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This Halloween, nine daring wives are stepping out solo for some tantalizing tricks and treats. Dressed to thrill at office parties and seasonal soirées, these adventurous women are ready to explore their deepest desires—all while their husbands wait at home.


From boardroom to ballroom, these contemporary tales of Halloween mischief will ignite your imagination. No magic needed—just a dash of courage, a splash of temptation, and a costume that begs to be admired.
Indulge in nine sizzling stories from hotwife authors who know how to turn up the heat. This Halloween, it's time for these wives to unmask their wildest fantasies.


Are you ready for a night of Halloween Hookups?

See the complete series at:
https://mybook.to/halloweenhookupsseries
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Something's Afoot


“Martin! Are you sure this isn’t a setup?”

I was livid. For months Martin and I planned our attendance at his firm’s Halloween party. I was going as a sexy doctor, he was going as my patient. \

“Jess, you know I hate being sick more than anything and would never fake it. Besides, Mark rented out a local bar this year, so I doubt there will be any adventuring for you tonight, though you always have my permission should something pop up.”

Martin’s laugh at his pun turned into a coughing fit. He was right though. The Wayfield Inn wasn’t likely to offer much opportunity for sex play. It wasn’t even connected to a hotel.

“I’m not sure I will be comfortable at YOUR office party without you. I barely know anyone there.”

“Oh sure you do. You met everyone at the Christmas Party.”

I threw a pillow at him. “You mean the three guys I fucked while I was tied up in the hotel room? That isn’t everybody.”

“Well, surely you met some others at the retreat!”

I fought back a laugh, trying to keep my fake anger present. “Oh, the retreat where I was licked, sucked, and fucked by your company’s big wigs? I am sure I will recognize their faces.”

Martin coughed again. “Well, when I told Mark I wouldn’t make it tonight, he insisted you represent. Something about someone had to be present to receive my bonus.”

I rolled my eyes at Martin yet felt a surge of excitement. Mark is one of the few men who has had the privilege of fucking me senseless on multiple occasions. The thought that he wanted me there had my pussy twitching gleefully.

“Fine, but if your bonus includes Mark’s cock in any of my holes, I am keeping it for myself.”

Martin and I both lost our composure, me bending over in laughter and him coughing loudly while he tried to chuckle.

“Deal. I can’t wait to hear about it all.”

“There, how do I look?”

Martin eyed my costume. My “doctor” ensemble consisted of an adorable white bra top, white wrap covering a white thong, and large v-shaped white straps leaving little to the imagination.

“Fuck, Jessie. You certainly put the hot in hotwife.”

Martin always knew what to say to end even our fake fights.

The office car should be here in ten. Oh don’t look at me like that, the company sent one to all the VPS.

Martin’s company was the best. As the youngest VP, he received a ton of new perks we were still adjusting to. One was the use of the company vehicle for all firm events.

I kissed Martin on the forehead, checked my reflection, and headed downstairs to wait for my ride reassured that my costume made me look sexy. If I was going to go alone, at least I would make a memorable appearance.

The ride to the bar was uneventful. Sarah, my chauffeur did not say much other than to tell me she loved my outfit. The party was already in full swing when I arrived. When I crossed the threshold, a waiter approached with a cocktail, some special rum-based punch. It had enough fruit juice to mask the taste of the alcohol so I grabbed one and headed toward one of the few people I recognized, Loren, and his wife Tessa. Probably the only people I knew from Martin’s work who hadn’t seen me naked. Not that I would object if they wanted to. Loren was an older gentleman but still maintained a distinguished appearance. His wife was a stunning redhead who ran an online magazine. He was Martin’s mentor when he started at the firm and we often had them over for dinner.

“Jessie!”. Tessa greeted me warmly, taking both my hands in hers and planting kisses on my cheeks in the friendly manner Europeans do.

“Mark told us you would be coming alone. Do wish Martin a quick recovery for us. I love your costume! So sexy. I wish I had your body 10 years ago.”

“Oh stop it, you are stunning too, and I love your Bonny and Clyde ensemble. Martin was supposed to be my patient but it appears I am off duty tonight.”

"Oh dear," Tessa said in an exaggeratedly flirtatious tone. "Well, Loren and I may need a checkup before the night is through." She tugged lightly at my stethoscope and I wondered if maybe they weren't as vanilla as Martin thought.

We made small talk for a bit, just innocent small talk. Martin previously told me they were a vanilla couple which was why Loren was absent from the retreat. Still, I couldn’t help but catch both of them staring at the glimpse of panties between my thighs when they thought the other wasn’t looking. After running out of things to say that weren't sexual innuendos, I mingled through the crowd, stopping to give warm welcomes and the occasional discrete hernia check to some of Martin's coworkers. After a while, I found the bar and eagerly accepted

I have always been easily aroused but since Martin introduced me to the Hotwife life, I am hyper-aware of potential adventures. My mind was working overtime attempting to devise a way to broach the subject.

My thoughts were interrupted by a hand on my shoulder. A bloody one at that. I jumped in my seat before realizing it was Martin’s boss Mark dressed as a zombie football player. His wife stood at his side as a zombie cheerleader. This was the first time I met her as Mark never brought her to our rendezvous. I was aware they maintained an open relationship and that he told her about all of our encounters so I was a bit flustered when Mark introduced us.

“Jessie, this is my wife, Britt.”

“This is Jessie?” The petite blonde beamed. “Your description didn’t do her justice. She is stunning!”

My face was bright red as I stammered my thanks. The compliments were pouring in tonight.

“A pleasure. Amazing that we haven’t met before.” I said, before realizing the implication. Perhaps I was wrong and she didn't know what Mark and I were up to.

Britt leaned in, placed a hand on my hip kissed me lightly on the cheek, and whispered, “I prefer Mark to have his fun without me there. He can be more uninhibited. Anyways, I am straight."

I wasn’t convinced as her hand was still pressed against my bottom, squeezing softly. Maybe it was the alcohol or perhaps I have become more flirty recently, but I responded quickly, “So’s spaghetti until it gets wet.”

She laughed loudly, her cheeks joining mine in the crimson spectrum. Now that you mention it, seeing you in this outfit has me all hot and bothered, Doc. Got any recommended cures?”

She turned to Mark, “I knew I would like this girl,” She said as she released me. “Jessie, we do need to have you and Martin over for dinner soon.”

I felt a sexy undertone in her words. “I think I would like that very much.”

"Oh, Jess, there is someone I'd like you to meet." I barely had enough time to wave goodbye to Loren and Tessa before Mark grabbed my hand and led me to a standing table near the bar.

"Jess, this is Doug. Doug, Jess." Doug was dressed as a police officer. He was handsome, a redhead with a matching extended goatee. A nice Irish boy. His costume appeared authentic, complete with a pair of handcuffs, a walkie-talkie, and a holster with a realistic-looking baton.

"Doug is on Martin's team. He just transferred here from the Baltimore branch. Oh, I apologize, I have to go get ready for the big announcement. Have fun, kids!"

I watched them walk away. My pussy was throbbing, yearning for Mark’s thick cock but it didn’t seem possible tonight. Was I going to attend Martin's work party and not get some action? That would be a first.

Doug and I spoke for about 15 minutes as we sipped our drinks. I was a bit put out that he went to the bar for a refill but didn't return so after 5 minutes of waiting, I mixed and mingled, flirting with vampires, werewolves, and even a mime, making sure they were all in good health, but it landed me nothing more than a few suggestively raised eyebrows and a lot of people staring at my cleavage. With all the sexy outfits, and unrequited flirting, by the time Mark took the stage to give out the bonuses, my panties were soaked yet I was resigned that this was going to be a vanilla evening. I made up my mind to politely leave once I received Martin's envelope. Hopefully, he would still be awake and ready for a full body checkup. Dutifully, I waited until Martin’s name was called, took my envelope, and excused myself to the restroom, intending to wash up and then leave.

As one would expect from a high-end club, the unisex bathroom was clean and fancy. It was a unisex bathroom with one stall surrounded by oak panels with the door offset slightly from the top and bottom of the corner posts. When I finished my business, I opened the door to leave, only to find Doug standing just outside the door.

“Jessie, I have this problem I would like you to take a look at,” he said, entering the room and locking the door behind him.

I raised an eyebrow as my pussy perked up, thinking this might be a way to get some action but I wasn't going to make it easy for him. I was a bit tired of all the doctor flirting. "Oh? What if I told you the Doctor is on a break?"

Doug used his body to back me against the stall. "Well then, I will have to arrest you for making every guy at this party hard and every girl soaking wet. That costume should be illegal."

I laughed, blushing at his compliment. Doug was handsome and I could see the outline of an erection in his pants. The officer arrest idea struck a chord with my submissive side.

“Well, officer,” I said, getting into the role play, Please don't arrest me. Is there anything I can do for you to let me off with a warning?” As I spoke, I moved into his personal space, running my hand over his arm and straddling his left leg between mine.

Without warning, he gripped my wrist and slapped his handcuffs on. Then he deftly spun me around and locked my other wrist in place. It was an impressive display of agility that made my pussy purr. I tested the metal holding my arms in place, but they were solid. I was at his mercy, left to wonder what he was going to do with me. Or hopefully, to me.

What Doug did next was greatly appreciated. He leaned close to my ear and growled, "Martin and I spoke about this the other day, but if you want to stop, just say so."

I fully embrace my hotwife status, but I find it extremely attractive when a new lover makes sure I am consenting and comfortable before taking things to the next level. If I am going to be fucked in a bar bathroom, it is nice to know he values my consent. Now that I knew this was done with Martin's and my permission, I doubled down on the helpless arrestee.

"Please officer, let me make it up to you. I'll do anything you want." I wriggled my ass provocatively, pushing back until my bottom brushed his pants.

It earned me a slap on the part of my butt peeking out from under the wrap. It was a playful smack, but it stung just the same. "OW!"

"You bet you will, or the next one will be harder. First, a good officer needs to check the suspect for weapons."

His hand reached around, sliding under the v-straps and cupping my breasts. The thin costume bra barely provided a line of defense between my thickened nipples and his greedy fingers. Doug squeezed and pinched my breasts, covering every inch as if he truly searched for my secret hiding spot. By the time he moved his hands off my chest, my nipples were achingly stiff and my breathing ragged. It wasn't enough for me though, I yearned for more touching.

Luckily, Doug wasn't finished with me yet. He slid his hand under my bottom and between my legs. If he had any doubt about my arousal, it disappeared when his hand pressed my soaked thong between my folds.

"Just as I thought, soaking wet. I wonder what you're hiding here?" Doug pulled my thong down to my thighs and slid two fingers easily into my core with a slurp.

"Oh, no, officer, nothing is hidden there, I swear it!" I writhed against his fingers, pushing them deeper. Focusing on the role play was becoming difficult as his fingers drove me wild. If I was hiding anything, he certainly would have found it. I started to lose my balance but he caught me around the waist.

For a second, he held me in place, my bound hands pressed against his crotch. With my hands cuffed, I couldn't do much other than appreciate the thick outline of his hidden cock.

Suddenly, he unlocked the cuffs and guided my hands over my head where he fastened them in place around the stall post. I had to stand on my tiptoes just to remain in contact with the floor. In this position, my short wrap lifted over my mound, leaving me exposed for his pleasure. My breasts were similarly raised, pointing provocatively toward him. Doug carefully unclasped my straps and bra, letting them hang loosely at my waist. I stood naked as he surveyed my body as if deciding what part to touch next.

"Good girl. Your body is so sexy, Jessie." He surrounded my nipple with his lips, driving his fingers into my core. I barely heard him unzip his pants and the sound of his belt hitting the ground. A hard long object pressed against my thigh as he finger fucked me. Keening wails of pleasure echoed in the small bathroom. As my pleasure increased, so did my cravings.

"You …..could…..search….deeper….with…..your…..big…..baton" I managed to squeak out between whimpers.

"Oh, I will, Jessie. But not just yet. First I need a bird's eye view so I can spot any other hiding spots.

Doug removed his jacket and lay it on the floor, kneeling on top of it. With a quick motion, he slid my thong the rest of the way to my ankles and assisted me in stepping out of it. He placed the tiny wet white patch into his pocket, then placed both hands on my bottom, pulling me to his face. He lifted my right leg over his left shoulder. The only thing I love more than a man eating my pussy is a man who enjoys the task. Doug was one of those men. The way he devoured me with loud slurps and sounds of enjoyment was as arousing as the act itself. In no time he had me squirming beneath his tongue while his fingers wiggled and thrust in my core. He must have sensed I was close because he turned his attention to my thighs until my pants turned into whimpers.

"Please don't stop," I begged, hoping he would finish the job and let me orgasm.

Doug gave my ass a quick slap. "I forgot to read you your rights." He rose and roughly squeezed my right breast, latching my nipple between his fingers. "You have the right to remain silent." His right hand dipped between my legs, finding my clit and I squealed. "If you speak, anyone walking by will hear you." His fingers were working magic on my chest and clit. I opened my mouth to cry out and his lips closed on mine, his tongue probing my mouth.

I came, clenching my thighs around his hand. My body twisted as my climax burst forth. When I finished, Doug took his cum soaked hand and spread my juices across my chest before letting me lick his fingers clean.

I don't know how he resisted the urge to lift my legs around his waist and fuck me. I could see the purple head of his cock glistening. Veins bulged from his shaft. Somehow, Doug controlled the urge. He uncuffed my wrists and ordered me to get dressed. "We need someplace more….public to show everyone what happens to naughty little sluts."

My pussy twitched and puckered at the thought. What could he have in mind?
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The Doctor is In


Once I was dressed in all but my thong, Doug took my hand and led me to the back of the bar where a pool table was. The room was deserted at the time, with all the guests in the main room enjoying the free food and drink in the party area. That didn't mean I couldn't hear them and if they had to use the restroom, they would get an eyeful. Doug pushed me face down on the covered pool table and snapped the cuffs back on my hands. I heard him unbuckling his belt as he said, "Interesting game, pool. You thrust with your stick to get your balls into the hole." As he said the word stick, his cock pushed between my legs, pressing through my wet folds. I moaned excitedly, knowing as Doug's cock finally filled my need.

Unexpectedly, but not unwelcomed, Doug slapped my ass hard, sending a wave of pleasure through my body. "Naughty girl. If you do what I say, I will let you off with a warning."

I was impressed he was still keeping his role as a dirty cop but I wasn't sure I wanted him to let me off. Doug gave me another slap before pushing his thick shaft into my dripping pussy.

"Is that how you sluts like it?"

So he wanted some banter. "Yes, fuck me hard, Doug. Fuck me hard."

I was at his mercy as my hands were behind my back. Doug hoisted me farther over the table so my feet no longer touched the floor. He then began thrusting his cock into my pussy, holding the cuffs with one hand like he was riding a horse. His other hand dug into my hip.

"Such a tight little cunt."

Dirty talk always took me to new levels of arousal and Doug was getting into it. With my head on the table and my legs off the ground, I was helpless to do anything other than enjoy the cock filling my pussy. My moans and groans echoed in the small room as his long shaft slammed against the back of my cunt. His downward curve succeeded in rubbing my G-spot with each stroke. The beautiful harmony of his cock sloshing through my wet with loud squishes blended with the melodious tones of pleasure coming from my mouth. Other than a few base profanities, I was unable to form coherent words.

Doug's hard and long shaft was driving me to the heights of pleasure as his balls slapped my clit. I felt my orgasm near when a cough caused me to look to my left where I saw a group of partygoers gathering to watch me get pounded. Their arousal was unmistakable. Some even had freed their cocks and were slowly jerking them. Others had their hands down their date's pants. The added element of an audience was enough to get me over the edge. "I'm coming," I screamed as my climax shook through my body. Doug continued plowing my core until the sensations in my pussy became too ticklish and I tried pushing him away with my legs. He took the hint and rolled me onto my belly, turning me so my head hung over the edge of the table. My lips parted hungrily as his glistening shaft approached my face. It only took 10 strokes in my mouth before Doug launched several shots of cream down my throat. As he softened between my lips, he let me suck every drop of our juices off his shaft.

Now, ordinarily, I would have been extremely satisfied with two orgasms and a cum cocktail. However, it seemed my night was just beginning. Mark approached, helping me off the table so Doug could undo the handcuffs. When I was free, he assisted me with removing my doctor's outfit and guided me gently to my knees. "Well, Dr. It seems several party guests have developed a rigidity of a certain muscle and I understand you know a particular cure. I know they would love to cover you in their cum, if that is all right with you."

Trust Mark to know how to stir my desire. "You had me at several," I said, licking Doug's come off my lower lip. "The remedy is to suck all the cream out of their swollen appendage."

Mark smirked. "Anytime you want to stop, just let me know."

I didn't dignify his sarcasm with a response. Instead, I unzipped his pants and freed the bulging cock that had fucked me to oblivion on many occasions. With my hands no longer restrained, I was able to take control, grabbing his shaft and stuffing him into my mouth. From the corner of my eye, I noticed a few people were waiting in line behind Mark and my pussy purred with excitement. I wondered where Mark's wife was, but my answer came shortly when her hand slipped around his waist and held the base of his cock while I swallowed his shaft. Knowing she was on board with his play time spurred me on. I am not a homewrecker so I appreciate when I know there is spousal consent.

When you have sex with someone a few times, you start to recognize their taste and Mark's delicious precum was a welcome return for my palate.

I stroked and sucked his cock, squeezed his balls, and delighted at his increasingly ragged breath and moans of pleasure. He held my head in his hands but didn't try to force the pace. To my surprise, Britt rattled off some hot nasty talk.

"That's right Jessie, take all of Mark's cock into your tight little mouth. He has told me what a good little cock sucker you are, and now that I see you in action, I know why he is always super aroused when he tells me what you did for him. I bet you can't wait for his cum to spill into your mouth."

I mumbled, "Oh fuck," around his cock. Britt's words were soaking my pussy again. Mark lasted a long time, but much shorter than he usually does as I was on a mission. The growing line of men with their zippers open had me eager to please. With a yelp, Mark's first load of cum filled my throat. Before the second load exploded, Britt pulled him out of my mouth and showered my chest with several loads until it was covered in white pearls.

The next man in line politely waited until I motioned him forward. I recognized him as Pauly from accounting. I had never seen his cock. It was small but thick and darker than Mark's. Large blue veins stood like ridges along his shaft. I took my time, licking the underside until his shaft was slick and ready, then swallowing him in one gulp. After Mark's larger cock had prepared my mouth, taking him in was easy. I was vaguely aware of people cheering me on as I bobbed and sucked until Pauly shot his load. His cream was more sour than Mark's and I swallowed two loads before spraying the rest on my chin and neck.

A stranger approached, introducing himself as Tom. As I began sucking his thin, average-length cock, my hand was wrapped around the cock of the person next in line. I guess he couldn't wait for my mouth. I held him in my grip, jerking when I could focus and squeezing when I couldn't. Tom kept whispering 'Suck me baby" as I took him deep into my throat. As soon as he came, I switched cocks and began sucking the thicker, shorter cock in my hand. By the time I finished him off, taking the last spray on my tits, my mouth was sore. I stood up and waved the next in line off for a needed break. Someone handed me a water bottle. "Thank you. Oh!" I hadn't sensed Britt's approach, but while I accepted the drink, she latched her mouth onto my neck and began licking my cum necklace. Her hands explored my body the way only a woman could, slowly, sensually, making even the soft spots around my hips an erogenous zone. I managed a few sips of water before her mouth latched onto my soaked nipple, drawing my swollen nub into her mouth.

The crowd watched intently as Britt helped me up to the edge of the pool table and positioned herself between my legs.  With the boost from the table, her face was the perfect height for her to feast on my cum soaked breasts.  

“You look delicious” she exclaimed before surrounding my left nipple with her strawberry lips.  My eyes fluttered and glazed over as she suckled and nipped at the engorged nub.  To steady myself, I placed a hand on her shoulder, running my fingers lazily through her silky blond locks.

My grip tightened when her fingers darted into my folds with a squish.   While my mouth had been filled with cocks, my pussy had been neglected during that time.  Britt fingered me the way only another woman could, awakening my hunger to feel a hard cock.  When I thought she would make me come, she instead disengaged, gently pushed me until I was horizontal, and replaced her fingers with her tongue.  She lapped eagerly at my cunt, moaning in delight as she savored my taste.  I couldn’t stop myself from squirming as my body shivered and shook.  Her technique revealed some experience in pussy eating and she soon had me begging for her to allow me to come.

That’s when she worked two fingers into my pussy, thrusting hard and fast.  I pulled my legs tight to my chest, feeling an overwhelming ripple beginning to roll from my core in all directions.  I could tell my impending climax was going to be powerful.

With a steady whimper, I turned my head, catching Mark’s eye and his now restored erection standing proud like a monument.  It only took a moment to picture him plowing into me for my orgasm to release. My bucking hips didn’t hide the gush of cum streaming from my pussy.  I don’t squirt often but Britt’s tongue and fingers took me there after being denied for so long.  I vaguely heard the ooh’s and ahh’s from the crowd along with some applause as they appreciated my climax.  

I felt Britt disengage from my body as the group let my orgasm run its course.  When I was finished, Mark helped me sit up, giving me some water.  

“Think you can handle having that pussy pummeled?” He asked, tracing circles over my stomach with a finger.  

I gulped down the rest of the water and nodded, hoping my cum crusted face looked seductive enough.

He chuckled knowingly, his hand guiding me once again onto my back.  As soon as my head hit the felt, Britt’s mouth was there, pressing on mine as she crawled forward on the table.  The mix of Strawberry lipstick and my juices was intoxicating.  My view was now of her neck as her tongue danced with mine so jerked in surprise as Mark’s cock spread my folds and pressed against my opening. 

“Mmmph” I moaned, nearly biting Britt’s swirling tongue. Despite my soaked pussy and all the preparation for the night’s festivity, Mark’s girth remained a tight fit.  He pushed slowly, holding my hips steady until he breached all resistance and slid in with a pop and a smack sound.  Britt chose that moment to crawl forward until she could nibble on my breasts.  Of course, this left her small pear-shaped boobs dangling invitingly over my maps.  I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her close until I could suck on her long, thin nipples.  

As I tugged her left one into my mouth she groaned and drew in a breath, taking my nipple into her mouth sharply.   She must be really sensitive I thought as I nipped and licked her bosom.  

Mark had worked his way inside my pussy now and I could feel him deep.  He hoisted my legs off the table until the underside of my thighs rested against his chest and my calves lay over his shoulders. 

Using my legs for leverage, he thrust a long slow thrust, testing my limits.  I squirmed, my arousal flooding over his cock.  I heard the squish followed by a soft slap as he pushed in harder, his balls slapping the tender skin below my cunt.  God, he felt good.  

Britt tugged my nipple as far as it would go, then released it, causing a wonderful sting and a whimper as I realized her talented mouth was not returning.  Instead, she moved into a squat over my face, showing me her soaked pussy lips.  They were darker than mine, a stark contrast to her fair skin but they puckered invitingly as she ran a finger through her wetness and then rubbed it over my lips.  

“You’ve made me so wet tonight, you gorgeous little cunt.”. 

Britt continued fingering herself as I watched helplessly and breathless, as her juices flowed like a river through her folds. The tiny taste she gave me wasn’t enough and I began begging her to let me eat her. 

“Please.  Uh uh, let me uhhngh taste you.”. Each of Mark’s thrusts made me fumble my pleas. 

Britt laughed

“Mmm, you are so deliciously slutty.  If I wasn’t so turned on I would make you wait.”

The next thing I knew her pussy was closing the gap and landed on my mouth.  Well, I knew what to do with that.  I licked and sucked her with abandon, delighted that she let me have her sweet treat.  Once settled, her hands palmed my tits, squeezing, tugging, and when I struck a sensitive spot, just holding them for balance.  Mark’s cock had achieved an arousing rhythm.

The passion welling up in my core had reached the plateau just before an orgasm but I was overstimulated.  The concentration it took to lick Britt kept me on the edge and When Mark started announcing he was close, I squealed in protest as I was almost there myself.  When he pulled out and shot a hot, thick stream of cum onto my clit, I wailed in pleasure.  My body was quivering but I still hadn’t plunged over the edge.

Britt came on my face moments later yelling “So fucking hot” 

I put my fingers on my clit, rubbing furiously but I didn’t think I would come.  Then, without warning, I felt a warm splash on my left side.  Then another from my right.  I couldn’t see, but I knew it was other men climaxing on my body. Several more followed quickly, putting me over the edge.  I came screaming into Britt’s still twitching cunt. Then disappeared into an orgasm coma.

“Oh, welcome back, Jessie.” Mark sounded bemused.  Britt helped me sit up on what appeared to be a booth cushion and placed a glass of water to my lips.  “Drink” she commanded.  

My body was sore and sticky but felt blissful.  They filled me in how I continued shaking for a good 5 minutes before falling asleep.  They stayed with me while the rest of the group mingled until the party ended 30 minutes ago.  They wanted to make sure I was ok.  

“Come on Jessie, we can take you home now.”

“I don’t want to be a bother,” I said groggily.

“Not at all, it is on our way and we wouldn’t trust any old driver to get you home with you smelling so good.”

“You mean like sex?  I don’t know, that woman who drove me here was quite attractive.  The ride might have been fun”. We all chuckled.  

“Come on.  We can talk on the ride. I have so many questions.” Britt took my hand and led me to the parking garage where Mark’s Mercedes awaited.

Britt was extremely curious about my Hotwife adventures, especially the ones that involved Mark.  Mark listened intently humoring us when we shared our reactions to his size taste and skills.  I learned that they have had an open relationship since they first met, mostly at her initiation because she had a female friend with benefits she wasn’t about to give up just because she met Mark.  Luckily, he was open, and over the years it has developed into some wild affairs though till now she had only played with other women.  I understood that. Mark was thick, long, and a very considerate lover.  Still, Britt confessed, thoughts of different partners or multiple at once have entered her head recently.  Hearing about my adventures has caused her to explore some hidden desires. 

“I’ll call you this weekend” Britt hollered as I left the car.  “I can’t wait to have you for dinner.”. She blushed, then clarified. “Over for dinner.”
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Epilogue


As I tiptoed into the house I found Martin seated on the leather recliner, a book lying on his chest, snoring loudly.   He wore only his favorite pair of underwear, the Star Wars lightsaber ones.

Abandoning my quiet approach, I said loudly, “We both know you don’t snore, Martin,” I said, straddling his lap, still in my barely there doctor costume, finding him hard beneath his boxers.  “Perhaps there is a new medical condition I need to cure “ I ground my still-wet pussy over his hard-on as I slowly got my second wind.   

“That depends, my dear,” he responded, dropping the fake sleep act and placing his hands on the curve of my waist,  just above my hips.  “What medicine can you offer.”

I made a show of pulling my thong aside and spreading my folds, making sure my finger glistened with the mixture of Mark and my cum.  Once soaked, I placed my pointer against his lips, tracing the outline until they parted and Martin eagerly bathed my finger with his tongue.  

“Mmmm.  Tastes fresh!  Why don’t you tell me all about it while I grab some more of the cure.”

Mark isn’t ripped, but he has surprising strength for his wiry frame.  He rose, hoisting me up into his arms, carried me to the couch, and placed my bottom on the center cushion.  

As I started to tell him about Doug’s bathroom delights, Martin slowly lapped at my pussy, savoring my juices.  I was reminded of how good he was at cunnilingus.  It was the reason he earned a second date.  

I still remember that first night.  A mutual friend introduced us but we kept playing phone tag until I reached the point where I was going to back out because he wasn’t able to fit me in.  Then he texted the address of my favorite bar and told me to meet him there in an hour.    I was in full panic mode as I hadn’t had my hair done, or shaved my legs.  I barely had time for a shower and dressed quickly.  By the time I left the house I no longer gave a fuck. 

Well if he likes me in my most basic, he will love me when I clean up! 

He was waiting at the bar, recognized me immediately though he had only seen one or two photos, and stood, holding my chair like a gentleman.  I wish I could say that the first meeting was a storybook romance, but it started very awkwardly.  I ramble when I am nervous especially when the conversation lags and that night was no exception. With 2 drinks into me, I blurted out, “When was your last orgasm?”. Suddenly we entered into a test of limits, peppering us with increasingly personal questions about our kinks.  Or I should say, my kinks.  Martin didn’t have any.  Nor much experience.  He spent most of the evening listening to my stories about strange places and situations I had enjoyed, yet he seemed truly intrigued. I decided he wasn’t going home without a story he could tell the next girl he dated.  

As we talked, my foot teased its way over his leg until it landed gently in his crotch.  I was pleased to find him hard as a rock and rammed him with my toes, getting a sense of his length.  I could see the strain on his face as he attempted to keep the conversation going despite my rubbing.  When he was squirming in his seat, his face beet red, I excused myself to the bathroom.  In the stall, I fingered my damp folds until they were dripping. When I returned, I handed him my wet panties and slid next to him on the booth bench.  I bit his earlobe playfully while I unzipped his zipper and freed his cock. “Play along and don’t make a sound.” With one hand, I fed him some of the ice cream brownies while I jerked him with the other, spreading his leaking cum over his shaft.  If some got on his lips, I licked it off.  He covered my hand with a napkin just before coming into what seemed like gallons of cream.  We still have that napkin as I didn’t want to leave it for anyone to clean up. 

We paid our bill and went to his car.  At the time he drove an SUV.  The orgasm must have brought out his wild side because he lifted me into the passenger row and knelt on the carpet, diving enthusiastically into my now-naked treasure before the door finished closing. He was eager, but the first few licks seemed exploratory, almost random. Every time something felt good, he moved to another pattern. My instinct was to push him away and switch to fucking because his skills seemed lacking. Then, without warning, he found a pattern that hit me hard. I let out a gasp. Although I expected him to pass on to another, less exciting pattern, he surprised me, continuing his sensual dance around my clit and folds as if they were long-time partners. My passion rose quickly until I was screaming, begging him to keep going and make me come. When he added his fingers to my pussy I came harder than I remember coming before. He drove me to his place where we spent the weekend. I made him lick me to orgasm so many times and each one was better than the last as he learned what I liked. I decided then and there he was a keeper. It didn't hurt that he checked off every other box on my list. Good provider, good job, gentleman except when it counted, and, as I found out later, extremely open-minded.

Martin's tongue quickly found my spot and I felt a rush of endorphins. When I arrived home, I was sore and exhausted from the night, but Martin's tongue was working its magic. Not to mention that the more I related the story to Martin, the more aroused we both became. I placed one hand on Martin's head and the other on my breast, squeezing both as Martin drove me over the edge into a blissful orgasm.

"How do you want me, stud?" I rewarded Martin with the choice of how he would finish. I could see his cock sticking out from the hole in his boxers, pointing at me expectantly, his tip oozing precum.

Martin stood, his face covered in my juices, and flipped me onto my hands and knees. He pressed his cock into my pussy and drove into me easily. After all, I was so wet from his licking and Mark's creampie that he slid in easier than usual. His hands grabbed my hips and he said loudly, "Tell me again how you licked Britt while Mark destroyed your pussy."

I relayed all the details a second time, reaching my hand between my legs and rubbing my clit. With my fingers, I could feel Martin's strokes giving him a little friction on the upswing. His voice made that pitch change which signalled his orgasm.

"I'm going to come!" he warned, just before pulling out and spraying my bottom with his seed.

Afterward, he helped me get cleaned up in the shower and we spooned in bed. Just before we fell asleep, Martin said, "Just wait until you see what I have in store for you this Christmas!"

"Hotwife Dreams," I whispered and promptly fell asleep.

~~~~End~~~~
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Don’t miss the next book in the series, Hotwife Party Teacher, by Sofie Young
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Find it here:
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Don’t miss the entire series!

Halloween Hookups

This Halloween, nine daring wives are stepping out solo for some tantalizing tricks and treats.

Dressed to thrill at office parties and seasonal soirées, these adventurous women are ready to explore their deepest desires—all while their husbands wait at home.

From boardroom to ballroom, these contemporary tales of Halloween mischief will ignite your imagination. No magic needed—just a dash of courage, a splash of temptation, and a costume that begs to be admired.

Indulge in nine sizzling stories from hotwife authors who know how to turn up the heat.
This Halloween, it's time for these wives to unmask their wildest fantasies.

Are you ready for a night of Halloween Hookups?

Check out all nine books:
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https://mybook.to/crosspartykitten

Hotwife Party Bunny by Alec Lake:
https://mybook.to/lakepartybunny

Hotwife Party Pirate by Alexa Sommers:
https://mybook.to/sommerspartypirate

Hotwife Party Princess by Hank Dolworth:
https://mybook.to/dolworthpartyprin

Hotwife Party Devil by Lillia Wett:
https://mybook.to/wettpartydevil

Hotwife Party Librarian by Grace Beaumont:
https://mybook.to/beaumontpartylibr

Hotwife Party Doctor by Hardison Parker:
https://mybook.to/hardisonpartydoctor

Hotwife Party Teacher by Sofie Young:
https://mybook.to/youngpartyteacher

Hotwife Party Cheerleader by Sierra Dumont:
https://mybook.to/dumontpartycheer
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