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About This Book



This Valentine’s Day, Dan is going to give his wife the ultimate gift -- permission to sleep with as many men as she wants to over the course of one long weekend. There’s only one rule: he gets to pick them out.

Last summer their anniversary trip took an unexpected turn when Sarah’s husband shared her with a passing hiker. The interlude reinvigorated their relationship and showed them that bringing a third person into their relationship was something they both desired.

Dan is a powerful CEO, but despite all his billions of dollars, nothing makes him feel more powerful than sharing his young, beautiful wife with other men. He loves the feeling of control over the men, and his wife too. Most of all, he loves taking his pleasure in Sarah after she’s been with someone else, claiming her and reminding her who she belongs to.

Nothing makes Sarah feel more desirable than when her husband shares her. But will her husband really be okay with so much sharing in one weekend? She hopes so, because this hotwife retreat idea has her feeling hot, needy, and ready to see exactly how much she can take.

"A Hotwife's Retreat" is a fast and fun story of wife sharing, voyeurism, and sexy vacation adventures.

Be sure to check out a free preview of Britney Bale’s first-time hotwife story “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 everyone who was happy with their partner but still wondered “what if”…

What if they shared me? What if they watched me? What if they let someone use me like a personal fuck toy and then treated me like the princess I am?


Chapter One – The Surprise



“Great dinner honey, just like always.”

Dan smiled at his young wife across the table. Not for the first time, he thanked whatever gods there were in the sky that he’d found Sarah.

His wife was a beauty, with a slim but curvy body that she’d honed through hours of cycle class and pilates. Her muscular legs and trim waist were offset by the curves of her perky breasts and rounded hips. With her strawberry blonde hair, pale white skin, and bright green eyes she almost looked too perfect, like his own personal doll.

He was lucky to have her. Sure, he was wealthy, and he was no slouch in the looks department himself, but at fifty-one he was twenty-five years older than his young and vibrant wife. When he’d first met her at a work meeting, he couldn’t believe she was interested in him.

As he got to know her and saw the kind heart that lay behind her looks, he’d realized she was the full package. He’d set out to lock her down as quickly as possible. He moved her in with him after six months and married her six months after that. He’d have done it sooner, but she’d wanted a fancy wedding, and he hadn’t had it in him to deny her. After all, it was the first marriage – and hopefully the last – for both of them.

The day he put a ring on her finger, and she was officially his, was the first time he was able to relax and take a deep breath since the beginning of their relationship.

After a year of wedded bliss, Dan had come to realize just marrying her wasn’t enough. Sarah needed attention. She needed adventure. She needed to be reminded how beautiful she was. And sometimes, she needed something kinky – like to get a good hard spanking or to fuck another man while her husband watched.

The first time he’d shared his wife with another man it had been a whim. He’d planned a trip for their anniversary – a weekend alone in the woods. It had been a huge miscalculation. His wife might be a sweetheart, but she was also a bit spoiled. Sleeping on the ground, even with a high-end air mattress, had not been her idea of fun.

He’d been about to bag the whole trip when a hiker came through. Young. Strong. And staring at his wife while she sunbathed in a bikini, not even trying to hide his attraction to her. The dude had mumbled something about wishing he had a woman like Sarah and suddenly Dan had wanted nothing more than to share his wife. To watch someone else fuck that sweet pussy that belonged only to him.

Dan couldn’t say why, but the idea of loaning her to another man, being in charge of them both, reclaiming her when they were done…it appealed to his controlling side in a way he hadn’t expected. Or maybe he should have, given his love for the wife sharing porn he sometimes watched after Sarah went to bed.

After his wife had assured her that she was as interested in trying it as he was, Dan gave the hiker permission to do what he wanted. Then he settled down in a camp chair and watched a stranger pound his wife on a picnic table.

He wasn’t sure who enjoyed it more, the hiker, his wife, or Dan himself. They’d talked afterward and he and Sarah had agreed to find a play partner to repeat the experience. It had been Sarah who finally found someone, and they’d played together a couple of times, but Dan’s schedule was a bear. Being a CEO didn’t leave a lot of time for play dates with other men who wanted the same things that they did.

He knew he could let Sarah go on dates with other men alone, let her come back and tell him all about it later, but for him, most of the fun was watching. Seeing his wife acting like his personal porn star. Roughly stroking his dick while he watched some hot young stud come all over her ass. Just thinking about it had him half hard.

“I have a surprise for you.”

Sarah looked up from her plate. “What kind of surprise?”

“Valentine’s Day is coming up in a few weeks, and I thought we’d go away for a long weekend.”

With his job, a long weekend was all that he could manage.

“It’s not camping is it? Because it’s winter and you know I hate to be cold.”

He gave her a wry smile. “Don’t worry, I remember how you feel about camping, kitten. This time I booked something that I think might be more your speed.”

She raised her eyebrows as he took a brochure out of his suit jacket pocket.

“We’re going to Temptation in Paradise. It’s an adults-only resort in the Bahamas that specializes in hedonistic pleasure.”

“Are you saying they specialize in sex?” she asked incredulously. She looked more excited than she’d been the night he presented her with a diamond engagement ring.

He nodded.

“I signed us up for a personal retreat. We’ll have access to a variety of classes as well as events and activities.”

“What if I just want to relax on the beach?” she asked.

“We can do as much, or as little, as we feel like. I planned this weekend just for you.”

“It sounds perfect,” she said as she studied the brochure. “I see from this brochure they have play partners and all kinds of sexy activities.”

“They sure do. Here’s my proposal for you, kitten. While we’re at Temptation in Paradise, you can sleep with as many men as you want. I just have two rules.”

“What are they?”

“I will pick the men. You tell me how many you want, how often you want it, you can even fuck a different man every hour if you want, but I’ll decide who I share you with.”

“Sounds fair, as long as I have veto power if someone creeps me out or something.”

“Of course. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“What’s the second rule?”

“Whenever you’re done with the man, I get to do whatever I want to you, for as long as I want.”

“How is that any different from our usual day?” she teased. “I’m in.”


Chapter Two – The Arrival



Sarah looked around in delight as the young bellman carried their bags to the cabana. She liked this place already. Temptation in Paradise was the epitome of luxury, just the kind of place she liked. It was a far sight better than that damn camping trip in the woods her husband had inexplicably planned for them last time they went on vacation.

Her eyes traced the muscled back of the guy carrying their suitcases. He was young, dark skinned, completely ripped, and half naked, wearing only a loincloth. Totally a stud.

Not that her husband was a slouch in the looks department. He was tall and broad with wide shoulders, hard abs, defined pecs and thickly muscled arms any woman would die for. He worked out every day without fail, and it showed. Dan had thick dark hair and a square jaw that always had a bit of scruff. If it wasn’t for the threads of silver in his hair, her husband would pass for a much younger man.

She and Dan followed the man down the path, both of them looking around. The fresh ocean breeze lifted the edges of her hair and swirled her skirt around her knees. Then Sarah did a double take as a woman dressed in what looked like a leather bikini walked by leading an older man on a leash. He was completely naked except for a cock cage. She couldn’t help but stare.

“I guess it’s true that anything goes here,” Dan whispered in her ear.

They arrived at their beachfront cabana, opening the sliding glass doors in the back to let in the air, listening as the bellman explained the amenities of their accommodations. It was the height of luxury, with marble floors, high-end furniture, and bamboo wood ceilings. They could see the ocean waves only a short distance from the cabana. It was incredible.

“There you go sir, ma’am,” the bellman said politely. “Is there anything else I can do for you?”

It was a little hot in the cabana, so Sarah took off her overshirt, revealing a tight tank top beneath. She couldn’t help but notice that the young man’s eyes went right to her tits. Apparently, Dan noticed too.

“What’s your name?” he asked the man.

To his credit, the man pulled his eyes away from her rack to look her husband in the eye.

“Jamal, sir.”

“My wife is very beautiful, is she not?”

“Yes sir.”

“I was reading in the resort’s paperwork that many of the staff are available for extra…services. By any chance, are you one of those who are for hire?”

“Yes, I am.”

This time when Jamal looked at her, his eyes were bright with desire, the formal mask gone.

“Well, my wife’s had a long trip and she’s a little wound up from finishing up some work projects. I think she could use an orgasm to help her unwind. Would you like to warm her up for me?”

Sarah couldn’t believe the casual way they were talking about this, as if they were talking about the weather instead of hiring some stud to fuck her.

“I’d love to, sir. And I was just about to go on my dinner break, so I could help you now if you’d like.”

“Perfect. We signed all the forms, and our card is on file for the charges.”

“Very well.” Jamal looked pleased. “I can just add it to your tab then. Do you have any requests, sir?”

Sarah noticed that no one was asking her what she wanted. It was both humiliating and thrilling.

“How about you show us the lanai?”

“You want us to…out there? Where could anyone see me?” Sarah asked in shock.

“Of course, kitten. I want everyone to see how beautiful my wife is when she comes. You make the most adorable orgasm face.”

Her cheeks heated, but she followed the men outside obediently. She knew if she protested, Dan would back off, but she couldn’t deny being excited about this turn of events.

Jamal sat on a chaise lounge while Dan angled an Adirondack chair a few feet away to a place where he’d have a front row view of the action. He looked excited.

“Strip for the man, kitten.”

Sarah looked around and not seeing anyone too close, slowly pulled her tank top over her head, then released her bra, freeing her tits. Both men stared at her like they’d never seen breasts before. When she dared to glance down, she realized that they were both becoming aroused. It made her feel powerful.

After kicking off her sandals, Sarah slowly shimmied out of her light cotton skirt, standing in front of them in just her thong, bare ass pointed at her husband. She was already dripping wet.

Jamal crooked his finger, beckoning her closer. “Come.”

She walked to stand next to him and he hooked one thick finger through the elastic waistband of her thong, pulling it down to her knees. She jiggled her legs, allowing it to fall to her ankles, and stepped out. Jamal stared at her pussy, licking his lips. His dark eyes sparkled with desire.

She looked over her shoulder at her husband, who was watching them both intently, one hand pressed against the fly of his light linen pants. He’d bought them just for this trip.

Jamal grabbed her by the waist, lifting her up in the air as if she weighed nothing, and settling her on his lap, her knees on either side of his thick thighs.

“Take it out,” he ordered, nodding to the little loincloth he wore.

Sarah had been raised to be an independent woman. Yet she couldn’t help but enjoy being bossed around in this situation. She slid the fabric down, releasing his enormous cock. It was lighter than Jamal’s abdomen, but still a dark ebony, save for the bead of white pre-cum at the lighter colored tip. She licked her lips.

Jamal shifted her, lining his cock up against her opening, and without any preamble, pulled her down. She gasped. Thankfully she was already soaking wet, but even so, she felt uncomfortable full, stretched wide.

Jamal leaned his head forward, catching one nipple in his mouth, and sucking hard before moving away with a pop. He repeated the process on the other side, drawing deeply on her nipple and making her squirm.

“Your wife has great tits.” His eyes shone with appreciation as he continued staring at her breasts.

“I know, they’re spectacular,” Dan said calmly.

Jamal dropped his head again, sucking on one nipple while pinching the other between his fingers, then switching sides. Sarah bit her lip to bite back a moan.

“Let’s see how they look when they bounce.”

Jamal tightened his fingers on her waist and began slamming her up and down on his cock so roughly that all she could do was hold on. God, she loved it when they were rough, it satisfied something primal, deep inside her. She gripped the bellman’s shoulders, her head falling back, her mouth opening in pleasure as her heavy breasts bounced up and down in time with their movements.

“You look so sexy kitten.” Dan sounded proud.

“She sure does.”

Sarah’s eyes widened as she heard a third male voice. She turned her head to see two men watching from the path to the beach that ran between their cabana and the next one. Meanwhile Jamal continued using her like his own personal fuck toy, lifting her up and down like she weighed nothing.

One man pressed his hand against his growing erection as the other gave her a lascivious smile. His hand was in his shorts, obviously stroking himself.

“Don’t get bashful on our account sweetheart.”

Damned if being watched by strangers didn’t make her even more excited. Even when she turned back to face Jamal, she could feel them staring at her. It only took a few more violent thrusts before she felt her body tighten. She screamed out her orgasm, clenching her pussy around Jamal’s cock.

“Fuck, you’re squeezing me tight,” Jamal grunted as he released his seed inside her, filling her up.

When he was finished, he released his hold on her waist, and she sagged against his chest for a long moment, trying to catch her breath. He smelled like coconut oil, she noticed.

“Show’s over,” Dan called to the other men, “But find us later if you want to play.”

“Thanks for letting us watch.”

Dan stood up, ignoring his raging hard-on and walked over to Sarah, taking her hand, and gently pulling her off Jamal. He wasn’t the kind of guy who made it a practice to study other guys’ dicks, but he couldn’t help but notice that even totally flaccid, Jamal was enormous. It fueled him with a strong, almost primal need to fuck the memory of that big black cock right out of his wife.

He dug into his pocket, taking out a hundred dollar bill and handing it to the still-naked man relaxing on the lounger.

“For you, Jamal. Thank you.”

Jamal’s smile was huge.

“My pleasure.”

“Come on kitten,” Dan told her. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”


Chapter Three – Making Changes



Dan walked Sarah naked through the cabana, unconcerned about anyone seeing anything. With the exception of the restaurants, the entire resort was clothing optional, so he left her discarded clothes on the patio for now. Besides, multiple people had already seen her having sex out there.

When they got to the large, marbled shower, Dan turned on the water, adjusting the temperature, then shucked his clothes. Sarah stood by silently, looking a little dazed, the way she did after a good, hard fucking.

“Did you like that, kitten?” he asked.

She met his eyes. “It was hot.”

He made his voice hard. “You’re such a dirty little slut, fucking some strange guy while everyone watches.”

Her face turned pink. For most of their relationship, he never would have dreamed of talking to her like this, no matter how much it turned him on. But after their camping trip, after her interlude with the hiker, he’d learned that he and his sweet little wife had a few kinks in common.

He’d learned she liked to flirt with exhibitionism, as they’d done today. He’d learned that she had a humiliation kink. And he’d learned she liked to be spanked until her ass was glowing red, then fucked as rough as possible.

“In the shower,” he ordered. “Wash off that man’s cum.”

She obediently stepped into the shower, using the washcloth and shower cream to soap up her body, washing herself thoroughly, including between her legs. When Sarah was done, he spun her around, pinning her against the wall with his hard body, trapping her.

“Who do you belong to, kitten?”

“You.”

“I loved seeing you fuck yourself on his cock,” he told her. “But not as much as I love this.”

In one smooth move he grabbed her thighs, lifting her up enough that he could slam his cock into her channel. Her head bounced against the wall as he began to pound into her – hard.

“You’re beautiful,” he grunted, thrusting deep.

“You’re so damned sexy, every man who sees you wants you.” Another hard thrust.

“And you’re mine. My wife. My pussy. Mine to do whatever I want with you. Mine.”

His orgasm seemed to race down his spine, drawing up his balls and bursting from his cock in several long spurts. He pushed harder, wanting to erase any trace of the other man’s cum, even while he loved the fact that he had such a beautiful, desirable wife.

He couldn’t explain it, but he didn’t need to. Sarah loved being shared as much as he loved sharing her. And they both enjoyed it when he punished her after. That’s why he intended to share her again several times before the weekend was over.

They ordered room service for dinner. They were both starving from the trip, and from their interlude with Jamal, and their fun in the shower. After eating dinner on the terrace, they watched the sunset before heading to bed early, falling asleep wrapped in each other’s arms.

The next day they took advantage of some of the resort’s other activities. After participating in a beach yoga class, they had breakfast, took a snorkeling lesson, then hung around on the beach for several hours, watching the waves and working on their tans. It was the perfect day.

They’d missed lunch though, and after cleaning up, decided to head over for an early dinner. They set off for one of the restaurants that had a large outdoor terrace facing the ocean. It was a nice day and after leaving the cold of winter, they both wanted to spend as much time outdoors as possible.

“Some things you really need a bra for,” Sarah grimaced as they walked past a vigorous game of naked volleyball.

“Agreed.”

The hostess sat them at a table in the corner, providing them with a breathtaking view on both sides.

“This place is really great, honey. I love it here.”

Dan beamed, pleased that he’d picked something his wife liked better than the camping trip. After placing their food orders, Dan leaned forward, fixing her with a look.

“Oh my God, are you sick?”

“What?” He sputtered. “No. Why would you say that?”

“We’re on vacation and you look super serious, like you’ve got bad news.”

They both paused as the waitress brought their drinks, a beer for Dan and a pina colada for Sarah. They clinked glasses.

“Cheers,” Dan said.

“Cheers. Now tell me what the fuck is wrong.”

Dan couldn’t help but smile. “I ought to spank you later for that mouth.”

“I wish you would, you know I like that. Now quit stalling and spit it out.”

“As you know, I’ve been working a lot of hours at the company the last few years, building up my business.”

“Yeah, tell me about it.”

His lack of time for her was a constant source of contention between them.

“What I haven’t told you was why I’ve been doing that. Why I’ve been working so hard.”

Sarah shrugged. “You’re a workaholic who likes money?”

“I want to retire.”

She damn near spit out her drink. “But…you’re only fifty-six.”

“I want to retire so I can spend more time with my family,” he said carefully.

“We are not moving to Ohio,” she said firmly. “Besides, you know your sisters hate me and your mother is convinced I’m a gold-digging slut.”

Dan reached across to grab her hand. It was small and soft.

“I don’t want to move to Ohio. I want us to have a family of our own.”

“Wait, are you saying that you’re ready to have a baby?”

He was relieved to see that she didn’t hate the idea. They’d discussed it twice, once when they were dating and once right after they got married, and both of them had agreed while they wanted to have kids someday, they wanted that someday to be a few years off.

“I figured if I could put in a few good hard years, I’d be in a place where I could retire with more than enough residual income for us to live comfortably for the rest of our lives.”

“Why didn’t you ever say anything?” she asked.

“I wasn’t sure if it would work. At least not until we finished the merger.”

“And now?”

“It will work. I want to have a baby with you, Sarah. I want us to have a family together. And I want to be there with you every step of the way, not off in some office working.”

She leaned back in her chair, her eyes moving back and forth the way they did when she was thinking.

“And this trip?”

“I figured it was our last hurrah before you go off birth control.” He suddenly felt nervous. “I mean, if that’s what you want too.”

Sarah leapt out of her chair and sat on his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck.

“Promise me three things,” she whispered in his ear.

“Anything.”

“First, don’t keep a big secret like this from me again. I want to be involved in your life and your decisions, especially if they affect me. Or our future children.”

“Agreed.”

She nipped the shell of his ear between her teeth, and he groaned, his cock twitching in his pants.

“Second, if we have a baby I still want to work, at least part time.”

He opened his mouth, and she placed a finger against his lips. “I know you’re going to say we won’t need the money, but I still need a life of my own. I want a baby with you, I really do, but I don’t want to give up my whole life, my whole identity, just to be a mom.”

“I’ll stay home with the baby while you work then,” he promised. “Now what’s the third thing?”

“We figure out a way to explore our kinks even after we’re parents. I can’t go back to only having vanilla sex after all we’ve learned about each other and our needs.”

“You got it, kitten.”


Chapter Four – Are You Legal?



The idea of having a baby was like a dream come true to Sarah. She’d been thinking about it for a while but with her husband working ten or twelve hours a day, she’d decided that having a baby would never work. Maybe it was selfish, but she just couldn’t be one of those women who spent her entire day alone with no one but a baby to talk to.

But if she was going to let her husband knock her up, if she was going to spend nine months growing a baby and who knew how long afterwards nursing, she was going to need to make the most of this weekend.

Somehow just thinking about not being able to fuck other men for at least a year or more was making her incredibly horny.

They finished up their dinner and headed for a walk on the beach, smiling at all the people they passed along the way. She wondered if, like her, Dan was considering each passerby as a potential play partner. They walked until the light began to fade, then headed back, watching the sun set behind the ocean as they walked.

“How would you feel about going to the nightclub?” Dan asked her. “Apparently it’s quite a scene.”

“I saw that.”

After Dan had told her about Temptation in Paradise, she’d spent hours pouring over all the information she could find. The reviews had been fascinating.

“I saw the building where it is when we were coming back from the restaurant.”

They headed over in that direction, walking hand in hand. After showing their wrist bands to prove that they were vetted guests of the resort, the bouncer let them in.

“The dungeon is in the basement, club is on the main level, playrooms upstairs.”

She and Dan exchanged looks then walked into the most unusual nightclub she’d ever seen. There was a long bar along one wall, filled with people in various states of undress. A crowded dance floor was in the middle, filled with dancers in various states of undress, and long couches lined another wall.

They walked past a woman kneeling by the high-top tables, giving two men a blow job, alternating from one to the other. A little farther down a woman was getting spit roasted on a couch, while another woman was laying naked over a man’s knee, getting her bare ass spanked in front of everyone.

“Holy shit,” she breathed.

Even Dan looked impressed, and it took a lot to ruffle him.

They headed towards the bar, grabbing drinks, then settled on side-by-side stools, turning to face the activities inside the club. It didn’t take long for a cute blonde guy who looked like a surfer to approach her.

“Hey baby,” the man said, his eyes roving over her skimpy little sundress and the strappy heels that she’d put on for dinner. She knew she looked hot as fuck in this outfit.

“You lookin’ for some fun?”

She inclined her head. “It’s up to my husband.”

Surfer Boy turned expectantly towards Dan.

“You want to fuck my wife?” Dan asked him bluntly.

“Yep,” the man said emphatically. “She’s a beauty. You’re a lucky man.”

Dan took a long drink of his scotch. “What did you have in mind?”

“There are some couches free. I’d love to have her suck my cock, those lips are perfect.”

Dan drained the rest of his drink. “Let’s go.”

He grabbed Sarah’s hand, giving her a quick glance to make sure she was okay with it. She gave him a subtle nod.

Surfer Boy was wearing floral printed board shorts and a tight tee-shirt emblazoned with a fraternity logo, Greek letters in red against a plain white background. He was clearly a college student, barely legal, but he was hot.

“How old are you?” Dan asked, reading her mind.

“Twenty-two.”

Dan gave him a skeptical look but then remembered that if the kid had a wristband, he had to be both over twenty-one and an approved resort guest. This place was like Fort Knox; they didn’t let anyone in without vetting.

Sarah and Dan followed Surfer Boy to an “L”-shaped couch in the corner.

“I don’t want to dirty those pretty little knees of yours, so why don’t you sit on this couch and suck my cock with that pouty mouth of yours.”

Sarah felt a thrill at his coarse words. Perching at the edge of the couch, out of the corner of her eye she saw Dan settle at the other end where he would have a birds-eye view of the action. It made her feel safe to know that her husband was close by.

Surfer Boy was tall, and the couch was low, so when he shoved his crotch in front of her face he was just at the right level. The guy untied the strings holding his board shorts up on his narrow hips, then slid his shorts down to just beneath his ass, taking out his already-hardening cock.

He was totally bare, and she idly wondered if he waxed or shaved. He gave his cock several rough strokes as Sarah watched curiously. He wasn’t very thick, but he was long, longer than any guy she’d sucked off, and she had no doubt that thing was going to need to slide right down her throat.

“Open up, Slut.”

Sarah complied. Surfer Boy slid his hands into her hair, holding her head still as he shoved his cock into her mouth, pumping into her with more enthusiasm than finesse. She reached up to grab his hip, but he smacked her hand away.

“Don’t touch me, just take what I give you.”

Bracing her hands on the edge of the leather cushion, she let Surfer Boy use her mouth. With every stroke he pushed against the back of her throat, sometimes sliding down further, and she struggled to keep from gagging. Soon a mixture of pre-cum and drool was making its way down her chin, dripping into her lap.

It was hard and rough and impersonal. The guy was treating her like she was some two-bit whore he’d picked up on the corner. He wasn’t talking to her, wasn’t looking at her, and yet, she loved it. Out of the corner of her eye she could see Dan watching them, his gaze inscrutable.

Surfer Boy’s grunt was the only warning she had that he was about to come. His warm cum shot into her mouth and down her throat, and she swallowed furiously to get it all down.

When he softened, Surfer Boy pulled out, making quick work of pulling up his shorts. He turned to Dan and gave him one of those chin tilts that men used with each other.

“Thanks, man.”

And then he was gone. Sarah watched him leave in a daze.

“Get over here,” Dan ordered.

She stood up and he gestured for her to sit in his lap.

“You’re a mess,” he chided, pulling a handkerchief out of his pocket.

Sarah often teased him about carrying a handkerchief like he was someone’s grandpa, but right now she appreciated it.

Dan gently cleaned her face, then turned the messy part inward and returned the handkerchief to his pocket. Glancing down, he noticed that Sarah’s nipples were trying to punch through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Wow,” he said, giving one a tweak between his fingers. “Was that exciting for you? Did you like being treated like some stranger’s dirty little fuck toy?”

She nodded, and he shoved his hand between her legs, sliding up between her thighs to find the sodden fabric of her panties. He cupped her with his palm, stroking her a few times through the fabric. Her pelvis rocked against his hand, seeking relief. That public face fuck had really revved her up.

A man walked by, watching them with interest.

“Hey buddy,” Dan called to him. “My wife is horny and needs some relief, can you help her out?”

The man stopped dead, giving her a mischievous smile. This man was older, maybe around Dan’s age or a little older, with silver hair and a matching beard, neatly trimmed. He wasn’t fat, but he had the beginning of a paunch around his belly. Dressed in expensive slacks and a neatly pressed button-down shirt, he was as opposite from Surfer Boy as you could get.

“Yeah, I can take care of that for you.”

“She’s all yours.”


Chapter Five – The Silver Fox



“What’s your name, sweetheart?”

“Sarah.”

“I’m Ed, why don’t you join me on the other side, if you please.”

He reached out a hand to help Sarah off her husband’s lap, and she followed, charmed by his politeness. It was so different from the last guy, and equally appealing. She wasn’t sure what that said about her other than she liked variety.

Ed gestured for her to sit on the couch, and he sat down next to her, one beefy hand coming up to her shoulder. He leaned forward and pressed his lips against hers. She sighed, and his tongue swept in, eagerly exploring her mouth. The kiss deepened, and she found that she really liked kissing Ed.

His hands slid down to her shoulders, pushing the straps down, lowering the fabric until her breasts were free. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so Ed’s view was unencumbered when he pulled back to check them out.

“Nice rack, sweetheart.”

“Um, thanks.”

Ed cupped her large breasts, lifting them up and pushing them together a few times before returning to kiss her again. He reached for her hand, bringing it down to his crotch, and she dutifully stroked him over the fabric of his pants. She could feel his cock growing under her fingers and even through his pants she could tell she was not going to be disappointed by this cock. It felt enormous.

When they broke apart again, they were both breathing heavily. Ed pushed gently on her shoulder, and she laid back on the couch. The leather felt cold against her naked shoulders. He stood up, then slid her skirt up to her waist and pulled her underwear off, tossing them in Dan’s direction. From this position Sarah couldn’t see where they landed.

Ed moved onto the couch on hands and knees, pushing his way between her thighs and then lowering himself to lay on his stomach. He moved her legs over his shoulders, then leaned down to give her slit a nice, long lick. She damn near levitated off the couch.

Holding her hips, he went in again. She’d never been with someone with a full beard before, just a scruff, and she was surprised that the beard was softer and more ticklish than she was expecting.

“You taste delicious,” Ed told her.

He licked up and down her slit, tongue sliding between her lower lips as deep as it would go, stopping to give extra attention to her clit on each pass. After a few minutes he zeroed in on that swollen bundle of nerves, tapping it with his tongue, then circling it roughly before going back to tapping.

Her hips were pushing against his hands, wanting desperately to rock.

“Touch yourself,” Ed ordered. “Let me see how swollen you can get those pretty nipples.”

Without hesitation Sarah reached for her breasts, squeezing and rubbing her nipples until they were painfully hard. Ed’s eyes were fixed on her nipples even while he continued to eat her out.

She turned her head, looking for her husband, and Dan slid over on his end of the couch until he was in her view. He looked positively feral as he stared at her.

Dan pressed one hand against his cock, trying to relieve the pressure. He couldn’t believe how hot it was watching this obviously wealthy and powerful guy licking his wife’s pussy. He felt both proud and powerful. He’d found the perfect woman for himself, and clearly every other guy in this place wanted her too. He met Sarah’s eyes, glazed over with pleasure, her orgasm close.

Ed must have felt the stiffening in her body as well because he lifted to his knees, freeing his cock from his pants. It bounced up against his stomach, long and thick and angry looking. Sarah turned her attention back to the other man, eyes widening as she got a look at his monster cock.

“You ready?”

She nodded. Ed lowered his body over hers and she wrapped her legs around his hips as he plunged into her with one long push. She screamed at the sensation of being stretched wider than she ever had before.

“That’s right, I knew you could take me,” Ed praised.

Settling his elbows on either side of her shoulders, he began pounding into her with a steady rhythm. His movements were consistent with a man who’d had a lot of years of experience – both sure of himself and in control.

Ed tilted her hips a bit more to ensure he was rubbing her clit against her pelvic bone and suddenly Sarah was flying. Her orgasm rocked her body, making her clutch Ed’s shoulders as her entire body quivered.

She was still coming down when Ed said, “I’m coming.”

Ten seconds later she felt his hips jerk as he released his seed inside her in several long thrusts, filling her up. When he was done, he collapsed on top of her, his breath coming harshly right by her ear.

He took a moment to compose himself, before doing a reverse push-up to lift off her body.

“That good for you, sweetheart?” he asked.

The gesture was so sweet that she felt her eyes burn with unshed tears. “It was great,” she assured him.

He stood up, tucking himself back into his pants, then helped her stand up and bring her sundress back into place, covering her up once again. Ed stepped over to the other side of the couch and handed Dan a business card that he’d pulled out of his pocket.

“I’m leaving in the morning but if you’re ever in New York City, give me a call. I’d love to play with your wife again.”

Then, just like Surfer Boy, Ed disappeared into the crowd.


Chapter Six – One More For the Road



Sarah dropped onto the couch next to Dan, glancing at the tent in his pants.

“You want me to take care of that for you, honey?”

“Not just yet.”

He picked up his phone as it beeped.

“I’ve got something special for you. Upstairs.”

“Upstairs?” she asked in confusion.

“I rented us a playroom, and it’s ready for us.”

Dan got off the couch with difficulty and Sarah repressed a smile as he walked a little bull-legged due to his erection. Fortunately, in a place like this, no one paid the slightest bit of attention to a man with a hard-on and a woman who’d obviously just been fucked. Twice.

“Should we take the elevator?” she teased.

“I can do the stairs,” he growled. “And I’m going to redden your ass for that.”

“I hope you will,” she smiled.

They were met at the top of the stairs by a stern-faced security guard. After checking for their names on his clipboard, he led them through to a room with a number six on it.

“You’ve got two hours,” the man told them. “Everything you requested is in there.”

They opened the door and looked around. A large bed was in the center of the space, a satin bedspread neatly arranged on top. A spanking bench was in one corner, and on the other side, some contraption was hanging from the ceiling. Spanking implements were organized on a cork board, and shelves were neatly arranged with baskets bearing neatly typed cards specifying their contents.

“Holy crap.”

It was all Sarah could think to say as her eyes traveled over the bins offering a selection of vibrators, nipple clamps, handcuffs, and more. She’d never been particularly interested in BDSM other than a good erotic spanking, but she had to admit, all this stuff was making her curious.

“We’ve got almost every kink, every fantasy, in here,” Dan told her. “If you want to try something.”

A knock sounded on the door.

“But now it’s time to fulfill one of our mutual fantasies.”

The door opened and a giant of a man came in. He was tall and broad and bald, his head shining under the light filtering in from the hallway, dressed in tight black pants and a fitted black tee shirt that did little to contain his enormous biceps.

“Oh my God, my teenage fantasy.”

When Sarah and Dan had first gotten together, she’d gotten tipsy one night and admitted that when she was a teenager, she’d had a recurring sex dream about a huge bald man, dressed all in black, taking her virginity. She’d masturbated to that fantasy long after her virginity was gone. She’d been partial to muscular bald men ever since.

“How are you folks doing tonight?” the man asked with a friendly smile. “I’m the bull you ordered.”

At Sarah’s confused look, Dan explained, “In the kink world, a bull is someone who services your wife for you.”

She bit her lip, then whispered, “He can definitely service me. Any. Time.”

“That’ll get you another spanking,” Dan teased. “You’re such a slut. You’ve already been with two other men today besides me.”

“Let’s make it four.”

Dan was right, she was a slut. Other than their occasional hotwife adventures, Sarah had never even been with two men in one twenty-four hour period. She almost regretted being such a good girl in college, because it was an incredible ego boost knowing that so many men wanted her.

“You ready to start?” Dan asked the bull.

The man nodded, then Sarah almost came on the spot as he reached behind his head and pulled off his tight tee shirt. Whoever this guy was, he had muscles on top of muscles. He had to be a bodybuilder. Seeing her watching, the man flexed his muscled pecs.

Dan slid one finger under her chin, closing her mouth. She hadn’t even realized that it had dropped open.

“I think you’re drooling there, kitten.”

The bull crooked his finger at Sarah, and she made her way over to him. He circled his finger, motioning for her to turn in a circle, and she complied.

“Your wife’s a pretty one,” the guy told Dan. “I love her tight little body.”

“She’s tight everywhere,” Dan responded, making the man’s eyebrows raise.

The bull stepped forward and grabbed the hem of Sarah’s dress, pulling it up to her waist. After losing her underwear earlier, she had fluids dripping down her thighs. The man cupped her bare pussy for a moment, then slid one thick finger inside her. After pumping in and out of her channel a few times, he added a second finger, his other hand holding her still by gripping her hip.

Sarah made a needy little moaning noise that made both men chuckle.

“She’s definitely tight,” the man confirmed. “But I’ll stretch her out good for you.”

He removed his fingers. “Lose the dress.”

Sarah pulled it over her head and dropped it on the floor, not bothering to fold it since it was already wrinkled. The man’s eyes raked over her body appreciatively before turning to Dan.

“We’re using the swing?”

“Yeah.”

The bull led her over to the contraption she’d noticed hanging from the ceiling. She heard a zipper and looked at Dan over her shoulder.

“This is a two-for-one fantasy,” he told her as he dropped his pants and shoved down his briefs. “I’ve been dying to spit roast you.”

The men helped her lay face down into the swing, which almost looked like a tiny leather hammock. She shifted until the bottom of the swing supported her torso, then the guys fastened each of her legs into supports, adjusting them until her legs were spreadeagled.

She knew the men were behind her, ogling her pussy and ass. She wiggled a bit, realizing that while her upper body was free, her lower body was immobilized.

Dan walked around to the front, clipping her wrists into the arm supports until she was well secured at the wrists as well.

She’d never felt so helpless. So dirty. So excited. She could feel her pussy dripping like a freaking fountain, and her nipples were throbbing as they pressed painfully into the leather supporting her torso.

“You can start,” Dan told the man.

Sarah felt herself swing backwards just as the bull punched his hips forward, and his huge cock invaded her already sensitive channel.

“Holy fuck!” she yelled.

Ed, the guy downstairs, had been thick, and Surfer Boy had been long, but this guy, he was both long and thick. Even after being stretched by Ed, she felt like she was being split wide open. He grabbed her hips and started roughly pulling her up and down his cock while he stood still behind her.

Dan stepped closer, his hand stroking his cock, and the next time she was pushed forward by the bull, her normally gentle husband surged forward and shoved his cock into her mouth. One hand grabbed her hair, directing her head.

“Aaggh!” She made a choking noise as he hit the back of her throat. Tears streamed down her face.

The guys quickly synced their motions, as if they’d been doing this forever. Every time her body swung backwards, the bull’s cock pounded deeper into her pussy, and every time her body swung forward, she got a mouthful of cock from her husband.

Stuffed in both holes, her arms and legs spread wide and completely immobilized as she swung through the air, Sarah couldn’t do anything but take what the men gave her. Her pussy burned. Her jaw ached. She gasped for air around Dan’s cock. Her heart was pounding harder than it ever had before. But it only took a few passes for the pain and pleasure to meld, leaving her a needy mess, desperate to come.

Sarah experienced what almost felt like an electric shock. For a moment, every cell in her body seemed to still, then she was shaking, bucking helplessly against her restraints, against the men ramming into her. She’d had good orgasms before, many of them. Today even. But this orgasm was like none she’d ever experienced. She was completely out of her head, her mind quiet as every bit of her focus was on the pleasure and pain moving through her body in rapid succession.

The bull groaned behind her, his fingers tightening even more on her hips as he sent jets of cum inside her. The sensation prolonged her orgasm, and Sarah moaned loudly around Dan’s cock. Within seconds, Dan’s voice joined the chorus of groans as he shot his load into her mouth, damn near choking her with the force of it.

When he was done, he stumbled back, looking a bit dazed. The bull pulled out behind her, leaving Sarah swinging gently back and forth between them.

“Jesus,” Dan grit out. “That was better than every fantasy I’ve had.”

He glanced over at the man behind her. “Thanks, you can go now.”

The bull squeezed Sarah’s calf gently, then she heard a zipper, quickly followed by the sound of the door opening and closing. Dan walked closer, then leaned down to leave a soft kiss on her lips.

“Let me untie you,” he said.

He released her hands, and she shook out her arms beneath her, bringing some of the circulation back. Dan unbuckled her legs and lowered them gently until her toes were dragging across the floor with the movement of the swing. She pushed herself to standing, holding onto Dan’s arm for balance.

Sarah turned around to face her husband and he wrapped her in his arms, lowering his face to hers. Their kiss started off sweet, then turned hot faster than she could have imagined. Sarah reached down to wrap her fingers around Dan’s cock, shocked to find it still semi-hard. That had never happened before.

Stepping back, she lowered her ass onto the swing and gave him a seductive smile. She spread her legs, and Dan’s jaw dropped.

“Is my needy little slut looking for more?” he asked, his voice a combination of shocked and impressed.

“You’re not going to leave me with two strange men’s cum dripping down my thighs, are you?”

She knew it would rile him up, and it did. Sarah gripped the sides of the swing just in time for Dan to grab her ankles and push her legs up against his chest. His eyes were hot and possessive.

“You drive me crazy.”

“The good kind of crazy, right?” she asked.

“The best kind,” he said.

He pressed her legs between their bodies and shoved his cock into her pussy as deep as it would go, letting loose with a possessive growl.


Epilogue – The Grand Gesture



Sarah woke up late, totally exhausted from being taken by three different men, plus her husband, multiple times yesterday. The tropical sun was pouring in the windows, a welcome change from the dreary winter she knew awaited her when she got back home.

She stretched then groaned as she realized she was sore everywhere. She yawned, and her jaw cracked.

She and Dan had taken a hot shower last night when they returned from the club, so she padded into the bathroom to take care of business and brush her teeth. Pulling on shorts and a tank top, she walked out onto the patio where Dan was working on his laptop.

“Hey, I thought you weren’t going to work this weekend,” she said, pressing a kiss to the top of his head.

“Just scrolling social media while I waited for you to wake up,” he said.

She glanced down, noting his Facebook page was open. He had a new profile picture – the two of them on the beach, smiling as they watched the sunset.

“I ordered us some breakfast.”

Dan closed his laptop and gestured at the covered dishes on the table.

“They brought it about half an hour ago but it’s probably still warm.”

She lifted one metal lid to reveal a plate with eggs, bacon, toast, and fruit. Meanwhile Dan poured her a cup of coffee from the carafe and slid it towards her.

“I love you so much.”

He gave her an affectionate smile. “You know I love you too, kitten. More than anything. Did you have fun yesterday?”

“Yeah, I did. You?”

He nodded. “What about today, what would you like to do? I can pull up the catalog of available men and we can pick a few out.”

She set the other half of a piece of bacon down.

“I love what we did the last few days, but we don’t have to do it all the time,” she said. “I loved fucking you before we tried the hotwife thing, and I still do. It’s great to add variety but I also don’t want to lose touch with what we have together, what we had before we went on that camping trip.”

She reached into her pocket and handed him a plastic container.

“What are these?” he asked, looking at the flat rectangle.

“My birth control pills,” she said. “Today’s Valentine’s Day and I want nothing more than to spend a day alone with my husband getting started on that baby he promised me.”

“Really?” he asked, looking more excited than she’d ever seen him.

“Really.”

“Well, in that case, eat your breakfast. I have plans for you today, love.”

***

Want to read about how Dan and Sarah first discovered the hotwife lifestyle on an ill-fated camping trip? Check out "Hotwife in the Woods”, available now.

If you liked this book, please consider leaving a review to let me know.

Keep reading for a special preview of another Britney Bale first-time hotwife story, "Hotwife for a Bet".


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.”

For more of the story, check out “Hotwife for a Bet” by Britney Bale, available for immediate download today at https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B0CZ1847RN.
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