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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.


Chapter 1: Paige


The Year Before

“Do we really need to be here?” I whine as Jack pushes the elevator door button.

“Oh, come on. It can’t be that bad. Plus, we just got here,” he says, putting his hand on the small of my back and leading us into the elevator.

“But this is the fourth year we’ve come, and it’s always boring as fuck.”

“That’s only because you compare your office parties to mine,” Jack grumbles, pushing the 4th-floor button.

“Yeah,” I say, with a satisfying grin on my face.

“For fuck’s sake,” he says, “Your workplace is one giant HR violation.”

﻿“It’s not a violation if everyone is on board.”

“It’s still strip poker, and people are still getting naked in front of one another.”

Yes, we do play strip poker at our Christmas parties. And yes, clothes are removed, but only to our underwear. I’ve never seen any of my coworkers’ junk or tits. We are a pretty close group. There are seven of us at Vision Estate, the place to go to if you are looking for a house or apartment in Toronto, whether it’s on the ocean side or by a lake, and yada yada yada, you’ve seen our ads.

“Well, everyone is on board. Trust me.”

Jack shakes his head and places his clasped hands in front of him.

God, he looks so good in a suit. I’ve known Jack for a long time and he can pull off jeans and a t-shirt, but then he puts on his brown, black, or blue suit and he looks just as delectable. I could eat him up with a spoon. My pussy creams as I remember just last night he came home late, all decked out in his usual work suit, and fucked me on the kitchen counter. I held onto his tie as he spread my legs and pounded into me, keeping his suit on the entire time.

The elevator stops with a ding and the doors open. And on the other side of the door is Jack’s workmate, Mason. Handsome, blonde, with blue eyes and a body that molds to his tanned suit.

He and Jack have been working together for the last 12 years. He knew my husband before I did. And ever since I met him, I’ve had to keep my libido in check. Don’t get me wrong, I love my husband more than anything else in the world. He is my rock and safe place and the love of my life. But I can’t help but quiver any time I am around Mason.

I press my thighs together and hope that Jack doesn’t notice.

I may have had a fantasy or two about Mason in the last couple of years. Only occasionally, and only when I want a little more of a kick while playing with myself. The forbidden aspect of fucking someone other than my husband was the added fuel to the file that I needed.

They became more frequent when Jack and I talked about sharing fantasies. Mostly where I would fuck some other guy and tell him about it. Or he’d watch. It was a very hot conversation that usually led to us screwing on our bed while I told him about what it would be like to have sex with someone else. I would describe someone else’s cock fucking me and things like that.

It was amazing.

My fantasies with Mason usually consist of Jack sitting on a chair and watching him rail me. It starts in my bedroom; the lights are dim, and Jack is in his sexy suit and sitting on a chair on the other side of the room. There is a knock and Mason enters. Jack gives him a nod and he takes off his suit and crawls into bed with me. Settling between my legs and pushing his thick cock into me. He fucks me hard and calls me so many dirty things, like calling me a bad girl and a  dirty slut.

In reality, it’s just my dildo that I’m fucking into my pussy until I scream. It’s fine, it’s just not the real thing.

Jack and I have only ever been with each other, so our sexual experience is very limited and only consists of what he and I have done since college. Jack was two years older than me when I met him in college. We hooked up and then he took my v-card while I took his.

It was our first day. We met on campus. I was the newbie 19-year-old who had taken a year off to “find myself” and then got into college. I was getting into real estate, and he was getting his law degree.

I had taken a year-long trip, thinking that this was my time to bloom. See places, learn, and maybe find a boyfriend or girlfriend or at least someone to spend the night with. But with being shy and insecure, I didn’t find anyone I connected with — at least not enough to take my virginity. I wanted sex, but I also wanted someone special. Though I did learn about the history of different countries and different architecture.

During my time in Europe and America I found that maybe real estate was for me. It was always in the back of my mind, but after seeing all the different kinds of houses that people liked, and hearing why they loved them, I knew this was the job for me.

I was going to class when I ran into Jack. He was wearing a blue tie, a white button-up, and black slacks. He looked very charismatic and confident. He held himself high and stopped in his tracks when he saw me. I was the blonde, tiny woman who wore sweaters that went down to my knees.

Time abroad didn’t help me with my fashion. Thankfully, my friend, Sarah, who was in my class, was able to help me find clothes that fit me.

And 10 years later, I was all about the power suits and flared dresses. Depending on the day. At work, I typically wore a navy or grey blazer with a white shirt, either buttoned up or short sleeves, and blue slacks or skirt, depending on the time of year.

I take my husband’s hand in the elevator and try to contain myself behind Mason as he steps in to join us.

Man, even his butt looks good.

I pull my eyes up to the little screen that says what floor we are on and will it to go faster before I do something stupid.

Finally, the doors open up, and I exhale a long breath.

“You okay?” my husband asks.

“Uh, yeah. Yeah. I’m fine.” I give him my best real estate smile and we step off the elevator.


Chapter 2: Paige


This Year

I stand in front of my closet, naked, just coming out of the shower. I stare at the racks of clothes, wondering what I will wear to my husband’s office party this year.

Should I go for something professional that his coworkers will like?

Or something super slutty that my husband will be drooling over all night?

I take out a sparkly red dress from my closet. This dress has a low and revealing back, but the front goes all the way to my neck. A very deceiving dress. But I think it’s a little too bright and shiny for an office party, so I toss it onto the floor.

Next, I pull out a greenish-blue body con dress with skinny straps that comes with a black belt.

Little too summer-like, I think.

So I toss that onto the floor as well.

It’s freezing here in Toronto, but we are only going from the house to the car, and then from the car to my husband’s office building. Jake works at a law firm here in the city. And every year they host a stodgy office party where everyone stands around pretending they’re more important than they are and judging me on my age and the quality of my jewelry. My office Christmas party is completely different. We cut loose and the night usually ends with new hookups in the office that everyone pretends didn’t happen the day after. 

I push away the pink dresses, the dresses with the giant skirts, and the ones that are barely a dress and more like dental floss, until I find the perfect dress.

It’s a black little number. Hugs to my body with a t-shirt sleeve and a slight V neck in the front and a deep V in the back. The dress goes to just under my knees, and it has these little red buttons up the front. They don’t do anything, they are just there for decoration.

I toss my dress onto the bed and hunt for something to wear underneath. I pick out a plain black bra and a pair of black silk panties that Jack gave me for Valentine’s Day. As I slip on the silk, I get wet just remembering all the ways I thanked him for my gift. I always get turned on while wearing these. And tonight is no exception.

I hear the water turn off and the ring of the metal bar as Jack pulls off a towel. We decided to shower one after the other since, if we were to do it at the same time, there would be a 99% chance we’d fuck and we’d be late.

Though that doesn’t stop me from thinking that we could just have one quickie before we go.

Jack steps out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist and uses another to dry his hair.

God, my husband is so handsome.

Tall and lean, with muscular arms and a hard stomach. He works out at the gym every morning before work and it shows. He has high cheekbones and the most beautiful brown eyes I’ve ever seen. His dark hair is cut super short at the sides and a touch longer on the top. When he goes to work he usually puts gel in it, which makes him look pretty much like a stereotypical lawyer. A bit preppy, neat, and professional.

Little do they know that at home, or in a car, their precious lawyer is a dirty man. Maybe not as dirty as I’d like, but still dirty. A man who has finger-fucked me in public, bent me over the kitchen counter, and used my pussy like his own personal toy. One time he used one of those remote control vibrator toys while I was at work.

I dally putting on my bra, wondering when Jake will turn and look at me. Instead, he goes for his socks drawer and looks for some underwear and socks.

I pout and clear my throat, hoping to get his attention.

And I do. He turns around and his eyes go straight to my breasts. Nearly a decade together and I can still turn into a mess of sexual tension.

Jack clears his throat, gripping his boxers as he says, “You know, we’re going to be late. You should get dressed.”

I grin and step slowly towards my husband, who rakes his eyes across my body.

“Will it hurt to be a few minutes late?”

“You think it will only take a few minutes?” he asks, giving me a cocky smile.

“Are you kidding? I’m wearing those panties you gave me for Valentine’s Day. I’m ready right now.”

Jack looks down and then cups my aching pussy through my panties.

“What about me?” he asks.

“What about you?” I retort and giggle.

“Very funny,” he scoffs and curls his fingers over the silk, causing me to gasp as pleasure zings through my body.

“Oh, I don’t think it will take long.”

I cup his erection over the towel as some of it peeks through the cotton.

“But if I get you dirty, we’ll have to take a shower again. And we definitely don’t have time for that,” Jack says, still curling his fingers over my pussy.

“Or we can just do more of what we are doing now and all we will have to do is wash our hands.”

I cock my head to the side and I feel Jack having a battle in his head. Yes, he wants to make me come. But he also doesn’t like being late for anything.

Seeming to reach a verdict, and takes his hand away and says, “Take off your panties then, right now.”

I take my own hand away and peel my panties down my legs as Jack gets rid of his towel. I feel a rush of happiness as he chooses me over his need to be on time. And I’m going to show him how grateful I am. 

“So, what are we going to do, husband?” I ask, standing upright, all excited and turned on.

“I’m going to finger fuck you while you jack my cock. Last one to finish has to explain why we’re late,” he winks and shoves two fingers deep into my cunt.

“Oh, my God,” I moan and wrap my hand around Jack’s shaft.

Jack groans and leans in to kiss me as his fingers work magic in my pussy.

He adds a third finger into me and I swear I see stars. My pussy is leaking down my leg and onto the towel that Jack happened to put under me.

Always thinking ahead. Always prepared.

I gather drops of pre-cum that leak from his cock as I continue to slide my hand up and down his shaft.

“You close?” I ask, already feeling so close already.

Jack nods, unable to speak. Then he groans as I squeeze his balls with my other hand.

Jack’s finger rubs my g-spot as the palm of his hand rubs over my clit. We are both panting, and our movements have become irregular and desperate. We both want to come so badly, we can feel the pleasure coiling within us.

“God, I’m so close,” Jack groans.

“Me too, baby.” I moan and close my eyes.

“No. Look at me,” Jack commands and my eyes shoot open. “Look at me while you come. I want to see those eyes glaze with pleasure.”

I nod.

“God, I love it when your pussy squeezes my fingers like that. Like a fucking vise.”

“I love the way you feel in my hand, Jack. All smooth, hard, and hot. I love it when you fuck my mouth with your big cock.”

“Me too, baby. Next time maybe. If you are a good girl tonight,” he says and I moan.

I love it when he calls me a good girl. I also love it when he calls me a bad girl. Honestly, he can call me whatever he wants and I’ll probably like it.

Though there are some things that I wish he would call me. Slut, dirty girl, and good girl are pretty much it. I’ve been reading those books where the man calls the woman a whore and a cocksleeve and things like that, and that sounds amazing. But my Jack thinks it’s too much and I don’t want to make him uncomfortable, so I just let it go. I don’t mind those other things, though. Like I said, he could call me anything, and I’d love it just the same.

Jack spins us around so my back is against his dresser drawers. They slam shut as our movements get more frantic and we have a hard time standing up.

“You close, baby?” Jack asks as he pumps his fingers in and out of me desperately. The wet sounds coming from my pussy are erotic as fuck, and it only spurs me on.

“Oh, God, yes. I’m so close.”

Jack’s cock starts to twitch in my hand, and I know he is close as well.

The pleasure comes like a screaming freight train, and soon we come all over each other’s hands.

“Oh, my God!” I scream and cling to my husband as white-hot pleasure overtakes me.

I feel his cum shoot all over my hand as he groans into my ear.

“Oh, fuck, baby. That feels so fucking good. I fucking love your hand on my cock.”

Our orgasm rocks us, then as we start to come down we part, panting.

“I forgot that you make a bigger mess than I do,” I say while licking up my husband’s cum from my hands.

“Oh, you think?” he says and kneels down and runs his tongue over my leg. Following my arousal that has dripped down.

I moan as he trails his tongue over my leg and up to my pussy, where he licks me until I’m coming again.

“Oh, my God,” I moan.

Jack stands and kisses me.

“Get ready, my little slut. We have a party to get to.”

He swats my ass and I pick up my panties, slip them on, and get dressed.


Chapter 3: Jack


We head from the car to my office building with a quick dash. The wind was strong and my wife’s clothes were not ready for it. She looks fucking hot, though.

That hand job/finger fuck session of ours was both unexpected and, when I think about my life, totally expected. Paige always gets randy whenever she wears those particular panties.

As we come out of the elevator and into the main part of the building where the party is being held, I spot Mason, and he comes over.

“You’re late,” Mason says, clapping me on the shoulder.

“Yeah…” I try to think of an excuse since it’s my job to think of one. I come up blank, so I just say, “Sorry,” and I look at Paige, who rolls her eyes.

“Paige,” Mason says, “Good to see you.”

“Good to see you too,” she replies, and as he leaves, she tucks into my side.

Paige thinks I don’t know about her fantasies about Mason. But I know them all too well. Even though we’ve talked about her fucking other guys, she never mentioned Mason specifically, but I know that’s who she’d pick, given the chance. And at first I thought I would be jealous. Then I started to think about it. It consumed every moment of every day.

Watching Mason fuck my wife.

I thought about sitting on the couch and watching as Mason pushes Paige down to her knees and she sucks his cock. There had been many days at work where I had to leave to go to the bathroom to… take care of business.

For a while I was imagining standing at our bedroom door, watching Mason’s cock slip between my wife’s folds as he fucked her. My wife has always been a riot in bed. Always eager to try something new in the bedroom. Unfortunately, sometimes I fall short, whether it comes to how rough I can be or what I can call her. I don’t mind holding her wrist as I plow into her, but I draw the line as smacking her tits, which is something she said she wanted to do, but I freak out every time and back off. Her little pout is cute, but I kind of feel bad. She never pushes me to do something I don’t want to do, though, which gives me relief. At the same time, she is also never scared to tell me what she wants. And we talk and see what I can do.

One of those talks led us into the conversation about Paige fucking other guys. Not as a threesome, just her. I would want to be there for some of them, but maybe sometimes she could do it on her own and then tell me the tale.

Paige seemed excited. But, then again, any chance for Paige to get laid is something she is always excited for. She is a sexy little vixen with a hunger that is not easy to quell. Perhaps it’s time we get some reinforcements, someone who can be the more aggressive man. Starting with a man that I trust. Mason.

Paige talks to some of my coworkers as I stand there and casually listen. My eyes, on the other hand, look for where Mason has gotten to. He was in the elevator with us last year. That was the first time I had ever seen my Paige lust after another man. It was jarring at first, but then the more I thought about it, the more turned on I got.

I know in my heart and soul that Paige and I are it. We can bring as many other people into our bedroom as possible, but at the end of the day it will be us.

Paige laughs, bringing me back to the present. I watch her pretty blue eyes brighten as she talks about her job. She works in real estate and she loves it. She loves finding people their dream homes. From the newlywed couple to the family of four looking for a bigger house for their kids to play in.

And she’s good at the job. You can feel the passion as she is describing the house and how it can work for the people she’s showing. Not to mention that she is a sight to look at and has a voice that would have you eat gravel if she wished you to. So alluring.

The innocent look on her face is precious. She has no idea what is going to happen soon. I kiss her shoulder, and she leans over to kiss my cheek. She thinks that we are going to spend a couple of hours at the party, then leave.

Little does she know that I have a surprise for her upstairs.

We talk to random people for a while more, then I whisper in her ear that I want to see her upstairs in my office, and she lights up.

“Ooh, what’s in your office?” she says.

“You’ll see.” I wink and take my wife’s hand. I lead her to the elevator and we go up to my office. While in the elevator, I give Mason a quick text to come upstairs.

Once I close the door to the office behind us, I turn and look at my beautiful wife in her sexy dress and high heels. I take a step towards her and wrap her up in my arms, giving her a passionate kiss.

“Fuck, you’re pretty,” I moan against her lips.

My hands slide down to her ass, and my cock hardens as I grin against her stomach. My lips kiss across her jaw, then down her neck to her collarbone. Paige moans and I nip at the top of her breasts that peek above her dress.

“Take off your clothes,” I demand as I pull back, panting.

Paige grins and unzips her dress, and I watch it fall and pool itself on the floor. She goes for her bra, and I lift my hand.

“Wait,” I say. “Just keep that on for now. Your heels, too.”

Paige bites her lip and I pull her into me again, taking her lip from between her teeth and kissing it.

“No boring office party this time,” I say and give her ass a little swat.

I know that Paige has had this fantasy about fucking in my office for some time. And now that Mason is on his way, I would be giving her two fantasies as one.

“Get that chair. Put it in the center of the room,” I say and point to my office chair.

She brings the chair right where I want it, and I push her down onto it.

Paige already knows what to do. She spreads her legs and moves her panties to the side. I kneel before her and start licking her pussy. She’s sweet like nectar, and I can’t wait for Mason to have a taste.

At first glance, it seems wrong to have someone lust after your wife. But Mason is not only my workmate, but my best friend. He’s been with me since I started here, and we’ve been at each other’s side since. He was the best man at my wedding, even.

I’ve surprised myself with how fine I am with this. In fact, I’m excited. I’m so fucking hard at the thought of Mason fucking Paige. I think I might burst out of my suit.

Paige’s moans bring me back to the moment, with her pussy rubbing against my face and her hands in my hair. I suck on her clit, making Paige cry out in passion, and I even scoop up some of her juices and slide them to her back hole. This little hole has had a few fuckings and I hope to add a couple more before the end of the year.

I push my finger inside and feel her thighs shake around my head.

“You going to come?” I moan against her pussy.

“Yes, Jack,” she moans, and I reach up and play with her nipples. One pinch has her flooding my face with her arousal. I lap up every drop while finger fucking her back hole until she’s a puddle on the chair.

I stand up and take my wife’s long blonde hair in my fist and pull down, forcing her head up to look at me. I cup her jaw with my other hand and run my thumbs over her lips.

“I love you, Paige,” I say, and her eyes go from eyes of lust to eyes of love.

“I love you too, Jack.”

I let go of her hair and don’t bother cleaning her up, since she’s going to get all dirty again, and head to the couch with my drink.

That is when I hear a knock on the door and I tell Mason to come in. Paige has a shocked look on her face, but I tell her to stay still. Reassuring her that this is no mistake. That I did this on purpose. And that this is all for her.

Let act two begin.


Chapter 4: Jack


When I proposed this little endeavor, Mason thought I was just trying to get him to admit that he had the hots for my wife. Thought I’d be pissed. But I know my friend. And maybe it’s strange for me to be okay with someone wanting to fuck my wife. But I have to admit, the thought turns me on. I know Mason has watched my wife’s legs pass his office, and the way her ass sways in those heels. I told him the plan, and he agreed. Despite the fact that, at first, he thought I was crazy.

But I know I surprised him by offering him the chance to fuck my wife in my office in front of me. Because I have to watch this. I want to see Mason plow into Paige. Watch him take her deep and rough.

The advantage of knowing Mason for as long as I have is that I know almost too much about him. One thing about him is that he fucks hard. Harder than I can anyway. And Paige has been wanting me to call her these dirty words that I can’t get past my lips. I can call her a slut and a dirty girl, but that is as far as I’m capable of going. That is mostly the reason for this little get-together. I want Paige to get what she wants, and I trust Mason to give it to her.

We have talked before about Paige having sex outside of our marriage, but so far they’ve just been fantasies that Paige tells me about while I fuck her. Powerful stuff. But not the real thing.

When Mason enters, I watch his face as he sees me casually sitting on the sofa in my office, with Paige sitting in my desk chair in the middle of the room. She tries covering herself up, but I get up and swat at her hands and she places them in her lap.

“What’s this?” Paige whispers with a slight smile on her face. Oh, she knows exactly what this is.

“Trust me, babe,” I reply, and she nods.

I spin the chair around so Paige is facing Mason. My cock twitches as he looks at her red lips, and I would bet he’d want to have her suck his cock. He looks at me while I casually sip my whiskey cocktail and I grin at him. He looks down and sees that Paige is already out of her dress and sporting a pair of black panties and a black bra.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” I say. “She’s already so wet and ready for some cock.”

Paige blushes, and I place my hand on her jaw from the back of the chair and force her to look up at me. The look in her eyes is full of lust and desire. She spreads her legs and licks her lips.

“See? If you’re still up to it. So is she. Right, Paige?”

“Yes, Jack. Please, Mason,” she says, and I let go of her jaw and sit back down. “Will you please fuck me?”

Mason lifts an eyebrow and smirks.

“Of course I will,” he says in his rough, sexy voice. “Take it out, Paige,” he commands and Paige bites her lip in anticipation.

Her slender finger starts working at his belt and I can feel the pre-cum wetting my pants.

Once she has his dick out, she sticks out her little tongue and swipes at the beads of pre-cum coating the tip. I groan, and Mason turns the chair to the side so I can see.

He pushes his hips forward, slipping the tip into Paige’s mouth. She moans around his cock as he pumps in and out of her mouth. Going deeper and deeper until he hits the back of her throat. She gags but seems to be in the spirit of things because she takes her hand and cups his balls and she sucks him down.

“Fuck,” he groans, placing both hands on the top of the chair.

His hips move back and forth into Paige’s mouth, and once I can’t take it anymore, I take out my cock and start stroking it.

I know from experience that Paige’s mouth is majestic. Warm and soft, and I see a trail of red from her lipstick on his cock. He takes one hand and pushes it through her long hair, grabs a handful, and fucks her mouth. She gags on his cock and I’m seconds from coming, so I slow my movements.

I see Paige’s hand slip between her legs and rub her pussy.

“You ready to swallow me, Paige?” he asks.

She moans and the vibrations of her voice must push him over the edge because right after he spills into her mouth and I watch her throat as she swallows him down.

He pulls back, his cock soaked by Paige’s mouth. I run my hand through my hair, panting and hard as steel. Paige pants in the chair and moans as she continues to touch herself. Mason leans down, placing both hands on the armrests of the chair, and says, “You want me to fuck you in front of your husband now, Paige?”

Paige nods, and I get excited all over again.

He lifts Paige up, turns her around, and bends her over so her hands are on the chair and her ass is up in the air. He gives her ass a little spank, then peels her panties down her legs, exposing her soaking pussy. Her arousal coats her pink folds, making them shiny and delectable.

He leans in and runs his tongue along her slit, making Paige moan. She spreads her legs wider, and he uses her thumb to rub her clit while he licks her pussy.

“Fuck,” Paige moans and wiggles against his face.

Mason sticks his tongue down deep into her channel and I squeeze the base of my cock to keep myself from coming.

Fuck, he’s good.

“Fuck, baby. You’re as sweet as honey,” he groans against her.

“Told you,” I say, still seated on the sofa, lazily stroking my cock.

Mason grins and gives Paige’s pussy a little swat. She jumps and gasps, then moans.

“You going to come on my face, Paige?” he growls, sliding his tongue in and out of her tight heat.

“Oh, my God. Yes!” she groans and comes, her arousal pouring all over his face. He licks up every last drop of her sweetness until she’s all wrung out.

“How did you know?” he asks me, while pulling away, still rubbing Paige’s pussy.

“How did I know you wanted to fuck my wife? Or that Paige wanted to fuck you?” I say.

“Both.” He pushes his thumb into Paige’s pussy while we have this casual conversation.

“The way you stared at her ass. And I noticed that your dick got hard every time I mentioned her. Kind of a dead giveaway with that.” I waggle my eyebrows and Mason scoffs.

“And to think I was hiding it so well,” he mutters to himself.

“Don’t beat yourself up over it. You did better than Paige.”

“Oh?” He removes his thumb and replaces it with two fingers, deep into her sopping cunt.

“What did Paige here do?” he asks.

“Well, I came home early one day. I was going to surprise Paige. I had roses and some wine. I was very happy with myself and the team and thought I’d celebrate.”

I see Paige biting her lip and the look in her eyes tells me she knows this day, but maybe didn’t know that I caught her.

“Anyway, I went up to our bedroom and peeked through the door. I stopped as I heard her moans. I saw her spread out on the bed. A dark purple dildo deep in her cunt and her hand on her tit, pinching her nipples.”

“Like this?” he asks and reaches over to pinch Paige’s nipple.

She moans, and I say, “Yes, just like that.”

“She was moaning and groaning and I heard her say my name. Then I heard her say yours, and I knew.”

Paige gasps and turns her head to look at me.

“You heard me?” she says.

“Yes, darling. But I didn’t want you to feel guilty, so I let it go. I didn’t think it was a big deal, anyway. I’ve seen what he looks like. Anyway, I saw Mason’s reaction, and everything kind of felt right. So that brings us to here. Where Mason is going to fuck the ever-loving hell out of you and I am going to sit here and watch you take his cock. Do you think you can handle it, wife?” I tease.

Being the headstrong woman that Paige is, she takes my comment and runs with it. Turning her head to look at me, she says with a grin, “You heard the man, fuck me, Mason, pound me with that big, fat cock of yours.”

He takes a condom from his wallet and places it on as fast as he can. Then, placing his hands on Paige’s hips, he slams into her, pushing his hips forward, and I watch her pussy swallow his cock.


Chapter 5: Paige


This night has been very unexpected. I was so embarrassed that I got caught by my husband calling out Mason’s name in bed, but also shocked that he wasn’t mad. It was after we started talking about me having sex with other men, so I started having those fantasies about a real guy.

Fuck, I love this man.

“Oh, fuck!” Mason groans.

“Oh, yes, Mason!” I cry out.

Mason pounds into me with his big cock. The sounds in the room are erotic and only add to the building of my orgasm.

“Oh, fuck yes. Just like that. Fuck me just like that, Mason. Oh my God!” Mason rocks against my g-spot, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine.

Mason’s cock makes me feel so full. It’s both very long and very thick. Similar to my husband’s, but I think Jack’s is thinner, although not by much. And he also fucks rougher than Jack.

I look over at my husband, who seems to be enthralled with the scene before him.

“Yes, you dirty fucking girl. Fuck, you’re so wet and tight.” Mason groans.

Jack groans and a drop of pre-cum slides down his shaft, only to be picked up by his hand as he jacks himself off.

Mason wraps his arm around my front, holding me against him, as he thrusts his hips up, hitting my g-spot and making me cream around him.

Sweat coats our skin as another orgasm comes rushing in. I come with a scream, my pussy clamping around his cock, and he pours himself into the condom.

We take a few minutes to breathe before Mason places me on the desk and spreads my legs. After throwing the condom away he goes to put on another one. The anticipation in me rises as he rolls it on. Then gripping my thighs he slams into me.

“Ah!” I cry out and grab hold of the desk as he starts to pound me again. He has both of his hands on my thighs. Keeping me open and exposed.

I look down and see his cock covered in my arousal. Then I look over at my husband. His eyes are dark with lust, and his cock is shiny and hard. His fist wrapped around the shaft.

“Tell me how it feels, Paige,” Jack demands.

Ooh.

Jack has never been one to be controlling. It’s mostly me who is in charge, kind of, but I like this part of him.

I nod as Mason continues to fuck me.

“His cock feels so good. It’s long and thick and he’s hitting my g-spot,” I moan and look at a smiling Mason, who seems to enjoy the compliments.

“Mason loves it, don’t you, Mason? Do you love how my wife’s pussy feels?” Jack asks.

Mason grunts and thrusts roughly into my pussy.

“Mason. Will you talk to my wife? Say all those dirty things you’re thinking of?” Jack asks his friend.

Mason leans in and bites my neck as his hips frantically pump into me. I lean all the way back and lie on the conveniently cleared up desk and watch Mason’s face as he fucks me. His eyes are wild with lust and beads of sweat drip off his muscular chest.

“If you insist, Jack,” Mason smirks and slaps my breast, causing a zing of pleasure to hit my pussy.

“Rub your pussy, Paige,” Jack says. I look at him and he frantically jacks his cock. He’s so fucking turned on, and just that sight alone has me in a mini orgasm.

My hand reaches down and I play with my clit.

“Ah, that’s it. Rub that pussy,” Mason says. “You gonna come all over me, Paige? Like the little cock whore you are. You’re so hungry for it, aren’t you? You want to be taken and used like a pretty little sex doll?”

Holy shit. I’ve never heard so many hot things in my life. My pussy pulses and I know my orgasm is close. Jack would never talk to me like this. No matter how much I wanted it, he just was too uncomfortable to say it. That’s why we wanted to explore other people so that maybe I could have someone talk to me like this.

I look over at Jack, who nods. He wants to hear what I’ve got to say. He leans on the armrest of the couch as he strokes his cock.

“Yes, I’m a little cock whore. I want you to use my pussy. Please,” I mewl.

Mason slaps my other breasts and another zing of pleasure shoots through me.

“You’re such a dirty little whore, Paige. Your pussy is nothing but a cocksleeve, isn’t it?”

I nod.

“A tight hole to be used again and again.”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I cry out as he pounds into me harder and harder.

I look over at my husband, who is gripping his cock so hard you’d think he was mad at it. But I look at his face and all I see is rapture and lust. The same look he gets when we have sex, but it’s hungrier this time. This forbidden tale we’re weaving has both of us lusting out of our minds and feeling a need that is new but nice. More than nice.

I can feel an orgasm barreling down the tracks, growing more and more, threatening to take me over entirely.

“Such a tight little pussy,” Mason moans. “Fuck, your cunt is gripping me so fucking tight, Paige.”

Mason turns me onto my back and thrusts back into me. His hands on my hips are rough, but it only spurs me on.

“You’re such a cock hungry slut,” he groans and wraps his hand around my throat.

He squeezes just tight enough to feel the danger of his grasp, but not enough that it’s hard to breathe.

My hands grip my husband’s desk and his friend pounds into me.

I moan as my orgasm starts to reach its peak. Mason pinches my nipples, and that is it. I’m coming hard and fast.

“Oh my God, yes! Fuck me harder! Oh, God, you have such a good cock, Mason. Oh, you fuck me so good. Yes! Yes! Yes!” I scream as I come again.


Chapter 6: Paige


I watch Mason leave, then turn to Jack with my bottom lip between my teeth.

“Oh my God,” I smile as I lay flat on the desk.

I hear Jack chuckle as he takes off his suit jacket.

“A little warm, darling?”

“Yeah, a bit.” Jack chucks the jacket across the sofa and lays his arms across the back. He looks so dominant and strong sitting there like that. Like a king.

My pussy flutters at the thought of servicing my king and thanking him for the lovely gift.

“What did you think, Paige?” he asks.

“Hmm, it was amazing.” I get up and get a water bottle from the little cooler beside his desk.

I take a sip and let the refreshing cool liquid slide down my throat. Then I walk to Jack and take a seat on his lap.

A nagging thought creeps into my pleasure-filled mind as I think about what got Mason up here.

“Jack… you’re not mad about my fantasy about Mason, are you?”

Jack kisses the top of my head and runs his fingers through my hair.

“No, baby. I mean… Mason is hot, and it’s just a fantasy. I know you are mine, Paige.” He kisses me on the lips and I return the offer.

“Well, fantasies generally live in the mind. I actually got fucked by Mason,” I remark.

Jack chuckles. “Well, it’s not cheating if everyone knows. So I don’t have any reason to be mad. Trust me, baby. I’m not mad. In fact, I’m turned on as fuck. I mean…” Jack groans and I feel his hard-on underneath me.

Shit. He still hasn’t come.

“You didn’t come.”

“Yeaaah, I got a bit distracted and forgot to finish.”

I quickly drop to my knees between his legs and take his bare cock in my hand. My mouth waters as I bring the tip of his cock to my lips. My tongue circles the head and I lick up every drop of pre-cum he has to offer.

“Hmm,” I hum, “What’s got you all hard up, darling?” I tease.

“Oh, nothing.” Jack closes his eyes and groans as his head hits the back of the couch. “I just saw my friend fuck my beautiful wife. I saw her come again and again. I married a dirty little slut.”

My pussy clenches at Jack’s dirty words, and I reach between my legs to rub my clit. I moan around his length as I slowly swallow his cock.

“Tell me about it,” I say while rubbing my pussy with one hand and jacking his cock with the other. “What did you see?”

“Well, first I saw you suck Mason’s cock. He held your head and fucked your face. I bet he’s still got your lipstick all over his dick.” Jack groans as he tells me the story of our little tryst.

“What else?” I ask as I crawl up into his lap, needing to get my husband’s cock inside me.

“Isn’t it your job to tell me what you did with the other man?” Jack says, clearly having a hard time concentrating as I sink down onto him.

I chuckle.

“Okay, I’ll tell you.”

I start sliding up and down his length as I now tell the story of what just happened.

“After he came down my throat, I put my hands on your big desk and showed him my pussy. I was so turned on that I just had to start touching myself. I couldn’t help it. My needy pussy was begging for relief. And then as I was turned to him he bent over and started licking my pussy. He stuck his tongue so deep into me.”

Fuck, it was getting hard for me to concentrate. Not only was I turned on by the story but Jack’s cock felt so good inside me. He gripped my hips and helped me along by moving me on his cock while I kept talking.

“I came on his face. So fucking hard. And then you started teasing me about Mason, so I asked him to fuck me rough. And, oh God, he did. He put his big dick inside me and pounded into me and—Oh my God!” 

I wasn’t able to take it anymore. Jack knows what happened, so I just scream, “Fuck me!” and Jack spins up and around so I was lying flat on the sofa and Jack towers over me as he spreads my legs and starts fucking me.

“Like this, Paige?” He thrusts his cock in and out of me.

“Oh, fuck yes!” I cry out and grip the sofa.

I opened my eyes and saw my husband’s face as he fucked me. His eyes were filled with lust. The first two buttons on his shirt were undone and his tie was gone. He looked like a sex-starved beast getting his fill.

“Oh my God! Yes! That’s it, baby. Use my little pussy. That feels so good.”

I’ve never seen Jack like this before. It’s almost like him watching me getting fucked by another man has made him more desperate for me. Or maybe the live-action porn just got him going. After all, I got to come like 3 times, or maybe more, while Jack didn’t come once in that entire time. I almost feel bad. If it weren’t for the fact that he was fucking me harder than ever before.

Jack grabs my tit and my hair as he continues to thrust into me. I’m so close to coming again. I can feel my pussy clench around his cock. And I could tell by Jack’s inability to keep his eyes open that he was close.

“You going to come, baby?” I ask my husband, “You going to fill this kitty with your cum?”

Man, I think Mason’s dirty talk rubbed off on me.

Jack nods, unable to speak as he comes and unloads into my waiting pussy. Feeling his cum pouring out of him and into me triggers my own orgasm and I scream Jack’s name.

“Fuck Jack! Yes! Oh, my God, yes!”

My legs wrap around my husband’s waist as he slowly drops onto me. We both pant and Jack tries to switch positions so I can breathe. Eventually, he just slips onto the floor but still holds my hand as we catch our breath.

I don’t know how long we lay there, but Jack is the first one to get up. On his knees, he bends over and rests his forehead on mine and we smile.

“So, you still think my firm’s Christmas parties are boring?”

I laugh.

“Well, not if I get railed by two cocks in one night.”

I reach out and run and hands through my husband’s hair.

“Thank you, baby.” My voice is rough, and Jack kisses me on the forehead.

“No problem, darling.” Jack lifts his head and looks at me.

“You know, if you happen to find some other guy you wanna fuck, I wouldn’t say no if you wanted to do him.”

I smile.

“Really?”

“Yeah, as long as you tell me that you are going to do it and tell me about it after. I was serious before and trying this out here. I always want to fulfill your fantasies, Paige. Whatever they may be.”

There are no words to describe what I feel for my husband. Fuck, I do love him. More than anything else in the whole world.


Chapter 7: Paige


Christmas Day 

After Jack’s amazing early Christmas present in his office, I’ve been planning a little thank-you Christmas gift. Along with a tie that I got custom-made and a few other trinkets I have another thing for him to unwrap.

I brush my hair up in a ponytail as I hear Jack getting his morning coffee. Since we don’t have kids, Christmas is something we take our time with. We wake up, usually have a quickie in bed, then I start the coffee while Jack does his business, then we switch. I get ready while he makes breakfast. Then we sit with our coffee and pancakes. It’s after that when we open presents.

I smooth down my robe one more time, then head downstairs.

When I get downstairs I can’t help but stare at my husband. He’s wearing my favorite clothing of his. Grey sweatpants and a soft grey t-shirt. Fuck, he’s so hot. His hair is a little tousled, which is basically how it is without all that hair gel he puts on it. His brown eyes scan a magazine as he leans against the counter and sips his coffee. I smile as I round the counter and hug him from behind.

“Good morning, baby,” I mumble into his warm back.

I hear the clink of the mug on the counter then he turns to face me.

“Morning, babe.” He kisses my nose and then my lips.

I inhale his musky scent mixed with the coffee as we kiss. My pussy aches knowing what’s going to happen. I’m not the only one who is getting lucky this year. He pulls back and nods to the pile of pancakes that sit on two plates. I pout, but tell myself to perk up since it will all be worth it in a bit.

Jack picks up the plates and we head into the kitchen. I bring our coffees, then go back for the local maple syrup that we bought. Nothing like the taste of 100% Canadian maple syrup to make your day.

We take a seat at the dining table and eat our food.

Jack takes a sip of coffee and asks, “You still thinking about the office party?” He winks and I blush.

“Yeah,” I giggle and take another bite of my pancake.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” he says. “You were just so fucking hot.”

I smile, thinking about that night. I’ve never experienced anything like that before. It was incredible. Something I hope might happen again. Maybe not with Mason, since a habit with the man would probably not be a good thing. But with someone else. And maybe this has even opened the door for more naughty things to try. I know that calling me names and paddling me won’t be something that Jack will do, but perhaps we can find something he’s conformable with. At this point I’m convinced that I’ll try anything.

“Thank you, baby. Actually, about that night…” I take both our plates and push them to the side along with our coffee mugs.

I crawl up on the dining table and bend my arms to give Jack a kiss.

“I want to give you your Christmas present,” I say and swing around so my ass is on the table and my legs are on the armrest of Jack’s chair.

“Unwrap me,” I whisper, nodding to the belt of my robe.

Jack stands up between my legs and tugs at the rope until it loosens. My robe falls open revealing a sexy pair of red lingerie. It’s a sexy little red number. A sheer bra that has a little red bow in the front and the panties are high-waisted and completely sheer and basically see-through.

My nipples stiffen through the fabric as Jack looks hungrily at me. His eyes darken with lust and he licks his lips slowly. I bite my own lip and shrug off my robe. It pools at my waist and then I toss it away.

Jack places his hands on either side of me and continues to look me up and down. My pussy soaks the panties and I kind of wish I had gotten the crotchless panties instead. Then he backs up and pushes his chair back.

“Stand up. Turn around.” His commanding voice makes my pussy flutter and I jump off the table and turn slowly for him. He examines the way you can clearly see my ass through the material of the panties. And when my back is turned from him, he tells me to stop. I stand still and wait with an anticipated breath as he walks to me and presses his front to my back. His heat makes me feel secure while his hands cupping my breasts make me hot for other reasons.

He pinches my nipple through my bra and I moan.

“Hmm, Jack.” I reach back and paw at his sweatpants, trying to find his cock. I can feel it hard and pulsing against my back.

I cup his erection and he groans in my ear.

“Fuck, baby,” he growls, kisses my shoulder, then leans back to unhook my bra. He slides it off my arms and it joins my robe on the floor.

Jack then pushes me onto the table. My chest presses against the wood while my ass sticks out. I wiggle, looking for some sort of contact on my pussy. Anything. My body pulses and I feel my wetness start dripping down my thighs.

Jack cups my ass and runs his hand over the material. Even though it’s sheer, it’s not itchy. It actually feels really good. But what would feel better is to have it off me and get rammed by my husband instead.

“Please,” I beg, looking behind me at him.

He grins at me and yanks my head back by my ponytail.

“I thought this was my gift. Surely this means I can do whatever I want, right?”

“I-I suppose,” I stutter, though I did think I might get something out of this.

“Don’t worry, baby. You know one of the things I love the most is seeing you come.”

Finally, he peels my panties down my leg and I wiggle out of them. I spread my legs wide, hoping that would be invitation enough to fuck me now. Instead, he reaches around suddenly and, to my shock, shoves the pair of panties into my mouth. Then shoves two fingers inside me.

Jack starts to finger fuck me hard and I moan into the panties. I can hear the wet sounds that my pussy is making with Jack’s fingers and it just gets me hotter. My cunt squeezes his fingers and I am so close to coming. Which is probably why Jack decided to stop.

“Mmm,” I mumble through the gag.

I roll over, then Jack takes the panties out and crashes his mouth against mine. I wrap my arms around his neck and wrap my legs around his waist. I grind my pussy over his hard cock, definitely soaking the cotton of his pants.

“Please, Jack. Fuck me. I need your cock inside me now.”

“Okay, baby.” He chuckles, takes my hand, and leads me to the living room.

He places me on the short part of our L-shaped couch and takes off his shirt and pants.

“Open your legs, slut,” he growls and my pussy leaks with arousal from his words.

Jack lines up his cock with my opening then slams into me.

“Fuck!” I cry out.

I grip his shoulders as he starts to fuck me hard and fast. His hips piston in and out of me.

“That’s it, baby. Fuck. Your pussy is fucking amazing.”

I feel my orgasm building and I am so close.

“Oh, baby! I’m so close.” Jack leans down and kisses my lips, sliding his tongue into my mouth.

“Me too, baby. Fucking come for me. Come, Paige. That’s my good girl.”

I scream as I come. My legs wrap around his waist and I shake as my orgasm plows through me.

I can feel Jack shake and come. His hot cum coating my pussy in thick ropes.

We pant on the couch for a while. Trying to catch our breath as our orgasms subside.

We change position and lie down on the couch together facing each other.

“Merry Christmas, Paige,” Jack says and kisses my lips.

“Merry Christmas, Jack,” I say and kiss him back.

We hold each other for a long while, eventually getting up and getting on with the rest of our day. We open other presents and then make out a bit before cleaning up. I take my bra and panties and remind myself to get these back on when Valentine’s Day comes around. Since they are red, it would match deliciously. Then I go back to my husband. My rock, the love of my life, my everything.


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?


Chapter 1: Jack


“Hey, babe!” I call out as I shut the door behind me.

I can’t wait to show her where we're going for Valentine’s Day weekend. I’ve got the tickets in my coat pocket and a mind full of dirty fantasies of what we are going to do once we get there.

“Babe?” I round the corner and see her with her headphones, looking at her phone. She hums along to a tune that I guess she’s playing on it and gasps when I take them off.

“Holy shit, you scared me!” She places her hand on her chest to calm her heart, soothing her breathing. “When did you come home?”

“Just now,” I say and kiss her on the tip of her cute nose. “Sorry I scared you.”

“Yeah? Well, how sorry are you?” Her eyes twinkle and I know exactly how I'm going to be apologizing later.

“Well, I’m sorry enough to fuck you senseless tonight, but I'm also bearing gifts.”

I pull out the tickets and hand them to her.

“These are tickets to the Bahamas!” Paige’s eyes light up and her smile is huge on her face.

“Yep,” I say and pull out the pamphlet for the resort.

“Lustful Hearts Resort.” She reads, “Where all your fantasies can come true. Come to the beautiful tropics and enjoy. We have many amenities at our adults only resort. Check out our website to learn more and book your next vacation with us.”

She cocks her eyebrow. “Adults only resort.”

“Yep.” The smile on my face is huge and I can’t make it go away. “What do you say? You want to go on a naughty vacation with me?” 

I nudge her and kiss her shoulder.

“Well, hell yeah, I want to go!” She yanks me down onto the couch then leaps into my lap, giving me a big kiss on the lips.

And things start to go from joyous celebrations to fucking on the couch real quick.

I slide the straps of her shirt down her arms and the material pools at her waist, revealing her breasts and pert nipples. I lean forward and take one of them in my mouth, sucking on it until she’s moaning and writhing on my lap.

Paige grinds herself on my cock and I can feel it leaking pre-cum in my pants. She holds my head close to her chest, my tongue flicking her little nub over and over. She’s panting up a storm above me, then she pulls back and stands up, shedding her clothes until she’s naked before me.

She kneels down and takes off my belt and helps me out of my pants. My cock springs up when released from the confines of my underwear, slapping against my stomach. Paige wraps her fist around my aching erection and slides it up and down slowly. I open my legs wider and lay my arms along the top of the couch. I moan as I watch my wife lean forward and swallow my cock. I grip the couch and try not to buck into her sweet, inviting mouth.

Her head bobs up and down on my length. I can feel it hit the back of her throat. I close my eyes and lean my head against the couch.

“Fuuuck,” I moan.

I open my eyes and see that she is touching herself as she jerks me off. Sliding two fingers into her pussy.

“Feeling empty, baby?” I ask.

She nods.

I pull her off my cock and lift her up into my lap.

“Let me fill you.” I line my cock up with her entrance and she slowly sinks down, down until I’m inside her all the way.

“Oh, fuck!” she cries out and starts bouncing up and down my cock.

I watch her breasts sway. Her eyes close and her mouth opens to a perfect O. I grip her hips and help her along when she is getting close. Her movements become erratic. Then I flip her onto her back.

Paige giggles and wraps her legs around my waist. 

“When we get there… I want you to fuck some guy there,” I say while thrusting into my wife. “Yeah. I’ll… pick the guy… and I want you to fuck him, then… report… back to… me.”

“Yeah,” she moans.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” I thirst into her harder and soon she’s crying out as she comes all over my cock.

I pour into her as I come myself.

This is going to be the best vacation ever.


Chapter 2: Paige


We get there Friday night and the resort is really quiet. Only a few people are hanging out in the lobby. Butterflies are taking flight in my stomach as I look around at the sensual decor of this naughty resort.

The walls look like red wallpaper with black lines running down them every five meters or so. There are green plants with red ribbons around the vases and leather seats scattered across the lobby. The red makes this place look pretty sexy. 

You might mistake it for a luxury resort if you didn’t know what it was.

After getting our keys, which have little sexy silhouettes on them, we head to our room. My breath hitches as the lights turn on and we take it all in.

The walls are textured and lead down onto a polished gray porcelain floor. A few dark red carpets are laid where the door opens and, when we walk in farther, there is also one under the coffee table with a matching red couch and the giant four poster bed in the other room.

Jack sets down our stuff and I go into the en suite. The lights go on and there is a giant shower, a long sink with two sink bowls, and a mirror that lines the far wall. I can see Jack’s reflection in it as he looks through the large window.

I toss my purse onto the bed and walk over to my husband. I wrap my arms around him and hold him close, breathing in his scent and taking in his warmth.

“Are you enjoying it so far?” he says, placing his hand on mine.

“Hmm, yes. This is lovely.” I rub my face into his shoulder as my hands slowly slide down his body.

“What are you doing?” Jack asks, his voice a low growl.

“Thanking you.”

“That’s not necessary,” he says, but he doesn’t stop me.

Instead, he lets me undo his belt and slide my hands into his pants, cupping his generous erection.

“I know,” I say and kiss his neck. “Still want to. If you’ll have me.”

He pulls my hands out of his pants and, before I can complain about it, he presses my back against the cool window. He comes in close, his hard cock rubbing my core.

“Of course, baby. I’ll always have you.” He nips at my bottom lip and kisses down my neck.

His hands start undoing the ropes of my wraparound dress and I go for the button on his shirt. We’re all hands and fingers as we try to get each other naked, pausing occasionally to kiss.

Once I’m naked, Jack holds me by my wrists against the window, looking me up and down.

“Fuck.” He growls, “You’re so fucking gorgeous.”

He presses his body against mine and sucks at the sensitive part of my neck, causing me to moan. I feel his stiff cock between us and my pussy aches. Begging me to have him inside.

Filling me.

“Please, Jack,” I moan.

Jack pulls back, looking at me with hooded, lustful eyes.

“Yes, my love?”

“Please. Fuck me. I need you inside me.”

Jack kisses me softly then he turns me around so my front is against the glass. It’s cold and my nipples are instant peaks.

I hear him spit into his hand and rub his fingers against my pussy.

“Oh, yes.” I gasp, watching the glass fog up, then become clear again.

Ever since we’ve started exploring more sexually, Jack has become a little more dirty. Like when we pretended that he paid me for sex. I never thought Jack would go for it, but he did. And now he's spitting into his hand. Fucking dirty. Incredible. Not what I thought Jack would ever do, though.

But whatever beast is waking up inside him, I want it. I want all of him.

Jack nudges my legs open and moves my hips back so he can line his cock up with my entrance.

“Fuck, yes.” I groan as he slides ever so slowly into me.

When Jack is fully sheathed in me, he reaches around to cup my breasts then he begins to fuck me.

Slowly, at first.

Each thrust feels like the first chapter of a book. Slowly getting accustomed to the scene. Letting you know what is going on. Introducing the characters.

Jack pinches my nipples and I cry out. My hips push against him, willing him to speed up.

Each thrust is pleasuring enough to get my pussy to clench and quiver, but not enough to make me come.

“Please, Jack. Harder. Faster. Please,” I beg.

Jack whispers in my ear, “Not enough for you to come, huh?”

“You know me well,” I pant.

Jack nips at my ear, then he picks up the pace.

He holds my body close to him as his hips work overtime. We make slapping sounds every time he thrusts into me.

I’m pressed right up against the glass now. Looking at the bright lights outside as my husband makes me come.

“Fuck!” I cry out when Jack reaches down and rubs my clit until I’m coming.

“Jesus,” he groans and I feel him empty himself into me. I watch in the reflection of the window as his climax wrecks his body and we shake as our orgasms take us over.

As our orgasms subside, my husband brings me to the bed and lays me down. He goes to the other side and slides right in, tucking me in close.

“We haven’t unpacked yet.” I yawn and curl into him.

“We can take care of that tomorrow,” he says and we gently fall asleep.


Chapter 3: Paige


At about midnight the noises start. It first starts with the closing of a door and is followed by a throaty female laugh.

Jack and I look at each other in the bed and grin. You’d figure a hotel like this, the walls would be thicker for privacy reasons but, then again, this is a resort where you can fuck anyone you want, so maybe it was intentional.

Either way, I snuggle closer to Jack as the happy couple starts having some fun. Her soft moans have my pussy soaking underneath the sheets. I clamp my thighs together to try to relive the ache, but it doesn’t work.

Thankfully, my husband notices and grins as he slides down the bed underneath the light, silky sheets that make you want to rub your legs against them. He settles between my legs as the couple next door really gets going.

I spread my legs wide as Jack starts to go down on me. He starts by kissing my sodden folds and licking them with his delicious tongue. Then he sucks on my clit, making me moan.

I cover my mouth by instinct. Feeling like I shouldn’t let other people know what I’m doing. But then I hear the woman cry out, “Oh, fuck!” and I reconsider.

I start moaning out loud as Jack slips a finger inside me. He sucks my clit and finger fucks me at the same time. I undulate on the bed from the pleasure and I feel my pussy walls contract on his digit.

The bed next door starts to thunder against the wall and Jack times the thrusts of his fingers along with the noise. The squelching sounds of my pussy fill the room as well as my moans and the moan next door.

“Oh, fuck Jack!” I cry out and grab hold of the sheets.

My hips start moving along with his finger and he slips another inside me. I cup my breasts and tweak my nipples between my fingers as another moan comes from next door. I start imagining the attractive strangers and their love making. The way they may move. What positions they may be in. I’d imagine from the sounds that he’s got her on all fours on the bed as he pumps into her from behind.

I bet he’d be rough. And judging by the words he’s speaking, he’s dirty as fuck.

“That’s it. Take my cock, you little slut,” I hear.

“That’s a good girl. Love the way my big dick disappears in your soaking cunt.”

God, that kind of dirty talk just gets me going. I’m all kinds of horny as Jack continues to fuck my pussy with his fingers.

I’m so close.

“You gonna come, my little cum slut,” I hear the neighbour say, and I feel my orgasm quickly approaching.

Keep talking, I beg.

“That’s it, slut. Come on my cock, you dirty girl. Take my cum deep inside you.” She cries out and I know she’s coming.

That’s it. I erupt like a volcano. Screaming my husband’s name as I come.

“Fuck! Jack! Oh, my God, yes!” I cry out and my pussy squeezes my husband’s fingers.

He finger fucks me brutally, sucking every inch of my orgasm out of me until I’m worked out and sensitive.

“Jesus. What was that?” Jack chuckles as he pulls his digits out of me and sucks them clean.

“I have no idea.”

We are panting in bed. Fully awake now. Jack slides back up the bed and smiles up at the ceiling as he rubs his hand over his forehead.

I look down his body and notice the tent in the sheets.

I grin and pull down the sheets to expose his dripping cock.

“You don’t have to, baby,” he says, but I’ve already got his cock in my hand and am looking at the tip.

I taste his salty essence, licking every drop of it before sinking down his length.

“Ah, fuck!” Jack growls and covers his eyes with his arm while his other hand cups my ass.

I cup his balls as I work my mouth slowly down his cock. Every time he bumps up against the back of my throat, I hear him curse and groan.

“Jesus, Paige.” He opens his eyes and leans on his elbows, watching me suck him off.

“Like what you see?” I say before sucking the head.

“Yes,”

My head bobs up and down on his lap and I can tell Jack is close to coming by the way he keeps moving. Anytime I give him a blow job, he generally doesn’t know what to do with his body. Until he comes, that is. Then, like now, he erupts like a volcano, growling as his cum slides down my throat. His back is bowed in pleasure and one hand grips the sheets as the other grips my ass.

I shiver in delight as I taste his cum and lick every drop before crawling up his body to kiss him goodnight.

We are now exhausted from our bonus orgasms and we lay in bed for the rest of the night. Those voices play in my head just before I go to sleep. I dream about the mystery man doing all sorts of naughty things to me.


Chapter 4: Jack


We go downstairs the next morning and get some breakfast. I’m still replaying what happened yesterday in my mind. The moans and groans of the people in the other room, and then the finger fucking plus the blowjob that followed.

My wife and I walk into the restaurant hand in hand, looking for a place to eat. A waiter leads us to a booth and hands us two menus.

“Last night was quite incredible, eh?” I say.

“Yeah. Do you think they knew we could hear? Do you think they heard us?”

“Darling,” I say, covering her hand in mine. “I think the entire resort heard you.”

She scoffs and pulls her hand away, looking back at the menu.

A noise gets my attention beside me. While Paige finds something to eat, I notice the guy on the phone next to our table.

“Yeah, the vacation is good so far. I’ve had a lot of fun.” The man’s baritone, southern voice rings memories in my mind and I wonder if this is the same guy from our room. And where his lady friend might be.

“Oh, I just gotta go to the bathroom. Just order me the oatmeal and orange juice, please,” Paige says and kisses me on the cheek before leaving.

I nod, then focus my attention on the guy next to us.

Clearing my throat, I say to the man, “Excuse me.”

He turns and looks up and down at my navy suit with white dress shirt and loafers.

“Yeah?” He turns to face me.

“Yeah, hi. I was just wondering. I know this might sound strange, but are you in suite 10A?”

“Yeah, 10A. That’s right.”

Realization hits his face as he thinks about how I may know that.

“Yeah, we’re in 10B.”

“Sorry, did I disturb you? Not sure why these walls are so fuckin’ thin.”

“No, no. You did nothing of the sort. Um… where is your friend?” I nod to the empty chair beside him.

“Oh, Tanya. Yeah, that was just a one-night thing. We were both aware of it at the time. I think she’s off doing someone else now.” He chuckles and the waiter comes over.

“Are you ready to order?”

“Yes. Yes, I am. I’ll have the omelet with hash browns and a cup of black coffee and my wife will have the oatmeal and a glass of orange juice, please.”

“Alright, sir. Thank you very much.” He takes both menus and leaves.

“So, I take it that was your wife screaming in the other room last night?” He looks at me cheekily and I nod.

“Yeah. Sorry. Something just took us over and all.”

“No problem, man. I myself consider it a compliment.” He takes a sip of his coffee and an idea starts to swirl in my head.

“Listen, my wife and I really liked your… stuff last night. How would you feel about having some… let’s say, interesting fun tonight? Or whenever you are free.”


Chapter 5: Paige


When I come back from the bathroom, I see Jack leaning over, talking to the guy next to him. When I come into view, it’s all hushed whispers and my husband has that Cheshire grin on his face. I look between the man at the next table and my husband as I take a seat. I raise my eyebrows at my husband and he just says, “I’ll tell you later.”

We get our food and eat. Talking about regular stuff like we usually do. Occasionally, I do look off at the mystery man and wonder what he and my husband were talking about.

He is a handsome man. Blue eyes with soft lines around them. Brown shaggy hair with thick stands that cover his forehead. He looks very big with broad shoulders and, to top it off, he has a beard.

My slutty pussy, along with our hotwife arrangement, has made my seat become very unforgettable. I wiggle on the leather, trying to quell the ache, catching the attention of my husband. He grins and chuckles at his food and huffs.

As soon as the man leaves, I paw at my husband's hand.

“I want to know,” I whine. Speaking about the thing he hasn’t told me about yet.

He puts down his fork and wipes at his soft lips with the napkin.

“You know that noise we heard last night?”

“Yeah.”

“That was him.” He cocks his head to the table where the man was sitting, and I gasp.

“Really?”

“Yeah, his name is David and he’s here for the weekend too.”

“So, what were you talking to him about?” I ask, bringing my glass of orange juice to my lips.

“I was just wondering if he'd like to have a go at you,” Jack says, like it’s a regular sentence to say.

I nearly choke on my orange juice, getting another chuckle from my so funny husband.

“Well, what did we say?” I don’t even bother trying to hide my excitement. I want to know. I want a piece of that hunk of a man with a dirty mouth.

“He said yes.”

Hell yes.

Man, I hope my arousal isn’t leaking onto the chair.

“Very cool.” I bite my lip. “So what’s the plan?”

“After dinner tonight you are going to go up to his room. The one next to ours. He’s going to fuck you and I’ll be on the other side of the wall listening.”

My tummy flutters and I suddenly can’t wait for tonight.

“Oh, and one other thing.” Jack adds, “I know you are very turned on at the moment, but you can’t come until he’s inside you, got me?”

My eyes widen. I’ve never gotten a command like that before.

“Yes, sir.” I give him a little salute and finish off my breakfast.

This is going to be quite a day. No orgasms until tonight. But I’m so horny already. And the thought that I can’t come until David is inside me just makes it so much worse. The anticipation. The growing need as every minute ticks by.

[image: image-placeholder]

Later that day, Jack suggests we go swimming.

“I think you need to cool off,” he says and takes my hand, leading us to the beach.

The resort is situated right next to the ocean. Clear water laps at the waves and the sand is warm. A big contrast to the snow that is probably filling up our driveway back in Toronto. Jack takes me to a secluded area. A place that has a giant wall of rocks. Behind that is a tiny alcove.

We step into the water and I feel my body cool instantly. Waves lap against my ankles, knees, then thighs until I’m in waist deep. I dip my head underneath the water and listen to the rush of waves. The water is so clear I can see my husband’s legs as he sits on the rocks. It stings my eyes, but I’m used to it. My family used to take these vacations to New Zealand, where my mother is from, every year. I swam in the water every day and never really wore goggles unless I was scuba diving. And then I’d swim in the community pool when I was home.

I go up to the surface and take a deep breath, then swim to Jack. I put my hands on his knees and lift myself up to give him a kiss. Before I sink back down, he cups my ass to keep me from falling backward.

“I love this bikini,” he says, looking down at my tits. Because, let me be clear, there isn’t much in the way of a bikini there. It’s more like two red triangles just covering my nipples with a flimsy string keeping them up. Just the kind of swimsuit to wear to an adult resort.

“Yeah,” I kiss him again.

I find my footing on the rocks under the water so I can reach behind me and untie my bathing suit.

“Here. You can have it.” I shove the little scrap of nothing into his mouth and laugh.

He takes it out with one hand while the other one squeezes my ass.

“Very funny,” he says dryly and shoves it into my mouth. Before I can take it out, he lifts me up onto his lap and starts kissing my breasts.

Nipping and sucking at my nipples.

“Oh,” I moan, and the bikini falls out of my mouth.

I rock against Jack’s erection until he reminds me of something.

“Don’t come.”

I growl in frustration.

“Meany,” I pout.

“You think that’s mean, wait ‘till you see what I’m about to do next.”

Jack reaches into his swim trunks and pulls out his cock. Long and thick, dripping with pre-cum.

Oh, fuck me.

“What are you doing?” I ask.

“Just because you can’t come doesn’t mean I can’t.” He winks at me and I gasp.

Jack starts jerking himself off while I sit on his lap. My hands run over his shoulder and down his arms.

“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you and David all day,” he grunts. “He’s going to make you ride him like a rodeo bull.”

I watch Jack touch himself. My hips move like he’s fucking me. And the ache is back with a vengeance. My pussy pulses around nothing and my arousal drips down my thigh.

Jack continues.

“I’m thinking that he’ll take you from behind. Call you dirty names and fuck you so hard your teeth rattle.”

Holy shit.

This is new. Must be the ocean air or something because Jack doesn’t talk like this. “Fuck you so hard your teeth rattle” is a sentence that I never would have thought I’d heard from him. “Are you my dirty slut?” yes. “Teeth rattle” no. But I can’t say I don’t like it. In fact, I love it.

“Oh yeah? What else?” I ask.

“I bet he'll go down on you first. He’ll suck on your clit until you are crying for a release. But you can’t come yet. Not until he’s inside you.”

God, he’s wicked.

“And if I do? If I come before I’m allowed. What will happen?”

“He’ll punish you.” He groans, leaning back on his other hand.

“How?” I’m panting now. I’m not even being touched, but I can feel how close Jack is to finishing and I am engrossed in this fantasy of his.

“First, he’ll spank you. Every second you orgasm will be one spank. My guess it that will be ten in total. Then he’ll feed you his cock. Face-fuck you until he’s close to coming. But he wants to come inside you. Fill your pussy up. He’ll toss you onto the bed and ravage you.”

Jack’s hand is working overtime and I lean in close just as he’s about to come.

“I’d like that Jack. I’d like that a lot. And to know you are listening to every moment just makes me hotter. I’m your dirty little slutty wife, my love. And my pussy wants what you are offering.”

“Take it,” he grunts.

“Yes.”

Jack’s groans echo across the rock walls as he climaxes. His seed shooting out of his cock, covering me in thick white stripes.

Jack lies down. His stomach expanding and deflating with every panting breath. I lie next to him on the rocks and watch him. His eyes closed, catching his breath.
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It's evening now and we just finished dinner. The fun is supposed to start at 8pm. Looking at the clock, it reads 7:50. My hands twitch. I’ve had to change my underwear three times now. To the point where I just stopped wearing them. Why bother, right? David is just going to take them off anyway.

He is supposed to meet us at the elevator. We take it up to our floor and wait. As we step in, Jack kisses the back of my hand and the second the doors close, he’s on me. Crushing his lips against mine in a heated kiss. His erection rubs against my center and he pins my hands to the wall. I don’t even feel the pull of the elevator going up. All I feel is Jack’s lips and body against mine.

I moan and wrap one leg around his waist. He pulls back and starts kissing down my body until he reaches the hem of my dress. He shoves the skirt up until it bunches around my waist. Then he slides his tongue between my legs and laps at my pussy.

He goes at me, sucking at my clit and flicking it with his tongue until the elevator stops. He quickly pushes my skirt back down and casually leans against the wall as the doors open, revealing another couple standing on the other side.

They look at both of us and blush, but they don’t say anything. This is an adult resort, so my guess is they know what we did and they don’t mind.

I take Jack by the hand and lead us out of the elevator, where David is already waiting.

“Hey there,” he greets us.

We start heading in the direction of our room and Jack and David talk like they are just a couple of dudes on vacation. Talking about how good dinner was and how the cocktails were “the shit”.

Meanwhile, I’m in the middle of this conversation, horny as fuck and needing a cock inside me right now. Jack has been edging me all fucking day.

“Well, this is me,” David says and Jack and I drop hands.

“I will see you later.” Jack taps me on the nose and goes into his room while I follow David into his.


Chapter 6: Paige


David closes the door of his hotel room and my eyes immediately go to the bed and the wall where we heard him and his lady friend last night. Knowing that Jack is on the other side has my pussy leaking with arousal.

David starts kissing my shoulder and running his hands over my arms.

“You are absolutely sure this is okay?” he asks, his accent getting more Texan as he gets more aroused.

“Yes,” I say in a breathy moan as his lips find the crook of my neck.

“Okay. If you are not okay with anything, just say so and I’ll stop.”

I nod and David pulls down the straps of my dress.

I wonder how much David had planned beforehand. And if what my husband said in the alcove earlier has anything to do with it.

My dress pools at my feet and I step out of it. David leads me to his bed, where I take a seat at the edge and he stands between my legs. I can see the outline of his cock underneath his jeans and my mouth waters at the thought of having him in my mouth. I wonder how rough he’d fuck my face.

I want to find out.

David slowly undoes his belt and pulls down the zipper of his jeans. He takes out his cock and my breath hitches. I mean, it looked big underneath the jeans, but fuck me. It’s big. He is thick and long. Veins protruded, and his head leaked with pre-cum. I lick my lips and his mouth curls into a smile.

“You want this, you little cock whore?”

I nod my head vigorously.

David pulls my hair back and says, “Open your mouth, slut.”

My mouth open immediately and he shoves his entire cock into my mouth. I gag a bit as his cock blocks my ability to breathe, but then he pulls back. When he thrusts in again, he doesn’t go just as far. My thought is that he just wanted to see how much I can take at the start.

He grips my hair and begins to face-fuck me. Tears drip down my face as he gets really into it. And so do I. I love the roughness. I wanted rough, dirty, nasty sex. And I think I’m going to get it.

My pussy leaks onto the bed and my fingers ache to touch myself. As I move my hand in between my legs, David pulls back and tsks.

“Don’t. I want your pussy absolutely begging to my fucked by the time I shove my cock into you. And like your husband said, you can’t come until I’m inside you.” He winks and I moan in frustration.

Fuck me. Literally.

I nod and grip the sheets as David pushes his cock back in between my lips. I taste his salty pre-cum as it drips onto my tongue. David’s movements become a little frazzled and he pulls back.

“Lie down.” I lie back and David drops to his knees and places my feet on his shoulders. I can feel his hot breath against my sodden folds as he teases my clit with light kisses.

God, I thought he was all rough and tumble but I guess he can do nice and easy as well.

Then he slides his tongue against me and I shake with need.

“Jesus,” he moans, “you taste sinful, darlin.”

“Hmm,” I hum and grip the sheets.

David starts sucking on my clit and I feel my orgasm start to rise. I buck against his face but he isn’t stopping. I know the rule is I can’t come but I don’t think I can stop myself.

And I think he knows that.

I shatter. My body tensing as I scream out expletives and flail on the bed.

“Tsk tsk tsk.” He stands up and casually wipes my arousal off his face with his rough hand.

“You know the rules, Paige. You broke them.”

I’m panting and barely hearing a word he’s saying until he says, “Turn around. Give me your ass.”

He’s not going to fuck my ass, is he?

David cups my left cheek and gives it a squeeze. I moan and spread my legs a little wider.

“Not yet, darlin’. First it’s time for your punishment for breaking your husband's rules.”

David spanks me. Hard. And I gasp. My whole body pitching forward then back. Heat blooms on my ass and I can feel it turning red. I can also feel my arousal dripping down my thighs and the ache in my pussy coming back with each spank.

Ten spanks later I’m face planted into the sheets, moaning and aching all over.

“Please,” I beg, “Please fuck me David. I need your cock.”

“You want my cock, slut?” he asks.

“Yes,” I moan.

“Beg me,” he commands.

“Please, David. Please give me your cock. I’m so empty. I need you in me. Please. Use my pussy.”

He grips my hair and pushes the head of his cock into me.

“Fuck, you’ve got a good cunt, slut.”

I’m tempted to tell him that it’s even nicer when you are all the way in, but I didn’t want to provoke him in case he would make me wait even longer.

Slowly, he pushes all the way in. It’s a tight fit and I feel exceedingly full.

“Ah, fuck.” He groans and spanks my ass. The sound echoes through the room, and I grip the sheets tighter.

Then he begins to fuck me. His thrusts are deep and slow and they hit my g spot every time.

“Jesus,” I pant as he starts moving at a faster pace.

I look at the wall and imagine what Jack’s doing right now. I imagine that he’s sitting in the bed listening to us while stroking his cock. That image alone has my pussy squeezing David’s cock.

“Fuck yes, Paige. Squeeze my cock,” he growls. “You’ve got such a sweet pussy. Nice and slutty and wet. I bet your husband loves to fuck it, doesn’t he?”

I nod and look back at the wall.

He sure does.

David reaches down and rubs my pussy as he continues to thrust into me. I feel my orgasm coming closer and closer and my thighs start to shake.

“I bet he loves it even more when other men fuck it, doesn’t he baby?” He growls deeply.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! I’m going to come,” I cry out and David reaches out and pulls my hair.

The sharp pain turns to pleasure, and as he whispers into my ear, I come.

“Come, you little cum slut.”

I cry out and shake as my orgasm takes me over. I swear I see stars as I fall onto my stomach on the mattress and David still fucks me. At some point, he comes too and coats my pussy with his hot cum.


Chapter 7: Jack


I clean off the cum from my hand as Paige wobbles in from the room next door. She looks beautifully spent as she slides into bed next to me.

“I knew it,” she says as she looks down at my softened cock.

“It was amazing,” I say proudly and lean over to kiss her. “Did you have fun?”

Paige nods.

“Yeah, that was so hot. It was even hotter knowing you were listening.”

I thought it would be weird not watching. Like somehow it would make me nervous that I wasn’t there. But there wasn’t anything like that. The second they went at it. The cries of pleasure coming from my wife as the handsome next-door neighbour pounded into her. It all just turned me on.

My cock starts to harden again as I think about it. The kisses become more passionate and I start tearing at my wife’s clothes. As soon as her dress is tossed to the side, I slide into her. Her legs wrap around my waist and I wrap my arms around her body, holding her close.

“What thing did he say that you like?” Paige asks.

“What?” I grip the headboard and move my hips in circles causing her to cry out.

“You heard what he said right? I just want to know what you thought he said was hot.”

I think back to just a moment ago.

“I liked it when he called you a cock whore.”

Paige smiles, “I liked that too.”

“You are, Paige, aren’t you? You loved to be filled with cock.”

Paige clenches around me and I know she’s close.

“Yes,” she moans.

“It can be anyone’s as long as they fill you up good, right?” I groan.

“Yes!” she cries out.

I say anyone’s, but we both know that it can’t just be some random guy in a random place. She likes it when I pick the guy.

The headboard bangs against the wall and I can only imagine David on the other side. I wonder if he’s jerking off to this.

I whisper in my wife’s ear, “Do you like your lover listening? Maybe he’s got his fist wrapped around his cock and is waiting to hear you cry out in pleasure.”

Paige’s eyes darken as she imagines it and as she licks her lips, I know she likes what she’s imagining.

“Sing for him Paige. Let him hear you cry out as you come.” I bring my fingers down to her pussy and rub her clit. Instantly, she lets go and comes with a shattering orgasm.

“Oh my God Yes! Yes! Fuck, Jack. Holy shit. Ooooooh!” Her cries, along with the tightening of her pussy, have me coming along with her.

I keep rubbing her clit as she comes until she pulls my hand away. Too sensitive for more.

I kiss her on the top of her head. We clean up and head to bed. This night has proved to be pretty fantastic. But we are here all weekend. I wonder what other things we can get up to.
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We don’t get up the next morning until 10 am. Sleeping in, cuddling as the sun rises, heating the room. At some point in the night Paige put on her slip and I run my palm over the silk and cup her breasts.

She moans.

“Good morning.” I kiss her neck and nuzzle her hair.

“Can we just stay here all day?” Paige mumbles.

“Sure. We can do anything you want sweetheart. Until tonight.”

“Huh?” Paige turns around in my arms, her eyes still closed and runs her finger tips over my jaw.

“I said we can do anything you want until tonight. I have something planned.”

“Like what?”

“Well,” I sit up on my elbow and run my finger through the soft strands of my wife’s blonde hair, “Turns out a guy from work comes here. He’s got some suite up on the top floor and we got to talking and he’s interested in you.”

“Yeah?” One of Paige’s eyes open.

“Yeah. He heard about Mason and that New Year’s party with Sean and I asked if he wanted to give you a little something. He said yes. If you are interested.”

Paige gins and snuggles closer to me.

“Hmm, yeah. I want as many cocks as you’ll give me.”

I chuckle and kiss my wife on the forehead.

“Okay. So today we’ll rest. Maybe go for a walk or a swim. Then tonight we’ll go up to his room and have some fun. A good goodbye bang to this place.”

Paige nods and we do just that. Keeping it casual all day. Then around 10 pm we went up to the penthouse suite for some kinky debauchery.


Chapter 8: Paige


We go to the penthouse suite of the hotel. The room is gigantic. It has red velvet floors with the resort logo embroidered on it in gold. The couches and chairs are red and black leather. The tables range from clear glass to hardwood. The windows overlooking the city are huge, touching the ceiling all the way to the floor.

Jack and I step in farther and start to hear moans.

We turn the corner and see an array of bodies, touching and writhing. A woman gets eaten out by a man on a leash while the man holding the leash kisses her. The sharp slap of skin turns our heads to the left where we see a man leaving over a bench, getting spanked by another man.

My pussy flutters and I squeeze my husband's hand. The look in his own eyes matches mine.

Pure lust.

“That’s Bryan,” Jack nods to a tall man coming towards us.

Bryan struts over, his body covered in an expensive suit, his hair quaffed, and he’s holding a mask.

“Hey there,” he greets us, shaking our hands.

“Hi.” My voice is barely above a whisper. Excitement blooms in my stomach as he hands me the mask.

“A Playboy bunny mask?” Jack chuckles.

“Yeah, I thought it would be fun.” Bryan winks and Jack helps me put on the mask. It’s sleek and black with eyes cut out and two bunny ears on the top.

The mask automatically makes me feel sexy and I purr in my husband's arms.

“Alright, Bunny. Shall we begin?” Bryan says and I nod.

Jack and Bryan both take my hands and lead us into a separate area of the suite. A private room only for us.

The room is a lot like the main area. Tall windows, glass tables, and leather furniture. This room also has a big four poster bed with handcuffs draped over it on all four corners.

Jack takes a seat beside the bed in a big red chair while I stand in the middle of the room waiting for instructions.

“So, here is the deal,” Bryan says as he searches for something in a cabinet drawer. “Your husband has given you to me for the night. To do as I please. You will follow every order and if, at any time, you wish to stop, say Red. Understand?”

“Yes,” I say and nod.

“And there is also one other thing I want you to do.” Bryan tips my chin up so I’m looking into his eyes. “I want you to give your husband a show. Show him what a dirty little slut you are.”

“Yes,” I say and he nods back.

I look over at my husband, who runs his thumb over his lip. His face is neutral but I can see a hint of a smile curling at his lips.

Bryan walks around me until he is behind me. Reaching out and tugging at the zipper of my dress until it’s loose enough that it drops and pools around my waist. I’m left in a pair of black lace panties and a bra. Until Bryan removes them as well.

Taking my clothes he puts them on a nearby table and comes back with what he had fetched out of the drawer.

A vibrator.

Bryan turns me until I’m facing my husband and turns on the vibrator.

“Spread your legs.” My heels click on the floor as I walk them out until they are spread to his liking.

The whirl of the vibrator hits my ears as he runs it from behind my ear down my front to my breasts. He runs the little thing over my nipples until they are stiff peaks. Eye closed, I take in the sensation. My pussy leaks with arousal and I moan as he brings it to the other nipple.

Bryan then slides the vibrator down lower. Lower, until it reaches my pussy. I cry out as the silicone hits the bundle of nerves.

“Oh!”

I’m panting now. And aching. Wishing Bryan would put the vibrator inside me and make me come.

“Please,” I beg.

“What?” Bryan asks.

“Please,” I say louder. “Please, I want to come.”

I hear a chuckle from both Bryan and Jack.

“Come on, Bunny. Surely you can last longer than this. We have only just begun. Which reminds me. No coming unless I or Jack say it’s okay. Understand?”

I nod.

Bryan spanks my ass.

“Ouch!”

“Words, Bunny.”

“Yes. Yes. I won’t come unless you or Jack says it’s okay.”

My eyes are open now and I look at Jack. His cock is thick under his slacks, but he makes no moves to touch it. Instead, he just rests his chin on his knuckles and watches another man slide a vibrator into my pussy.

“Oooh,” I moan and just as suddenly as he inserted it he takes it away.

I mewl in protest but neither one of them gives me anything. Instead, Bryan leads me to the bed.

“Get on the bed and kneel, Bunny,” he commands.

I do as he says and kneel.

Bryan brings my arms back and ties my wrists behind me with a soft ribbon. Then he pushes me forward, my ass sticking straight up in the air.

“Spread your legs wider, Bunny,” Bryan says, his voice gruff with desire.

I spread them wider and I feel him part my cheeks with his warm hands.

“Fuck, such a wet pussy you got there, Bunny.” He growls and spanks my pussy, which causes zings of pleasure to hit my clit as flashbacks of my ass spanking come to mind. 

He spanks me again then slides his middle finger into my pussy.

“Tight too.” He groans and pumps his digit in and out of me slowly. Bryan rubs his finger against my g spot and my pussy clenches around him.

He adds a second finger and the wet sounds of my sopping pussy are adding fuel to my orgasm. I grip the sheets under me, trying to stifle my climax. I don’t know what happens if I do come without permission.

A punishment, which might not be all that bad. But it could be that neither one of them fuck me, which sounds awful.

I bite the linens and, just as I’m about the burst, Bryan pulls his fingers out of me. I gasp and my body is all tingly.

Bryan moves my body so I’m on my knees in front of my husband. Pulling my head back by my hair, Bryan growls in my ear. “Watch him, Bunny. Watch his eyes as he watches you get fucked by another man. As he watches his wife get used like the little slut she is.”

With my arms still tried at my back, I keep my eyes focused on my husband as the noise of Bryan loosening his belt fills the room. The look in my husband's eyes is nothing but love and lust. His cock must be aching in his pants but he still doesn’t touch it.

With one giant thrust, Bryan slides inside me, balls deep.

“Oh!” I gasp.

Bryan’s cock is huge. I haven’t seen it. Still haven’t seen it. But it stretches me wide. Filling me up.

“You like that, you little slut? Like my big, fat cock inside your tight cunt?”

I moan and shiver at his dirty words. I love being called a slut. Especially when I’m being fucked hard.

“Such a dirty girl,” he moans and slaps my ass.

“Fuck. Yes. Oh, fuck. Yes, baby. That feels so good.” An avalanche of words pours out of me as pleasure builds.

Bryan reaches over and covers my mouth.

“Shh, Bunny. Quiet. Or I’ll have your husband quiet you for me.” My pussy clenches and Bryan chuckles.

“Well well. Maybe that’s exactly what you want. Is that it, slut? You want to be spit roasted?”

Well, that sounds like fun.

I nod my head and instantly Jack is up and heading towards the bed, taking out his cock and presenting it to me. Long and thick. Dripping with pre-cum.

Bryan uncovers my mouth and Jack slides his cock inside.

“Fuuuuuck.” He groans and takes my hair from Bryan, wrapping it around his fist.

I look up at him while he looks down at me. Bryan braces his hands around my waist and starts thrusting hard. Pounding. With every thrust I hear the echo of his body slapping against my ass.

Jack pumps in and out of my mouth slowly. A big contrast to the bold fucking of Bryan at the other end. Each pleasing me in their own way. All building up to an amazing orgasm.

“You like that, wife?” Jack growls. “Does your slutty pussy feel good?”

I hum around his cock and his eyes roll to the back of his head.

Bryan’s balls slap against my clit, sending me closer and closer to my climax.

I hum around Jack’s cock again and he looks back down and nods.

“Come, baby. Come all over Bryan’s cock. Let him fill you up with his cum.”

Jack pulls me up and cups my jaw, bringing up his face so he can kiss me. Bryan is now flush with my back and he fucks me until I’m coming.

Incoherent sounds pour out of me and Jack swallows every word.

“Fuuuuuuck,” As my pussy clenches, Bryan comes, growling behind me as he empties himself into me. Pearly, thick ropes of cum pour out of him and coat my inner walls.

I shake as my orgasm crests and I start to come down from the high.

Bryan unties me and they both lay me down flat on the bed. Then I hear the click of the door. Bryan has left and it’s just the two of us.

Jack takes off the bunny mask and kisses my face. I wrap my arms around him and we cuddle in the bed.

“You looked so fucking hot in that mask,” Jack says and kisses my nose.

“I felt pretty hot too,” I reply and wiggle forward until Jack groans.

I look down and see that his cock is still out and hard as a rock.

He didn’t come.

“You didn’t come.”

“I know. I wanted to kiss you while you came.” Jack then turns me onto my back and I wrap my legs around his waist.

He works on his button-up shirt until he’s topless and pushes his slacks farther down until mid-thigh.

Jack grips his cock and slides it into my soaked pussy. I moan and wrap my arms around my husband. He leans closer until he’s flush against me.

“You’re mine,” he says, “You know that, right? No matter how many men you fuck. No matter how much time you spend with them, with me or without me, you are still mine, Paige. My love and my wife.”

His passionate words fill me up with so much love. I love my husband more than anything. And if this weekend has taught me anything, it is that no one is better than my husband. I can fuck other men for fun. With him or without him present. But I’ll always come back.

Jack drills me into the mattress, my nails scraping against his back causing him to groan until we are coming.

I cry out and shudder a release. Clenching around my husband's cock as he empties himself into me.

“I love you, Jack,” I whisper into his ear.

“I love you too, Paige,” he says back and kisses me.

That pretty much concluded our weekend at the resort. We went back to our room after thanking Bryan for a good time. We made love in the shower, and then once more in the bed. 

As we head back to real life in Toronto, I look at my husband, sitting on the window side of the plane looking at some magazine, and think to myself how lucky I am to have him as my husband.


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.


Chapter 1: Jack


The sun shining in my face through the curtains is what wakes me up, but my wife’s lips wrapped around my cock is what gets me to open my eyes. I sit up on my elbows and stare into my wife’s eyes as goes down on me. She’s been a horny little slut lately and has started a habit of waking me up this way. I can’t say that I mind.

Her blue eyes are dark with lust, her pouty lips wrap around my cock as her expert tongue runs up and down my shaft. I can see her lips pull into a smile as I run my thumb across her cheek. I lie there and watch her bob her head up and down on my lap. The pleasure of her mouth on me has me groaning and reaching back to grip the headboard. I try to keep still. If I don’t, I’m libel to fuck her mouth until she chokes on my cock. That thought has my balls drawing up and I warn her that I’m about to come.

She hums. The vibrations set me off and I shoot my cum down her throat. She drinks up every drop and when she pulls back, she’s smiling and wiping her lip.

“Good morning,” she says and crawls up my body.

“Morning.” I groan and kiss her lips.

I run my hands up and down the length of her back as I taste a mix of me and her. She places her hands on my chest as I cup her pussy.

Fuck, she’s soaked.

“Your cunt’s dripping wet,” I say against her lips.

Lately I’ve also gotten more comfortable with being a bit dirtier with my words and actions. I’ve never been the kind of guy who said the word cunt or whore to her. Not because I didn’t want to, I was just so worried about going too far. Paige isn’t one to hide if she’s uncomfortable, and I know she’d tell me. It’s more like I didn’t want to risk it. But ever since we’ve started this hotwife relationship and Paige started telling me the dirty things she’s done, and things these guys have said, I’m starting to understand that I’ve been holding back for no reason.

I grip my wife’s hips and roll over with her until she’s on her back and I’m between her legs. I cup her pussy and grind the heel of my hand against her clit as she mewls under me.

“Your pussy has been such a little cock slut recently,” I growl in her ear.

She moans as I slip two fingers deep into her sopping cunt.

“You’re a lot to keep up with.” I lick up her neck and nip at her earlobe.

“You are doing quite well so far,” she gasps.

I hum, dragging my nose across her collarbone. “Thanks for the vote of confidence. Though I will say it’s good that I have friends who find you very hot and want to sink their dicks into this pussy.”

Her eyes shoot open, excitement scrawled over her face.

“Really?” She smiles and her pussy clenches around my fingers.

“Yeah, baby. They are coming to our barbecue.”

Today is Canada Day, and we are having a barbecue at our place. I invited some folks from work, some neighbours, and a few friends. One of whom is Max. We went to high school together but, after we graduated, we drifted apart. It wasn’t until a few years ago when we saw each other again that the friendship started up again as if time hadn’t passed. He also introduced me to his roommate, Vance, who worked in the same place as Max. The rent at his place had just gotten jacked up and he couldn’t afford to live there anymore, so he moved in with Max.

I had mentioned to Max a few weeks ago that Paige had become a hotwife and, after I explained to him what that was, he was noticeably turned on. That is when I invited him to fuck Paige and he was very into it. I told him the rules, and that’s when Vance walked in. He knew all about that scene and that’s when one became two.

I ended up having to go to the bathroom to rub one out, I was so turned on. Just the thought of Paige getting railed by a couple of guys was exciting, and it hadn’t even happened yet. We had a threesome a while ago, but it was me and another man. These were two other men and I wasn’t going to be there.

Paige squealed as I told her about Max and Vance. She was pumped. So pumped that she was spilling more of her arousal down my hand. I take out my fingers and replace them with my cock. I wrap my hand around her throat gently and pound into her as I tell her how I imagined this was going to go.

“You want to know how I think it’ll go, baby?” I groan in her ear. 

Paige nods and I whisper my fantasy to her. 

“In my mind they take turns. Each of them filling you up with their cum, again and again and again.” 

My wife closes her eyes and moans as I paint her a picture. 

“Your holes will be dripping with cum. Your thighs will have their handprints all over it and so will your ass. You’re covered in sweat, shaking with ecstasy, and you feel nothing but white-hot pleasure running through your veins. They’ll use your cunt until you can’t take it anymore.” 

Paige moans and, by the time I’m done telling her my fantasy, she comes, screaming on my cock.

“Fuck!” I fuck every drop of her orgasm until she’s a puddle, then I pull out and jack off until my cum spills out over her pussy. I rub my cum into her skin.

“This is mine, Paige.” My voice is gruff with possessiveness. “No matter whose cock fucks this pussy, remember, it’s mine.” I push my cum into her tight pussy and she moans.

She nods, “Yes, baby. It’s yours.”

I finger her until she comes again, then head to the shower to clean up. We have a lot to prepare for this barbecue this afternoon.


Chapter 2: Paige


It’s very hard to concentrate on what to get at the grocery store for the barbecue you are hosting when your mind is filled with the knowledge that you are going to get fucked during said barbecue. I’m glad I prepared most of this yesterday. Jack and I are at the store just picking up the rest of the things, things we forgot or need fresh.

Every day of the past month I’ve been feeling super horny. Maybe it’s been all the hotwife sex I’ve been having, but my body is just so alive right now. I don’t know. But Jack is for sure reaping the rewards. I’m not sure what it is, but I have a feeling it has as much to do with him. After all, he started this, this hotwife journey we are on. Jack has also been a bit less tame in bed recently. From holding my throat to spanking me, plus that threesome we had. Oh, and his language is up a notch.

It’s like he’s no longer holding back from the animal that he is, and I am here for it. I always thought that he was just uncomfortable with those words or that act, but maybe he was just uncomfortable doing it.

I look at the list for the third time as I stare at the shelf. Jack is gone with the cart, so I’m not sure what we already have or what I’m doing here. I scan the list and right in front of my eyes is the can of whip cream that I forgot to buy.

Yes! That’s what I need.

On second thought, I get two cans, just in case someone wants to have some fun in bed, and go off looking for my husband.

I find him at the corner of the back of the store, where he’s talking to some guy. He’s tall, super short, with dark hair and dark eyes. He’s wearing some camo pants and a green t-shirt. I guess he’s been in the military, or still is.

“Hey, sweetie,” Jack says as I put the cans of whip cream into the cart. “This is Max.”

“Oh, hi!” I have only seen pictures of Max before. Never met him in person. We shake hands and I’m surprised at how my hand practically disappears in Max’s quite larger one. I can practically hear the sound of the smack that he would make if she spanked me.

Max looks me up and down, his eyes darken with lust as he bites his lip.

“Like what you see?” I tease as Jack wraps his arm around my waist.

This is the Max that is going to fuck me this afternoon and I am so pumped for it.

He chuckles, then looks at Jack. “You scored big time there, Jackie Boy.”

Jack laughs. “You have no idea.” He looks at me with nothing but love, and I melt.

We chat for a while longer, mostly about origin stories. Max joined the military after high school and, when he got back, he got a job at a security firm here in Toronto. Vance, the other man that I will be fucking, is his roommate. He’s also ex-military and now working at the same job as Max.

Then, somehow, we got to talking about this afternoon.

“I’m looking forward to it,” Max says, a sly smile pulling at his lips.

Max has been looking hungrily at me for a while. Like he wants to fuck me right here, right now. Jack has noticed it and is almost encouraging it by hiking my dress up slowly.

We are kind of hidden in this part of the store. Not a lot of people end up here since you can also get some of these products in another aisle.

My pussy clenches as Jack’s hand smooths up my thigh, right up to the waistband of my panties. If someone were to walk by, they could probably see part of my ass.

“Jack,” I moan, and he grins at me, kissing my cheek. Then, facing Max, he asks, “You want a preview? I have to get the rest of this shopping done and…”

He pushes two fingers into my panties and slides them between my folds, “She’s wet and horny. Want to take care of it for me?”

Max grins and looks at me for confirmation. I nod, my head bobbing up and down with excitement.

“Good,” Jack says and takes the list from me. “Have at her.”

And with that and a kiss on the cheek, he pulls the shopping cart away and leaves.

I take one last look around to make sure no one is near. When I see that the coast is clear, I reach under my dress and pull my panties down.

Max follows every move. From my skirt bunching up as I hook my fingers in the waistband of my panties to the plunging neckline of the dress, revealing my tits as I bend over.

His eyes are on me, even though I’m guessing he’s also paying attention for onlookers. Military training and allt hat.

“Do you do this often?” he asks as I press up against the cool door of one of the fridges.

He looks down at me as he steps in front of me, his hand above my head, while his other is on my waist.

“In public, not really. With another man, yes.”

I tuck my panties into one of the pockets of the dress and flatten my hands against the door. His dark eyes bore into mine as he slides his hand up my dress and cups my wet pussy.

“Fuck, you’re already so fucking wet.” he groans in a deep and low voice. He bends down and whispers in my ear, “Do you think I can make you come before your husband comes back?”

“Depends,” I cup my hand over his erection. “How soon are you going to put your dick in me?”

Challenge sets in his eyes. He removes his hand and undoes his pants, trying to be as discreet as he can. I undo a couple of buttons of my dress, just so he can see a little of what he’ll see a lot of later. He takes his cock out of his pants and quickly puts it under my dress. I can feel the head of him probing my entrance. He is thick and long, possibly longer than Jack. I can feel him rub the crown over my clit and I bite my lip to keep from moaning out loud.

“I can’t wait until this afternoon when I get to hear you moan,” he says and slips his cock inside me, just an inch to start.

My walls stretch around him as he feeds me more of his cock, inch by inch. As soon as he’s completely inside me, I let out a huge breath and reach behind me, grabbing onto the hem of his shirt.

He thrusts into me once. I gasp and shove my face into the crook of his neck. I just hope he’s paying attention to people because God knows I can’t.

Max thrusts into me again and again until he has a rhythm going. He pulls back a bit and watches my tits bounce as he fucks me.

“Fuck. I’d love to fuck those tits,” he groans.

“You can. Later,” I gasp, my mind fogged up with lust.

He palms my breasts as he continues to slam inside me. The door rattles, but neither one of us stops. The door is cold, but my body is hot. My pussy is sopping wet and begging for that last little push that will make me come.

“You know what I’m going to do to you later, Paige?” He tells me, “I’m going to rip your clothes off, fuck those magnificent tits of yours, then I’m going to fuck your pussy. I want to hear you scream. Vance is going to watch the whole thing. He’s going to watch me fill your tight hole with cum, then he’s going to fuck you too. He’s going to love wrapping his fist in your hair and pulling your head back as he pounds in your tight cunt.”

My nails dig into his chest as I come to his dirty words and the images that float in my mind of these men using my body like that.

I come silently, shuddering against him as he fills me with his cum. He groans and I can feel the vibrations in his chest. When he pulls back, he takes my panties out of my pocket and wipes up his cum.

By the time he’s done cleaning me up, I see Jack walking back to us with a smile on his face. Thankfully, he was staying close so no one would catch us. God, that was mighty stupid of us to do it here of all places, but fuck it was good. 

“Happy?” he says as he comes up to us and kisses me on the cheek.

“Yes,” I pant as Max tucks his cock into his pants.

“Thanks for the preview, man.” Max and Jack shake hands, then he leaves. But not before giving me a wink and saying, “See you soon, slut.”

Jack kisses me and I smile against his lips.

“Thank you, baby,” I say, grinning like a cat that got the milk.

“You’re welcome, baby. Now, how about we finish this shopping, then go home and get ready for this thing.”

We take the cart and finish our shopping. Then we go home. The setup to the barbecue is a bit of a haze, but thankfully Jack isn’t as sex drunk as me and took care of most of it. 



Chapter 3: Paige


I managed to get out of the daze enough to set up the barbecue. Jack works on the meat while I set up the drinks and snacks, as well as putting towels on the chairs for when people take a dip in the pool. Just in case someone didn’t bring their own.

I open the fridge and enjoy the cool air that hits me, calming me down. The short dress I’m wearing over my bikini is a favourite of Jack’s. And it’s also very thin, so the cold air goes right through it. I take out the packages of fruit we got at the grocery store and wash them before putting them into small bowls, alongside some dips and vegetables, and later I’m going to be putting out some cold cuts and cheese.

About a half an hour ago Jack got a text from Max saying they will be a little late and I’m actually fine with that. I’m still reeling from the magnificent fuck in the grocery store.

I told my husband about it on the way home, and I ended up getting the passenger seat wet. I was so horny just thinking about it. The public nature of it and the way Max just went for it.

God, just thinking about it now has me getting wet all over again.

I put a bowl of chips on the countertop and try not to think of someone just bending me over and fucking me.

I tell Jack I need some “alone time” after I set up everything and he gives me a wink as I go inside. He knows exactly what I’m doing. But in order to have a chance in hell at waiting for Max and Vance to come over and fuck the shit out of me, I need to calm the hell down.

I pull out my trusty vibrator and lie on the bed. I take off my clothes and start with the vibrator off. I close my eyes and Max’s big cock floats into my mind. I imagine myself down on my knees, sucking him off. I put the vibrator against my lip. My tongue comes out and licks the head, making it nice and wet. I slide the vibrator in my mouth, pretending it’s his cock. I twirl my tongue over the tip, then slide it down my throat.

I imagine Max talking dirty to me. Maybe both Max and Vance.

“Looking at that. The way you’re just swallowing my cock like a good little slut.”

I moan.

“You gonna swallow my come, baby? You gonna let me come down your throat?” 

Pulling it out of my mouth, I bring it to my clit and turn it on ,moaning as the vibrations send shivers down my spine. I still imagine sucking Max off and Vance coming around, kneeling behind me. I imagine him taking off my clothes and kissing down my spine. He gets closer and closer to my holes and I moan louder.

I stick my ass out and he licks me. His tongue swirling around my soaking-wet entrance.

I thrust the silicone vibrating cock in and out of my pussy like I imagine Vance’s cock would do. I wonder if he looks like Max. Or maybe he’s bigger. I have no idea, but I’m looking forward to finding out.

I reach up and pinch my nipple, mewling. Visions in my mind of getting double penetrated are fuelling my orgasm.

“Yes, that’s it.” I moan out loud. “Ooooh, fuck.” I’m so close and all I need is a push to get me over the edge of falling into a pillow of bliss.

“Yes, that’s it, baby. Come all over my cock,” Max groans in my head.

I slide my finger down my body, passing my mound, my pussy, and pressing the tip against the ring of muscles on my backside. I moan and use my juices as lube as I push it inside. I fuck my asshole with my finger and my pussy with the vibrator, and I come.

“Oh, my god!” My cry comes out in a rush. My back bows and my thighs shake as I climax and come all over my vibrator.

I fuck myself in both holes until every drop of my orgasm is drawn out. Then I lay there panting on the bed.

I hear a small creak and see Jack standing at the doorway, smiling at me with lust in his hungry eyes.

“Fuck, I love watching you come.” He palms his erection and I curl my finger, beckoning him to come over.

I slide down onto the floor and take my husband's belt.

“I’m not sure we have time for that, baby.” He groans as I undo his pants. He isn’t exactly protesting, so I keep going.

“Then I better do a good job.” I wink and swallow him whole.

“Jesus, fuck!” He groans and grips my hair at the base tightly.

I bob my head up and down on his dick, my hands on his thighs as he slides down my throat. He doesn’t move his hips, just lets me suck him down. I feel him bump against the back of my throat and Jack lets out a string of curses.

“Fuck, Paige. Holy shit. Yes, just like that. You’re going to make me come. Ahh, that’s a good girl. Suck that cock. Fuck.”

His words spur me on. I run my tongue over the head and press it into the tip. He grips my hair harder and it only turns me on more.

I slip my hand between my legs and rub my clit as he starts to take over and fucks my face.

“That’s it, you dirty slut. Take my cock down your throat like a good girl. That’s it.” He groans.

I feel the muscles in his leg tensing, and I know he’s close. And so am I.

“You gonna come, baby? I know I am. I’m going to pour my cum down your throat.”

I groan and the reverberations send Jack flying. He curses up at the ceiling and comes down my throat, just as he said. I come as well, my arousal dripping down my thighs.

Fuck, this is shaping up to be by far the best Canada Day we’ve ever had.


Chapter 4: Jack


Paige takes laps around the pool, her head only coming up for air. She knows that Max and Vance are watching her and she’s teasing them. She’s got on that blue bathing suit that makes her tits look amazing and her ass look spectacular. Her blonde hair fans over the water as she swings one arm around and then the other, propelling herself around the pool.

I watch them as they watch my wife. Their eyes trained on her ass as she glides around the pool.

If this was a few years ago I might have been jealous. I might have walked up to those two men and given them a stern warning about looking at my wife. But now I get a stirring in my cock every time their eyes travel across her body. I found the more we explored these hotwife fantasies that I’ve been… more confident, I guess. I’ve always held myself back a bit, not wanting to go too far and scare her.

But after seeing several men fuck my wife and call her a cocksleeve, among other things, I’ve started to get more confident that maybe if I let loose, I won’t scare her. Instead, it might be what she wants. I only want to be the best man for my wife. The best husband. Give her anything that she wants.

Paige comes up out of the pool, moving as if in slow motion. Running her hands through her hair and sashaying towards me, not even looking at the men. Just looking at me with her bright blue and teasing eyes. With one knee on the chair, she leans down and kisses me. I inhale the scent of chlorine and lavender shampoo as water drips onto me.

I open my eyes and look past her to our guests as they rub their crotches and look at Paige. I bring her close to me and seat her on my lap, not caring how she’s getting my pants and shirt all wet.

I wrap her up in her towel and rub her arms, generating warmth.

“You look so fucking sexy in that bikini,” I groan and cup her ass.

“Mmm, you think?” She moans and rubs her chest against mine.

“Yeah, and I think those guys there think the same.” I nod my head over to the guys and Paige follows my line of vision.

They both nod and give her a smile. Paige waves a hello.

I kiss the top of my wife’s head.

“Hmmm. I can’t wait to get a load of them.” She hums and I cover her with the towel and slip my fingers beneath her suit.

“Jack,” she gasps, but I keep her still with my free hand.

“Don’t move. Don’t want anyone else to know you got your husband's fingers in your cunt.” I push two digits into Paige’s pussy and groan.

Fuck, she’s all wet and slippery and hot.

I turn her slightly so she’s facing Max and Vance. They have caught on to what we’re doing based on their shift in positions. Max covers his crotch by holding his beer with two hands and placing it in his lap while Vance crosses his legs.

Paige moans softly in my lap. I slide my hand up her front. My wife is facing me, pressing close to my chest so that the guests don’t really notice me reaching under her top and cupping her tit.

She looks up at me and I, in turn, look down at her. I feel her cunt squeezing my fingers and I rub her clit with my thumb.

“I wonder what those two men will feel like inside you.” I whisper in her ear, “You already know what it feels like to have Max in your cunt. I bet they’d make you feel so full. I imagine when you bring them to our guest bedroom you would strip naked, out of this skimpy bathing suit. I bet they’d take turns. One at a time, getting you ready to take both their cocks at the same time.” Paige fists my shirt and bites her lip.

I keep teasing her.

“Keep talking,” she whimpers.

Her cunt squeezes me, and I grin.

“Two big men. Filling you up with their cum. Fuck. After they leave, baby, I want to see those legs spread. I want to see their cum dripping out of you. They will make you scream with pleasure, then I’ll come in and fuck their cum back inside you. How does that sound, baby? Are you going to be a good little cum slut for everyone?”

Paige shifts, gripping my t-shirt, and starts to pant. I know she’s close as she nods. I curl my fingers, brushing against her G-spot. She buries her head in my chest as she silently comes, shaking subtly, and squeezing her thighs around my hand as I pump my fingers in and out of her sweet cunt.

I hold my wife close as she comes down from her high, my fingers still inside her. I can feel her pulsing and twitching around me. My cock is as hard as steel and dripping with pre-cum.

I look down at Paige, who’s flushed, and her eyes are hooded.

“Did you enjoy that?” I kiss her on the top of her head.

“Yeah. A lot. I liked what you were saying.”

“Yeah?” I pull my fingers out and lick off her juices while she adjusts her top.

Whispering in her ear, I say, “I think they are ready for you, baby. Better bring them into the guest bedroom and fuck ‘em before they rut in their pants.”

Paige smiles and kisses me on the lips.

“I will, baby. First, I just want to have a moment with Vance. You know, just want to get a taste of him before we go all in.” She gives me a wink and trots off to the other side of the pool where my friends are sitting. “Only fair, since I got a taste of Max earlier.”

Their chat together is quick, and they look at me to confirm one last time. We give each other nods of approval, then she takes Vance’s hand and brings him inside.


Chapter 5: Paige


Vance follows me inside and I bring him to the kitchen. No one is here, so I speak freely.

“So, did Max tell you about earlier today? At the grocery store?” I ask.

Vance nods. “Yeah, and may I say that it was maybe the hottest thing he’s ever done. And trust me, I heard a lot of the sexapades of my roommate.”

I giggle and run my hand along his arm. He’s just as muscular as Max, but more in a tank kind of way rather than a lean, swimmer-like body.

I reach over the counter and plop a grape into my mouth. I tease him, sucking on my finger and moaning as the sweet fruit juices coat my tongue. He groans softly and takes a step toward me. I look up at him as he towers over me. He’s got a couple of inches on Jack, so this is a very new perspective I’ve got here.

“You liked it, eh? So, I guess you are looking forward to later when I take you two into our guest bedroom to fuck me?”

He cocks his and grins. “Fuck yeah, baby. I’ve been thinking about that all morning.”

I run my finger down his torso all the way down to his belt.

“I figured since I got a… let’s call it a preview of Max… that I would do the same for you.” I palm his erection and give it a gentle squeeze. He’s thinner round than Max, but may be longer.

“What did you have in mind?” he asks, thrusting his hips against my hand.

I look around to see if there is anyone there. Since the coast is clear, I sink down to my knees as Vance undoes his belt and takes out his cock. I lick my lips as he grips his thick member and positions it in front of my face.

“You going to suck my cock like a good little slut, Paige?” He growls and I nod my head.

Placing my hands on his muscular thighs, I open my mouth and let him slide the head of his dick into my mouth. I close my lips around him and suck on him. He curses through gritted teeth when I slide my tongue against his slit.

With his hand in my hair, he keeps me still as he pushes more of his cock into my mouth. I only manage to get a little more than halfway down his shaft before I tap on his leg, letting him know he needs to pull back. He releases my hair and I take a deep breath and look up at him.

“Too much for you?” he asks, mostly as a tease, but you could also hear the concern in his voice.

“A bit, but lucky for you I’m really good with my hands.” I wink and he chuckles.

I spit in my hand and lube up his cock. I jerk the part of him that I can’t get into my mouth and suck the rest. He rocks his hips in a steady rhythm as I bob my head up and down. He’s got a salty, musky taste to him. Drops of pre-cum coat my tongue and I swallow him.

“Jesus, Paige,” he groans.

More and more of his cum drips down my throat and, by the way his legs are tensing, I gather he’s close. But I don’t want to be left hanging. I’m too horny for that.

I pull away and stand up, checking once again to make sure we’re alone. Everyone is in outside by the pool, laughing and swimming.

The naughtiness of possibly getting caught is too much to deny, so I bend myself over the counter and undo my bikini bottoms. They drop to the floor with a splat. I’ll have to make sure to wipe that area with a towel before we go.

Vance stands behind me and gives my ass a spank.

The sharp sounds echo through the room and I groan, pushing back against him.

“Fuck, you’re such a dirty girl. Willing to just get railed in the middle of your kitchen, with your friends outside, by another man.” He teases with his fingers between my legs, sliding them across my clit ever so slowly.

I look back at him. “Please, fuck my pussy. I need it. I need your cock inside me,” I whine.

He chuckles and spanks me again.

I gasp, arching my back as my hands flatten against the granite countertop.

Vance kicks my legs open wider and slides the head of his cock between my wet folds. My pussy is so wet, there is no resistance when Vance slams all the way in. I try and keep my voice low as he begins to fuck me. His hands grip my waist as his hips pump in and out of my cunt.

“Jesus, such a tight fuckin’ pussy. You’re such a pretty little slut, Paige.” He whispers in my ear. “I’m going to enjoy rutting into it here. And again later. You want me to fill this cunt, baby? Then later fill your ass?”

I nod my head, so turned on now I’d probably agree to anything.

I hear a voice to my right and Vance pulls out quickly as one of our neighbours enters the kitchen. We stand next to each other and hope that she doesn’t round the table.

“Yeah, guys!” she greets us and thankfully she goes to the fridge, which is not close, and pulls out a pop.

“Such a nice day today, isn’t it?” She opens the can and takes a long sip. I think she just got out of the pool based on the bikini and the towel wrapped around her waist. It’s a nice light blue towel and the bikini she’s wearing leaves nothing to the imagination. I look over at Vance and we’re both pretty pulled in by her tits.

Slowly, I reach over as Sonya starts to talk about her day. I take his cock in my hand and try to stifle a grin as I tease him under the counter. I jerk his cock, just the tip, and I hear him inhale and exhale slowly.

“Your pool is incredible,” Sonya remarks, and I nod along as I torture Vance. He keeps his cool as I rub my thumb over the tip of his cock, and I commend his control as I press against his slit.

“…anyway, I hope to see you two at the fireworks later, eh? Toodles!” She waggles her finger and we both nod and say our goodbyes as she heads back outside.

Vance grips my wrist and backs me against the counter. His eyes are wild and I’m still sporting a teasing grin.

“Fucking tease,” he growls, gripping my head and planting a hard kiss against my lips.

When he pulls back, he whips me around and shoves his dick back into my pussy.

“You tease your husband like that?” He says roughly as he slams into me again and again.

“Yes, I’m such a bad girl.” I moan.

I gasp when Vance pinches my nipple over my bikini.

“That you are,” he groans.

My orgasm builds with every thrust. He’s hitting my G-spot perfectly and my toes start to curl.

“Come on, baby. You can do it. Come on my cock like that bad girl you are.” He leans over me and groans in my ear, “Just imagine Max and I in your slutty holes. Filling you up with our cum.”

I bite my fist and shatter when Vance reaches around and rubs my clit. I fall into a million pieces. Pleasure rushes through my body and hits me like a tidal wave. Wave after wave hits me.

“That’s it, you cock slut. Come on my cock. That’s it. Does that feel good, baby?”

Vance groans as he comes. Emptying himself into my pussy like he said he would.

He pulls out and I can feel his seed dripping down my leg. I bend over, slightly dizzy with bliss, and pick up my bikini bottom. I consider cleaning up the damp spot from my bathing suit being on the floor but, with the cum dripping down my legs, I figure I would make less of a mess if I just left it. Vance helps me back into it and gives me one more spank before we go back outside to fetch Max.

Because that was just the beginning. Now time for the real show to begin. 


Chapter 6: Paige


Holding both men's hands, I pull them into the guest bedroom. I can feel my arousal already dripping down my leg. When I turn around the door is closed and both men look at me with hungry eyes. Max runs his hand across his hard jaw and my pussy quivers.

Now that’s a face I want to sit on.

Vance cups his erection through his khakis. Both of them are sporting giant hard-ons and I can’t wait to get them inside me. Again.

I walk backward to the bed and, when my legs hit the edge, I scoot onto it, not breaking eye contact with the bear-like men who make this room feel even smaller. I feel like their prey as they walk to the edge of the bed.

My bikini is making the bed wet, but I don’t care. I can’t think of that when I have two men looking down at me hungrily, their cocks begging to be released. I slip out of the bikini and jump on the bed. They both inhale and groan when I part my legs and they see my glistening pussy.

I slide my hand in between my legs and run the tip of my fingers between my folds, moaning as I play with myself.

They both groan and start shedding their clothes.

Fuck, they are as big as you’d think. Their bodies are muscular from their necks down to their calves and their cocks jut out from their bodies, thick and hard. Dripping with pre-cum from the flared head.

I only need their cocks at this point and it’s something else to see them in their full naked glory.

My chest rises and falls as I stare at them. They wrap their fists over their erections and jerk themselves off slowly. One of them comes over to my left while the other one is to my right. The bed dips when they get onto me and I suddenly feel an inch tall.

But while my brain is wondering how this is going to work, my body is like, “Get the fuck moving. I want them in me now. I want their cocks stretching my pussy and ass, making me scream.”

I reach past Vance and grab the bottle of lube on the nightstand and give it to him. Just before I brought them into the bedroom, we discussed how Max will have my ass and Vance will have my pussy. I bet Jack will love that both of them took me at the same time. Just like he did with his friend.

Max lies down on the bed and I turn and swing my leg over his head, slowly placing my pussy over his mouth. I settle myself but he claps his hands down on my thighs and keeps me seated as he eats me out. His tongue runs over my clit again and again, lapping up my juices. I wonder if he tastes himself. Or Vince. Or Jack. It’s been a busy day.

While Max sucks my clit and pumps two fingers into me, Vance straddles his friend, getting my ass ready. Lubing up his fingers, her presses them against my hole. I moan as his fingers massage the ring of muscles until they give way and he pushes them inside me.

Now I’ve got Max’s fingers in my pussy and Vance’s fingers in my ass. I already feel so full and my pussy pulses as I think how much more full I’ll feel once they're inside me.

Vance presses another finger inside my ass and pumps them ever so slowly.

“Oooooh,” I moan and push back against him.

“I can’t wait to fill your ass, Paige,” Vance whispers in my ear. I groan and he bends me over slightly. “Show Max a little love while I get this ass ready,” he says and I reach out and wrap my hand around Max’s cock.

He groans. The vibrators hit my core and I shiver.

My fingers don’t even touch, that’s how big he is. I run my fist up and down his hard length. Pressure builds in my abdomen as pleasure starts to overtake me. I already came like ten minutes ago and yet I’m already ready to come again. And again.

Vance pushes up a third finger and I cry out, causing him to slap his hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, baby. Don’t want anyone to hear you. What would the neighbours say if they caught you fucking other men?”

They’d ask to join us, is what I think. I wonder if Sonya would join us? But I shake it off and say nothing. I just keep jerking Max’s cock. A foursome would be amazing, but one fantasy at a time.

Max sucks my clit hard and I cry out again, but this time the sound is minimal because of Vance’s giant paw over my mouth.

“Such a needy little cunt,” Max groans and finger fucks me quickly. His two digits push in and then pull out so fast. The wet sounds are so erotic that I come. He holds me steady with his free hand and I place both my hands on his stomach as I shudder a release.

My mind is so dizzy with pleasure that Vance has to move me around and then down so Max can slip his cock into my pussy. Fuck, he fills me to the brink. And there is still more. My cunt stretches over him and we both release a breath of air when he bottoms out.

Vance holds me to his chest while his friends run his lubed-up cock over my ass cheeks then slides it up and down my crack.

Tapping the hole, he says, “You’re going to be so full of us, Paige. And you’re going to be even fuller when we come.”

The wet head touches my asshole and I take some calming breaths as he pushes in slowly.

I shudder and mewl.

“Please. Please fill me. Fill me with your come. I need it inside me.”

My pussy squeezes Max’s cock with every dirty word spoken.

“That’s it, dirty girl.” Max spanks my ass. “You’re such a good little cock slut.”

Slowly Vance slides into my ass. His cock sliding in with some effort but soon he’s inside me fully. And I feel like I’m going to burst. I’ve got two giant cocks in me, both pulsing with need.

I place my hands on Max’s chest and the fucking begins. When Max pulls out Vance pushes in, and when Max pushes in Vance pulls out. It’s a well-oiled machine that makes me wonder if these guys have done this before.

Tag-teamed a woman.

Max gets a firm grasp on my hips while Vance reaches around and cups my tits.

“You’ve got such great tits, Paige. So soft and look at these nipples… Fuck, you’re such a little cock slut, aren’t you? You love it when men fill your little holes?” He pinches each one in between his forefinger and thumb and I moan.

“Atta girl. Moan for us. Show us how much you like getting fucked like this, baby.”

I close my eyes and try and keep myself under control as they fuck me. Each thrust has me closer to orgasm, I can feel it tightening within me. The build-up is strong, and I know I’m going to need someone's hand on my mouth so I don’t scream.

“Such a beauty,” Max groans. “I bet all you have to do is flash that smile and you’d have any man hard and begging to fuck your sweet cunt.” He squeezes my waist and groans.

My body bounces up and down and sweat drips down my back. Vance pinches my nipples and I moan again.

“God, she’s squeezing my cock so good,” Max growls and pitches up, shoving his cock deeper inside me.

“Yeah, she’s got a tight ass as well. That husband of hers is one lucky bastard.”

Jack is a lucky bastard. And later he’s going to fuck these guys’ cum back inside me.

I reach behind me and cup Vance’s neck as they pound into me. I’m so close to coming. My vision stirs and my thighs start to shake. Max and Vance groan and with a few erratic thrusts, they are coming.

“Oh, fuuuuuuuck,” they groan, their cum shooting up inside me. One filing my ass while the other fills my pussy.

Thick ropes of semen coat my inner walls.

Their orgasm triggers my own and Vance covers my mouth as I come. The world goes silent and all I feel is the rush of pleasure flying through me until I’m a loose pile of limbs.


Chapter 7: Paige


Max and Vance gently pull out of me. One of them heads to the bathroom and comes back with a glass of water for me. I’m still in a daze when they leave, but I get a little clearer when Jack walks in.

“Hey there, baby.” He lies next to me and cuddles me close.

“How was it?”

“Fucking amazing.” I giggle.

“Yeah?” he grins.

“They said you were really lucky to have me.”

“I am.” Jack kisses me on the top of my head, then my neck, and down to my shoulders. “I’m the luckiest husband in the whole world.”

His kiss starts out sweet but becomes more passionate with each passing second. Soon he’s chucking off his clothes and lying next to me, suckling at the pulse on my neck.

He runs two fingers across my slit, gathering Max and Vance’s cum and rubbing it on my clit.

“Look at you, such a little cum slut. You’re dripping with cum.” Jack’s voice is deep and lustful as he pushes his finger inside me. He pumps them slowly, teasing me as another orgasm starts to build.

He slides his arm under my head and I look into his eyes as he curls his fingers against my G-spot.

“Oh, my God,” I gasp and spread my legs wider.

“Good girl.” He moans and runs his nose across my cheek. “Keep those legs spread, baby.”

He pulls out and settles between my legs. I keep them open as he says and his cock probes my entrance. All thick and veiny. He’s hard and velvety and, even though I just had two other men inside me, he thrusts into me like he owns my pussy.

He keeps his thrust at a steady rhythm. Rolling his hips, watching his cock disappear into my pussy.

“I love watching my cock slide into your cunt, Paige. And seeing it come out all shiny with your juices is fucking incredible. Plus, I’ve got your men’s cum coating my cock as well.”

He reaches down and cups my breast while sucking on my neck. His cock brushes against my G-spot and I feel another orgasm coming.

“Tell me,” he groans, “Tell me how they fucked you.”

The pleasure is so great I find it a little hard to talk but I managed to get a little out.

“M-Max licked my pussy w-while Vance lubed my ass. They both finger-fucked my holes. Preparing me for both of them. I-it felt really nice.”

“Yeah?” Jack nips at my ear lobe.

“Yeah. A-and I was jerking Max off when they were getting me ready. After that, we changed positions and Max put his cock inside me.”

“Did he stretch you good, baby?”

“Mmmhmm, yes. So good.”

Jack is fucking me faster. I can tell he’s imagining the scene in his head as he rails into me, the headboard banging against the wall.

“More. Give me more,” he groans.

“Vance fucked my ass. He slid in slowly. Fuck, it was incredible.”

“Did he put his cock inside you while Max was still in your pussy?” he asks.

I nod. “And together they fucked me until I screamed.”

Jack is voraciously fucking me now. Sounds of bodies slapping together, moans of pleasure, and the rhythmic bang of the headboard fill the room. Jack is like a wild animal. Something about me having sex with two men at the same time brought out another side of Jack. It ‘s like he got turned on by men using all my holes at once.

He cups my face and looks me right in the eyes, “You can fuck as many cocks as you want, baby. You can fuck an entire soccer team if you want. But this pussy is mine. Mine to fuck. Mine to please. You. Are. Mine.” He kisses me and I wrap my legs around his waist.

Fuck, yes. I’m his.
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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 spicy from the couple.

Find it at: https://geni.us/givememorebm
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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.

Find it at: https://geni.us/ubtfpbackmatter
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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.

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

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.

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.

A HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: A 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.
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