically for both of us.” He gives me a wink and, based on the way Harvey looks at me when I turn my head, I may know what it is.

My pussy pulses around nothing, just imagining what’s in store for later.

A few minutes go by and we’re up. Harvey takes a seat on the first pew on the left as Silas and I walk up the aisle arm-in-arm. The staging area is super pretty, with twinkling lights that line the wall behind the officiant. The windows in the walls are pink stained glass with red hearts in every square. 

When we get to the altar, the officiant starts talking.

“We are gathered here today to wed this couple, Silas Walker and Olive Smith, in holy matrimony. I understand that you have your own vows,” he says, nodding to us.

We nod back and I start.

“Silas Walker, from the moment I met you, I was smitten. Not only were you exceptionally good-looking, but you had such a charming smile, and when we actually started talking, I realised that you are the most honest, loving, and smartest man I know. I love the way you raise me up and are willing to explore fantasies with me.”

“I promise that as long as we are together, I will always be there for you. I will try to put the dishes into the sink instead of on the counter. I will help you fold the fitted sheets. I will love you every second of every day and, as the years go by, I will give you a blow job on your birthday just so we can keep track of the thing. For as long as we both shall live.” ﻿﻿﻿﻿Silas and Harvey both laugh, and I get a chuckle out of the officiant, who then nods to Silas.

“Olive Smith, you are by far the most amazing woman I’ve ever met. You make me smile every day and I feel so lucky to have found you. I am very excited for another ten years of marriage and hopefully, many more because I cannot live a day without you. And I too love the way we explore fantasies, which I hope we will continue to do.”

“I promise that I will love you, cherish you, and remind you to put the dishes in the sink, then forgive you if you forget. I will walk up every flight of stairs you wish to avoid the elevator, unless we simply cannot.” Leaning down, he says, “And I would be honoured to wake you up every day with my mouth between your legs.” He leans back up and finishes. “For as long as we both shall live.”

“I now pronounce you husband and wife,” the officiant says. “You may kiss.”

Silas leans down first, capturing my mouth with his. I hear the claps of Harvey and some other folks who walked in.

“I love you,” Silas says, pulling back.

“I love you too.”

We walk back to our hotel, drunk in love, with Harvey walking next to us. We didn’t do rings since we had them already, but we did take them off and put them back on during the ceremony.
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“Congrats, you two!” Harvey says then takes a sip of his champagne as he takes a seat in the chair in our hotel room.

“Thanks.” I say, “I hope the comment about the blow job didn’t freak the officiant too much.”

My husband chuckles. “Babe, I’m pretty sure that was one of the nicer things he’s heard. You know how it’s a lot of drunk people doing this, right?”

Since we already drank tonight, we’re keeping it to a couple of glasses of champagne. Our first wedding we got so drunk we were guessing whether we didn’t actually get to consummate our wedding, or just went to bed.

Soft jazz is playing on the radio in our hotel room and we just sit around, relaxing.

Silas kisses the top of my head and cuddles me close. I catch Harvey looking at us and wonder what he’s thinking. He runs his fingers over his lips and watches as Silas’s hand slides up my thigh.

“You know what I just remembered?” Silas looks between Harvey and me and something in Harvey’s eyes makes it seem like he knows what my husband is going to say.

“What?” I ask.

“I just remembered that I have a wedding gift for you.”

He looks at Harvey and it’s like they are having a silent conversation.

Harvey’s blue eyes shift, and his lips pull into a cocky grin.

“And I’m pretty sure I know what it is.” He turns and looks at me, his eyes hungrily gazing over me.

I look at Harvey in his nice suit while an erection presses up against his dress pants. He’s super-hot, kind of like a surfer who got an office job but was happy.

“What’s on your mind?” Silas whispers in my ear.

“N-nothing.” I stutter and blush.

“You thinking of the gift?” My husband nips my earlobe, and my pussy comes to life.

Harvey licks his lips and my breathing picks up.

“I-I don’t know what the gift is,” I say, and Silas rides his hand up higher on my leg until it’s under my dress. He cups my pussy and I gasp.

“Silas! Harvey’s sitting right there.” I’m still not 100% sure of the game we’ve started to play, and I don’t want to freak Harvey out.

I’m shaken but also horny. I moan and start grinding myself on his hand.

“I know, sweetheart. We had a chat about this earlier.”

“Had a chat about what?”

“About Harvey being your wedding gift.”

I look up at my husband, whose face is one hundred percent serious.

“Yeah?” I ask, smiling at the prospect of this handsome man railing me.

Silas turns my head so I’m looking right into his eyes when he says, “Would you like to fuck Harvey, baby?”

My pussy flutters.

“Are you serious?”

“One hundred percent. I think it would be a great wedding gift from Harvey to make you scream with pleasure as he fucks you. But only if you want to.” He moves my panties to the side and runs his finger across my slit.

He chuckles. “I think I have my answer.”

I moan and nod my head.

“Yeah, I think I’d like that.”

“Good,” Silas smiles and turns to face Harvey, removing his hand from my panties.

I whimper.

“She’s all yours.” He gets up and heads out of the room.

“Where are you going?” I ask while Harvey rubs his erect cock over his pants.

“Just going to get a drink. I’ll be back. Have fun.” He winks and disappears down the hall.

Harvey lays back on the chair. Casually stroking himself as he looks between my legs. My wet panties are exposed and my chest heaves. Images of him fucking me swirl in my mind. But I can have that in real life now.

I stand up and walk to him.

When I reach him, I look down at him, his thick cock pressing up against his slacks. He looks big. Not as big as my husband, but still pretty fucking big.

“Take it out, please,” I say and bite my lip.

Harvey grins as he unfastens his belt. The sound of the zipper being pulled down does something to me, and I feel my arousal drip down my leg.

I can’t hold back my moan when he takes out his dick. Dripping head, long and thick, with veins running down it. It’s a great-looking cock that I can’t wait to have inside me.

I massage my breasts as he jerks his cock and I’m frozen in time until my husband breaks the trance.

“You gonna fuck him, sweetie?” he asks, leaning against the wall with a canned drink in his hand.

I nod, then take a deep breath and reach back, pulling at the zipper of my dress until it’s all the way down. I let the material slide off my shoulders and drop to the ground. My nipples hit the cool air and turn into peaks.

I’m left standing there in my soaked panties.

I slide my thumbs inside the waistband and pull them down my long legs.

Harvey groans as he looks me over. He bites his lip and squeezes the base of his cock.

“Fuck, I hope I can last,” he murmurs to himself, and it makes me feel pretty good that he says that.

I put one knee on the chair next to his thigh, then the other.

His cock is so close to my entrance, all I have to do is sink down and he will be inside me. I place my hands on his shoulders and lower myself onto him.

“Fuuuuuck,” we both groan.

I watch as his cock disappears into my pussy. When I lift myself back up, it comes out all shiny from my juices.

Harvey places both hands on my hips and helps me bounce up and down on his cock. We get a rhythm going and I look over at my husband, who casually sips a beer while watching his new bride fuck another man.

I can see the outline of his dick pressed up against his pants and I can’t help but ask, “You like to watch, baby?”

He nods and cups his erection. “Yeah, sweetie. I love this. Love watching you getting fucked.”

I turn my focus back on Harvey as a rush of endorphins hits me.

Laying my forehead against his, I close my eyes and focus on the pleasure of his cock inside me. His dick has the right amount of curve on it that it hits my G-spot every time.

“Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes,” I chant as I roll my hips.

“You like that, baby?” Harvey groans, “My cock feels good in your tight cunt?”

I nod and grip his shoulders tighter, then my body gets ready to come.

“That’s right. Come on my cock, you little slut.”

I cry out when he calls me a slut. I’ve never had that said to me before, but there is something about it that is really sexy.

“That’s right. You’re such a good little cock slut, Olive. Now, come on me like a good girl and I’ll give you all my cum.”

I roll my hips faster and faster until I’m coming.

“Fuck!” I cry out and shudder as I climax.

I hold my body against him, gripping his shoulder and his hair as I come.

I feel the vibrations as Harvey groans and shoots his load deep into my pussy. Thick streams of his cum fill me.

“Jesus,” I gasp and loosen my grip on him.

We both lean back, and Silas comes over to us, lifting me off of him and bringing me to the bed, where he lays me down. He hands me a glass of water and takes a seat next to me.

“How did you enjoy that, baby?” he asks, petting my head.

I look over at Harvey, who has put away his cock. He smiles.

“Pretty good,” I say and cuddle in the blanket he drapes over my body.

“Good.” He kisses my forehead, then my lips.

“Thank you for the gift, baby,” I say to my husband.

“Anytime.”

“And thank you, Harvey,” I say, and he nods while grinning.


Chapter 4


I walk out of the bathroom after cleaning myself up to see Silas and Harvey talking. Harvey has his phone out and seems to be texting someone.

“Hey, baby.” Silas pats his lap, showing me where he wants me to sit.

I take a seat and cuddle into his arms, his hand rubbing over my exposed thigh since I’m just in one of my husband’s T-shirts.

“How are you feeling?” he asks.

“Fine,” I hum, nuzzling his neck.

“Not too sore?”

“No,”

Silas gently cups my pussy and instantly I feel myself getting wet.

“Hmm, that’s good. Because this night isn’t over yet.”

I perk up in my seat, looking between Silas and Harvey.

“Oh?”

“Yeah,” Harvey says, “You know those two guys I was having dinner with? I’m asking them if they are busy.”

I look up at Silas, who has a wicked grin on his face.

“You up for round two?” he asks.

Fuck. Yes.

I nod and he starts grinding his palm against my clit. I throw my head back, moaning. Distracted by the hand between my legs I don’t hear what Silas and Harvey are talking about. I just feel the pleasure coursing through my veins and the thought of fucking more men.

Silas pushes two fingers inside me, and I pulse around his digits.

“Fuck, she’s already soaked. Are you thinking about having two men inside you at the same time, baby?” He nuzzles my neck, kissing my pulse point.

I moan out a yes, my thoughts running wild.

I try to remember what the other men at the table looked like, but it was kind of dark, so the details escape me.

About half an hour of teasing later, to where I’m now just a puddle in Silas’s lap, there is a knock on the door.

Harvey gets up and lets the two gentlemen in, and I open my eyes to see them.

One of them is a man in his late forties, early fifties maybe, with salt-and-pepper hair tied up in a low ponytail. He casually stands with his hand in a brown pair of slacks and tucked into them is a white button-down shirt. The other one is wearing a black T-shirt and dark jeans. He’s the guy with the military-style buzz cut and, now that he’s in the light, I see a pair of rich dark eyes, swimming in lust.

“Fuck,” he says, his eyes drifting to where Silas has his hand possessively on my pussy.

“This is Peter,” Harvey says, pointing to the man in the ponytail. “And this is Hugo.” He points to the man in the buzz cut then points to me.

“That’s Olive and her husband, Silas.”

“So, do you do this kind of thing regularly?” Peter asks.

Hugo’s face says he’s all in, but Peter is more cautious.

“It’s new,” Silas says. “But we’ve done it a few times.” He nods his head to Harvey, “Like with him, for instance, just an hour ago.”

I look at Harvey, who is blushing under the soft light.

Nodding, Harvey says, “Yeah and it was pretty fucking amazing.”

“The rules are simple,” Silas explains. “Consent, always. You can fuck any hole my wife is okay with you fucking. And that’s about it. Also, sharing is caring, so don’t get possessive and shit. This is all for fun.”

The men nod and some of Peter's concerns fade away, leaving a growing, lustful need.

Silas releases me and I walk over to the men in my oversized T-shirt. I stand in front of Peter and lift my arms.

“Can you take this off of me, please?”

I figured if I can give him the sense that I want this, he might feel more comfortable. He came, so he’s interested, but I understand that he might not feel 100% that this isn’t some sort of prank. It’s not like being a hotwife is common knowledge. Or at least I don’t think it is. I never heard of it before we started doing it.

Peter takes the hem of my shirt and pulls it over my head, bunching it in his hands before dropping it to the floor. His eyes skim my body, starting with my face, down my chest, to my hips and legs then back up again.

The air in the room is thick with tension. No one makes a move as the men drink me in.

I run my hands over my body, cupping my breasts and I whimper when I pinch my nipples which seems to start off something because Peter picks me up and brings me to the bed.

I’m in the middle of the giant bed, watching Peter and Hugo take off their clothes while Silas and Harvey watch, an erection growing quickly under their pants.

Hugo is the first one naked. He’s got broad shoulders covered in tattoos and a deliciously thick cock that’s jutting out from him. He wraps his hand around his length and gives it a few pumps. My mouth waters at the thought of having him fuck my face while his friend pounds into me from behind.

Speaking of which…

I look to my left and see Peter is now naked. He’s leaner like my husband, and there is only one tattoo of a bird on his right pec. His cock is impressive as well. Long, and it curls ever-so-slightly.

Fuck, yes. I want that inside me. My pussy clenches around nothing and aches to be filled.

I position myself in the middle of the bed, pointing my ass to Peter and my face to Hugo, signalling what I want.

Apparently, this shocked the men, because my husband says, “Yes, my little slut knows how she wants her holes fucked.”

I look over at Silas and give him a wink before reaching between my legs to play with my pussy.

“Yes,” I mewl. “Will you please fuck my pussy?” I look back at Peter, then look in front to Hugo. “And will you fuck my mouth?”

I feel a warm palm on my ass and the mattress dips as Peter puts his knee onto it to get up onto the bed. Hugo joins him and together they touch me all over.

My face, my arms, my torso. And when Peter touches my pussy, I moan. His fingers dance between my folds, gathering my wetness and rubbing it all over me.

“Fuck, she’s soaked,” Peter groans, then leans down to whisper in my ear. “You want me to fuck this pussy hard or slow?”

I wiggle my butt against his crotch, feeling his cock between my ass cheeks.

“Use me,” I whimper to both of them. “Please use my holes for your pleasure. I want to be your fuck doll.”

Just hearing the words coming out of my mouth is turning me on, and this is all the permission that the men need.

Hugo cups my face with one hand and tangles his other in my hair, making a fist to hold me steady. Slowly he feeds his cock into my mouth and I moan the second the salty pre-cum touches my tongue.

I then feel Peter’s cock at my entrance, wet from my juices.

Together they slide into my holes. Inch by inch. My mouth and my pussy are full of cock, it pulses in my holes and I feel a zing of pleasure hit me at my core when they start fucking me.

Peter’s balls slap against my pussy as I pull my hips towards him. Hugo holds me steady as he slides his cock in and out of my mouth, careful not to make me gag but with enough force to make me feel it. Sometimes I do gag, but it seems to only turn us on more.

The sounds are enough to make anyone fully aroused. The slapping of flesh, the moans, the creaking of the bed, and the panting. I close my eyes and listen to the erotic symphony playing when I hear another noise added.

In my peripheral vision, I see Silas and Harvey have taken out their cocks and are jacking themselves off.

“Mmm,” I moan, the vibrating sound making Hugo curse.

“Fuck me,” he groans and fucks my face harder.

I feel my arousal dripping down my legs and Peter gives me a quick swat on the ass.

“Fuck, you filthy little slut,” he groans. “I love it when you clench that pussy around me.”

His fingers dig into my hips, enough to probably leave marks and I love the thought of waking up tomorrow with marks all over my body.

All of a sudden an idea hits me.

I press my hand against Hugo’s abdomen, so he pulls out. Peter slows and I look at the 4 men around me.

“I have another idea,” I say, smiling with my swollen lips and saliva dripping from my mouth.

“What’s that, baby?” Silas says, slowing his strokes down as well.

“I thought maybe each one of you can fuck my pussy, fill me up, touch me everywhere one at a time.”

I look at Hugo. “I love your cock in my mouth, and I would like to finish that, but I think I’d be really hot if each one of you took turns to fuck me.”

The men look around at each other and, with a smile, Hugo says, “I’m totally in. Judging by Peter's face, it seems like a fucking great pussy.” He winks and it’s my turn to blush.

I look at the other men, who are all nodding their heads.

Silas says, “Whatever you wish for, baby. This night is for you.”

Peter pulls out and I’m turning around onto my back. Hugo kneels next to my head on the left and Harvey kneels on the right side of my head. Silas takes a seat on the edge of the bed and takes my hand.

“And while you’re at it, how about you suck Hugo’s cock. Just so he stays hard,” he winks, knowing he doesn’t have to do that, but it would be fun.

With a smile on my face I turn to Hugo and, as Peter enters me once again, so does Hugo. This time Hugo is gentler, fucking my face from above.

Peter cups my breasts and nuzzles them as he thrusts in and out of me. I feel one of my hands wrap around a cock, and after some shifting on the bed, my other hand is wrapped around another cock.

I open my eyes and look around to see that I’m jacking off Silas and Harvey as Hugo takes my mouth and Peter takes my cunt.

I moan at the sight, my pussy getting wetter and my orgasm building. The sweet sensation of having every part of me used for their pleasure makes my head spin with lust.

My legs wrap around Peter and as he picks up the pace. I feel the tipping point of my orgasm. ﻿﻿

What pushes me over the edge is when Silas rubs my clit, making me come all over Peter's cock.

I cry out inaudibly since my mouth is stuffed with cock.

“Fuck!” Peter shouts and comes himself, emptying his balls into me.

After he’s done, he pulls out, panting, eyes hooded with pleasure.

And then it was the next man’s turn.


Chapter 5


Peter takes a seat on one of the chairs and everyone else switches positions.

Now it’s Hugo’s turn in between my legs, pushing Peter’s cum back inside me with the tip of his cock, grinning like the cocky man he is.

“Can’t wait to fill this pussy with my cum,” he says to me and slides deep inside.

﻿﻿His cock is maybe the thickest of them all, and my back bows at the pleasure rocketing through me.

“Oh, fuck yes.” I moan. “Yes! Use me like your little whore. Please.” I’m drunk on pleasure and desperate for more.

Funny how, when I’m with one guy, I’m done by round one, but when there are multiple guys involved, I just want more.

I’m still stroking my husband and his friends as Hugo grips my hips and starts fucking me. His thrusts are hard and fast. Like he’s already out of control. Which I get since he’s been fucking my mouth for a while now. He’s probably already on the edge. And despite me coming a minute ago, so am I.

My ass slaps against Hugo’s thighs and his groans are deep. Sweat is covering our bodies, and now that I don’t have a pair of balls in my face, I can see more clearly. I look down my body, seeing the massive dick push in and out of me, soaked with my arousal and his friend’s cum. He doesn’t seem to mind, though.

My feet are on Hugo’s shoulders and I murmur incoherent words, saying something about coming soon.

“That’s it. Come on my dick like a good girl, Olive. I want to keep your cunt milking me dry when I come.” Hugo’s dirty words set me off, and out of nowhere I’m shoved off the deep end.

“Oh my God!” I cry out, and my head thrashes as a wave of pleasure hits me. I come for what feels like forever and soon Hugo is coming, his hot seed coating my inner walls.

“Oh, fuck yes,” he moans as I clench around him. Doing as he said.

He pulls out with a pant and joins his friend on the other chair.

Next, Harvey slides between my legs, and this time he bends down, licking at the cum dripping out of me. He’s gentle and kisses my thighs and pussy which only seem to turn me on.

“You want another one, Olive?” Harvey asks, positioning his cock at my entrance

I look him in the eyes, feeling like I could say no, but not wanting to. I’m getting a little sore but not enough to want to stop. Instead, I wiggle my hips and mewl.

“Please. One more. I want one more,” I beg.

With one smooth thrust, he sinks deep inside me and we both groan.

“Jesus,” he pants and moves his hips, slowly at first.

I look up at my husband, who leans down and kisses me softly.

“You’re being such a good slut, wife,” he says, cupping my breast. “You took their cocks so well.”

Silas and I kiss while Harvey picks up the pace. My legs wrap around his waist as Silas’s hand slides down my body and rests on my clit. I mewl into his mouth to which he gives me a smile and starts rubbing it in circles.

I pull back and I’m panting, mewling as I look up at my amazing husband and come once again. I can’t even open my eyes and watch as Harvey comes inside me, groaning.

I lay there, tired and blissed out to all hell.

I hear a bit of Harvey pulling out and cleaning me up, the 3 men leaving, but I can’t get up to say goodbye. So, instead, I kind of have my hand up and wave. I do hear some “goodbyes,” so I think they saw me.

The door shuts and the aftercare starts. I hear the sound of a bath starting and it feels like exactly the thing I need.


Chapter 6


The next morning I wake up late, curled around my husband who snores softly next to me. Seeing him makes me snuggle into him more. There is a delightful ache between my legs, and I am reminded again of last night.

I was a little out of it for the rest of the night. According to my husband, I smiled the whole time he washed me in the bath. I remember the soothing feeling of the warm water against my skin and the memories of the night replaying in my head of the best wedding ever. Last night I didn’t have time for Silas. He told me it was okay, but I kept a mental note to thank him later.

The morning sun is warm on my back and, despite the night's activities, I’m not as sore as I thought I would be. I’m definitely feeling it, though.

I lay my leg over Silas’s waist and I feel his erection brush against me. Then I feel his hand brush down my skin and cup my pussy from behind. We both groan.

“You can’t possibly be wanting more,” Silas says, his morning growly voice making me shiver.

I’m already wet and pulsing.

“Maybe. I am a little slut after all.”

I push up onto all fours, straddling my husband’s body as his eyes open. He sighs and stretches under me, pulling the sheets lower until his cock is peaking up from the covers.

“Seems like you’re wanting some too,” I tease.

Silas chuckles. “Well, it’s morning. And also, I’m not the one who got fucked four times yesterday. One after the other.”

I cock my head. “Well, technically it was three all at once, and one before they arrived.”

“Semantics,” he replies.

I lean down and kiss his chest, then nuzzle into it.

Honestly, I feel like I have the best husband. Not only is he smart, sexy, and handy around the house, because fuck knows I’m not, but he is also so secure and non-judgmental of my fantasies that he has no problem sharing me with a bunch of dudes.

Silas looks up at me with all the love that I saw at our first wedding and last night's wedding. He is the ever-present rock in my life. And as I sink down onto his cock, feeling every inch of him I am reminded of all of that.

Silas wraps his arms around me and holds me close and we fuck slowly. Long strokes pull out a groan from deep inside me where I keep the piece of his heart that he gave me when we became one.

He only quickens the pace as we start to come, desperate for that sweet release. And ever so sweet it is.

Afterward, I run my hand through his hair, catching sight of my wedding ring, and smile.

Yeah, I am one lucky lady.


Hotwife At Home


Olive and Silas are having a room in their house renovated and the construction workers are too hot to handle. 

Well… not for Olive. 

She's always appreciated some good hard wood, and now she's going to polish them all until they shine. 

These men are dirty, dominant, and just what this hotwife needs. They will for sure have her begging for more.


Chapter 1


I wake up from a lovely dream where Silas and I were walking hand in hand through a lavender field. My alarm clock blares in my face and I shove my head in my pillow and groan as I reach out and turn it off. Once again I forgot to turn down the volume a touch on my alarm clock.

Fuck me, it’s loud.

Groaning again, I pick it up and fiddle with the volume. Hopefully, it won't be too quiet. It doesn’t really have a way of testing it. I’ll have to wait until tomorrow morning.

I slip out of bed quietly, not wanting to wake my husband and go to the bathroom before heading to the kitchen. I start the coffee pot and take out two mugs, two spoons, and the sugar and cream.

I grab my phone from the charger on the dining table where it goes every night and start scrolling. I know it’s a bad habit to wake up like this, but in my defense, I only follow animal accounts on social media, so I get a lot of cute things on my feed.

“Morning, baby,” Silas, my husband says as he walks into the kitchen and gives my butt a little squeeze. He presses against me, pining me between him and the counter as he kisses my shoulder.

“Morning,” I hum, loving the way his lips are on me.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you last night,” Silas says. “The construction guys will be here on Monday. Okay?”

I nod.

Silas and I have been thinking of renovating the back room of our house for years. It’s a little room where we’ve been putting our junk. Last week, we cleared it all out and the plan is to expand it and turn it into Silas’s home office. That way we can use what is his office now for a nursery. We’ve been thinking about having a baby, and given the fact that the back room was in need of a fix, it felt like the perfect opportunity to finally start expanding the family.

We’re going to wait until the renovations are all done and Silas gets settled into his new office before we get to baby making. I’m excited about it. I didn’t always want to have kids, but when I met Silas, I started thinking about what it would be like to have babies with him, and I liked the idea. My only thing was that I wanted to wait, and I think 11 years into our marriage is long enough.

I lean forward, putting my elbows on the counter and scrolling through Instagram. Meanwhile, behind me, Silas starts kneading my ass. I wiggle and feel his erection against me.

“Is this because it’s morning, or are you happy to see me?” I ask as I push off the counter and press my back against his front.

“A little of both, maybe. I think it’s mostly you, though. Fuck…. I love your ass,” he groans.

I reach behind me and play with his hair as his hands slide up my sides and reach up to cup my breasts. He kneads them in his large hands and punches the nipple over my thin top.

“I’m going to enjoy watching these tits fill up with milk.” Silas kisses my neck and nips at the junction between my shoulder and neck.

“And this pussy…” he says while reaching his hands down past my shorts and panties and cups my pussy. “She’s going to be so sensitive and needy, isn’t she?”

He pushes a single finger into my warm, wet entrance and groans, “Although I’m not sure how needier she can get. She’s already quite the cock slut.”

With words making me clench around his digit, Silas groans again. He pulls his hands away and spins me around before lifting me up on the counter.

“Spread your legs, wife,” he says, desperate and rough as he jerks down his sweatpants. His thick cock juts out, the head red and dripping with pre-cum.

I spread my legs and lean back on my elbows as he reaches up and tugs at my shorts and panties and pulls them both down at the same time. I hiss at the contact of my ass on the cool counter, but the rest of me is burning with need. My arousal drips out of me as I watch my husband stroke his cock as he stares at my pussy. His bare chest and muscular thighs on display. He's got muscles all over. No visible abs, but you can feel the muscles under your palm as you run your hand over his stomach. His arms and legs are just ropes of muscles that can barely fit his suits. He hasn’t shaved yet, so he’s got a little stubble, and his hair is unkempt from bed.

“Fuck, you’re so hot.” The words slip out of me and Silas smirks.

“You’re not too bad yourself,” he replies and takes a step forward, pressing the head of his dick against my entrance.

He grips my thighs and pulls me closer to the edge of the counter and impales me with his cock.

“Fuck!” I cry out as my pussy wraps around his pulsing length.

“Fuck,” Silas growls, “your pussy is so fucking tight, baby.”

He grips my hips and starts pumping in and out of me. I wrap my legs around him and grip the counter as I’m fucked mercilessly. My husband shows just how much he wants me and lets me know with each thrust who I belong to. But just to make sure, he asks me.

“Who does this pussy belong to, Olive?” he growls.

“Y-you,” I pant. “My pussy belongs to you.”

“You got that right,” he grunts out and fucks me harder.

I’m so close. I can feel my orgasm reaching the peak, threatening to fall off the edge. I clench around him as the head of his cock drags against my G-spot and I cry out.

“Please,” I whimper, “I’m so close.”

“I know, baby,” he says, “I know. I am too. It’s going to feel so fucking good knowing in a couple months, when I fill your pussy with my cum, I can get you pregnant.” My eyes roll to the back of my head as I imagine it. I guess it will physically feel the same as it does now since I’m on birth control and we don’t use condoms, but mentally I know it’ll be different.

“Oh, my god,” I moan.

My breasts bounce up and down and I feel sweat forming on my skin. I look up at my husband, who looks at me with such love and lust in his eyes, and I think how fucking lucky I am to have found him.

Silas releases one of my hips and reaches between us to rub my clit. That’s all I need to come. My heartbeat pulses in my ear as I fall into my climax. Pleasure wraps around me, and through the haze I hear Silas roar, his cum coating my inner walls as they pulse around him.

“Jesus,” he groans and leans down over me, pressing his forehead against my chest, just under my boobs.

We stay there for a moment, catching our breath, then Silas lifts up and carries me to the bathroom where we clean up. I’m sitting on the counter, and before he goes to the laundry basket to put away the towel he used to clean up, I wrap my legs around him and pull him to me.

“What?” He chuckles and runs his hands up and down my thighs.

“Nothing. I just wanted you close to me,” I say, running my hand through his hair and kissing his forehead.

“I was literally just inside you. Doesn’t get closer than that.”

“I know.” I run my nose back and forth against his, then he slowly pulls away.

I mewl, but then he jokes, “You have to give yourself a chance to miss me.”

I chuckle and jump off the counter and head back to the kitchen, where I make my slightly cold cup of coffee and start my day.


Chapter 2


I groan and pull the sheets over my head as the saws start. I know the back room is in need of a little love, but they start so damn early. The construction guys have been here for 4 days, and I don’t even bother with the alarm clock anymore.

Sure, lots of people are already up by 7 am, but it’s still early.

I feel a warm hand on my side and pull down the sheets to see my husband grinning at me.

“What?” I groan.

“Nothing. Just wanted to see my amazing wife.”

I sit up in bed and scowl at him.

“What did you do?” I say accusatorially.

“What? I did nothing. On a completely unrelated note, what do you think of the guys downstairs?”

“Um, loud?”

Silas laughs.

“No. I mean, what do you think of them? Like them?” Silas hands me a cup of coffee and as the warm liquid pools in my stomach, I really think of his question.

What do I think of them?

Well, they are loud and start really early, but they are also smoking hot.

Jake is really tall, lean, and has that cocky smile on him constantly.

James is the older guy with a touch of salt and pepper to his hair and bright blue eyes.

Peter is the 21-year-old guy who’s got that “pool boy” vibe to him.

They are all attractive in different ways and I get a little tingle in me every time I look at them.

“I like them,” I tell him.

A while ago Silas and I started this hotwife thing where he finds guys for me to fuck. It’s been super fun the times I’ve done it, and I would love to do it again.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I ask him.

Silas grins with a twinkle in his eyes. “I think so.”
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After breakfast, I head over to the back room where they are all working. It’s a small-ish room that was used for storage. What we want is to make it bigger with more windows and a fireplace. We want it to be like a second living room, but with more privacy.

I look inside and see lots of sawdust, lights clamped onto wood beams, and 3 men nailing things, cutting things, and measuring things.

“Hey there,” I call out.

All three of them swivel their heads towards me and smile.

“Hey!” Peter says.

I come in closer and look around the room. My eyes catch a sawhorse, and dirty things fill my mind.

“How are you doing, Mrs. Walker?” Jake asks, putting his pencil into the crook of his ear.

“I’m fine. Just wanted to see how you were doing.” My finger dances over the sawhorse and I turn, leaning my elbows on it.

Cocking my hip out, I give Jake my sexist gaze and ask, “You doing fine?”

He grins, “Yeah, pretty good. We are going to take a quick break soon.”

Silas had come to them earlier and asked if they were up to our little game and they agreed, so I’m not startled when Jake comes closer, places a hand on my hip, and says, “So why don’t you get yourself ready for us.”

My pussy tingles and I nod.

Jake leaves, heading to the other side of the room, and I slip my hand in between my legs. I’m only wearing a robe and nothing else. I’m too excited to wait to take off my clothes.

My pussy is soaked when my fingers slide between my folds. I moan, and James looks up from where he was kneeling on the floor. A grin forms on his face, his blue eyes darkening.

I slip one finger inside me and pump in and out while looking at Peter. He stands there, staring at me, hammer in one hand and a couple of nails in the other.

Jake stopped what he was doing and stands beside his friend.

“Ain’t she spectacular?” he whispers to him.

Peter nods and puts down his tool.

James stands up and soon all the men form a semicircle around me.

James tugs at the tie around my waist. The tie loosens, revealing my bare body to them. I shrug the cotton off my shoulders and it pools at my feet on the ground. Jake grabs my hand from between my legs and brings it to his lips. He takes each digit and slips it into his mouth, tasting each one. Licking it clean.

Peter, who stands in the middle, reaches out and cups my breasts. He massages them until my nipples are stiff peaks and I’m panting.

“Please,” I beg, reaching for both James’s belt and Jake’s.

All three men start undoing their belts, and Jake is the first one to get out his cock.

“Come here,” he commands, and I kneel in front of him. He cups the back of my head and feeds his cock into my mouth.

“Oooh, God.” He groans and fucks my mouth slowly in long strokes.

James and Peter go to either side of me and take my hands. I wrap my fists around their cocks and move my hands up and down.

They are both the same length, but James is much thicker. I can’t even wrap my finger fully around him.

My pussy is begging to be filled. My thighs press together as I kneel on my robe.

“Mmm,” I moan around Jake’s length and he curses.

Before the men come, they pull back and get me to lean over the sawhorse. Jake kicks my knee open and James and Peter walk around to the other side.

Peter takes my hand and wraps it back around his length while James slides himself into my mouth. I start sucking him off as Jake probes my entrance with his cock.

“Are we all allowed a turn, Mrs. Walker? Want us all to fill you up with our cum?” Jake says.

I nod around James’s length and Jake pushes all the way inside of me.

“Fucking hell!” He cries out and grips my hips. He starts thrusting into me so hard and fast that the seahorse rocks a bit.

My head bobs up and down on James’s length, and Peter closes his eyes and enjoys my fist wrapped around him.

“Jesus, fuck. Your cunt is so fucking tight, baby.” Jake slams into me, his balls slapping my clit every time.

I moan around James’s length and I feel a drop of pre-cum slide down my throat.

My free hand grips the sawhorse as Jake pounds into me.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come, baby. You ready for my load?”

I try nodding again, and Jake comes. Groaning as he fills me up with his sticky seed.

Jake pulls out and James takes his place, Peter taking his place. Jake watches as I suck Peter and James slides his length inside me. He’s much thicker than Jake and he fills me up good. Every inch of my pussy is stretched and as he pumps into me, he hits my G-spot every time.

I feel my orgasm build with every thrust. Jake kneels on the ground, rubs my clit, and I squeal.

“You like that, baby? James can fill you up pretty good, can’t he?”

I groan around Peter’s length, and he takes that as a yes.

Peter is gentle in my mouth, sliding in and out slowly, trying not to be too rough. But I can be rough. I try taking matters into my own hand and Peter’s hands end up gripping the sawhorse as I bob my head up and down.

James’s grip on my waist is strong, and though it’s not fast, he plunges in hard. His balls bang against my clit, bringing me closer and closer to orgasm.

“Fuck, I’m going to come, Olive.”

“Yes, fill her up.” Jake says as he keeps rubbing my clit.

James and I come at the same time. I clench his cock in orgasm as he fills me up with thick ropes of cum.

I moan around Peter’s length, but he holds himself back. He doesn’t come until James pulls out and slams into me. As my orgasm starts to fizzle out, another orgasm starts up. Peter pounds into me. Desperate to come as his friends cheer him on.

“That’s it, Peter. Fuck her. Use her little cunt,” Jake says.

“She’s so tight, ain’t she? Such a nice and warm cocksleeve.” James groans.

James and Jake both jack their cocks in front of me. All hard and ready to blow in my face.

My orgasm peaks and so does Peter, and he’s coming in me while I come, shattering around his cock. I push myself up on the sawhorse and present my chest to James and Jake. They jerk themselves until they come all over my chest.

We all pant, and Silas comes into the room.

“You folks had fun?” he asks and takes me into his arms.

I nod and the other guys thank him for the chance.

Silas brings me upstairs where he goes down on me.

“I want to taste them in your pussy,” he says as he brings me to orgasm.

Then he fucks me in the shower before cleaning me up for real.

“That was really fucking hot,” he says as he tucks me into the cool sheets.

“Yeah, that was amazing. Thank you, baby.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Walker.”


Chapter 3


The next morning, I am pleasantly aching both from the fucking and the need to be fucked some more. The two kinds of aches battling out to see which one will win.

Who am I kidding? Of course, it’s going to be the horny ache.

I head downstairs as the sounds of the machine whirl away, where I find a note on the kitchen counter. It’s from Silas, who is at work today.

Hey Olive,

I talked to the guys yesterday and they are still up for some fun if you want.

XOXO, Silas

Hmm, wonderful.

I go about my morning and think about how I want to surprise the guys. Do I wait for their break and have them all at the same time? Do I just go in there right now and ask them to take me? So many options, but I also want to be kind and smart. I don’t want to derail them, and they have to be in the mood too.

I decide to see them at lunch time. In the meantime, I eat my breakfast, take a shower, then put in my earbuds and clean the house. I listen to a romance audiobook, and I am in the living room next to the couch when I get to the spicy scene and, as per usual, I think of myself as the heroine. The hero is fucking her as she’s bent over a couch and my pussy clenches around nothing. God, that’s so hot. Fucking on furniture is fun. The softer the better.

I’m so into the book that I don’t know someone is talking to me until the chapter fades and I hear a voice.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I say, taking out my earbuds as I turn around and spot Jake in his t-shirt and jeans, looking sweaty and sexy.

“It’s okay. Didn’t mean to bother you,” he says, “I just noticed that you were just standing there breathing kind of hard. I wanted to know if you were okay.”

I blush. “Yeah, totally. Really super okay.” I giggle nervously, but I’m not sure why I’m nervous. In fact, I could recreate the scene that got me so hot and bothered right now.

I cock my hip out and ask, “Um, are you busy?”

He grins. “I have a few minutes. What do you need, Mrs. Walker?”

Fuck, I love it when they call me Mrs. Walker.

“I need someone to help me with this.” I slide my hand between my legs. “That book got me really… achy and I’d love it if you would make it better.”

“I’d be happy to Mrs. Walker,” he says. “Just take off your clothes and I’ll get you all sorted,” he winks.

I bite my lip as I start with the buttons on my blouse. Each button released shows more of my skin until the material has parted, and I shrug it off my shoulders.

Next, I unzip my skirt, and it falls to the floor.

Jake inhales, and I see his erection tenting in his pants as he watches me.

I reach behind me and undo my bra, letting it run down my arms until it falls off the tips of my fingers and falls to the floor.

Jake’s eyes are dark with lust, and he starts taking off his shirt.

My nipples harden under the cool air, and I feel my pussy start to tingle and become wet. I’m getting more excited by the minute as Jake pushes his jeans down to his angles.

My mouth waters as I look at a set of abs and those sexy V muscles that lead down to his crotch, where his cock looks like it’s going to break the zipper of his jeans.

I peel my panties down my legs and we both notice the way they sort of stick to my pussy before they ended up on the floor. I’m soaked and ready to be fucked.

Jake slowly undoes his belt, and after pulling it out of the loops, he winds it around his hand, holding it taut. An erotic zing of pleasure runs through me as I think about how hot he looks right now. He looks like a Dom. Like the ones I read about in my romance novels.

He swallows up the space between us and tips my head up with his finger under my chin.

“Turn around and put your hands on the armrest,” he commands, and I feel my arousal leak down my leg.

I do as he said, and he kicks open my legs. I feel him wrap the belt around my neck and use it to hold me steady.

I feel his breath next to my ear as he growls, “You’re so fucking wet.” His fingers drag between my slit, then play with my entrance.

I moan and push back against his crotch, feeling his cock against my cheeks.

“You want my dick, Olive? You want me to fuck you hard with this cock?” He takes out his shaft and runs it in between my legs.

He grips his cock and pushes it against my entrance.

“Yes,” I groan and grip the armrest.

Slowly, he starts pushing into me. He stretches me wide, working his cock into me slowly, and by the time he’s all the way in, a drop of sweat runs down my back.

“Motherfucker.” He groans. “Jesus, Olive. Your pussy is so fucking tight. I can barely get in.”

But he can, and once he does, he starts fucking me. He drops the belt and grips my hips with both hands. I close my eyes as the pleasure flows like a river down my spine to my toes.

Jake reaches out and grips a fist full of my hair as his balls slap against my clit. He pushes me down, so I’m folded over the armrest and my face is in the cushions.

“Ah, fuck, baby,” he growls, “I love watching my cock disappear in your tight cunt. It comes out all wet from your juices.”

I can picture it in my mind, and it makes my pussy pulse. His growls get louder as the slapping sounds of our flesh pick up the pace. I feel my body tightening as the pleasure builds into a crescendo.

Jake reaches down and rubs my clit back and forth quickly, and my orgasm rips through me. I scream into the couch as I cream all over Jake’s cock.

Jake roars his release and fills me with his come, and my pussy milks every drop of cum out of him.

He pulls out, and I can imagine his cum dripping out of me. White cream dripped down my leg as my pussy continues to pulse.

Jake picks me up and lays me on the couch. He sits down and pets my hair as I come down from the high.

“You okay?”

I nod.

I lay there as Jake puts his clothes back on and gets back to work, my legs spread and cum dripping out of me. I’m still a little horny and I want another cock in me.

I rub my eyes as another construction worker pops into view.

“Hello there,” Peter says, his eyes volleying between my pussy and my face.

“Hiya,” I say as I sit up on the couch.

“Jake said you might need me.” His tone is unsure but eager. I can see his cock poking at his jeans and my pussy gives me a resounding, “Fuck yes”.

”Jake would be right,” I say as I stand up and put my arms around his neck. He places his hands on my hips as I pull him into a kiss. My leg hikes up to his waist and I grind myself against his dick as he sucks on my tongue.

“Mmm, give it to me,” I groan. “Be a good boy and give me your cock.”

I smile at myself, at not only how I felt saying “be a good boy,” but also at Peter’s reaction. It startles him at first, but then his eyes go dark and his nostrils flare. Ooh, he likes that.

Peter picks me up and places me back on the couch. I grip the cushions as he pulls back and undoes his jeans and takes out his cock.

“Take off your shirt too, please,” I say, and he doesn’t hesitate. He reaches behind him and, in one smooth motion, pulls off his shirt, revealing his toned and tanned body. I pull my bottom lip between my teeth as I look at him. God, he’s sexy. Jake and Peter both have those GQ model builds and looks. James is hot as well, but he’s thicker than them.

Peter places one hand next to my head and the other around his cock. He swipes it up and down my slit, then taps it against my clit.

“Fuck!” I gasp as pleasure rushes down my spine.

I cup my tits as Peter slowly slides inside me. For a young guy, he’s got some wicked control because no matter how much I mewl and beg he still takes it slow.

“Oh, my God. Please. Fuck me,” I moan.

“Is that a request or a demand?” he asks in a cocky tone.

I open my eyes that I didn’t even know I shut and say, “A demand. Fuck me, Peter. Fill my pussy with your cock and make me scream your name. Now.”

I feel this rush of power flow through me and it’s quite exciting.

Then, in one thrust, Peter is inside me up to the hilt. I can feel his balls press against me and the head of his cock rubbing my G-spot. He puts his other hand on the other side of my head as I pull my knees up and grip them as he starts fucking me. I keep my legs open and watch his cock disappear and reappear from my pussy, all wet and shiny.

“She’s such a good little cock slut, isn’t she?” Peter groans.

I nod.

“Just look at the way she’s swallowing my cock. Fuck. I’m not going to last long.”

“You just have to last longer than me. Ladies first,” I say.

He smirks and cups one of my breasts.

“Of course,” he replies and plays with my nipples as his hips jackhammer into me. He leans down and takes one of my nipples into his mouth. He sucks on it and flicks it with his song, sending zings of pleasure directly to my clit.

With his other hand, he reaches down and cups my other breast. My hands claw at the couch as my orgasm builds. I reach down and start paying with my clit, feeling so close to tipping over the edge.

“Oh, God. I’m right there,” I say.

Peter lifts up his head and puts his hands back on the other side of my head.

“Yes. That’s it,” Peter growls, “Fucking come all over my cock, you little slut. That’s a good girl, Mrs. Walker.”

I grab the back of his neck and pull him in for a kiss. With his tongue dancing with mine, his cock, and my fingers, I come. I break the kiss, screaming his name and convulsing under him.

“Peter!” I cry out. “Oh, my God. Peter. Come. Fill me up with your cum. I want it leaking out of me.”

I don’t know how much of that I actually got out, but Peter does come.

He growls and squeezes his eyes shut as he stills and empties himself into me. His warm cum coating me. Instead of laying on top of me, he pushes back and falls onto his back on the other end of the couch, parting us. I moan at the loss contact, only to moan when I see his cum drip out of me.

We lay there panting for a while before Peter pushes off the counter and wets a hand towel before giving it to me so I can clean myself.

“That was wonderful,” I say as Peter tucks himself back in.

“I wholeheartedly agree,” he replies and gives me a quick kiss on the forehead before picking up his shirt and heading back to work.

I guess the only one that’s left is James.


Chapter 4


After waiting a while for James to show up at the couch, I figure that he’s probably not coming now and decide to take a shower. I can feel the mixture of Jake and Peter's cum on my thigh and as I step under the spray, my body tingling at the memory. Not only of what just happened, but yesterday as well.

Heavy footsteps thud up the stairs toward the bathroom. The door opens and I poke my head out of the shower. It’s James. He leans against the door jamb, wearing a worn dark green t-shirt and jeans. His eyes scorch me as they roam up and down my body, making me hum with need.

He nods towards the stairs.

“Guess I missed you on the couch?” he says.

“I guess you did,” I reply.

James stalks over to me with a seductive grin pulling at his lips.

“Did I miss the window entirely or are you still…,” he looks me up and down and I shiver, “open for more?”

I pretend to consider it even though my inner slut is screaming at me to say yes.

“Well,” I slowly step back into the shower until my back is against the wall. “You do look like you can use a little rinse. And I can help with that. That is, if you are done your work for today.”

His smile widens. “Actually, we just finished. We have some things to show your husband, but we could wait until tomorrow.”

My eyes widen as I take in what he said. “Wait? Really?”

“Yeah.” He nods. “Today was an easy day. We usually finish early on Fridays, since it’s mostly finishing up some stuff and getting ready for next week.”

I nod, settling myself back into my seductive mode after “house owner” took over for a minute.

“In that case…” I crook my finger at him, then watch him take off his clothes. One by one, his t-shirt, jeans, and boots get set on the floor until he’s only in his underwear.

I can see the outline of his cock pressing against the black cotton. He rubs himself slowly, just looking at me with an appreciative gaze. I slide my arms behind me, pushing out my chest, and a low growl comes out of him.

“You coming?” I ask, grinning at the double entendre.

In one smooth move, he slips off his underwear and his cock juts out, dripping with pre-cum. James steps into the shower and his big frame makes me feel so tiny. It’s the same feeling I get when Silas joins me in the shower.

I step back some so James can get under the spray. He runs his hands through his hair, and I watch in rapture as he runs his hands up and down his body. I lick my lips as he wraps his fist around his cock and slides it up and down.

His blue eyes stay on mine as he steps closer to me. I can feel his heat against my skin and my pussy is aching to be filled. To be fucked.

Kneeling on the shower floor, James uses his free hand to grip my leg and place it on his shoulder. Instantly, his lips wrap around my clit, and my cries echo in the bathroom. My hands grip his hair as he eats me out, alternating between licking my pussy and sucking on my clit. Meanwhile, he jacks himself off. It’s like the only reason he’s going down on me is because it turns him on. And just seeing him like this is getting me already very close to the edge.

I mewl and rock my hips against his mouth and his hand jerks himself faster. I feel the orgasm building inch by inch. The wave of pleasure is ready to crash.

“Oh, fuck. Fuck. James,” I moan as my thighs start to shake. “I’m going to come.”

Just then, he stands up and I whimper at the loss.

“Turn around,” he growls.

I do as he says, and as I press my front against the shower tiles, James lines his cock up with my entrance.

“Tell me how much this slutty pussy needs to be filled, Mrs. Walker.” His deep, commanding voice makes me shiver and I moan out my answer.

“So much. I’m so empty. Please. Fuck me like I’m your little fuck toy. Use me.”

James grips my hips and slams into me with a grunt.

“Fuck!” I cry out and my hands slap against the wall.

He fucks me like an animal. Pumping his cock in and out of me I can feel his balls slap my clit and it sends lightning bolts of pleasure through my body.

“Oh, my God. Just like that. Yes! Yes! Yes!” I feel like a wild woman getting used in the best way.

James grips my hair and pulls me back against his chest.

“You’ve got such a perfect little cunt, Mrs. Walker. Perfect for being fucked like a dirty little cock slut. You like this, baby? You like another man using your cunt like this?”

“Yes,” I pant and spread my legs wider.

He chuckles darkly and pounds into me harder.

“Good girl,” he groans.

He moves his hand from my hip to my clit, and when he starts rubbing it, my pussy clenches and we both curse.

“Fuck, your pussy is gripping me so fucking tight. You’re so hot and wet and perfect, Mrs. Walker,” James whispers in my ear, desperation lacing his gravelly voice.

I’m so fucking close, I can practically taste my orgasm. James seems to know what I need because he pinches my clit and that’s all I need to come.

“That’s it. That’s it you dirty little slut. You know what to do. Come all over my cock like a good girl. Like a good little fuck toy.”

I scream his name as I come and though my orgasm I hear James grunt, then orgasm.

“Holy mother of fuck,” he groans.

He fills my pussy with his cum as I clench around him until we’re both wrung out and sensitive.

Gently, he pulls out, then washes me as well as himself. Then he turns off the shower and carries me out of the bathroom, wrapping a towel around me then puts me on the bed.

“Thank you,” I say quietly. “Both for the fucking and the aftercare.”

“No problem. Is there anything else you need?” he asks, smiling sweetly at me.

I shake my head, “No. Just a quick nap. I feel really good right now.”

James nods, then disappears into the bathroom to put on his clothes.

After he leaves, I fall asleep, curled in my sheets, sated and excited to tell Silas about my day. I bet it’s going to make him so hot that I’ll get fucked again.

Fuck, I can’t wait.


Chapter 5


I hear the door shut as I wake from my nap, my body deliciously aching. A smile pulls at my lips as I stretch under the sheets. I hear the voices of men downstairs, and I know at least one of them has to be my husband, so I get out of bed, wrapping the sheet around my naked body and walk downstairs to find Silas, Jake, Peter, and James standing around the kitchen counter. James is holding out a couple of tiles which I assume are for the floor.

Silas is facing me, so he is the first to notice me. He grins as his eyes rake up and down my body and I shiver. The three men follow my husband’s eye line and look over at me. All with hungry gazes in their eyes. Even though I ache the need that fills me just seeing all four men looking at me with such lustful looks makes me drop the blanket revealing my body.

All the men’s breath hitch and I walk over to my husband, swaying my hips. Once I reach him, I stand facing his side and grab his arm with both hands as I press my body against his.

“Hello, husband,” I say, kissing his forearm, which is covered in his white button-up shirt that barely holds his muscular arm.

“Hello, wife,” he replies, leaning down to kiss my lips.

“How was your day?” he asks, wrapping his arm around me, seemingly unbothered by my nakedness in front of the construction men. If it wasn’t for the outline of his erection under his slacks, I wouldn’t know that he is turned on by this.

“It was great.” I can’t hide the smile on my face as I look over the men who just ravaged me today. “I got some one-on-one time with the guys,” I tell him.

“Did you now?” Silas says, his voice teasing.

Then he grips my hips and lifts me onto the counter. He stands between my thighs as my legs hang off the edge. I hiss at the coldness of the counter, but my body is not hot with need as Silas runs his hands up and down my thighs.

“Tell me, baby. Tell me how these men fucked you today.”

I feel my center tingle and wetness slips out of me as I bring the memories to the forefront of my mind. I close my eyes as I remember Jake first.

“I was on the couch listening to an audiobook when Jake came up. My book was so hot that I asked if he could help me with something.”

Silas chuckles cockily and says, “Yeah, I bet I know what you wanted help with. But tell me anyway.”

My eyes flutter open as he slides his hand up to my breasts and plays with my nipples. I look up and see the other three men watching me with rapture in their eyes.

I close my eyes again and say, “I wanted him to help me with the ache between my legs.”

I whimper as Silas cups my pussy, “Here, baby? Did you ache here?”

I nod.

“What happened next?” he asks, just keeping his hand there, not moving it at all.

“He fucked me from behind while my hands were on the couch.” I moan when Silas starts moving his hand, guiding his fingers inside me.

“Fuck, you’re so fucking wet, baby,” Silas groans.

I mewl then continue, “After he fucked me, I laid on the couch and Peter came to fuck my pussy. James didn’t come, and I was filled with so much cum that I thought I should take a shower. That’s where James found me. In the shower. He went down on me in the shower and then fucked me from behind. Then he tucked me into bed.”

“Our bed?” Silas asks.

I open my eyes as I shake my head. 

Silas pumps two fingers into me and my breasts sway with each thrust of his digits.

“Well, it seems like my wife is all hot and bothered now. Maybe we should do something about it,” Silas says.

Jake gives a cocky smile before cupping my chin from above and asking me, “Would you like me to fuck that pretty mouth, Mrs. Walker, while Peters plays with your tits and James and your husband play with those pretty holes between your legs?”

I nod my head as my legs wrap around my husband’s waist.

I get lifted up by Silas and he carries me to the living room, where he places me on the soft rug in the middle of the room. They all take off their clothes before getting into position, Jake in front of me, Peter next to me, and James and Silas between my legs. Silas has a bottle of lube that he gives me to James who squirts it onto his finger before playing with my back entrance.

I moan.

Hands touch me everywhere. Jake cups my jaw as I’m placed on my side. Peter takes a nipple into my mouth and sucks, causing my lips to part and Jake takes that as an opportunity to slide his dick into my mouth.

“Oh, fuck yes,” he groans and pumps into my mouth.

Peter is jerking himself to the rhythm of Jake’s thrusts as he plays with my tits, and I feel Silas play with my pussy as James readies my asshole.

“You want me in your ass, Mrs. Walker?” James asks as he pushes a thick finger into me.

“Oh my god, yes!” I gasp and rock my hips slightly as Jake’s cock slips from my mouth.

I focus on the erotic sight of Peter stroking himself as I feel the head of James's cock probe my ass. I can feel him on his side behind me and he slides his lube-covered cock inside me.

“Fuck me,” James and I both moan at the same time.

Silas lays on my other side close to Peter as he slides his cock inside me.

“Fuck!” I cry out and they give me a minute to adjust.

Once I’m ready, they begin to fuck me, and Jake puts his cock back into my mouth. My tits are being played with, and my ass, pussy, and mouth are filled with cock. Pleasure runs through my veins, and I already feel so close.

Fuck, I feel full.

My leg is lifted around Silas’s hip so there is more room for the guys who slam into me. Every thrust pushes Jake’s cock farther into my mouth and Peter just looks so hot jacking himself off as he sucks on my nipple.

I’m going to come.

I can feel my body tighten and my thighs start to shake as my orgasm comes crashing into me.

“That’s it, baby. Fucking come so we can come and fill your holes with our cum,” Silas says.

“Good girl. Yeah, suck my cock baby. Make me come,” Jake groans.

“Jesus, your ass is so fucking tight. I’m going to come,” James grunts from behind me.

Peter releases my tit and asks, “You want me to come all over these precious tits, baby?”

I nod as much as I can, given my position and Peter lifts up onto his knees, jerking his cock fast. The sound of it, the sound of his hand gliding over his lubed-up cock, is too much and I come. An earth-shattering orgasm screaming through me as I cry out around Jake’s cock.

“Holy fuck,” Jake gasps and comes down my throat.

On a groan, James and Silas come, filling my holes. After I drink down Jake’s salty cum, everyone pulls out and I lay on my back as Peter jerks off above me until he comes. White stripes cover my tits and stomach as he comes moaning.

We all lay there panting for a while before we catch our breath. All the men get up and each thank me for a great time.

“Thank you too,” I say sleepily then they all dress before Silas takes them to the front door.

After the goodnights and goodbyes, Silas comes back, only wearing his slacks, which are unbuttoned.

He kneels down and settles between my legs, not caring about the slowly drying come on my breasts as he brushes some loose strands off my face and kisses me. My jaw, my cheek then my lips.

“I love you, baby,” he says with such love in his voice I nearly melt.

Instead, I clumsily push my husband’s pants down and line his hardening cock up with my entrance.

“Are you sure?” he asks me as his erection comes to attention.

“Yes,” I gasp when the head of his cock touches my clit. “I want you. Just you.”

With one smooth thrust he fills me, and we both cry out. Somehow this is more intense than the fivesome that just happened. Silas rocks his hips as my legs wrap around his waist. I hold him close as his throbbing cock slides inside me, brushing against my G-spot making me want to come all over again.

His movements are languid, and he takes his time building the pleasure. His lips brush against mine then he bites my bottom lip before soothing it with his tongue.

“I love being your wife,” I say, and he smiles.

“Yeah?” He thrusts hard and I gasp.

“Yes. I love being your wife, your hotwife, and your slut. I love how much you encourage me to embrace this hotwife journey we’re on, and I love how much you love me. You’re all I ever wanted, Silas. You’re all I’ll ever want.”

As Silas fucks me into another orgasm, I swear I see tears prick his eyes.

“You’re all I ever wanted too, Olive. And I love being your husband and I will always encourage your sexuality. I’ll encourage anything you do because I love you. I love you so fucking much.”

Now my eyes fill with tears as deep emotion washes into me.

“And I know that no matter how many men you fuck, I will always call you mine,” he adds and give him a breathy, “Yes.” 

Silas thrusts once, twice, three more times before I come. I clench around his cock which makes him come, filling me with his cum.

“Fuck. Olive,” he gasps and fucks me hard through our orgasms.

“God, you feel so fucking good, baby. I love the way you clench around me when you come.”

I cry out my husband's name until my voice is hoarse and I’m all wrung out.

I don’t even really recall being lifted and placed into my bed but the next thing I know my husband is curled around me and I fall asleep next to the man of my dreams.
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Hotwife Paige is a collection of 3 books. 

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.  

Inside: 

Hotwife Office Party 

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

Hotwife Valentine 

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a hot stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

Find it here: https://geni.us/hotwifepaigebm


Used By The Football Players
A Hotwife Short Story
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Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget. 

This book is available in audio

Find it here: https://geni.us/ubtfpbackmatter


Want A Free Read?


Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Hotwife Olive! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

USED AT THE CHRISTMAS PARTY

Link: Used At The Christmas Party

Hockey season always turns my husband into a ghost in the bedroom—too busy coaching his star players to remember I need attention, too. 

But this Christmas, he’s making up for it. At the team’s annual holiday party, I get to unwrap more than presents under the tree. Three of his best players are mine to play with. 

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

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding 

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

HOTWIFE AT HOME

Link: Hotwife At Home 

Olive and Silas are having a room in their house renovated and the construction workers are too hot to handle. 

Well… not for Olive. 

She's always appreciated some good hard wood, and now she's going to polish them all until they shine. 

These men are dirty, dominant, and just what this hotwife needs. They will for sure have her begging for more.

HOTWIFE OLIVE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Olive 

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

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

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top 

Love is in the air and Tatiana and Brock are getting married. 

There's no slowing down the engagement when these switches start to play. The question is: who will come out on top?

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed 

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.

MY BEST FRIEND’S WIFE

Link: My Best Friend's Wife 

What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story all from the bull’s POV.
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Aileen Gallagher is an erotica author who writes contemporary erotica and hotwife erotica.

Find more information here:
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