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About This Book



This Christmas he’s going to give his wife the ultimate gift – showing her just how attractive she is to other men!

After a lifetime of being criticized for her weight by her mother and sisters, Melissa has worked hard to build her self-esteem. She loves her curvy body, but sometimes the doubts creep in and she wonders if her husband loves her as much as he says he does.

Ben knows his wife is the most beautiful and desirable woman in the world, but sometimes she needs a little reminder of that fact. When he catches his best friend Colin lusting after his wife, he decides it’s time for his hot wife to become a hotwife.

To his surprise, Ben enjoys sharing his wife as much as she does…

“Hotwife Under the Tree” is a steamy and romantic holiday tale. Download it today!

Be sure to check out a free preview of one of our other first-time hotwife stories, “Hotwife for a Bet”, at the end of this book!


Stay in Touch with Britney Bale



Hey smut lover, did you know that Britney has a newsletter?  Sign up to be the first to know about new releases, giveaways, and special sales.  Find out more and sign up for my mailing list here.

You can also follow Britney Bale's Amazon page at https://www.amazon.com/author/britneybale to get all the updates on new releases and book recommendations.


Dedication



For every person who was made to believe they were too fat or too thin or too…something. You are beautiful and perfect just the way you are and if you don’t have someone who tells you that every day, I hope you find someone like that soon. XOXO


Chapter One – Setting the Stage



“You look beautiful, honey.”

I looked up as my husband came into the room, his eyes dark with appreciation as he took in the slinky red dress I’d bought to wear to his company’s Christmas party. It was a shimmery material that hugged my curves before falling down to just past my knees. I’d loved it when I saw it in the store, but now I wasn’t so sure it was as flattering as I’d thought it was when I tried it on. Maybe the store had those mirrors that made you look skinnier than you actually were?

I looked back at my reflection in the mirror and heard the voices in my mind, the ones I’d spent years of therapy learning how to block out.

“You’re disgusting, you fat pig.”

As always, my sister’s voice was the first one I heard. MaryAnn was a size zero who looked like a little blonde doll.

“Men don’t want big girls, Melissa. You’ll never get a husband if you don’t stop eating carbs. Can’t you at least try to do something about your appearance?”

That common refrain came from my mother, who was the kind of woman who lost the baby weight before she even left the hospital.

Unfortunately, I took after my father’s side of the family. Good peasant stock, as my Nana used to say.

One of the funniest moments of my life was when I introduced my then-boyfriend and now-husband to my family. MaryAnn kept insisting that I was paying him to be my fake date and my mother told him if he was dating me because he thought our family had money, he was going to be disappointed because they had none. He’d wound up telling them both off. That was the day I knew I’d spend the rest of my life with Ben – if he’d have me.

“Stop it.”

Ben’s voice turned stern as he came up behind me, staring at our joint reflection in the mirror.

“What?”

“I know what you’re thinking, and you need to shut that down.”

“I’m just not sure if…”

“I love everything about you,” he said huskily, interrupting what he knew was going to be self-critique.

“I love these shoulders.” He cupped my shoulders and gave them a little squeeze.

“I love these big tits.”

His hands came to cover my breasts, lifting them and squeezing them together before moving farther down.

“I love the way your waist indents here, then leads to these round hips and this juicy ass.”

His hands followed along with his words.

“You have the perfect hourglass figure, like one of those 1940s pin-up girls. And you look fucking stunning tonight. Every man in the place is going to be salivating over you, Melissa and I’ll know that none of them can have you, because you’re mine.”

He grabbed my chin and tilted my head to the side, giving me a bruising kiss that left more of my red lipstick on his lips than mine. I laughed as I turned in his arms and reached up to wipe it off.

“Thanks honey.”

I walked to the vanity and re-applied my bright red lipstick, then gave my long brown hair a little extra fluffing. I looked as good as I was going to.

“Are you ready to go?” Ben asked as he pressed a palm to the bulge in his pants. “I want to get out of here before I ravish you.”

“I wouldn’t mind a little ravishing,” I teased as I slid into the high-heeled black pumps that made my legs look longer.

“Just wait until tonight baby. I’ll ravish you all night long.”

Despite my self-consciousness about my form-fitting dress, I ended up having a good time at Ben’s party. I noticed a couple of people staring at me, probably wondering why a hot guy like Ben was here with a plus size girl like me, but I ignored them, resolved to have a good time.

I’d met many of Ben’s coworkers before, and they were mostly a friendly and welcoming bunch. Everyone who was sitting at our table for dinner was people I’d met before and liked. I wasn’t sure if that was a coincidence, or if Ben had a hand in the seating arrangements.

My husband and I were dancing towards the end of the evening when I saw Ben’s best friend Colin staring at us from across the room, a drink in his hand. I shivered. There was something almost…predatory in his gaze. I must have frowned or something because when I turned back to Ben he was staring over at Colin, an almost aggressive eye contact happening between them.

“Would you excuse me for a few minutes, honey? I need to talk to Colin about something.”

“I can come with you.”

“Why don’t you grab us each another drink?” he suggested, still having a silent conversation with his friend across the room. “I just need five minutes alone with Colin.”

He moved away and I grabbed his arm to forestall his progress. There was something weird in my husband’s tone.

“It’s fine, Ben. I know Colin thinks you could do better than me, but he’s entitled to his opinion.”

Ben’s head spun back to me so fast I was surprised he didn’t give himself whiplash.

“He doesn’t think I could do better than you, Melissa. He thinks you could do better than me.”

He leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss against my cheek.

“I wish you could see yourself the way I do. The way everyone does. Maybe someday you will.”


Chapter Two – The Proposal



Iwoke up the next morning deliciously sore.

I didn’t know what had gotten into him, but Ben was an animal last night. We’d scarcely gotten in the front door before he tore – literally tore – my dress off my body and railed me right against the door. I’d been so stunned all I could do was hold on as he pounded into me so forcefully that when my orgasm hit I’d seen stars.

Afterwards he led me to the bedroom, cradled me in his arms, and promptly fell asleep before I could ask him what was going on. Not that I had any complaints. My husband and I had always had a good sex life. But usually, he was…careful. Tender. Loving.

Never in our entire five-year relationship had he fucked me. We’d made love a million times, but we’d never fucked like animals. He’d never torn my clothes off and pressed me against a door like he was going to die if he had to spend one more minute not being inside me.

I don’t know what got into my husband, but I found I quite liked it.

Ben’s side of the bed was empty, which meant he’d gone to the gym. I took a quick shower then headed into the kitchen to make us some breakfast. That’s right, I was a plus-size gal who liked to cook. Sue me.

I’d spent years trying to torture my body into being a smaller size. Once I’d gotten myself all the way down to a size six. My mother had been thrilled. I’d been miserable. I was cold all the time, my hair was falling out, and I was tired and listless all the time. My body had finally revolted, and I yo-yoed up to a size eighteen.

Then I started therapy and learned about intuitive eating. I threw out my scale and learned to listen to my body’s natural hunger cues and gradually my body settled in at its natural set point, where I’d been ever since. I was solidly a size fourteen now, sometimes a twelve or a sixteen, depending on the designer. Don’t get me started on the lack of consistency in sizing for plus sized clothes.

I was still curvier than I’d prefer, but the truth was, I was the same size as the average American woman. Instead of obsessing over my weight anymore, I’d chosen to focus on dressing to highlight my curves and make the best of my attributes. And based on Ben’s reaction to me in that dress last night, my plan was totally working.

After heating up the oven, I made us a frittata in the cast iron skillet, adding tons of herbs and veggies as well as a little cheese for flavor. Meanwhile I cooked up some bacon that we’d gotten from the meat market and sliced up some fresh bread I’d baked yesterday, sticking it in the broiler to toast it a bit. The door opened just as I was taking out the frittata.

“Perfect timing!” I called. “I made breakfast.”

Ben came into the kitchen looking deliciously sweaty. His brown hair was damp, a light sheen of sweat visible on his square jaw. His tee shirt was plastered to the hard planes of his chest. My eyes roved over his muscular body and like every day since I’d met Ben, I sent a prayer of thanks up to whatever deity had made this man fall in love with me. He was totally out of my league, but damned if I was going to let that stop me.

My husband had told me a million times that he loved me just the way I was, and like my therapist was always telling me, I needed to take him at his word. There had been no doubt last night that he found me attractive, that’s for sure. I’d be replaying that scene against the front door in my mind for years to come.

I made us each a plate of food and set them on the table while Ben grabbed the butter, salt and pepper and then poured us each a cup of coffee. That was another thing I loved about my husband, he never hesitated to help around the house. He didn’t expect me to wait on him the way my mother and sister did for their spouses.

“How was your workout, honey?” I asked.

Ben took a bite of his bacon, then washed it down with a sip of coffee. “It was good.”

He looked at me thoughtfully and for a minute I thought I detected some nervousness in his brown eyes.

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

“Was I too rough for you last night?” he answered my question with a question.

“Not at all. I mean, I love everything we do, but I’ve never seen you be so…passionate before. It was incredible. But may I ask what brought that on?”

He paused like he was debating what he wanted to say next. He’d done this same hemming and hawing right before he asked me to marry him.

“I have a proposition for you,” he started carefully. “It’s something I want to do for you, but if you’re not into it, you can absolutely say no, and I promise that I’ll never bring it up again.”

“What is it?”

I put my fork down and took a sip of my coffee.

“I want to share you with another man.”

I spit my coffee across the table and onto my husband’s shirt. He mopped it up with his napkin while I stared at him.

“Did you just say you want to share me?” I asked. “Are you saying you want us to have an open marriage now? Like so you can fuck other women?”

I couldn’t keep the hurt from my voice as I wondered what woman he wanted to be with and if she was smaller than me. Of course she was. I’d heard of these open marriages before, and I knew they were just an excuse for cheating without ramifications.

“I don’t want to sleep with another woman,” Ben said firmly. “I haven’t so much as looked at another woman since the first day I met you.”

“The first day you met me I’d just slipped on some dead leaves and fallen into a puddle. I was soaked from head to toe with mud and God only knows what else,” I reminded him.

“Yes, and even at your worst, you were the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. You still are.”

“I don’t understand what you’re asking then.”

“It’s called being a ‘hotwife’. A couple in a normally monogamous relationship agree that the wife can be with other men, but the husband stays faithful. Sometimes the wife will pick the guy, and sometimes it’s the husband’s decision who to give his wife to, with the understanding that she always has the option to refuse. The wife has all the power in a hotwife scenario.”

“Are you fucking with me?”

“No honey, of course not.” He picked up his phone and tapped it on. “I figured you might have questions so I’m going to send you some articles to read.”

He pressed something on his phone and five seconds later my own phone chimed with an incoming email.

“I heard about this from a friend of mine at the gym who’s been playing, as they call it, with a woman and her husband. Micah says he periodically joins a scene with this other couple, totally casual. According to my research, it’s something that a lot of couples enjoy, especially the wife. It’s supposed to be very empowering for the woman.”

“And you think we’d enjoy it?”

“I think it would be a great way for you to see what I see: that every man we come into contact with lusts after my beautiful wife.”


Chapter Three – Making the Decision



Igrabbed my phone and read through the articles that Ben sent me while we ate our breakfast. To my surprise, this hotwife thing was actually legit. I expected the articles to be some weird porn shit, but instead there were three articles in regular magazines that I’d actually heard of.

The articles explained that both the husband and wife got off on the idea of the wife being with another man but, outside of their agreed-upon play partners, both remained completely monogamous.

Unbidden, the image of Colin staring at me across the room last night came to my mind.

“Hey, what was going on with you and Colin last night?”

Ben looked up from where he was hoovering his way through an enormous serving of frittata. My husband had a huge appetite for someone who was so fit. It was ironic that we weighed about the same even though he ate three times as much as me.

“He wants you for himself, always has.”

“No he doesn’t,” I scoffed. “He’s always rude as hell to me. Plus, I’ve seen the women he dates, they’re all human clothes hangers.”

Ben shook his head.

“He’s been into you for a long time. Remember that time back when he and I were roommates, and we had that big fight and didn’t talk for a while?”

“Yeah, I remember you thought you might stop being friends.”

“I never told you this, but it was because of you.”

“Huh?”

Ben had never told me any details regarding what the fight was about, but I’d known it was bad. He’d stayed at my house for several days, not wanting to go home.

“I’d walked by his bedroom and the door was open. I heard him moaning your name. I opened the door, and he was masturbating to a picture of you on Facebook, the one we took at the beach on our first weekend away as a couple.”

I was glad I didn’t have anything in my mouth this time or Ben would be covered in my spit again.

“He was masturbating to the picture of me in the blue tankini?” I asked incredulously.

I’d been so pissed when Ben posted that picture of me. Even though it had gotten a ton of “likes” and posts saying how great I looked, I thought I’d looked terrible in my swimsuit.

“Yeah, he was jacking off to that picture all right.”

“Hmm.”

I had no idea how to respond to this revelation. Should I be flattered? Offended? A little of both?

“Last night I went over to talk to him after I caught him staring at you. He was telling me for the millionth time how lucky I was to have such a smart and beautiful wife. I’d just been reading all these hotwife articles and learning about the lifestyle, so I said, ‘maybe I’ll let you have her for the night as a Christmas present’. He thought I was joking at first, then he damn near swallowed his tongue when he realized that I was dead serious.”

“What did he say?”

“I sent him those same articles I just sent you and told him if he was interested, I would talk to you and see what your thoughts were about the idea,” Ben answered. “I’ve been thinking about this for a while anyway, and I have to admit that I would prefer that if we agree to try this, we try it with someone we both know and trust.”

I couldn’t deny that I was curious about what that would be like. The truth was I’d always found Colin attractive in an assholeish way. Not that I would have ever acted on it. Between my love for my husband and Colin’s apparent disdain for me, I’d never remotely considered sleeping with Colin. But now that I knew what I’d assumed was disdain was attraction, that changed things…

“You think I should sleep with Colin? Be his Christmas present?”

“If you’re open to it. I’m suggesting this for you, baby. I want you to finally move past all that negative bullshit in your head and see yourself the way I do, the way everyone else does, even your mother and sister, although they pretend it’s not true. You’re sexy and stunning.”

I looked between my husband and the magazine article on my tablet one more time.

“Where would you be while this was happening?” I asked.

“I want to watch.”


Chapter Four – Dress Rehearsal



“How do I look?”

My husband eyed my dark green wrap dress and black heels and gave me a thumbs up.

“You look super hot, babe.”

I wasn’t totally sure what a person was supposed to wear to be someone’s Christmas present for the night, but I figured something that was easy to get into and out of might be best. It wasn’t like I wanted to roll myself out of my skinny jeans while I had an audience.

I’d splurged on sexy red underwear from my favorite plus size designer, figuring red underwear and a green dress would be a nice Christmas combo. Then I’d brushed my long brown hair until it shined, gave myself a smoky eye, and added my favorite bright red lipstick.

I jumped as the doorbell rang. Ben came over and put his hands on my shoulders, waiting until I looked up and met his eyes.

“Remember, if at any point you feel uncomfortable, just say the word and I’ll stop whatever is happening. No questions, no judgement, we’ll just stop. My entire goal here tonight is to make you feel good.”

“And get out of buying Colin a real Christmas present,” I joked.

I was feeling surprisingly confident about this experience. After reading the articles Ben had shared, I’d gone online and downloaded several hotwife romances from Amazon. They’d been way hotter than I’d expected. I’d been daydreaming about tonight all week, honestly. I just hoped the experience was as hot in real life as it was in those books.

Ben opened the door and Colin came in wearing a suit and holding a bouquet of flowers.

“For you,” he said, offering me a bouquet of daisies with a charming smile.

I could tell already that his normal reserve around me was gone, making me think that Ben was right about Colin being a dick to me to hide his attraction.

“I don’t think you have to get your present a present,” I teased. “But thank you Colin. I love them.”

I could feel both men checking out my ass as I walked to the kitchen to put the flowers in a vase. I heard a pop as Ben opened a bottle of wine.

“Shall we have a drink?”

Things seemed so…normal as I sat on the couch next to my husband with Colin sitting across from us, each of us sipping our merlot. Ben placed his hand on my thigh, rubbing it gently as if to soothe me. I guess he thought I would be nervous, but surprisingly, anticipation was drowning out my nerves.

Colin eyed the enormous Christmas tree in the corner. Ben and I both loved Christmas, and we went all out with the decorations every year, especially the tree. It was huge and had about a million ornaments on it. The tree was surrounded by a little holiday village that included a toy train set that Ben had gotten as a boy.

“Every year your tree gets fancier,” Colin said. “It’s very festive. Nice job, mate.”

Did I mention that Colin was British? He’d been in the U.S. since he was a freshman in high school, but he’d never really lost his accent, even twenty years later. It was one of the things that attracted me to him, besides the fact that he was good looking, of course. I mean, who can resist a hot guy with an accent?

Where my husband had an olive tone to his skin due to his Italian heritage, Colin was super pale, even more than me. He reminded me of one of those Viking guys on the show my husband made me watch with him. His hair was a white blond, and his eyes were an icy blue color. He had the lean body and rounded shoulders of a swimmer, and not an ounce of fat on him despite the fact that he was turning thirty-five soon.

Both Colin and my husband were ten years older than me, and they’d been best friends since high school. They attended the same college and were roommates right up until Ben and I moved in together. They’d even wound up working at the same company, which is why he’d been at the holiday party the other night. Needless to say, Colin had been a fixture in my life for as long as Ben had.

As we sipped our wine, Ben spoke up.

“Let’s be clear about the ground rules of the gift I’m giving you.” His gaze bounced between me and Colin before focusing on his best friend.

“You have one hour to do whatever you want to with my wife. You may take her mouth and her pussy, but not her ass. Kissing is okay but optional. No marking, no pain unless it’s the good kind, and absolutely no name calling or degradation. I’ll be here the whole time and if at any point one of us says to stop, you will stop whatever you’re doing immediately, no questions asked. Other than that, I hope that you’ll enjoy this beautiful Christmas gift.”

It struck me that my husband was talking about me like I was a possession instead of a person. I should have been insulted, but for some reason I wasn’t. I knew he was trying to take good care of me, and I appreciated that.

Colin raised his hand like he was in school.

“One question, mate.”

At Ben’s nod he went on, “If the three of us find this to be a mutually satisfactory experience, are future gifts on the table? My birthday’s coming up in a few months, as you know, and this is already shaping up to be much better than the PlayStation you got me last year.”

Ben shot me a quick look, then answered, “Affirmative. Future gifts are definitely on the table.”

I was thrilled that Colin was already thinking about a repeat performance even though we hadn’t touched each other yet. It made me think that Ben was right about how much Colin was attracted to me. It made me think that Ben was right when he told me that other men lusted after me as much as he did. Most of all, knowing that I had the power to say yes or no here made me feel like a damn queen.

Ben opened his phone and I saw him set a timer. “Colin, your hour starts now.”

Colin jumped out of his chair so fast it made me dizzy, but when he grabbed my hand, his touch was gentle. He pulled me close to him and for the first time in more than five years, I was kissing someone who wasn’t my husband.

He was taller than Ben, his face smoother, and he smelled vaguely of pine trees and tasted like the wine we’d just shared. But one thing was for sure: my husband’s best friend was a damned good kisser.

Colin pressed against my lips, then licked along the seam of my mouth until I opened for him. His tongue swooped in, exploring, and I moaned in the back of my throat, bringing my hands up to hold his shoulders as our tongues tangled. Colin pressed me closer by cupping his hands around my ass, and I felt his growing arousal against my stomach.

Colin kissed me until we ran out of breath, then pulled back to look me in the eye. For once his blue eyes seemed warm instead of icy.

“You kiss like a dream,” Colin said.

He glanced over at Ben, who was still sitting on the couch, watching us like we were one of his shows on the History Channel.

“On your knees.”

I didn’t hesitate to lower myself down in front of my husband’s best friend. If there was one area of sexual activity where I felt particularly confident, it was giving head. Growing up as the fat girl in our school, there were plenty of guys who were willing to be sucked off by me even if they didn’t want to fuck me. I guess that’s why I didn’t lose my virginity until my sophomore year in college despite my stellar blowjob skills.

Without prompting, I reached forward and undid Colin’s thin leather belt, then unzipped the pants of his suit, shoving them down to his hips. He’d already taken off his jacket and tie earlier, and as I worked on his pants, he unbuttoned his shirt and tossed it away, revealing a lean but muscled torso.

Now for the moment of truth. I gently pulled the waistband of his white briefs over his already hard erection. Colin’s cock popped out, bouncing against his stomach. I looked up with a tiny smile. He was neatly groomed, which I appreciated. His cock was longer than I expected and had a nice thickness to it although my husband’s was girthier. Nonetheless, I couldn’t wait to get my mouth around it.

I slid his pants and underwear to his ankles, and he kicked them away eagerly. I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around the tip of Colin’s cock, sliding my tongue around a few times before sliding farther up. Colin made a groaning noise. I scooted on my knees to get a little closer, then wrapped one hand around the back of each thigh for leverage and went to town.

God, I loved giving blow jobs. Making a man totally lose it, being in complete control while I literally had him by the balls…it was awesome.

I bobbed my head up and down, dragging my tongue against the underside of Colin’s cock with every pass. One large hand went to my head, fingers gripping my hair tightly as he showed me how he liked it. I relished the bite of pain it caused. I was a quick study, and it wasn’t long before I could feel his breathing change in anticipation of an orgasm.

I reached one hand under his sack and gave him a little squeeze while I tightened my lips, giving him more pressure.

“Melissa! Fuck!”

That was all the notice I had before stream after stream of warm cum shot down my throat. I kept sucking him down until he’d emptied his load. When I was sure he’d finished, I pulled back, licking the remnants of cum off his cock before I sat back on my heels.

I heard a noise and turned to see that my husband had moved from the couch to the chair, presumably to get a better view of the action. I felt a flash of guilt as I realized that I’d been so absorbed in giving Colin head that I’d forgotten Ben was even here.

But then I saw the look on Ben’s handsome face. He looked proud and turned on all at the same time. My eyes traveled down, and I saw the bulge in his pants.

Holy crap, my husband was getting off on watching me with another man!


Chapter Five – The First Act



As soon as Colin had emptied all his cum down my throat he dropped to his knees next to me, cupping his hands on the side of my face and kissing me deeply. I was sure he could taste himself in my mouth and I wondered if he liked that. Colin’s cum had a different flavor from my husbands, a little more astringent maybe, but it was still good.

Colin stood up, offering me a hand to help me get off the floor. His hand reached down to untie the belt that held my wrap dress in place, shoving it off my shoulders and leaving me in the fancy bra and panties set I’d bought just for tonight. The bra pushed my breasts high, and the panties hugged my hips in a way that I didn’t hate.

Clearly Colin didn’t hate it either because he looked like he was about to swallow his tongue when he pulled away to get a better look. He walked around me once, stopping at my back and whistling softly under his breath as he checked out the view from the back.

“Holy fuck, you’re stunning.”

I felt the compliment warm me. It almost meant more than my husband’s frequent compliments because Colin was under no obligation to be nice to me right now.

He came up closer behind me, putting his hands on my waist and turning us until we were both facing Ben. Then Colin pulled me back against his naked body. He rested his chin on my left shoulder and when I turned my head, he was staring at my husband.

Long arms easily wrapped around my curvy body as Colin brought his hands up to cup my breasts, plumping and squeezing them. He used his thumbs to rub the red satin of my bra cups over my sensitive nipples, adding friction that made my nubs poke out even more.

Instinctively, I rolled my hips back, grinding my ass against him until I could feel his cock stirring again. Damned if that didn’t make me feel powerful. I couldn’t help smiling and when I did, Ben met my eyes and gave me an approving look.

“You look beautiful over there, baby,” he called. “Very sexy.”

He pressed his hands against his pants, no doubt trying to ease the pressure of the erection he was sporting just from watching me and Colin.

Meanwhile, Colin lowered his head, licking and nipping along my shoulder as he slowly moved one hand lower to cup my mound over my panties. Just like he’d done with my breasts, he rubbed the fabric against my skin, using my sexy underwear to heighten my excitement.

When I moaned, Colin stepped back.

“Take off the rest and get on the table.”

He pointed to the long, heavy wooden coffee table that was placed in front of the couch. I glanced at Ben to make sure he was still on board, and he gave me an encouraging smile. I removed my underwear carefully while both men watched with twin looks of desire.

“Let me adjust the lights for you so they’re not shining in your face, baby,” Ben said, pointing to the light fixture directly over the couch.

Ben shuffled around, lighting the floor lamps at either side of the room, and plugging in the Christmas tree, then flipping the switch for the overhead lights. The room was left bathed in a soft multi-colored light. It was bright enough for conversation or watching TV but not if you needed good light for reading or something. It was perfect for setting the mood for what was about to happen, because Colin didn’t need good light to find my pussy.

He kneeled beside the coffee table, spreading my legs wide and looking down at my dripping pussy with a look of awe. One long finger slipped between my folds, then Colin looked over at my husband.

“She’s soaking wet,” he said, his voice almost reverent.

Ben stood up and moved his armchair closer so he could get a better view of what was happening.

“She likes giving head,” Ben answered as he sat back down. “I’m sure that got her hot. And maybe,” his voice turned thoughtful, “being put on display like this turns her on too.”

It sure did. For someone who’d always been self-conscious of how they looked, knowing that two handsome men were both staring at me with lust in their eyes while I was laid out on a table like a feast? It was a dream come true.

Colin slipped my legs over his shoulders and went in, his tongue sweeping through my folds a few times before focusing on my clit. He tapped it with his tongue, varying the tempo, until I was squirming beneath him. My fingers gripped the edges of the coffee table on either side, trying to ground myself before I flew right off the table.

“You want more, sweetheart?” Colin asked. I noticed that his English accent was getting thicker the more he was turned on.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I need…”

“I know what you need.”

One long finger thrust into my channel while his tongue resumed tapping my clit. A second finger slid in, and then a third, until I was feeling deliciously full. Colin pumped in and out roughly, the pads of his fingers rubbing against my internal muscles with each pump.

I moaned again as my head moved from side to side and my back arched off the table.

“Say my name,” Colin demanded. “Tell me who’s getting you off right now.”

“Colin,” I gasped.

As if he could tell how close I was, Colin wrapped his lips around my clit and bit down hard enough to make me let out a shrill scream. And then I was flying, my entire body filled with pleasure as I relaxed into my orgasm and screamed out Colin’s name one more time.

I was still shaking when my husband’s best friend pulled on my legs, dragging my ass to the very edge of the table. Two strong hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise but then I forgot all about the pain as Colin shoved his long cock into my channel with one hard push.

Our hips met and Colin began a frantic pace, his balls slapping against my ass with every deep push. He was inside me so deep that he tapped my cervix a few times, making me cry out.

“You’re freaking incredible,” he grunted as he continued to pound into me roughly. “Even better than I imagined. And believe me when I say that I imagined pounding into this pussy a million times.”

He leaned forward, changing the angle a bit, until his strokes became more erratic. He grunted out my name one last time before emptying himself inside me. The heat of his cum warmed me from inside and I clenched my inner muscles, as if to keep it from dripping out. Or maybe just to keep his cock inside me for a few more breaths.

When Colin finally was emptied of his cum, he pulled out and sat down on his heels, grabbing my hands to pull me up to a seated position. He cupped one hand on each cheek, staring into my eyes for a long, tender moment.

“You are the best gift I’ve ever received in my entire life.”

Before I could respond he kissed me softly on the lips, then surged to his feet just as the timer on Ben’s phone went off, telling us that Colin’s time with me was over. He found his clothes, pulling on his dress pants and shirt, shoving his tie in his pocket.

“Ben, thanks mate, that really meant a lot. It was a totally mind-blowing experience. Merry Christmas.”

I watched from my perch on the coffee table as the two men shook hands, then Colin looked at me one last time over his shoulder. “Merry Christmas to you too, Melissa.”

So, he was just going to fuck me and leave? But then again, it wasn’t like we could go back to small talk after what we’d just done. At least not tonight. I wouldn’t have minded another round with Colin though, if only we’d had more than an hour to play together. I’d have to ask Ben what he thought about doing this again some time. Maybe for Valentine’s Day?


Chapter Six – The Second Act



When Colin walked out, I turned to my husband, suddenly worried that this had been a bad idea. Not for me, I’d loved it. But I knew that if the tables were turned and I had to watch another woman fuck my husband I would be devastated.

I needn’t have worried though. When Ben stood up, I realized that his pants were undone now, his package bulging through the open space. As he stalked towards me, his pants fell the rest of the way down and he kicked them aside, approaching me wearing only his boxers and a shirt.

He pulled me up to standing and into his arms.

“You looked so beautiful Melissa. How did it feel to be watched and desired by two men?”

“I thought it would be weird or I’d feel self-conscious,” I confessed. “But it was hot as hell. I’ve never felt so beautiful as when I saw the desire on Colin’s face then looked over at you to see how excited you were too.”

“I have a confession to make.”

He pulled back so he could look into my eyes.

“I thought I was doing this for you, to help build your confidence, and I worried that I’d get jealous or something. But as I watched you with Colin, I realized I was doing it for me too. I didn’t expect to like watching you with someone else, but damned if it didn’t make me feel powerful, knowing I had a wife that would make another man damn near go crazy with lust but then she would come back to me.”

He lowered his head, his kiss hard and bruising. I quickly unbuttoned his shirt, shoving it off his shoulders. Apparently, what had just happened had made my husband unbelievably horny. Horny for me. Which was perfect because as much as I loved everything that Colin did to me, my body was still humming with arousal. I had an almost primal desire to be claimed again, this time by the man I’d pledged my life to.

Ben laid me down on the rug right next to the glowing Christmas tree, then dropped his boxers and spread himself out over me, trapping me beneath his weight. His rock hard cock notched between my thighs. Raising his upper body up on his forearms, he stared down at me.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t remember ever seeing Colin’s dick, you hear me?”

“I hope you will.”

He grabbed my hands, bringing them up alongside my head, trapping them in his.

“You’re all alpha tonight,” I teased.

He paused. “Is it too much?”

“No, I like it. You don’t have to always treat me like glass, Ben. Sometimes it’s nice to know that you’re out of your mind with lust for me too.”

“Oh, I’m out of my mind for you all right,” he grit out just as he speared me with his cock.

He was thicker than Colin and my opening stretched wider to accommodate his girth. He didn’t pause or check in like he usually did when we made love. Instead, just like the other night after the party, after he told Colin that he could have me as a present, Ben fucked me. He fucked me hard. He fucked me so hard that I slid a little on the carpet with every push, making me wonder if I was going to wake up with a back covered in rug burn.

“You’re mine.”

Thrust.

“My wife. Mine.”

Thrust.

“This is my pussy. No one else’s.”

Thrust.

“You’re mine forever.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist and held on as he pounded into me at a rapid pace. I tugged on my hands, wanting to touch him, but he held them tight. Not being able to touch him, the rough and frantic pace, and his possessive talk were enough to send me over the edge much faster than I expected. My entire body was on fire.

“Ben!” I wailed. “I’m coming!”

My body tried to move but I was mostly pinned down by Ben’s weight. Unable to escape the overwhelming sensations, I relaxed into my orgasm, letting it take over until I came so hard that my vision grew fuzzy, and I couldn’t breathe for one long minute.

Ben was there too, already primed from watching me with Colin, it only took a few more pumps before he was releasing his jizz inside me in several long spurts.

“I want to put a baby in you,” he said as he thrust. “I want to knock you up so bad.”

I was surprised. We hadn’t talked much about having kids other than us agreeing that if either of us wanted them at some point we’d have a talk about it and make a decision. I was still young enough that I had time, but clearly my husband had been thinking about it more than I had.

“I hope I just slid one by your IUD,” he growled.

Yep, he’d been thinking about me getting pregnant alright.

He emptied himself deep inside and then collapsed on top of me, releasing my hands and burying his face in the crook of my shoulder. I was exhausted from our evening and the lead up to it, both mentally and physically, and I was half asleep before Ben stirred against my neck.

He rolled off me and gave me a smile that was full of love.

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too,” I replied. “Thanks for tonight. It was the perfect gift for me, not just Colin.”

He looked pleased with himself.

“Do you have any idea how beautiful you look right now, spread out like a gift beneath this Christmas tree?”

I could see the truth in his eyes. I could feel the truth in my soul.

“Yeah, yeah I do.”


Epilogue – The Encore



Iwoke up the next morning with my husband’s head between my thighs.

“Merry Christmas Eve,” he said, his voice rough from not speaking for a while.

I giggled as his breath tickled the skin of my pussy.

“Good morning,” I sighed. “What’s happening down there?”

“If you don’t know, I need to work harder.”

He lowered his head, his rough tongue coming between my folds to lick me from top to bottom. He started off slowly, almost leisurely, then started to pick up steam.

I glanced to the side and yelped.

“What’s that doing here?”

The tall, antique mirror had been dragged from its usual spot in the corner to a few feet away from the bed, giving me a bird’s eye view of everything that was happening on the bed.

“Watch us,” he growled.

I looked over again, taking in my naked body, stretched out on the bed, the blankets pushed to the side. The swell of my large breasts, the curve of my stomach, the meaty thighs shoved wide, the back of my husband’s shoulders and head bobbing up and down between them.

Ben speared me with his tongue, licking up deep into my channel, and I saw the look of pure ecstasy on my face.

“Are you looking?” he paused to ask, turning his head to glance at the mirror.

Our eyes met in the glass.

“Yeah, I’m looking.”

“Good, keep looking, baby. I want you to see how beautiful you are when you come.”

How on Earth had I been lucky enough to find this man? Somehow, he always knew what I needed, even before I did. If I’d had even a moment’s pause about what happened last night, it was gone. If I’d worried for just a second about what I looked like on the coffee table, laid out in front of my husband and his best friend, that worry was gone.

I’d seen a lot of porn over the years, good and bad. I’d even watched some videos on those sites that accepted non-scripted homemade porn. It had all been fine, but I’d never been captivated by anything I saw. It was a means to an end.

But this, this was a work of art.

I tapped my husband’s shoulder.

“I want you inside me,” I whispered. “I want to watch us come together.”

His eyes widened. It was rare for me to make requests or demands in bed. I usually just went along with whatever Ben wanted to do. But that was old Melissa. New Melissa had needs and desires that Ben could help her with.

He crawled up my body, nice and slow, notching his cock against my opening. I opened my arms, pulling him down on top of me, and wrapped my legs around his waist.

I watched in the mirror as he slowly fed his cock into me, not stopping until he was fully seated inside. Bracing himself on his arms, he began to piston into me, hips moving quickly, the angle of the mirror giving me glimpses of his cock moving in and out in a way that just ratcheted up my excitement.

“Harder,” I gasped.

Ben’s smile was pure sin.

“Your wish is my command.”

His movements became rougher, harder, and I didn’t need to finger my clit the way I usually did during missionary sex because Ben was grinding against me at just the right angle to rub my clit back and forth against my pubic bone with every pass.

“Ben!”

I gasped out his name, still staring at us in the mirror as an orgasm rushed through me. I saw the way my muscles stiffened, then quivered. I saw my mouth open like I wanted to scream out in ecstasy but couldn’t catch a breath. I saw the look of intense pleasure on my face.

Then my husband shouted out my name, turning his own face towards the mirror so I could see what I should have seen every time he’d fucked me this way for the last five years: the look of a man who was both in love and in lust with his wife.

Then he collapsed down on me, his cheek stacked against me, and we fell back asleep staring in the mirror.

***

If you liked this book, please consider leaving a review or rating on my author page to let me know.
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Special Preview: Hotwife for a Bet by Britney Bale



“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

I watched my husband’s expression carefully, looking for any signs of discomfort. All I see is a kind of resolute determination. Maybe a touch of excitement.

“You won the bet fair and square,” he reminded me. “We negotiated the rules. And we both know, if you had lost, I would have made you go through with it.”

My husband and I were big on betting. We’d started off as friends back in college, and he’d suckered me into going out with him by betting on a football game. If I won, he’d write my History of Western Civilizations paper. If he won, I’d go on a date with him. I guess we both won that time, because we fell in love and have been together ever since.

Over the years, our bets have been increasingly crazy. I guess after fifteen years of marriage you need something to keep the excitement going. That’s why when we bet on the American football championship game, we decided to go big.

If San Francisco had won, I would have had to allow Chuck to lead me through the mall on a leash while wearing cat ears, a collar, and short shorts with a hole cut in the back to make room for a butt plug with a cat tail on it.

I’d been nervous as hell the entire game, but when Kansas City pulled it out and won, I’d been elated. I’d won the bet and I’d won the one thing I’d been fantasizing about for years: a night with the owner of my company.

Seth was a sexy silver fox, rich as fuck, and he’d had his eye on me since the day we met. Rumor was he’d never dated the same woman twice but that one time always left them satisfied.

We had some friends in common and happened to be at a dinner party when Chuck and I were planning our bet. It was crazy, but when Seth suggested that I get a night with him if I won, I couldn’t agree fast enough. There had always been a strong attraction between us, and I was eager to explore it.

When we talked later that night, my husband had confessed that ever since he saw that movie where a millionaire offered a couple a million dollars to sleep with the wife, he’d wanted that to happen with us. Seth wasn’t giving us any money, but hopefully he’d be giving me at least one orgasm.

I was surprised to learn that my husband had long fantasized about sharing me with someone richer and more powerful than him. Since we both knew Seth, it added a layer of safety that we both appreciated.

When it was time for my date with Seth I dressed in my sexiest dress and a sky high pair of heels, kissed my husband goodbye, then drove over to my boss’s condo.

The doorman sent me up in a special elevator that opened directly into the foyer of Seth’s penthouse. My eyes widened as I walked inside, my heels clicking on the hard marble. This place was enormous! The living room was the size of the entire first floor of my house, with floor to ceiling windows that gave me an incredible view of the lights of the city down below. Everything here was expensive but tasteful. It wasn’t the kind of place I’d choose to live in, but it was definitely a gorgeous place.

“Teresa! I thought I heard the elevator. Welcome.”

I turned to see Seth striding towards me. He was wearing dress pants with a crease you could cut glass with and a white dress shirt, the top button undone. It looked like he’d taken off his jacket and tie after work but didn’t finish changing.

“Would you like a glass of wine? I have a lovely merlot breathing right now.”

“Yes please.”

It felt weird, being here with him alone. I’d been in a million meetings with him, and we often were at the same social occasions. But this, this was different. The air between us felt heavy and charged, like it was right before a thunderstorm.

Seth studied me while we drank our wine.

“Do you still want to do this?” he asked.

I appreciated the out. I also appreciated the way the thin fabric of his shirt clung to what I knew from a few pool parties we’d attended were some very nice pecs.

“I do.”

“And it won’t cause trouble with your husband?”

I shook my head. “He seems…oddly excited about it.”

“His wife is a beautiful woman. It must be an ego boost to know how many men wish they could have her.”

I laughed. “I don’t know about ‘many men’, but I guess I’m aging okay.”

He raised one eyebrow. “Why don’t you show me your tits and I’ll be the judge of that.”
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