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POLYAMOROUS LINDA

Hotwife Falls in love

This is a work of fiction. The characters and situations emerged from my own fantasies. The characters are consenting adults. The hotwife and her husband find that non-monogamy adds spice to their relationship. More importantly, it strengthens the bond between them. All my stories are HEA (happy ever after).


CHAPTER 1

“Finally, they’re gone.”

“I know. Snarf,” Linda answered.

“I know, I know. It’s bittersweet. I’m going to miss ‘em too. But I’m also relieved. Raising teenagers is fucking hard. Let the dean and the RA’s worry about Diane for a change. The DI can worry about Tommy. We’re going to have more time for ourselves … more time for each other.”

“I like the sound of that.”

I pulled her into a warm embrace. We smiled and locked eyes. I gently kissed her and told her I loved her. She told me she loved me. And we really did love each other. She took my hand and led me into the bedroom.

We were a blended family. Her son and my daughter. We found each other at Parents Without Partners. Became friends, then lovers, then a married couple. More importantly, we were soul mates. We had great sex, but dealing with two rebellious kids tended to diminish our libidos. Early on in our relationship I told her I wanted to share her. That was my kink. She wasn’t wild about the idea, but she didn’t freak out about it either. We even managed a few hookups, but work and family and too many flakes pretending to be bulls ground things to a halt. We became a harried but loving vanilla couple. Happily, she was up for role playing some steamy encounters which I really appreciated. She seemed to get into it, but I knew she was doing it for me.

We sat down on our king-sized bed next to each other and began undressing ourselves. No big deal. Ho hum. Ah the joys of long-married sex. When we were naked we started kissing and fondling. I got hard and she got wet in no time. We didn’t even bother with oral. We were both ready. She spread her legs nice and wide, something that always was a big turn on for me. I climbed aboard missionary style. She grabbed my dick, slotted it between her labia, and I slowly pushed in. Damn, that felt good. Maybe not as intense as when we were new to each other, but it still still felt pretty damn good. She sighed and pulled me in for a very wet kiss.

“Bill.”

“Yes.”

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Couldn’t we talk about this later. I’m really turned on. It’s great to have the house to ourselves.”

“Actually, I think you’re going to like what I have to say.”

“Go on then.”

“Remember how you used to bug me to read swinging and hotwifing blogs and forums. It was always too hectic with the kids and work and keeping up the house. Well, lately I’ve been reading them, and I found the hotwife stories actually turned me on. I’m still a little nervous about hooking up with someone else, but if we’re going to do this, now’s the time. I’m not getting any younger.”

“Honey, you’re still a first class hottie. Any guy would be lucky to get into your pants.”

“I’m not so sure about that, but I’m willing to give it a try.”

“Wow. Just wow. I’m already getting harder.”

“You’re such a perv. But I love my perv. And I’ve got some ideas about how this could maybe work for us.”

“Do go on. God I love you. How do you want us to do this?”

“Well, our previous efforts weren’t much fun for me. I think we need to vet anybody much more thoroughly. And I know you’d probably like me to fuck a bunch of young studs every week. It ain’t gonna happen. I’d like to find one guy that I’m really attracted to have him get together with us from time to time.”

“Jesus, Linda. You’re making me very horny.”

“I’m not finished. I would need to be comfortable with him. He’d be a friend with benefits. You two would be friends too. We would need to trust him, know that he respects our marriage, that our relationship always is a priority. I’m honestly not sure we can find such a man, but that’s the only way it’s going to work for me. I know you guys want to fuck any halfway decent looking woman. That’s not me. I need some kind of relationship, a connection. It’s got to be that way or no way. Maybe after a while I’ll feel like being more promiscuous. But I doubt it.”

“I hear you, sweetie. And I’m thrilled you’re willing to give the hotwife lifestyle another shot. You have the final say. You only fuck somebody you really want to fuck.”

“So, how do we find Mr. Right?”

“I have some good news in that department. There are now a gazillion hookup sites on line. We put in some ads and check out some of the guys’ ads. Then we take our time, getting to really know a guy until we’re sure he’s a good fit for us. And all this talk is making me just about ready to explode. If I start moving inside you I’m going to last about five seconds.”

“That’s OK. You’ve been very sweet. I’m feeling very good about this. Go ahead and fill me up.”

“No, it’s not OK. I want to give you an orgasm first.”

I pulled out, and that sensation almost made me lose it. Happily, it didn’t, and I kissed my way down til I was looking at her pussy head on. She put two pillows under her head so she could watch. We gazed into each other’s eyes as I began to lick up and down her slit. She placed her hands behind my head and pulled me into her. She began sighing and moaning softly.

“Mmm, yes. That feels so good, baby. Don’t stop. Make love to my pussy. Make me cum. Please, make me cum. Please, please, PLEASE MAKE ME CUMMMMMMMM! Oh, God, Bill. That was really good. Now fuck me. Fill me up. Please fuck me, Bill. Fuck me, fuck me. Fuck me.”

I was certainly glad to grant her request. She knew I loved it when she begged. No surprise, I lasted less than a minute. What was a surprise was that she came again when I came. Wow. A fucking simultaneous orgasm. That hadn’t happened in a while. We clung to each other like newlyweds and shared some very sloppy, wet kisses.

“So Mr. Cuckold. Show me these websites you were going on about.”

“Gladly. One thing though. I do not want to be your cuckold. I want to be your hotwife husband. No denying me. No humiliating me, OK?”

“Good, some of the cuckold men were into some weird shit. I still want you to be my man, my partner, my main squeeze


We talked and snuggled some more. We agreed that what we were about to explore was exciting and made both of us horny. She wanted to see some dating websites so I got my tablet and we began looking. We decided on a couple of paid dating sites. Reading up on hotwifing, we learned that tended to eliminate at least some of the flakes. She took over the tablet and began working on her ad. She asked me to leave her alone while she figured out what she wanted to say. When she finished I’d get to take a look and offer any suggestions for improvements. While she was busy I went into the kitchen and got us a couple of beers. And I was fucking thrilled that she was really into this. I handed her her beer and leaned back against the headboard and began fantasizing about watching her get fucked and having wild threesomes. Finally, she was ready.

Attractive aspiring hotwife looking for a regular FWB. I am 42, blond and blue eyed with d-cup boobs, which Hubbie absolutely adores. You should be between the ages of 30 and 50, heathy, fit, and reasonably good looking. I’m looking for a successful but easygoing person whose company Hubbie and I would enjoy. We are intelligent, open minded. and non-judgmental. No dopes or bigots need apply. I’m picky so we would need to get to know each other before any fun and games. If you are interested send me an e-mail and let’s get acquainted.

She was reluctant, but I persuaded her to attach a foto of her in lingerie. Face blurred of course. I told her the ad was perfect. She didn’t need to change a thing. She was a bit hesitant but then said fuck it and placed the ad. She let out a deep breath and said she loved me and hoped I still loved her.

“More than ever, sweetheart. More than ever.”

We looked at each other, then began kissing. Soon I was pounding her missionary, then she was riding me till she came. I came shortly thereafter. Wow, two orgasms in one afternoon. Things were looking up. I was one very happy camper.

Linda wondered if any decent guys would even be interested in her. I told her she was out of her mind. Any straight male would think she was a sex goddess. I certainly did. Of course, I was right; she was inundated with responses. I was assigned the job of culling out the obvious losers, and there was no shortage of those. Poor grammar and misspelled words were disqualifiers, So were dick pics and vulgar language. She wanted more than a dick to fuck; she wanted a person to fuck.

We narrowed the prospects down to eight. E-mail exchanges further reduced the field. We actually met a couple of applicants for drinks. One was too self-important, The other was a decent guy, but Linda felt no physical attraction to him. I hadn’t thought it would be easy to find Mr. Right, but I didn’t think it would be this hard either. Starting out, our sex lives improved dramatically both in frequency and intensity. After a couple of months and our hotwife goal seemed no closer to realization, Linda began to get discouraged. Sexual frequency and excitement between us eroded as well. Soon we were back to once a week with comfy marital sex. Not bad, but the thrill was gone. She offered to maybe reconsider Mr. nice guy even if he wasn’t a real turn on, but I insisted she was worth much better.

She hadn’t checked her dating sites for over a week. She told me she was thinking she might just unsubscribe. Before that she perused the few responses that remained and then called me over to check out one guy she’d missed. What did I think?

I saw your ad and was impressed. You’re not only beautiful but intelligent. OK, your face is obscured, but you have a very sexy bod. I am 40, brown hair and eyes, 6’1” and weigh 175. I’m healthy and physically active. I should tell you I am a widower, losing my wife in a tragic car accident. I’m still not ready to form a new long term relationship, but I miss female companionship and sex. Of course, I masturbate, but that’s not enough. My dear wife and I were just beginning to explore the hotwife lifestyle before her death, so I think I understand the appeal of a such a marriage for both the husband and the wife. I gather your husband is on board with a hotwife marriage. That is important to me. I’m not interested in a secret affair with a cheating wife. I do not want to harm your marriage. However, if all three of us are on the same page, I truly believe hotwifing can strengthen the bond between a husband and wife. I share your preference for having some connection with any partner (I don’t like the term bull). I’d like for us to get better acquainted. E-mail, zoom, phone or a meet over drinks. I hope you are interested. In any case, best wishes for finding the right man. Bob

“Holy shit, honey. This guy looks perfect. Do you like his foto?”

“He looks pretty good to me, but remember, his pic might be 15 years old. He does sound like what we’re looking for. I’d like to see more of him before we meet in person. Let’s set up a Zoom call. If he turns out to be a schmuck, we can sign off and that’s that.”

We Zoomed that same evening. The more we talked, the more appealing he became. He included me in the conversation which I liked, and Linda looked like she was ready to fuck his brains out. He was an attorney. Worked for several non-profits. Had been a corporate lawyer and made some bucks, but didn’t like the cutthroat environment and questionable ethics. He’d had a good marriage. He’d encouraged her to be a hotwife, and she had some of the same ambivalence that Linda has. He played tennis as often as possible. He and I agreed to play as soon as our schedules permitted. He was into artsy fartsy films which Linda appreciated. I was about to propose that we get together over drinks sooner rather than later, but Linda cut me off and invited him over for dinner on Saturday night with the understanding that there would be no hanky panky. We’d just get to know each other better and see if there was real chemistry between Bob and my wife. He also thought it was important that he and I be comfortable with each other.

We Zoomed for over an hour which flew by. We were all feeling like we were good friends. We signed off, Linda got up and plopped down on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a very wet, sloppy kiss.

“I’m horny.” She announced. “Can you think of anyone who will fuck me right now?

“How about Bob? He seemed to warm up to you quite a lot.”

“I like the way you’re thinking, but he’s not here. You sure you can’t think of anybody else?”

“Hmmm, George Clooney’s not around either. Neither is Ben Afflack. Would I be an acceptable substitute?

“Hmmm, I guess you’ll have to do. She got up and pulled me into the bedroom and quickly pulled off her clothes. I followed suit. She pushed me down on my back and attacked my cock orally. It didn’t take long before I was hard, and I mean really hard. She straddled my abdomen, slid back a little, grabbed my dick, slotted it between her labia and sat down. I slid right in. She was so wet there was no resistance. I was in all the way. She began rolling her hips, fucking me slowly, staring into my eyes.

“You said you wanted a hotwife, Buster. I plan to become one Saturday night. What do you think of that?”

“It makes me so fucking horny I’m not going to last much longer.”

“I don’t care. Give me your cum. I hope it’s a monster load. But no more nookie for you until Saturday night. The next time my pussy’s full of cum it won’t be yours.”

“I thought there wasn’t going to be any hanky panky yet.”

“Well, I changed my mind. Maybe he won’t be ready, but I sure plan to be.”

“How do you envision this going down? Tell me every erotic detail you want to happen.”

“Mmmm, We’ll have a good dinner with plenty of wine, but not too much. Don’t want our guest to be unable to perform. Oh God, I love fucking you, and I’m going to love fucking Bob. Does that turn you on?”

“I’m just on the edge, honey, Please slow down and tell me more.”

“After dinner we’ll go into the living room. You’ll invite him to sit on the sofa. I will sit next to him, very close, our legs touching. You’ll be sitting in the easy chair facing us so you can watch everything. I’ll put my hand on his thigh and begun stroking it. I’ll ask him if he finds me attractive. He’ll say yes, so I’ll turn toward him and ask if it’s OK for me to kiss him. He won’t say a thing, just start kissing me. I’ll start rubbing his cock through his pants. I’ll tell him I changed my mind about no sex yet. Is he OK with that? He’ll resume kissing me and start fondling my boobs.”

“Oh fuck, baby, I’m cumming. God damn, it feels like I’m shooting at least a gallon of cum. Jesus, that was a big one.”

My, my, sweetie. It looks like you like the idea of my becoming a hotwife.”

“You have no idea, baby. God, I love you so much.”

“And I love you too. But everything I’ve read about hotwives emphasizes the importance of communication. We need to be utterly frank and honest about what we’re doing. If it’s not working for one of us, we’ve got to say so. We stop and figure out how to do things differently. Or stop altogether. And even though I think Bob is legit, I want you, Mr. Engineer, to find out everything you can about our potential bull. We don’t want to hook up with some ax murderer.”

The next evening after dinner I spent over an hour searching the web for Mr. Bob, and I found no discrepancies between what he told us and what was on-line. We were both encouraged and felt good about our Saturday night dinner party of three. We were also as horny as goats and were all over each other Friday night, but Linda held firm on no real sex. She figured it would be best if we stayed horny. It would be more exciting that way. That is if things went the way we hoped.

Saturday we were both on edge, especially Linda. I was assigned chef duties so she could select the perfect dress – sexy but not trashy. I put on some brown rice and chopped up some veggies for a simple shrimp stir fry. Would this be elegant enough? Don’t worry. The purpose of this evening was not to impress Bob with my culinary skills. Appetizers and wine were ready long before the appointed seven o’clock. I was putting the humus and pita chips on the coffee table when Linda came down the stairs.

‘Holy mother of God, you look fantastic. If he doesn’t want you I damn sure will.”

She wore a short red skirt which she hadn’t worn for years. Her legs looked incredible. On top she sported a white peasant blouse with several buttons undone which showed off her impressive cleavage. No makeup and bare feet. Ms. Natural, just the way I liked her. I wore jeans and a polo shirt. Bob didn’t seem like a formal kind of guy. Hopefully, he wouldn’t be put off by our casual attire. Right on time the doorbell rang. As we had agreed beforehand, she greeted him with a fairly chaste kiss on the cheek, but she added a warm kiss on his lips that lingered just a bit. He pulled back from her and gave her a big smile.

“My God, Linda, you look fantastic. Here, I bought these for you.” He handed her a bouquet of a dozen red roses. “And for you, sir, a bottle of merlot. I’m not an expert on wines, so I hope this is alright.”

“We’re not fussy. I’m sure it will be fine.”

He shook my hand firmly and pulled me into a bro half hug. He seemed really glad to see me. I realized I was glad to see him. He could be a friend. This is what we were looking for. We all stood awkwardly for a moment. Then, Linda took his hand and led him to the sofa. She sat down next to him, close next to him, legs touching next to him. I pulled up an easy chair and poured the wine.

He raised his glass. “Here’s to friendship and good times together.” We all clinked glasses and settled into our seats. If he looked better on Zoom than his foto, he looked even better in person. This was one handsome dude. And he was more charming in person too. He asked us about the house, the pictures on the wall, what books we were reading. Conversation flowed, wine was drunk; it was like we were already old friends. I excused myself to finish up dinner. I could hear bits and pieces of their conversation and laughter while I dished up the food. Soon, we were seated and eating. He asked about how the stir fry was seasoned and revealed how he liked to prepare similar dishes. But he enthused over what I had done. I brought out some grapes and cheese for dessert, and then we were back in the living room. I again gave him the sofa. Linda snuggled up next to him.

“I know you said no sex tonight, but how do you want this to work. I genuinely like you both and, Linda, I am super attracted to you. I don’t want to be pushy, but how do we get to the fun and games? Don’t misunderstand me; I’ll always respect your limits and your marriage. I just wonder how you guys envision things happening?”

“I said no sex,” Linda said, “because I didn’t want any of us to have expectations. I thought that would make us all anxious, but Bill and I have talked a lot about what we wanted tonight. If things went well and you were up for it, we’re ready to take it to the next level. As far as I’m concerned, our time together has been delightful. I’m ready if you are.”

“Oh God, Linda, I am so ready.”

“Good, because I want to fuck you.”

“You good with this, Bill?”

“Absolutely. Totally. Completely. Linda and I have been horny all week thinking about this.”

They then started kissing. Softly and gently at first, then with open mouths and tongues. Linda rubbed Bob through his pants. He massaged her breasts. This was amazing, even better than I had fantasized. It was absolutely thrilling watching my sweet wife, soon to be my hotwife, go at it with Bob. As soon as he slipped his hand into her blouse, she gently pushed him away and stood up.

“Hey guys, I think we’d all be more comfortable in the bedroom.” She took hold of each of our hands and led the way. “And I think we all have way too many clothes on.”

She started to take off her blouse, but Bob asked her to stop. “Obviously none of us should do anything we don’t feel comfortable with, but when Sara and I were with the one guy she really enjoyed, he asked me to undress her for him. I did, and we both found it very hot. Would you be up for that, Bill?”

“Definitely. How about you, Babe, does that work for you?”

“I fucking love the idea. C’mon, honey, make me naked for Bob.’

I didn’t hesitate at all, pulling her blouse off over her raised arms. I then undid her bra, revealing what I felt were the best tits in the world. Yes, she’d breast fed her son and her boobs sagged a bit, but not very much. I unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Then I peeled her bikini panties down till she could step out of them. Completely nude now, she lay down on our king sized bed and watched him take off his clothes. When he was naked she extended her hand and pulled him down beside her. She turned to me. “Honey, why don’t you pull up that chair and watch for a while.” I gladly complied. “And take off your clothes too. Jerk off if you feel like it.”

“Baby, I’ll probably cum if I so much as touch myself.”

I could hardly believe how into this whole hotwife thing she was. She’d been doing her homework. Reading those hotwife blogs was paying off for me big time. And she even seemed comfortable with her body in front of Bob. Somehow he’d charmed her out of her self-consciousness. Thank you, Jesus. And damn; he was already hard, and he was big. Not porn star twelve inches big, but a good seven with a girth a little bigger than mine too. She pulled him down to a passionate, very wet kiss while I undressed. He moved on down to her breasts, kissing, licking, sucking her nipples. Meanwhile he was massaging her labia. He continued fingering her as he kissed and licked his way down further. He pulled out his finger and began licking firmly but slowly up her slit.

“Does it turn you on, baby, watching him eat me? I hope it does, because it sure is turning me on. Would you like to watch me cum on his tongue. Is that Ok, honey? Mmmm. I want to cum on his tongue so bad.”

“Yes, sweetheart, cum for him. And cum for me. And keep your eyes on me while you do. Look how hard you’re making me. I don’t dare touch myself. I’m afraid I’m going to cum even if I don’t touch myself.”

She grabbed onto his head and pulled him even closer. She began pumping into his face and moaning softly while he attacked her clit with his tongue, all while locking her eyes on mine.

“Oh God, don’t stop, Bob. Yes, just like that. Lick my clit as hard as you can. Don’t stop. Don’t stop. More. More, Yes, yes,yes, I’m cumming, CUMMING SO GOOD. Look at me, baby, I’m cumming with another man. Am I making you happy?”

“You’re making me fucking ecstatic.”

I grabbed onto my prick and squeezed painfully hard. It was the only way I could hold off. God, I had never been about to cum without even a touch. Linda pulled him up to a long, wet kiss. Then, “Would you please fuck me, Bob? I really want you to fuck me. Pleeeeze fuck me.” She knew how begging for sex drove me crazy. It was even hotter watching her beg another man. And Bob was more than happy to grant her request. He slotted his big cock between her folds and pushed all the way in with one stroke. She was so wet and ready her pussy offered zero resistance. It was like her pussy was made for his cock. He began pumping back and forth into her. She held his face in her hands and locked eyes with him.

“C’mon Bob. Fuck me just a little bit harder. Yes, just like that.” He picked up his pace. You could hear their bodies slapping together. She began pumping back in rhythm with his strokes. “Yes, Bob, fuck me with that big cock of yours. Yes, just like that. Don’t stop fucking me. Don’t ever stop fucking me.”

In between her moans she asked me to come hold her hand and kiss her. I couldn’t join them on the bed fast enough. We looked into each other’s eyes while he continued plowing into her. I slowly leaned down and kissed her. It was tender and gentle with no tongue but lots of love. “Honey, if he keeps this up he’s going to make me cum again. Do you want to see me cum on his big cock?” We both knew the answer to that, and I kissed her again, this time with lots of tongue.

“I’m almost there, baby. When I cum I want you to tell me how much you love me. Please, baby love me while I’m cumming. She moaned, even as she looked into my eyes. Oh God, baby I’m cumming. Cumming so good.”

“I love you, honey, I love you. I love you, love you, love you.”

Bob practically screamed as he came, buried in her sweet pussy all the way. We untangled and lay down on our backs with Linda in the middle. We were all still breathing heavily, staring at the ceiling. Finally, I said, “Wow.” Bob and Linda chimed in with their own wows. “That was incredible,” I said.

“You got that right,” added Linda.

Bob just said Amen. He said he’d better get going. Since this was our first time we probably needed to talk things out and process everything.

“We definitely need to do that,” Linda said. “But not yet. Can you stay and play a little longer, Bob?”

“If you guys would like me stay, sure. Are you OK with that, Bill?”

“I think so. My heart is still going pitty pat, and you too were doing all the work. Let me bring some some wine up. We can unwind for a while and then decide if we want to do anything more.”

When I returned Bob was freshening up in the bathroom. Linda held her arms out for me. I sat the wine and glasses down, and we embraced. “So, baby, how do you like your hotwife”

“OMG, sweetie. That was amazing. You were … I don’t know. You were a sex goddess. I am applying right now to be your love slave. I’ve read a lot about hotwives, and you are the fucking queen of hotwives. How in hell did you know to do everything you did?”

“Like I said over a month ago, I finally got around to reading all about the lifestyle. Things started to make sense. I could kind of understand why you want me to fuck other guys. I realized this could be fun for me. Maybe it’ll even bring us closer together.”

Bob returned, and I poured us each a glass of wine. We sat up in bed and leaned back against the headboard, sipping our wine. Oddly enough, we didn’t talk about the hot sex we’d just had. Bob did, however, tell us about how he and his wife, Mary, did some swinging and how much he enjoyed sharing her. The were just starting to get comfortable with non-monogamy when Mary was rammed into by a drunk truck driver. He still missed her, but he was no longer buried in grief. He was super glad with our burgeoning friendship. He wanted to stay connected with us even if we decided the lifestyle wasn’t for us.

“That is very sweet of you,” Linda said, “but so far I love being a hotwife, and Bill loves his newly minted hotwife. Don’t you, baby.”

“Absolutely.”

Linda finished her wine, and I put her glass on the nightstand. She started fondling our cocks as we continued to chat, and they soon began to grow. Mine especially because I still hadn’t cum.

She turned to her new lover. “Bob, before you go, I’d like to suck you off. I want to eat your cum. And honey, you still need to reclaim me and get your rocks off. I’d like for you two studs to spitroast me. How does that sound?”

“It’ll be awfully hard work,” I said, “but my love for you is so great I’ll force myself.”

She rolled her eyes and got on all fours between Bob’s spread legs. I watched her drop her head down toward Bob’s growing erection. She grabbed him and planted a tender kiss on the head. “Would you like me to suck you off, Bob. I really want to.” Another kiss, followed by a lick.

“Jesus, yes, Linda. You’ve got to be the sexiest woman on the face of the earth.”

“She absolutely is, Bob. And she’s my hotwife. Baby, you are outdoing any fantasies I had by nine million percent.”

“You want to watch me suck off Bob’s big cock, baby. Do you want to see how much I can stuff in my mouth? Do you want to watch when he cums in my mouth? Do you want me to eat … all … his … cum?”

“Holy shit, baby, yes. I want you to swallow every last drop of his cum. And I hope it’s a really big load.”

“Mmm, so do I, baby. So do I.”

With that, she took him in her mouth and slid down until he hit her throat and she gagged. She pulled off and giggled. “My, my, baby; his cock is so big I can’t get it very far down my throat. I guess I’ll have to practice. Probably practice a lot. Would you like that, baby. Would you like me to learn how to deep throat your yummy cock. Maybe I could even learn how to take Bob’s cock all the way down.”

“Jesus, baby, I don’t know what’s got into you, but don’t fucking stop.” I shuffled behind her and slid right into her warm, wet pussy. My first sloppy seconds. And I hoped to hell not my last. “Go ahead, baby. Suck him off. I’m not going to move because I’m about to explode. When he cums I’ll start fucking you. I won’t last more than a nanosecond.”

“Mmm, am I making my Hubbie horny. I like it when you get so hot and bothered.”

“For God’s sake, baby. Make him cum so I can cum.”

Linda began bobbing on his cock, sucking and slurping, making all sorts of lewd sounds. I didn’t move an inch. I was so close and it felt so good. I don’t know how Bob lasted as long as he did. I guess it was because he had already cum. A couple of minutes of intense cock sucking later he groaned long and hard and emptied himself into her mouth. She pulled back so that just the head was in her mouth and slowly jacked him off till he was finished. It took a while. Meanwhile I pumped into her three times and blasted off, shooting what felt like quarts of cum into her wonderful cunt.

She moved away from Bob and pushed me off of her. She turned around so she was facing me. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide, wiggling her tongue up above the sizeable pool of cum. She closed her mouth and swallowed it all. It took three gulps. She smiled. “Does Hubbie like his hotwife?” I pulled her into a tongue tangling kiss. I could taste the residue of Bob’s salty, sour cum. I didn’t care. Actually, I thought it was hot.”


CHAPTER 2

Bob got dressed and readied to leave. “This was totally great. I just hope it’s not the last time. But you guys need to process this with each other, Make sure you’re on the same page. The secret to making hotwifing work is communication. I’d suggest you sleep on it and talk it over tomorrow when you’re clear headed and not thinking with your genitals. As soon as you figure where you want to go with this, give me a call. And thanks again for a wonderful evening. Linda, completely naked, walked Bob to the door, gave him a big hug and kiss. It turned me on seeing her nude with her arms wrapped around his clothed body.

She closed the door and wrapped her arms around naked me. “So whatcha think, honey? Do you still love your hotwife?”

“Absolutely. Totally. Completely. Eternally.”

“I’m glad to hear that. The feeling is mutual. Let’s not talk about tonight until tomorrow. Clear heads and rested up. But right now I want you to make love to me, not fuck me, make love. Just the two of us. Husband and wife. The man I plan to grow old with.”

Back in bed we fell into each other’s arms. Bodies touching all over. I was already hard. Hotwifing had increased our libidos a thousand percent. Her pussy offered exactly no resistance when I entered her. The fact that Bob’s and my cum were sloshing around together inside her proved to be a powerful psychological aphrodisiac.

“I love you, Linda.”

I love you, Bill. Always. Forever.”

I moved slowly. She rolled her hips slowly in response. We looked into each other’s eyes. We caressed each other’s faces. Neither of us spoke. We didn’t need to. We came together. It wasn’t as intense as when Bob was with us, but it was more profound. We each cried a little. We were soul mates. I started to roll off her, but she held on tight. I was still inside her when we fell asleep.

She was still asleep when I got out of bed in the morning. I felt wonderful, alert and full of energy. I put together her favorite breakfast – French toast and OJ. I grabbed one of the roses out of the vase and put it on the tray with the food. She was just waking up when I reentered the bedroom.

“Oh, honey, what did I do to deserve you?”

“Just be the most awesome hotwife in the world.”

We ate side by side, chatting comfortably about nothing much. No mention of last night’s fun and games. I was taking everything back to the kitchen, when she called out, “Let’s go for a run together. I still have a few cobwebs between the synapses. Then we need to talk.

It didn’t take long to throw on shorts and tee shirts, and off we went. As usual, Linda set the pace. She was a big believer in LSD, long slow distances. We jogged through the neighborhood and into the nearby park. In all we ran about three miles before we were back home. It seemed perfectly natural that we shower together, not something we did that often. We soaped each other up and shampooed each other’s hair. I started to get an erection, but she batted it down.”

“First talk. Then fuck. Ugh.”

“Me talk good, then fuck good. Ugh, ugh.”

We were still laughing while we dried off and put on old weekend clothes. She took me by the hand and led me to the living room couch. She sat down beside me tailor style so she could face me. “Alright, hubbie of mine. Talk.”

“Oh, my. Last night was probably the most exciting time I’ve ever had in my entire life. I couldn’t believe how natural you were as a hotwife, And I loved the way you included me, talking to me while you fucked Bob. I felt like we did it together. We were a team. And that helped me through the occasional twinges of anxiety and jealousy.”

“What made you anxious, baby?

“Let’s see, Bob is richer than me, better looking than me, and has a bigger dick. He’s a great guy, but I guess I’m a little intimidated by him. I’m embarrassed to say this, but I’m afraid of losing you to him.”

“You’re right. He’s got more money and a bigger dick. He’s Hollywood handsome, but he’s not my soul mate. He hasn’t helped me raise my son. He didn’t give me a step-daughter. He hasn’t nursed me when I was sick. He hasn’t struggled with me to manage our finances. Thank God that’s not an issue any more. But I wouldn’t choose a silicon valley billionaire over you. I wouldn’t choose a matinee idol over you. Some hunky porn actor’s big dick wouldn’t stand a chance against our love. We’re soul mates. We always will be. Now, what do you want to do about Bob?”
“Oh, honey. Thank you so much for those sweet words. I needed to hear that. I feel much less anxious now. About Bob, I want him to be your friend with benefits. I want him to be our friend.”

“That makes me very happy, sweetheart. That’s what I want too.”

“So how do we do this? How often do you want to hook up with him? Do you ever want to go solo? Do you want sleep overs? Vacations together?”

“You know me. I never say never, but I liked the fact that you were there with me. I was surprised how much I liked you watching me. I guess I’m a bit of an exhibitionist. I never knew that till last night, but it’s something that could be hot for us to play with next time. And I definitely want some next times. But how often? Do we want a regular Bob date night? That’s the big question.”

“Oh, God. There’s a part of me that wants eight days a week, but that’s my dick talking. I don’t know. At least once a month. No more than once a week. Maybe some extra nonsesxual meetups from time to time.”

“I’d like to start off with once a week. I’m surprised how much I like being a hotwife. If we want more or fewer get togethers after a while we can find something that works for both of us. Remember either of us has veto power over any of this. Our first priority is us. I think if we do this right and stay honest with each other it really can make us stronger. We’re already fucking a lot more than we have in years.”

“I guess one other thing. Bob will be a damn good FWB for you, But seeing him regularly over time you are bound to develop stronger feelings for him. How do we manage that?”

“That’s a fair question. And from my hotwife research I know its s common problem. I’m already crushing on him a bit. Some couples end it right there. But if we’re going down the hotwife pathway, I have to care for any other partner. I will try to keep my emotions under control. We need to stay strongly bonded together, I think a regular date night – just the two of us --- is a good idea. I think our love has grown in the last couple of months because of this crazy hotwife lifestyle. I’m really grateful you opened me up to this new world. I’m surprised how much I like it so far.  I want us to keep having lots of sex, just the two of us most of the time. Kiss and hug more. Say I love you more. How does that sound?”

I think it sounds great. This conversation has given me a hard on, How about we start our more frequent fucking right now?”

“My thought exactly. Then we can talk with Bob. He’s certainly got to have a say in all this.” She got up, took my hand to lead me into the bedroom, but I didn’t budge. “Let’s stay right here. I want to fuck you on the floor. The rug is pretty thick. I think we’ll be comfortable enough.”

She smiled. “I like the way you think.”

“Glad you think so. Take off all your clothes and lay down facing me and spread your legs. Yeah, just like that. You know I love your bushy pubed pussy, but we’re exploring our sexuality together. I’d like you to shave it all off. Everything. I want you completely bare.”

“Hmmm, OK, but I have an idea. You shave me just before we have a date with Bob. Shave my pussy so he can eat it and fuck it extra good,”

“Fuck yes. You my dear are the ultimate hotwife. Now, spread your pussy open for me. I want to see everything. God, I love that pussy. And it’s going to look even better with all your pubes gone.”

I stood above her undressing while she continued spreading herself. “We’re going to fuck every way I can think of, baby. We’ll start with a 69.  I lay down beside her, and she climbed on top. There was no teasing. I dove in, and she practically swallowed me whole. After a few minutes of 69 I had her get on all fours so I could fuck her doggie. Then cowgirl. God, I loved watching her big tits bounce up and down. Each position had its own particular charms. When I had her turn around to do reverse cowgirl, I loved watching my dick invade her pussy over and over again. I stood her up and walked her over behind an easy chair and told her to hang onto the back and spread her legs. When I shoved my cock into her it slid right in. She was so wet and hot for sex I was fucking her like a mad man.

“Talk to me, baby. Tell me how much you love me fucking you.”

“Yes, baby. I luuuve fucking you. Keep on fucking me. Mmm, harder. Fuck me harder.”

“And you love fucking Bob too, don’t you.”

“Yes, I can’t wait to fuck him again. Let’s call him after we cum and see if he wants to fuck me every week.”

“Fuck yes. I want to see you ride that big cock. Only this time I’ll be able to see it so much better with your bald pussy.”

“Yeah, baby. You’re going to shave my pretty pussy for Bob’s big cock before next time. Oh, God, I’m going to cum. Fuuuuuuuuck, it feels so good, baby.”

Linda’s dirty talk triggered me, and I blasted off inside her.

I put my cell on speaker and told Linda it would be hot for Bob if she was the one that explained the arrangement we wanted and to be very candid about wanting to fuck him again. I was pleased with how easily she took to taking the lead. He was delighted. No surprise there. We had our next date for Saturday again. Linda suggested that Bob come over earlier in the afternoon. We could all get “better acquainted” for a while, then go out to a restaurant. After dinner we could come back for getting further acquainted “if you get my drift.” Bob said he wanted to treat us to his favorite Chinese place. We were all pretty excited (and I think horny) over how things were developing.

During the week Linda and I were all over each other, hugging, kissing, and copping feels. We fucked every night, sometimes talking dirty to each other about the approaching date. At other times we were more affectionate and sweet, all lovey dovey sex. Linda put up a red light on Friday night. No fucking, maybe a little edging. I volunteered to shave her pussy, but she held off on that too. She wanted to be smooth as a baby’s bottom for her fuck buddy, so she insisted we wait till the last minute tomorrow.

Saturday came, and we both woke up early. We didn’t really talk about Bob’s visit that afternoon, but I could tell that she was raring to boogie. We grabbed a light breakfast – muffins and OJ – and went for a run to calm down. We ate salads for lunch. While we were eating I had a proposal for her. I had dug out my digital video camera and said I wanted to record some of the fun and games. At first she was adamantly opposed. If videos of the three of us fucking ever got on the internet, her teaching career would be toast. I said I understood her concerns, but our xxx-rated hijinks would never leave the house. Not even Bob would be able to watch them unless he was visiting us. Reluctantly, she finally agreed. Then it was time for me to play barber.

I ordinarily used an electric razor, but she wanted as close a shave as possible. She unwrapped a new razor blade. I had purchased some shaving cream for this little project. She placed a towel on the bed, lay down and spread her legs. I moistened everything up with a hot, wet wash cloth, then applied the lather. It was an odd sensation, carefully shaving everything off in an almost clinical fashion while looking at her pussy head on. I found it quite erotic. I also was struck with how relaxed she was about exposing every last bit of her most private parts. She’s never been shy about being nude, but her exhibitionism was really blossoming as she settled into her new role as a hotwife. Just what every voyeur wants – an exhibitionist hotwife. I couldn’t resist planting a very wet kiss on her pussy, but after a few seconds she pushed me away. “Sorry, honey. I’m glad you like it, but it’s for Bob first today.

We showered together and washed each other till we were squeaky clean. Linda was not one for make up and fancy hairdos, but she shooed me out of the bed room while she prepped for her date. I waited for her downstairs, tried to read a who dunnit, but I was too keyed up to concentrate. Finally, not long before Bob was scheduled to arrive, she descended the stairs, looking regal. She was also completely naked. She handed me a small jewelry box and told me to open it. Inside was a gold anklet with HW in large letters.

“I had a jeweler on the other side of town make this for me. Do you like it?”

“Oh my God. What have you done with my wife? Not that I’m complaining. Actually, it makes my dick tingle. I love your anklet. I’d be honored to put it on you.”

“Do you think Bob will like my outfit?” She smiled coquettishly.

“He will unless he’s in a coma.”

We both laughed and sat down, nervously waiting for our friend, Linda’s fuck buddy. I leaned into her and planted a rather chaste kiss on her lips. “Honey, I stand in awe of you. So far, everything you’re doing as a hotwife surpasses my wildest fantasies. You are a fucking sex goddess.”

The door bell rang, and I got up to get the door, but Linda pulled me back onto the couch. “Don’t you think I should welcome my date?” She got up and looked out the peephole. Satisfied that it was Bob, she opened the door, standing behind it as he walked in. She closed the door and raised her arms in a flourish. “Ta da! See anything you like, Mr?”

“Holy fuck. You are unbelievable. I think I’m the luckiest man in the world.”

“Nope, I am,” I said.

“You’re right about that, but I’m damn sure the second luckiest.”

“Do you like my hairless pussy?”

“I luuuve your bald pussy.”

“I’m glad because Bill shaved it just for you. Well, for himself too. I had to beat him off me because I wanted you to have first crack at it.”

He looked up and let out a “thank you, Jesus.”

Linda led Bob over to the couch and set him down next to me. She took the easy chair directly across from us. She pulled her legs up, spread them, and put one leg over each padded arm of the easy chair showing off her treasure shamelessly. Her pussy lips seemed a little puffed up, like she was already getting aroused from her wanton display. She smiled seductively. “Shall we chat a bit? We haven’t seen Bob for one whole week, have we, honey.”

“Weather’s been great this week,” I said to Bob.

“Sure has. Going to be great next week too I read.”

After a silent twenty seconds, Linda wondered why the cat seemed to have gotten our tongues. We seemed kind of distracted. “Baby, you’re killing us here. Can we get the show on the road?”

“Why what ever do you mean?” she said with a giggle. “OK, OK, but first, my pervert Hubbie has an idea he wants to run by you, Bob. I was hesitant at first, but I’ve warmed up to the idea. In fact I think it’s pretty hot. Honey, the floor is yours.”

“I have a video camera. I think it would be hot if I shot you guys in flagrante delicto. We could head out for your restaurant come dinner time, then come back and watch our very own porno. The video would never leave this house. There’s no way it could ever find its way onto the internet.”

“If you think it’s safe, count me in.”

Linda took Bob’s hand and led him upstairs with me following right behind, watching her divine bubble butt jiggle with each step. We entered our love nest, and she sat down on the bed. “C’mon guys. I don’t want to be the only naked person in this production.” It wasn’t long before us guys were au natural too. Bob and Linda began swappimg spit and rubbing each other all over and rolling around on the bed.

“Slow down guys. I, your director, AKA Stephen Spielberg, will guide you through a series of scenes. You are free to interpret my directions however you think will enhance the erotic quality of the video. I don’t plan to ask you to do anything far out, but you obviously don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with. I want you both to cut loose. Forget I’m here. First, let’s take advantage of Linda’s new pussy. Honey, sit on Bob’s face and fuck it. Don’t cum though. I have plenty of more scenes for you to perform.”

She didn’t hesitate to straddle Bob’s head and start pumping against his face. Within seconds, she was really into it, moaning softly while he slurped away. I zoomed in on her face. “Tell the camera how Bob is making you feel.”

“Fuck, I love fucking Bob’s face. He’s eating me so good. I’d be happy for him to eat me 24/7. Mmm, just like that. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

“Don’t cum yet. I want you in some other positions.”

I watched her roll her hips over Bob’s face. My dick kept getting harder and harder. Her moans grew louder. I focused the camera on her face which was contorted in pleasure. She glared into the camera and talked nasty to us – how much she loved Bob eating her out, how much she liked fucking his face in front of me, in front of the camera. She couldn’t wait to watch her porno with us later. Please, could she cum?

“Not yet, baby. Maybe change to another position.”

“Oh, fuck. I can’t stop. Sorry, baby. I can’t help myself. Gasp. I’m going to cum big time … right … NOW. FUCK, that’s good , sooo fucking good. Sorry honey, I just couldn’t stop. I love you so much.”

“Wow! No problem, baby. You’re really letting go, and that’s what’s going to make our movie hot. And I love you too.”

They disentangled and lay down, both breathing heavily. After a few minutes, they were ready to go again. I instructed Linda to blow Bob hard and fuck him reverse cowgirl. She immediately and very enthusiastically sucked his cock and then straddled him. I had a perfect shot of her slotting his big cock between her labia, rubbing it up and down, then slowly sinking down on it with a big sigh. She rolled her slips slowly. I watched through the lens as he disappeared inside that awesome cunt. Slowly, in and out, over and over. She smiled into the camera. “I’m getting in touch with my inner porn star. Oh, fuck, I could do this all day.”

I moved them into doggie style, 69, regular cowgirl, missionary. Bob pumped into her slowly with big, long strokes. A couple of times, his dick slipped out, and she grabbed him and shoved him back inside. Finally, Bob could hold back no longer and announced that he was about to cum.

“Pull out. I want to shoot you cumming on her face.” And that’s what he did, moving up her body, straddling her big tits, and jerking off inches from her face. He groaned as he splattered her with an obscenely large load. Glob after glob shot out onto her cheeks, her forehead, into her wide open mouth, even into her hair. He climbed off and Linda smiled at the camera while she casually pushed streamers of cum into her mouth.

“Did you like watching Bob cum on my face, baby? I sure liked it. And I luuuved doing it for you. I’m getting to be such an exhibitionist. I never knew it till we started down the hotwife path. I fucking love it.”

I asked Bob how he managed to hold back from cumming for such a long time. He answered that he’d jacked off every day thinking about hooking up with Linda again, but it still wasn’t easy. In spite of his daily “self abuse” he was confident he could go several times this afternoon and tonight. I put the camera aside and told Linda to spread for me. I slid into her wet pussy and pounded her hard, staring at her cum covered face from inches away. I did not last long. We all lay on our backs, Linda on the middle, the only sounds, our heavy breathing. Finally, we got up and took a shower together. It was crowded and more funny then sexy, but we did clean up.

The Chinese restaurant was very good with more Chinese patrons than Caucasians. We took a booth and Linda sat with Bob across from me. Bob and I wanted to order three of everything, but Linda informed us that a light meal was in order. She did not want to put up with two stuffed, bloated lovers when we got back to the fort. We settled on sweet and sour soup, egg rolls, and kung pao shrimp. Everthing was excellent and so was the conversation. Nobody brought up the little orgy we had indulged in just one hour earlier. We talked about books, films, and where we wanted to travel. Bob paid the bill, and we headed back home in his Lexus. Linda and I sat in the back seat and made out.

Once inside our home we immediately started taking off our clothes. It seemed perfectly normal. I definitely liked the new normal. I ran the video through our big TV and we sat side by side on the couch with Linda in the middle. On the screen, she and Bob were rolling around when you could hear me directing her to fuck Bob’s face. It was incredibly arousing watching her roll her hips into him. You could hear the slurps and moans. See the close ups of Linda’s face while she rode him. Watch and listen as she came.

She was idly stroking our cocks. He was fingering her. I was playing with her big tits. Each scene was hotter than the last. I couldn’t take it any longer and pulled Linda down onto the rug. I started fucking her doggie. Bill knelt in front of her and gently fucked her face. After a couple of minutes, he and I high fived and switched places. Another few minutes and then we switched back. We rotated back and forth every few minutes. Linda was loving it and came several times. Bob came in her pussy. I immediately rolled her over and fucked her missionary until I came. God, I loved sloppy seconds.

We sat around naked for a while and drank another glass of wine. Then Bob dressed. Linda walked him to the door, hugged him and gave him a very extended, sloppy kiss. She and I gathered our clothes and headed upstairs. Neither of us felt like cleaning up. We lay on our sides facing each other. We felt no need to talk. We just stared into each other’s eyes and caressed each other’s faces. Finally, we drifted off to sleep. The perfect end to the perfect hotwife date.


CHAPTER 3

I woke up just after Linda. We snuggled and played kissy face a little, and I thought we were headed for the proverbial roll in the hay. She had other ideas, however, so we wolfed down a couple of fruit yoghurts and headed out through the neighborhood for an easy run. We talked about our jobs which were going pretty well. Linda had a new principal, and she actually liked her. I had successfully managed some important projects. I’d have to travel some, but I thought there was a good chance I was due a nice bonus.

Back home we showered together which was becoming the new normal. Soaping each other led to kissing, which led to fondling. Which led to drying off quickly and heading back to bed. There were no hotwife fireworks, but a very sweet missionary position fuck suited me just fine. I lay on my back with her head on my chest. Linda spoke first.

“Honey, did you ever imagine our new hobby would develop this fast, that we’d have this much fun, and that it would make us even closer?”

“Things have gone further, faster, and better than I could have dreamed. I love what we’re doing, and I’m in awe of my hotwife. I still can’t get over how well you’ve embraced the lifestyle. You’ve gone from unsure about the whole undertaking to full speed ahead. And some of your ideas are incredibly hot. How do you come up with this stuff? I’m sure not complaining.”

“When I finally started reading some of the hotwife and swinging forums on-line, something clicked. My fucking somebody else could strengthen our bond. It could be fun and crazy hot. The more I read, the more I got into it. Some of my naughty actions have come right out of what I’ve been reading. I plan to keep on reading. The stories turn me on. I get ideas of new ways to turn you and me and Bob on. I think about sex a lot. I want to fuck a lot. Honestly, my only fear is that you’ll think I’m going too far. I’m becoming a fucking slut. Will you still love me as I descend into slutdom?”

“More than ever, baby. More than ever. All I ask is keep loving me and fucking me.”

“I think we have a deal then. Our arrangement is working to perfection. Which reminds me, when do we get to see Bob again? I personally like Saturdays. We can fuck our brains out and relax and recover on Sunday.”

“Give Bob a call and see if Saturday works for him again. In fact, why don’t you see if that can be our regular date night.”

“Will do… Another thing, I find I like challenging myself to go beyond my ordinary limits. Like showing you two pervs my pussy yesterday. When I can think of some new hot thing to do, I want to do it. I’ve been thinking about next Saturday and future Saturdays. I’m going to order some sex toys. I want to get to the point where I can deep throat you guys. I want to get comfortable with anal. I want you and Bob to DP me. I think I even want to try DVP.”

“I thought you weren’t into anal.”

“I wasn’t. It hurt. But, based on my hotwife reading, I don’t think we were doing it right. More prep and lots of lube. I’m going to order some butt plugs and dildos from Amazon. And some lube. If I’m going to be a hotwife I want to be a good one.”

“Baby, you’re already world class. But, I’ll admit just thinking about DPing you makes me horny. Only, don’t do anything that doesn’t feel good to you.”

“Don’t worry, honey, I won’t. But so many of the hotwives I read about have learned to like anal. I want to give it a try again.”

“I’ll be glad to help you practice. My purpose in life is to serve you. I guess I’m just an altruist,” I said with a big grin.

She rolled her eyes and gave me a peck on the cheek, then went into her office to call Bob. I let her make the call on her own this time, figuring it would help to strengthen their lust for each other. In a little bit I could hear her talking. I could only hear bits of the conversation so I headed into the living room to watch a ballgame. It was March Madness time, and I soon was riveted to the TV. I forgot about Linda’s phone call and focused on the game. When she finally joined me, she had a big smile on her face.

“Saturday’s on. We’re invited to his house this time. And he loves having Saturdays as our regular date night. Didn’t you wonder why I was on the phone so long?”

“I was preoccupied with March Madness, honey. Is there something else I need to know?”

“Maybe you should pay a little more attention to your hotwife slut. I had phone sex with Bob. I hope you’re OK with that. I guess you could consider it going beyond our one date a week arrangement.”

“Holy shit, you are a slut, and I love it. Let’s keep it to once a week when we’re all together, but phone sex doesn’t count. You should have phone sex whenever you want.”

“Actually, I was thinking it might be fun sometime for me to talk Bob off while you were eating me or fucking me. A hotwife has to scratch her many itches, you know.”

“Jesus, baby, the deeper we get into this adventure, the more I love you. C’mere.”

“OK but only one nice, long very wet kiss. I’ve got to grade some papers.”

I turned back to the ballgame, only now I had a hard on.

A few days later, her box of sex toys arrived. We waited to see everything until after dinner. We sat naked side by side in bed, leaning against the padded headboard. She wanted me to open the box because she felt somehow that would mean I supported her newfound hypersexuality. I kind of thought the same about it. I liked the idea of giving her sex paraphernalia. Yes, baby, I completely support your descent into slutdom. Actually, I considered it an ascent. And we were doing this as a team. Open, honest, sharing the experience together.

I found it arousing as she unwrapped each dildo. There were three butt plugs, the largest being maybe slightly smaller than my dick. She had ordered a couple of larger dildos as well. Each was shaped like a real circumcised penis, replete with veins. Holding onto it was just like holding onto my own erection, firm but not without a little give. Just like a real dick. And they were big, the larger one clearly bigger than Bob’s package. The butt plugs were hard plastic with a wider base to prevent them from getting stuck too far up her asshole.

“Lube up the smallest plug, honey. Let’s get started upgrading my hotwife resume. Being a dutiful hotwife hubbie, I was delighted to comply. She got on all fours, then dropped down so her face was on her pillow and her ass in the air. She reached back and pulled her cheeks apart. I do not particularly have an anal fetish, but she looked damn appealing. I was definitely feeling it between my thighs.

First, I oiled up my little finger and worked it in. what did it feel like? Not at all painful, but not not exactly pleasant either. I next entered her ass with my larger index finger. I took my time, and she said it felt about the same. She was now ready for the smallest plug. I lubed it up and worked it in.

“Is it in all the way, sweetie?”

“Yep. The base is flush against your gorgeous bubble butt.”

“It doesn’t really hurt. I just feel very full back there. I’m going to leave it in while you fuck me. I want us face to face. I want you to see me while you fuck my pussy and I have a small dick up my butt. Eat me a little first. I’m not wet enough yet to fuck.”

She lay on her back with her feet flat on the bed and her knees spread wide. I loved seeing her like that, and I’d been seeing it a lot more since we’d started our new hotwife adventure. Even though she hadn’t so much as touched my dick, I was already hard. I lay between her legs. I could see the base of the butt plug resting against her bottom. I started licking. Soon she was ready. I slotted my dick and moved it up and down between her labia and eased inside.”

“It feels a little strange but no real pain once I managed to relax. Mostly I just feel full. Now, fuck me. Slow at first. Look into my eyes. Imagine you’re watching me take Bob’s dick all the way up my asshole. Let’s turn over to missionary. Now think of Bob behind me, slowly working that huge cock inside. It takes a while, but I finally get relaxed enough for him to start fucking me in the ass. I hope I can learn to enjoy it like so many other hotwives do.”

“Don’t you think it might be easier if I was the one up your butt instead of Mr. horse cock?”

“And you will be at times too, but I find it incredibly horny making to think of us like that. I would describe how it feels having both of you inside me. I want to learn to love it. I want to be a DP hotwife. Now, fuck me. I’m not sure if I can cum like this yet, so go ahead and get your rocks off, baby. Yeah, like that. Fuck me. Fuck me. C’mon, give me your cum. I want your cum. CUM, BABY, CUM. Mmm, yes. I love my hotwife Hubbie. And don’t worry, I’m not going to take Bob up the ass until I’m ready. You either, for that matter. Now, let’s go watch some TV and wind down. I’m going to leave this butt plug in me over night.”

The rest of the week Linda kept the small plug in place every night. On Friday she even “wore” it to school. She also started practicing cock sucking on the dildos, seeing how far she could get them down her gullet without gagging. Friday night she practiced on me and swallowed more of my cock than she ever had before but couldn’t take me all the way down. She was also able to stuff the middle-sized plug all the way up her butt but was not comfortable leaving it there. Progress was slow but steady. As was her established policy, she denied both of us an orgasm Friday night but incorporated edging so we’d be extra horny for our date with Bob.

I had strict instructions not to mention her developing talents in the areas of anal and oral sex. She put it rather bluntly: “If you ever want to fuck me again, don’t even hint at deep throat and DP. I want to surprise him when I’m ready, and I’m determined to master these skills. And you’re going to benefit from them more often than Bob. Capiche?” I would have been a fool to argue with that.

I shaved her pussy again after a light lunch. She dirty talked while I was doing it which I found to be a huge turn on. “Gosh, baby, do you think Bob will still like me being so smooth down there. Do you think he’ll want to kiss it. Do you want to see that big cock of his slipping all the way inside me, going in and out over and over again. I bet you’ll want to see him fill my cunt up with one of his monster loads. Won’t you, baby? It really turns me on when you watch me fuck. Does it make you really horny? You know I kinda think it does. Maybe if you do a really good job and make me super smoothe down there, I’ll let you kiss it. Before he gets here.” Needless to say, dirty talk had me desperate to eat her, but I’d have to wait until later.

Bob came over in the afternoon again. Linda liked having two sessions. She definitely liked fucking him, and I suspected she’d be doing so for the foreseeable future. Probably until he started looking for a full time partner. He again brought a lovely bouquet of roses, two dozen this time, which earned him a big hug and kiss and a fondle of his crotch.

“C’mon, guys. Hotwife Linda is in serious need of dick. Shall we adjourn to the love nest.”

She took Bob’s hand and led the way. She wore ordinary weekend clothes, jeans and a tee. She no longer felt the need to dress alluringly. Bob was a sure thing. Before we started shedding our clothes, Bob had some ideas.

“Just a suggestion, guys. The first time we got together, I had you, Bill, take off her undies for me. I’m assuming you shaved her pussy again for me. I know it’s for you too, but I sense that Linda loves the symbolism. You want her to fuck me. You encourage her to fuck me. You help her fuck me. You love to watch me fuck her. So, how about completely undressing her for me now? Obviously, you guys don’t have to play along if you’re not comfortable with it. Mary and I used to play some of these games, and we found that it made everything more intense.”

Linda immediately piped up. “Yes, I love it. I think it’s hot. The only way it’s OK for me to fuck you is with Bill’s permission. How about it, baby. You want Bob to fuck me. Show us.”

I didn’t hesitate at all and pulled her tee shirt up and over her head. She raised her arms to make it easier. We were doing this together. Yes, she was going to fuck Bob every which way, but I was part of it. I unzipped her jeans. She lay down on the bed and raised her butt so I could pull them off. Then her panties and finally her bra. God, she looked hot.

Bob was now naked too. He asked me if I wanted him eat her out, make her cum, fuck her, watch her cum on his dick. It probably sounds crazy to people who aren’t into the lifestyle, but I desperately wanted just that. I told them both that’s what I wanted. Then, he asked me to kneel beside her, grab her ankles and spread her legs wide for him. I did, and my dick kept getting harder. Next I was supposed to ask him to eat out my hotwife’s pussy. I urged him to do so.

“Say it like you mean it. Convince me that’s what you want.”

“Eat her out, Bob. Make her cum. Look how I’m holding her legs apart for you. Please, Bob, I need you to eat her.”

Bob settled down between the legs I was spreading wide for him and commenced to licking her pussy. No kissing her inner thighs, no teasing. He immediately started tongue fucking her.

“You can let go of her legs now. Good, now Linda can wrap her legs around my head. Tell her how much you want her to cum with me. Beg her.”

“Oh, baby, you are so hot with him chowing down on your pussy. I want to watch you cum for him. Please cum, baby. Cum with him. I want to watch you cum. Show me how much like him eating you. Show me how much you love me.”

She grabbed onto his head with both hands and pulled him tighter against her pussy. Her thighs squeezed his head like a vise. She rolled her hips urgently, literally fucking his face. “Oh, God, baby, he’s making me feel so good.” She was moaning now, lost in her ecstasy. I could tell that she was on the verge of cumming. Bob stopped eating her just long enough to give a final instruction. “Go ahead and cum, Linda. And look into your husbands eyes when you do and tell him how much you love him.”

“Oh, baby, watch me cum. I love you so much. Oh, yes, I’m cumming. I love you, I love you. I LUUUVE YOU.

Even though I wasn’t jacking off, I had to concentrate hard on not cumming when she did. And boy did she ever. She writhed on the bed, wrapped tightly around Bob’s head. It seemed to go on forever. Finally, she pushed him away and begged him to stop. She was too sensitive. Bob relented and sat back on his haunches. She pulled me down into a very passionate, wet kiss. Finally, she relaxed and lay passively on her back.

“Jesus, baby, that was intense. Thank you for giving me that. Thank you for making me your hotwife. And Bob, thank you. I think you’ve given us a new wrinkle to add to our adventures together.”

“Glad you think so because we’re just getting started. Are you ready for me to fuck you. I haven’t cum yet, and I really need to.”

“Whew, give me another minute or two. I still feel pretty sensitive down there.”

Bob and I lay down on either side of her. She turned to me and lay her head on my chest. And fondled my still erect cock.

“Are we OK, baby. Is this what you wanted?”

“One hundred percent. Each time it keeps getting better. Are you cool with everything? Are we still good?”

“Better than good. I’m loving our new hobby.”

“Excuse me, lovebirds. Your friend is in need of his benefits.”

“Gladly, friend. How do you want me?”

“On your back. Spread your legs as wide as you comfortably can. Good. Now, Bill, with one hand use your fingers to spread open her labia. Good. Now take hold of my dick and put it into your hotwife’s pussy. This isn’t going to make us gay. I know neither of us wants that, but you’re giving me your wife’s pussy. It’s always going to belong to you, but you want to share it with me. Now, ask Linda to please fuck me.”

I did, and she said that’s what she wanted, and she wanted it bad. I took Bob’s firm erection and slotted it between the labia that I was holding open for him. He slid that big cock right in. Virtually no resistance. I withdrew my hand from their coupling and held on to hers. With her other hand she caressed his face. Looking into his eyes she pleaded for him to fuck her. He began with slow, long strokes, eliciting moans of pleasure from her. Gradually, he picked up speed. Soon he was pumping into her fast and furious.

“I’m going to cum real soon Linda. If you can, cum with me. Both of you kiss and scream out your love for each other when the fireworks start.”

Another few seconds, and Bob was blasting off deep inside my hotwife’s sweet cunt. She arched her body up, her orgasm in sync with his. She pulled me down almost violently into a passionate kiss. I LOVE YOU, I LOVE YOU, I LOVE YOU. She started sobbing and chanting that she loved me over and over.”

“I love you too, baby. Is anything wrong? Why are you crying?”

“Because I just had the biggest organism in my entire life. Because I’ve never been happier. Because I have the best husband in the world, Because I have the best bull in the world. Any other questions, you insensitive male lout?”

Bob rolled off of her. With a beatific smile on her face, she closed her eyes and let her breathing return to normal. Bob and I gently kissed her cheeks and tenderly fondled her breasts. She opened her eyes and gazed at me. “Do you really love me, baby? Even though I’ve turned into a total slut”

“More than ever, baby.”

“Will you show me how much you love me?”

“Of course, anything. Baby.”

“Then make love to me.”

I started to climb aboard, but, before I could enter her she put her hands on my shoulders and pushed me down. I kissed her nipples, but that wasn’t what she wanted. She pushed me farther with surprising strength.

“Baby, Bob just filled up your pussy with a quart of cum, maybe a gallon. I totally and eternally love you, but I don’t think I can eat you right now.”

“Please, baby. I know it will be hard for you, but it would mean the world to me. You don’t have to clean me out. All I want is for you to lick and suck my clit.”

“I went through the same thing with Mary,” Bob interjected. “I know you want to reclaim her with your dick. The first time Mary asked me to go down on her after one of her bulls had fucked her, I didn’t want to. But I could tell how much she wanted me to. I’m not sure what it is. I think when we eat our women when they’re full of some other dude’s cum it’s like the ultimate expression of love for them. You still love her slutty pussy. I guess it’s a psychological thing.”

“Oh, Bob, thank you, thank you thank you. You’ve expressed how I feel better than I could myself. I know Bill loves me whether he eats me or not. But it would be soooo special if my sweet Hubbie would at me right now.”

“It’s not nearly as bad as you think it’s going to be,” Bob added. “Over time you get used to it. I started to find it a big turn on after a while.”

Linda looked at me hopefully. “Please, baby. I know it’s hard for you. That’s why it will feel like you really do still love my cummy pussy.” I hesitated. “You don’t have to. I’ll be OK.”

Seeing how much she wanted this, I kissed my way down past her belly. I planed a big kiss on her mons. Down a little lower and I was staring at her pussy. Her labia were puffy, and there was cum leaking out and running down her ass. I avoided her lips and concentrated on her clit. She began rocking her hips into my face which began to turn me on. Bob was right. This was something I could give her to demonstrate my love. It actually didn’t take terribly long before she came. It wasn’t nearly as intense as what she had just experienced with Bob, but it was very sweet. She pulled me up and kissed me as I entered her. There were tears in her eyes.

“Thank you, baby. Thank you so much.”

I came almost immediately.

We relaxed together on the bed and talked about our childhoods, how we chose our careers, and what we hoped to accomplish. The better I got to know Bob, the more convinced I was he was one fine human being. I was happy he was our friend. Of course, I was also happy he was fucking my wife. We got dressed and ordered Chinese takeout. There was more good conversation to go with the food. Bob helped us with the dishes. We adjourned to the living room, and chatted some more over wine.

After a while, Linda got up and said she was heading back upstairs. Were either of us interested in joining her, or should she get out her vibrator. Bob and I immediately got up and followed her up the stairs. Playtime was exciting and fun. Nothing really new. We spitroasted Linda for a good while, changing ends back and forth. She came several times. Bob joined her on one of her orgasms. She looked at me expectantly without saying a word. I knew what I had to do. It really wasn’t all that bad, and I began to realize this wouldn’t be the last time I made love to her cummy pussy with my tongue.


CHAPTER 4

It felt like Linda and I had entered into some idyllic hotwife state. We were very affectionate and constantly horny, We fucked every day, and I mean every day. In addition, Linda and Bob had phone sex with increasing frequency, usually while I was eating her delectable pussy. In between moans and groans she’d describe in vivid erotic detail what I was doing to her, how it was making her feel, and how she couldn’t wait to ride his big dick again. Our Saturday dates became weekend dates. Bob would come over on Fridays after work and not leave until late Sunday afternoon. He and I fucked her repeatedly: yet she always seemed to want more. The once a week rule had morphed into the several times a week rule. But, hey, wasn’t the weekend together basically still just once a week?

During every week night she continued working with her dildos and plugs. She was able to sleep all night with the medium inside her. She was able to deep throat the smaller dildo with a minimum of gagging. I say smaller, but it was slightly larger than I was. I was one happy camper when she started deep throating me. Finally, she was able to deep throat the biggest dildo as well as accepting it up her butt if she was thoroughly lubed. She was super eager to surprise Bob with a demonstration of her newly acquired skills.

Bob had invited us over to his place for a change of venue. It was not huge, but it was significantly larger than ours. It was also more nicely furnished than ours. We were impressed, a lovely home without being ostentatious or screaming Look everybody, I’m rich. I brought along my camera and a tripod I’d purchased. I wanted to be able to capture everything even when I was busy participating in one of our three-way orgies.

Bob had prepared a lovely spread of tapas for us. He must have been working in the kitchen for hours the night before. He was still putting the finishing touches on some of the dishes when we arrived. Everything was yummy. Conversation over wine with soft jazz in the background flowed. We were practically like family. As was her wont, Linda said it was time to get started. We could worry about washing the dishes later.

Bob suggested that we smoke some pot first. Linda and I had stopped getting high when the kids became teens, so it had been a while. She thought it was a great idea. Soon, we were sitting naked on Bob’s king-sized bed passing a joint around. I had a good buzz on when Linda started making out with Bob. They were so comfortable together after all our weekly play dates, it felt perfectly normal. I was happy for Linda. I was happy for me. I was happy for Bob whom I now regarded as my best friend.

“Bob, dear,” Linda said seductively. “I have a surprise for you. Please lie down on your back. I want to start off tonight 69ing with you. Honey, get the camera. I want us to be able to watch this together this weekend.”

She straddled Bob’s head and let him start licking her which elicited a long mmmm. She leaned forward until she was resting on her elbows. I detached the camera from the tripod and knelt on the rug at the foot of the bed, a mere couple of feet from where she was fondling Bob’s burgeoning erection. Linda looked at me, smiled, and blew me a kiss. Then she started making love to Bob’s sizeable cock, rubbing it against her face, kissing the crown, licking up and down the shaft. All the while, she stared into the camera. She carefully took his cock and slid it past her lips into her mouth. She sucked on the cock gently and sank down several inches. She slowly raised up until just the tip remained. She lowered again, this time one inch more. Now Bob was groaning while he continued to slather her pussy with kisses and licks and slurps. Each time she went down she swallowed more cock. I’d helped her practice her deep throat skills, but Bob was pretty big. I didn’t see how she’d ever get the whole thing down her throat. The pot was transporting me into a dreamworld, a place I never wanted to leave.

Of course, I had underestimated my hotwife again. She slowly bobbed her head a few more times and then she slowly went all the way down. Her lips were flush against the base of his cock, her nose crammed against the top of his scrotum. Still staring into the camera, she held that position for several long seconds, then lifted up. She repeated her feat slowly over and over, pausing at the bottom, sucking at the top, all the while gazing into the camera. I’d watched plenty of porn over the years, but this was so incredibly erotic I could hardly keep from cumming. That’s what Linda did to me. She could make me cum without anyone touching my dick.

I bit my lower lip hard and closed my eyes briefly, anything to hold back. When I opened them, she was flush against Bob, her nose mashed against him. I zoomed in closer until the screen was filled with her face. She continued to look directly into my eyes through the camera. She knew what she was doing to me and Bob, driving us crazy with lust. We would do anything, anything she wanted so long as we got to fuck her face or her pussy. Or up her butt, but Bob didn’t know about that. Yet.

She increased her speed and her cheeks hollowed out as she began to suck harder. Bob was no longer tongue fucking her; he was positively addicted to what she was doing to him. He begged her not to stop. He swore he had never felt this good in his entire life. He began chanting please, please, please, and then he came. No, he CAME. I watched his cock pulse. She raised up until just the head of his cock was in her mouth. I watched that cock spasm over and over; it seemed like forever. Finally, she let his dick fall out of her mouth, brushing against her face, then landing with a small slap on his belly. I had to bite my lip again to maintain control.

Linda now upped the ante once more. She cupped her hands together under her chin and let his enormous load dribble out of her mouth. It was thick and viscous. I would swear there were chunks. She smiled at me.

“Did you like watching me, baby? Did I turn you on?” She started lapping up the cum, then noisily slurping it up. When she finished she smiled and swallowed it all, one gulp after another. She scooted down the bed, moved the camera aside, and gave me a very wet and sloppy kiss. I could taste the residue from Bob’s cum, salty and sour. For a second I tried to pull away, but her gooey, cummy hands held my face in place. I couldn’t resist her. I opened my mouth wide, and our tongues danced together. That’s when I came.

We relaxed and talked for a while. My insatiable hotwife fondled our cocks back to life. We spitroasted her through several orgasms, and Bob and I both got our rocks off a second time. We decided we’d worked up an appetite so we put on our undies and headed downstairs. Linda didn’t bother with her bra. Bob and I definitely approved of that decision. He whipped up some nachos and nuked them. He handed out beers and we headed for the living room where we sat down side by side with Linda in the middle.

“Damn, Bob, Bill and I could get used to this.”

“I certainly hope you do.”

We clinked our bottles together and toasted to friendship.

“Friendship and fucking,” Linda added.

“Lots and lots of fucking,” I threw in.

“And lots and lots of friendship,” Bob said.

Although we were still newish friends, it felt like we were old friends. Bob opened up about losing Mary. He still missed her, but we really helped fill the void. I reflected on how our blossoming friendship had to be important to Bob. We cherished our relationship with him. He knew it, and it meant a lot to him. We watched an Ali Wong standup and laughed our asses off. As it approached midnight, Linda said we should get some sleep and rest up for tomorrow. She planned on thoroughly enjoying our cocks. And, she added seductively, she had another surprise for Bob. He invited us to take over the master bedroom; he’d take a guest room. We were both tired but a good tired. In bed, Linda lay her head on my chest and stroked my tummy. We exchanged I love yous and soon drifted off to sleep.

At first light I woke up with no Linda in bed. I stretched out in bed feeling rested and relaxed. And very happy. Who knew we could travel so far down the hotwife path to nirvana so quickly. I sat up in bed, and I heard it, sounds of fucking in the next door guest room. The door was open so I wandered in, naked as the day I was born. Linda was riding her lover slowly and very sensuously. She saw me and blew me a kiss.

“Good morning, honey. You were still zonked out so we started without you. Do you want to join in or watch?”

“Why not both?”

“Because this is for me. Neither of you is allowed to come yet. You have important sexual duties today, and I want you both to be very horny and very hard. One of the great things about being a woman is we can cum many times in a day. You wimps can’t.”

She continued rolling her hips slowly. Bob started to moan that he was getting close, so she stopped and began fingering herself with his cock still inside her. I pulled up the one chair in the room and casually stroked my dick, to pleasure myself, not to cum. Linda looked my way and blew me a kiss.

“God, baby, I love it when you watch me fuck. I was feeling great with Bob’s big dick inside me, but with you watching it’s so much hotter.”

“I guess we’re made for each other then, because I absolutely love watching you. The nastier, the better. Look how hard I am, and I’m barely touching myself.”

“I know. And I love it that I can get you so hard just from watching. But don’t cum. You either, Bob.”

She upped her masturbation, and a couple of minutes later she came.

“Mmmm, that was sweet, not cosmic but very nice. Let’s get some breakfast. You gentlemen are going to need your energy today.”

Still in our underwear, Linda topless, we ate a simple breakfast of cold cereal and fruit. After that we got dressed and took a leisurely walk around the was neighborhood. It was very upscale. Bob’s house was probably the most modest one I saw. Linda took both of our hands. She was positively glowing which absolutely thrilled me.

“Mary and I bought in this development because we got a great deal. And my house has definitely appreciated. But we didn’t hit it off with the neighbors. Weren’t in the right country club. Hell, we didn’t belong to any country club, and Mary had no interest in joining the Junior League. We were young hotshot lawyers making big bucks, but we never felt comfortable hanging out with the snobbish assholes living on our block. I’m always cordial and so are they, but I don’t really have any friends here. One thing I like about you guys is you’re laid back. I don’t want to wear a fucking tie to a dinner party. So, if any of the snoots around here take exception to me holding hands with somebody else’s wife, screw ‘em.”

“A man after my own heart,” I observed. Linda chimed in in agreement.

After relaxing in a lovely nearby park for a while, we headed back to Bob’s. Bob and I plopped down on the couch in his comfy living room, Linda, however, had other ideas. “Alright, you two studs, it’s time you started earning your keep. Everybody showers, then we meet back here sans clothing. Linda was about to step into the shower with me, but I encouraged her to join Bob. I told her to tease him a little, but nothing heavy duty.

“I really like the way you think, baby. I worry sometimes about him rattling around in this big house all alone. I love the sex, but he also brings out the mother in me. I want him to be happy.”

“You do make him happy, and that makes me happy.”

She thanked me for encouraging her to shower with our host, gave me a big kiss and I love you and slipped out of our bath. I relaxed under the hot water and soaped and scrubbed and shampooed as thoroughly as possible. I wanted to be squeaky clean for what was to come. While I was shaving, she popped back into the bathroom and told me to bring the camera and tripod downstairs and set things up to film the fun and games. I was also supposed to run last night’s video through the huge living room TV. I pretty much had everything ready to go when Bob and Linda came down the stairs holding hands. And, yes, they were naked too.

We sat together on the couch holding hands. Linda explained what she wanted to happen.

“I want to see last night’s video, and I expect you two pervs are hot to see it too. I think it will put us in the mood for more fun. And then I have another surprise for you, Bob. Director Spielberg, start the movie.”

The action started a bit jumpy while I was still trying get settled with the camera. Linda and Bob were making out on the bed. And they were really making out, fondling each other aggressively and almost swallowing each other’s tongue. She straddled Bob’s head. He began slurping away. She leaned forward till her mouth hovered directly over and smiled into the camera, giving us an awesome close-up. She played, licked, and nuzzled the big cock maintaining perfect eye contact. To us viewers, it seemed like she was staring into our souls while she had a cock in her mouth. She slowly bobbed up and down until she sank all the way down. She stayed down for a few seconds, then slowly lifted up.

“Holy shit,” Bob groaned. “You, Linda, are fucking unbelievable. You belong in the Hotwife Hall of Fame. No, make that the Sex Goddess Hall of Fame. We’re going to fuck you so many times this weekend. You won’t be able to walk for a month.”

“Promises, promises, guys. Do you really think you can outfuck me?”

“We’re damned sure going to try/

She was fondling our steel hard erections while we watched her swallow Bob’s cock all the way repeatedly. Then the camera zoomed in and was filled with her face and his dick. You could clearly see his cock pulsing as he blasted off in her mouth, She drooled out the cum, slurped it back up and gulped it all down. She pushed the camera away, and the video was over. We sat in stunned silence.

“So whatcha think guys? See anything you liked.”

Bob pulled her to him and kissed her passionately. I leaned over and whispered in her ear, asking if she was ready for a DP? She turned and kissed me with equal passion. She told Bob that her pervert hubbie wanted her to do something really nasty. She wasn’t sure if she should be so nasty. Did Bob think he was up for a new kink?

“Linda, I’ll do absolutely anything you want me to. I never thought I could know someone as sexy as you.”

“Well, my pervert sweetie here thinks I should let you two DP me. Do you think you might be willing to fuck me in the asshole while he fucks my cunt?”

“I would love to, Linda, but I’m pretty big. I don’t want to hurt you. Wouldn’t it be easier on you if Bill took you back there?”

“We’ve got all day and most of tomorrow, Bob. Don’t worry. Bill will have plenty of times up my butt. He already has several times. We’ve been practicing for this, but for my very first DP I want to be looking into my sweet hubbie’s eyes while you work that wonderful cock of yours all the way up my asshole. Will you do that for me? For us? Please. Pretty please.”

“If that’s what you really want, of course I will. But stop me if it hurts too much.”

She sent me back upstairs to get a thick quilt for us to do the deed on. She’d forgotten the lube, so I brought that too. I figured that would be essential if this was going to work. By the time I returned, she was lying face down on the rug. Her legs were spread, and Bob was behind her, his face plastered against her cheeks. She was already moaning. No wonder, his tongue was all the way up her asshole.

“Grease her up, buddy, let’s get this show on the road.”

We spread the quilt out, and Linda resumed her position. I squirted some lube on my index finger and worked it in. Virtually no resistance. Practice pays off! I added more lube and inserted two, then three fingers. It took a little more pushing, but she accepted everything I gave her, and she felt only a minimum of discomfort. I handed the lube to Bob and lay down on my back. Linda straddled me and took hold of my cock. She rubbed it back and forth against her folds, then lowered herself. She was already wet. Amazing. One year ago, she would have needed ten minutes of foreplay and a good tongue lashing. She had become a sex machine over the past few months, always horny, always ready to fuck. God, I loved my slutty hotwife. She leaned forward till her tits were flat against my chest and gave me a sweet, loving kiss.

“You feel so good in my pussy, baby, but I want to feel two cocks in me at the same time. I want you to look me in the eye while Bob works his big cock all the way in. Would you like that, baby? Do you want to make love to me while he fucks my ass?”

“Jesus, baby, don’t move too much. I’m just about to explode.”

“You don’t always last as long as I’d like, but it thrills me that I make you so hot for me. Mmmm, he’s putting it in. Easy, Bob. Go slow. You’re a lot to handle. Yes, like that, an inch at a time. Stop, let me get used to you so I can relax… Now, a little farther. Yes, keep going nice and slow. Oh fuck, baby, he’s in all the way. Don’t move yet, Bob. It still hurts some. I need to relax… OK, fuck me, but slowly. Yes, just like that. I’m doing it, baby. I’m now a DP hotwife.”

“Yes, you are, baby, and I love my DP hotwife. Your pussy feels tighter. I can feel Bob’s dick sliding in and out. How do you feel?”

“Full,” she giggled. “Very full. I love the idea of it, having both of you inside me. I think it will be easier when you and Bob switch places, but I really wanted to be close to you the first time I did it. And I think I’ll learn to enjoy it more with practice. You’re always telling me practice makes perfect.”

The three of us began moving together, slowly, gently. Linda was rolling her hips very slightly, and I was pushing up and down, small movements. Bob had the room to stroke farther, pulling almost all the way out, then sinking down up to the hilt. After a few minutes, Linda invited Bob to go a little faster.

A few minutes later, “Fuck me, Bob, fuck my ass. Yeah, harder, like that. Look, baby, we’re doing it. It’s even starting to feel good. Oh, baby, I love you. I am so grateful you made me your hotwife. I was soooo reluctant, but now I fucking love it. I don’t think I can ever go back to vanilla, even though I was very happy there. This is better, so much better. I want to fuck Bob all the time. Except when I’m fucking you all the time.”

By now, Bob was really pounding her and I was humping up as best I could. She locked eyes with me, kissed me tenderly and caressed my face. This was the nastiest thing we’d ever done, but somehow it was also the most romantic. Her expression was one of pure joy, which absolutely thrilled me. Linda had become a different person, a better person as far as I was concerned. She was still the same smart, kind, and fun to be with woman I was lucky to be married to. But now she was my sex goddess, and I was traveling along for the ride.

None of us lasted terribly long. Fortunately, Linda was able to cum. Bob exploded not long after. I’m not sure how I was able to hold on as long as I did, but when I did cum, it was fucking monumental. We untangled and lay side by side, Bob and I each kissing her in turn, praising her for what an amazing hotwife she was.

We cleaned up and had sandwiches for lunch. We determined that we would stay naked the for the rest of the weekend. We would not step outside the house. We would enjoy each other’s company. Oh, and we’d fuck a lot. Linda challenged us to see how many times we could make her cum. It turned out quite a lot. Bob and I each took Cialis, enabling us to last. We took turns  on Linda. Bob would fuck her for a while. Then, I’d take over We did another DP, this time with me up her butt. She deep throated us each several times. And we spitroasted her repeatedly, probably the favorite activity for each of us. And we ate good food, drank fine wine, got high and talked about everything under the sun. It was our best weekend yet, but soon we’d be confronted with a weighty decision.


CHAPTER 4

On the way home from Bob’s, Linda’s eyes were closed, a huge smile on her face. She kept a hand on my thigh. It was more romantic than sexual. We didn’t have the energy to cook anything for supper so I ordered a pizza with pepperoni and olives. Together we threw a simple salad together and had a simple meal accompanied with wine and quiet conversation about the week ahead. We turned in early and snuggled together naked, another regular feature of our hotwife life that I quite enjoyed. Giggling, she said she was too sore to fuck, a first for my insatiable slut. I was fine with that. After the amazing weekend we’d just had, I was all fucked out.

We were both busy with work that week but remained affectionate, basking in our love for each other. We had sex each night and lots of hugs and kisses whenever we were physically close to each other. Wednesday night, we both admitted we were eager for the weekend to arrive so we could enjoy Bob’s company again.

Then, Thursday came with bad news. The regional office was having major network problems, and it was my job to make sure they were resolved. I’d been traveling more often for my job recently but always during the week. I couldn’t complain because my expanded responsibilities had come with a promotion and a substantial raise. We were both disappointed, but it was no big deal. Linda offered to call Bob and cancel, but I stopped her.

“Honey, I’ll be gone for a few days, but neither you nor Bob are going anywhere. I know we’ve always partied together, but I think I’m OK with you going solo. If you want to.”

“I think I want to, but it will be a little strange without you. I love you watching, egging me on, and joining in.”

“Believe me, I hate missing the fun. Maybe you could call me some time for phone sex while Bob is fucking you. That would be a pretty hot consolation prize.”

“Count on it, baby. God, I love being your hotwife.”

I threw some clothes and my toiletries in a suitcase and headed off for the regional office about three hours away. I felt a bit uneasy about Linda’s solo date with Bob. Maybe I should have insisted on only one night. Fuck it, I also found it highly arousing. I was confident in Linda’s love for me, and I trusted Bob to respect our marriage. A new hotwife milestone. This could be exciting.

After checking into a decent hotel, I headed for the office. I quickly learned their network had turned to shit. Their website was not working properly either. This was going to take some time. I was confident in my abilities and liked a challenge, so I dug right in. I worked the rest of the afternoon, finally knocking off just after eight o’clock. The hotel had a decent restaurant, and I treated myself to their most expensive steak. It was worth every penny, especially since it wasn’t my penny.

Back in my room, I showered, dried off and flopped on the bed in my briefs, I phoned Linda, and told her about the mess I was dealing with. I hoped I could get back home Saturday afternoon, but, more likely it would be Sunday. She told me she’d keep her fingers crossed for Saturday but she understood that duty called.

“Is there anything you’d like me to do with my big dicked bull, something you’d love to hear about when you get back?”

“Just have lots of fun. Do as many different positions as you two sex maniacs can think of. And let’s plan on phone sex tomorrow night at nine.”

“Sir, yes sir. I look forward to complying with your orders, sir.”

I made some progress with untangling the mess that awaited me on Friday, but I could tell I would not be back home until Sunday afternoon, if then. I knocked off at seven, had the lobster back at the hotel. I didn’t bother with a shower. I was in bed naked when Linda’s call came in.

“Hi, sweetie, I wish you were with us so you could watch the wonderful things Bob is doing to me.”

“And just what is that naughty boy doing?”

“Well, I just finished deep throating him so he’d be extra hard. I have my biggest dildo stuffed up my cunt, and Bob has worked that monster cock of his up my tight little butt. I am sooo full. I’m starting to really like getting DPed. I just wish I had your nice cock in my pussy. But I am a happy camper right now. Mmmm, Bob, fuck my ass. Yeah, nice and slow. It feels so good, baby. I can’t wait till you’re back home.”

In less than a minute, I was rock hard. I slowly began stroking, edging myself until she came so I could cum with her. She moaned and groaned, and I could hear Bob’s grunts as he pumped into her. She asked him to fuck her harder. I could hear their bodies slapping together. She thanked me for letting her have this solo date and promised to make it up to me as soon as I returned. We continued bantering back and forth, crude and lewd for a while, then romantic and lovey dovey. I came seconds after she did. I heard Bob’s heavy groan shortly thereafter.

We relaxed and talked about our day. They had decided to spend the weekend at Bob’s place so he could thoroughly pamper her. I even said hello to Bob, who thanked me profusely for letting them hook up while I was absent. I told them to fuck each other’s brains out. I had to rest up for another day of catching errors and fixing them. As I drifted off to sleep it occurred to me that they would sleep together, probably naked. The same thing Saturday night. It was a disquieting realization. Yet it also turned me on. Linda was right; I was a perv. I didn’t feel like a cuckold, but I loved how completely she had embraced the hotwife lifestyle.

I was able to finish everything by late Sunday morning. I wolfed down some yogurt and an apple. I phoned Linda, and I was on my way. I was ordinarily a conservative driver, but I had to fight myself to stay below eighty. Three hours later I hustled in through the front door. Linda was waiting for me. She was naked, sitting in the big easy chair. Her legs were spread wide and hung over the padded arms of the chair. Her labia were puffy and wet. I watched a dollup of cum ooze out.

“See anything you like soldier?”

“Oh, my God, baby. I like everything I see.”

She smiled wickedly and asked me to please eat her pussy and show her that I still loved her even after she had been such a naughty girl. I was on my knees in a second, my arms around her legs pulling her forward, my face plastered to her crotch, my tongue lapping away. My hesitation about cream pies was all gone. She came and then led me into the bedroom. I tore my clothes off and mounted her in missionary.

“Does my baby like sloppy seconds? I think you do. Actually it’s more like sloppy fifteenths. Bob and I had a very busy weekend.”

I fucked her like a madman. Even though her liaison with Bob aroused me, I desperately wanted to reclaim my pussy, my wife, my soul mate. I didn’t last long. When I finished I collapsed on top of her, tears in my eyes. She stroked my face and told me she loved me and was so happy I was back home. I rolled off her and lay on my back, her head on my chest. Gradually, our breathing returned to normal. I was the happiest man in the world. And then the tornado hit.

“Honey, we need to talk.” The words every husband dreads.

We rolled onto our sides facing each other, gazing into each other’s eyes.

“I imagine you’ve seen how I’ve been crushing on Bob. Spending the weekend with him solo only strengthened my feelings for him. I think he reciprocated. He has feelings for me too. We didn’t really talk about it. I did not tell him I loved him, but I wanted to. And that made me feel guilty. I never want to hurt you, baby, but I want more of Bob.

Oh, shit. Shit, shit shit.”

“Let me finish, baby. And I want you to know I’m absolutely committed to you. You are my soul mate. I’m going to grow old with you. I don’t want Bob instead of you; I want him in addition to you. And I think there’s a way. Like I said, I started feeling guilty, but I remembered reading some of the hotwife stories about how couples dealt with these kinds of situations. I spent a lot of time rereading those stories. At least, I did when I wasn’t fucking Bob. Some couples immediately cut things off with the bull cold turkey. But some evolved into polyamorous relationships, relationships where the hotwife loves two men. I could never love you less. In fact, I think my growing feelings for Bob have helped me love you even more. Since I’ve started fucking Bob, you and I have fucked a lot more often. Why couldn’t an increasingly romantic relationship with him make our connection even more romantic, strengthen our bond.

“I’ve been struggling to keep my feelings for Bob under control. I want to stop struggling and let go. I want to fall deeply in love with him. I want to have a full-blown affair with him. I want him to be my full time boyfriend.”

“Jesus, honey, this is scaring me.”

“Of course it does, but it doesn’t have to. I don’t want to do anything behind your back. Everything would be completely out in the open. I’ve started having a fantasy of the three of us being together. I’m making love to Bob, but you’re holding my hand. Bob and I are staring into each other’s eyes while he’s slowly stroking into me. We’re telling each other how much we love each other. After a while, a long while in my fantasy, we cum together. I scream out his name and tell him I love him over and over.

“Bob and I untangle, and I turn to you. I kiss you tenderly. I tell you how grateful I am for letting Bob into our lives, how much I love you. Then you start making love to me. I’m holding onto Bob’s hand now while you and I look into each other’s eyes. We declare our undying love for each other. We cum together and scream out our love. Then I turn to Bob and express my deep love for him.”

“Jesus, baby, this is a lot to digest… What does Bob think?”

“Oh, baby, I haven’t said a thing to him yet. I would never discuss something like this with him before you and I talked things out and come up with a decision that works for all us.”

“Thank you, baby. Thank you, thank you, thank you. That means so much to me.”

“It seems to me, we have three ways to go. One, I stop fucking Bob, but we retain a strong friendship with him. I’m not giving up that friendship. I know you guys are already having something of a bromance, and that makes me happy. I really don’t want to quit the sex, but I will because that’s how much I love you.

“Second option, we continue as we have been but maybe cut back a bit. I try harder to keep my feelings in check which won’t be easy. But I’d do that for you. Third option, I let go and fall in love. I’m pretty sure Bob would prefer that route, but whatever you and I decide, we have to hash this out with him.

“I know, baby, this is not what we planned on. You’d love it if I had a half dozen different bulls  that I worked into some kind of regular rotation. You’d probably like me to fuck them all at the same time. But that’s not me. I can’t be that kind of hotwife. Nothing against those that are. Since I’ve got to have a connection with anybody I fuck, we went the friends with benefits route. It’s been awesome as far as I’m concerned, but we were fucking blind and in denial to think this wouldn’t happen. I’m a woman. If I fuck a guy as much as I’ve been fucking Bob, I will develop feelings for him. It was even more inevitable because he’s a great guy. The three of us have a wonderful friendship. What are we going to do with it?”

“Wow, you’ve knocked me for a loop, baby. My guts are in a turmoil, but, at the same time, I think this is hot as hell. My head says no, no, no, but my dick says go, go, go. Talking about a polyamorous relationship has given me an erection.”

“I’m not surprised, honey. I know my pervy hubbie better than he knows himself. Balls in your court. What shall we do?”

“I think I’m going to need some time to process this. It does excite me but also unnerves me. Each option you cited has some appeal.”

“Take as much time as you need. It’s an important decision. But if we go the polyamorous route, I think of it as the next step in our hotwife marriage. The ultimate step, I guess. If we go the way I want this to go, I truly believe it will only make our relationship stronger.”

“You guys must have had one hell of a weekend. Tell me about it. Everything. Don’t hold anything back. If we’re doing this, we’ve got to stay completely honest and transparent. I need to know what it’s going to be like. Can I really handle it? Can I learn to get off on it?”

“Oh, baby, I’m so lucky to have you for a husband. And you’re right. Everything’s got to be in the open. Just remember, I’m right here for you. I love you, and I’ll still love you when I love Bob too. Tell me if it gets to be too much for you. I’ll stop and do anything you need from me to make it better. We can fuck, make love, talk things through. I really want this to be good for both us.

“I went home after school first to pack an overnight bag. I also stuffed all our sex toys in a tote. I wanted to be completely prepared. OK, I got to Bob’s around five. We kissed as soon as I got past the front door. Lots of tongue and feeling each other up. I was already wet. We hadn’t even spoken yet. We tore off our clothes. He led me to the couch, knelt down between my legs and started eating me. No foreplay, no kissing my thighs. Soon, he started tongue fucking me. I wrapped my legs around his head, grabbed onto his hair and pulled him closer. Somehow, he was able to access my clit with his thumb while he tongue fucked me. I came really quick. I pulled him up beside me and we kissed. It was more gentle this time.

“We still hadn’t said anything yet, but it was like we were in perfect sync. I threw a pillow down on the floor and started sucking his cock. Again, no messing around. No kissing my way down his tummy. No licking his balls. I wanted my mouth full of his cum. In the back of my mind, I knew he shot big loads, and that’s what I wanted. First, though, I wanted it to be special for him. I wanted to deep throat for him, but I couldn’t go all the way down in that position. I pushed him down on his back on the sofa and climbed on top of him in a 69.

It wasn’t long before my nose was squashed flat against his scrotum. I kept down there as long as I could. In between groans, he licked my clit. This wasn’t about me this time, so I began bobbing up and down really fast. It didn’t take him long either. I felt the first shot when he was still in my throat. I lifted up till just the crown was on my mouth. I gently sucked on him as shot after shot practically filled my mouth. When he finished, I got off and pulled him up so he was sitting next to me. We turned to face each other and locked eyes. I tilted my head back and opened my mouth. I wiggled my tongue through the mess. Then I closed my mouth and gulped it all down. Our faces were inches apart.”

“Jesus, baby, that was fucking hot. I only wish I could have been there to see it.”

“Me too. I love to get carried away with Bob while you watch us. And I think I’m going to like going wild with you while he watches. Are you OK, baby?”

“So far, so good. I felt some twinges of angst, but nothing too bad. I think I’d like to be inside you while you tell me the rest.”

“I like that idea. This isn’t just about Bob and me; it’s about us. We do this as a team or it won’t work. And be prepared to fuck me for a long time because I have a lot to tell.”

She lay on her back and spread her legs wide for me. We had learned to enjoy a variety of sexual positions but always wanted face to face when we felt romantic. I climbed on top of her and slid right in. My earlier load and I don’t know how many of Bob’s loads had her very lubricated for me. She wrapped her legs around my thighs and gently stroked my face. She told me she loved me very much and continued telling me about her time with Bob.

“We snuggled for a while and then had a light but yummy supper, some stir fry with chicken and lots of fresh basil. He’s really quite the chef. We ate in our underwear. Actually, the entire weekend we were naked or in our underwear bottoms. I told him the three of us had a phone sex date at nine. He seemed pleased. Honey, he really cares about us. He respects our marriage and wants to make sure we are comfortable with our ongoing threesome. We washed the dishes and then watched some comedy special with Ali Wong, someone we’ve never heard of. She is outrageous and hilarious. You will love her.

“It was approaching nine so we got set up in bed for our phone sex date. Bob and I decided we wanted to be extra naughty for you. He lubed my asshole and his dick up. I lubed the big dildo, and you heard about it all. I really enjoyed including you. Next time I want it to be your cock up one of my holes. Anyway, Bob asked if it was OK for him to take a Cialis so he could take full advantage of our time together. I was all for it. We relaxed in bed and talked and snuggled for a while. The Cialis hit, and he was ready to go again. This time it was missionary. I expect this might be hard for you to accept, but we made love. He slowly fucked me, just like we’re doing right now. I wrapped my arms and legs around him. I told him I felt very close to him. He felt the same. He made me cum several times. Finally he came. It was very intense, and there were tears in his eyes. I wanted to tell him I loved him, but I wanted to discuss all this with you first. And, honey, no matter how strong my feelings are for Bob, he will never replace you. I love you with all my heart, and I always will.”

“Thank you so much for telling me that. If we‘re going to do this crazy polyamory thing, I’m going to need a lot of love and affection from you. I felt pretty angsty while you painted such a romantic picture of you and Bob together. It really helps me when you’re so sweet.”

She pulled me down into a very warm and gentle kiss and told me how much she loved me. I asked her to tell me more about her weekend.

“We snuggled some more and talked about what our college experiences were like. It was getting late, and I was getting sleepy. Bob spooned me from behind. Before I drifted off to sleep I felt his erection against my ass. I reached behind me and slotted it in my pussy and he slid in. I fell asleep with him inside of me. Periodically, I would wake up with him gently fucking me. We made love like that on and off all night long. Sleep, fuck, sleep fuck. When I awoke in the morning, I felt very rested. I also felt guilty. Was I going too far? We were getting into deep waters. I think Bob felt kind of like that too because we were a lot less lovey dovey on Saturday.

“Don’t get me wrong. We fucked I don’t know how many times all day and into the night. We screwed all over the house in every position you can think of. I lost count of how many times I came. You told us to have a lot of fun. Believe me, we did. Sunday morning, we showered together, and it got pretty romantic again. We didn’t fuck, bur we made out for a long time. We washed each other, then dried each other with his lovely thick towels. You phoned and let me know when you’d be getting back. We had plenty of time, so it was perfectly natural that we fucked one more time. I didn’t clean up. I figured you’d want sloppy seconds. And here we are. Do you still believe me when I tell you I love you more than ever?”

“Yes, I do. You make it possible for me to accept your feelings for Bob because you are so loving toward me. Now, it’s getting to be chow time, and I’m not in the mood to cook. The Thai Kitchen is open on Sunday nights. I’d like a dinner date with my hotwife. Are you interested?”

“Absolutely. Let me get ready.”

We had a wonderful time on our date. Food was excellent. We sat in a booth, held hands when we weren’t eating, and played kissy face whenever no one was looking. And sometimes when people were. We didn’t talk about Bob or hotwifing or Linda’s desire to take our naughty lifestyle to the next level. That changed when we got back home. She sat me down on the sofa and held my hand.

“Well, sweet hubbie, whacha think?”

“About the stock market? The Braves? The conflict in the middle east?”

“Don’t be an asshole. This is important to me. I want to know what you decide so I can quit stewing about it.”

“I’m still a little nervous about it, I’m willing to give it a try. I know it’s something you really want, and I love making you happy. So, how do you envision this happening?”

“Oh, thank you, honey. This means so much to me. You’re right, I really want this. Just remember, I love you very much, and I always will no matter how my relationship with Bob develops.”

“I guess I’d like to know how we do it? What happens next?

“I have been obsessing about it, and this is how I think we should proceed. First, we’ve got to hash this out with Bob. I know he cares for me, but I’m kind of worried he won’t want to have a real love affair with me because he’s still grieving over his wife’s death. Or maybe he wants to move on and find a new wife. I don’t want to go ahead until we’re sure he wants this too. If he’s cool with everything, I basically want him as a full time boyfriend. No limits on how often I see him. Most of the time, I see the three of playing together. You travel more now though, so I’d like to be with him solo when you’re out of town.

“I think it would be really hot for the three of us to take a vacation together. I’ve had fantasies of strolling down some beach in a bikini holding on to your hands. I can see us eating in the same restaurant several times. One time, Bob is my date, and we’re all over each other. The next time, it’s you and me. And the next time, I’m all over the both of you. Look everybody, I have two lovers. We could go clubbing, and I’d dance with both of you at the same time, one in front and one behind me grinding into my butt.”

“Wow, baby, you really have been thinking about this. So far, I’m down with everything you’ve said.”

“I’m just getting started, my dear. We give him our house key so he can come inside whenever he likes. And then can cum inside me whenever he wants. We’d get his house key too so we could drop in whenever we felt like it. I imagine at first, I’ll want him to fuck me as often as possible. Just about every day. And many times every weekend. NRE if you know what I mean.”

“I know what “new relationship energy” means. I’ve been reading the same blogs you have. Go on, tell me anything and everything you want.”

“The main thing I want is for Bob and I to feel totally infatuated with each other. Totally horny for each other all the time. I think that’s the part that will be hardest for you, but that’s the part I most need if this is going to work. If it gets to be too painful for you, I’ll feel guilty. I’m going to need your support and encouragement for me to fall head over heels in love with Bob. We’ve done a lot of exciting stuff with Bob already. But I want to do more than just up the frequency. The fantasy that most thrills me is making love with Bob while you cheer us on. You obviously get off on watching me fuck Bob. I want you to get off on me making love with Bob. I want you to want this love affair just as much as I do. I know that’s a big ask, honey. Can you do this with me?”

“I can tell you one thing. We’re sure going to find out.”

We decided to wait until the weekend to discuss the new arrangement we wanted with Bob. We talked a lot about different scenarios with the three of us or just the two of them. What would be most exciting? How could I learn to love this new hotwife level she so much wanted? I read up on some of the accounts of hotwives becoming polyamorous. It worked like gangbusters for lots of couples. Such an arrangement began to appeal to me more and more. We fucked every night while we talked dirty about what was to come. And as the whole polyamory thing seemed more and more real, I started having fantasies of my own. What could I do to up the ante? Make everything more intense? Speed up and deepen Linda’s romantic feelings for Bob? And I came up with some very promising ideas. I didn’t tell her about the scandalous thoughts I was having. I wanted to surprise her once we were sure Bob was on board.

Linda was very nervous about our meeting with Bob. What if he turned us down? What if it was getting to be too much for him, and he wanted to call everything off? I didn’t think that was likely, but you never know. Because of various commitments, Bob didn’t arrive until well after dinner. I had bought some good wine (OK, it cost more than Gallow). Linda greeted bob a little more formally than usual, a perfunctory hug and kisses on the cheek. She didn’t usually dress all that provocatively, but this time she had on sweat pants and a sweat shirt. I invited Bob to sit down and enjoy a drink with us. Nobody said anything, he could tell that something was up. Accordingly, he took one of the easy chairs facing the sofa where Linda and I sat holding hands.

“OK, guys, what’s up, and I think I know what’s up. I kind of got carried away this past weekend. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

As per our agreement, I spoke first. Linda wanted Bob to know I was on board with everything.

“No, Bob. Everything is fine. Your date without me present has influenced our thinking, and we need to talk about it. Linda loved her solo date with you. We talked about it a lot, and we both want more. Not solo dates, necessarily, but she loved the intensity between the two of you. We all know the two of you have been crushing on each other. She has been struggling to hold her feelings in check, and I suspect you have as well. She wants to stop resisting. She wants to just let go. She loves you, and she wants to have a full blown love affair with you. I want that too. Honey, elaborate.”

“I want more than a fuck buddy, Bob. More than a friend with benefits. I want you to be my full time boyfriend. No more limiting our meet-ups to only weekends. No more pretending I don’t love you. We can both let go and fall deeply in love. Don’t misunderstand me. You will never replace Bill. He will always be my number one. Everything will be out in the open. We’ll mostly be together as a threesome, but when Bill’s out of town, you and I will stay together. We will be lovers in every sense of the word. Bob, will you be my full-time exclusive boyfriend?”

“Wow! Holy fucking wow. I did not see this coming. My first impulse is to say hell yes. You guys have helped me to heal. And you, Linda, already have a place in my heart. And my heart felt so empty after Mary’s death. But I still feel pretty vulnerable. What happens when Bill freaks out and calls everything off? What happens when you start to feel torn between between two lovers? I’m not sure I could stand falling in love again, and then, the rug is pulled out from under me.”

“I understand that, Bob. It makes perfect sense. Obviously, none of us can predict the future, but Bill and I have talked ourselves silly about all this. We’re not talking about a two-week fling. I want on ongoing, steady relationship with you. It will be intense at first, but things will mellow out over time. Maybe then, it won’t be so scary.”

“Fuck it. Count me in.”
“You’ve just made your girlfriend very happy. We have some other ideas to kick this off. Bill, lay it out for my lover.”

“Here’s the key to our house. Feel free to drop by any time for a quickie, a more extended romp, or just to hang out. Probably wouldn’t hurt to call first to make sure we’re at home. We’d like a key to your house for the same reasons. If you want a date to a movie or a concert, we can all go together. Or, if I’m too busy, Linda can go with you solo. And I want to cultivate our friendship too. We’ve played tennis a couple of times. I’d like to play more often. I’d like sometime to just watch a ballgame with you and have a couple of beers. Let’s not kid ourselves though” the main focus will be you and Linda, lots of sex and lots of loving.”

“Jesus, this will take some getting some getting used to, but I sure plan to try.”

“One more thing, and this is something I haven’t even discussed with Linda. It’s my surprise gift to you both. If we’re going to do this, I want to do it all the way. Linda finishes school in a couple of weeks, and she’s not going to teach summer school. I will pay for you two to take a week-long vacation together. Some place romantic where you can fuck your brains out and make love as often as you want. Maybe Daytona Beach or Sanabel Island.”

“Oh, honey, you don’t have to do that. Part of the excitement is you being there with me.”

“I know I don’t have to, but I want to. Just think, a week together to fall in love. When you get back, you’ll be so besotted with each other, you’ll be like two hormone addled teen agers.”

“Guys,” Bill said. “I have an alternative proposal. Linda, I want to take you to Hawaii for a week. All on my nickle. The trucking company that had hired the incompetent driver paid me just over three million. I want to spend some of it on my new girlfriend.”

“Oh, my sweet husband, this so exciting. Thank you so much for letting me have this. And, boyfriend, you better stock up on Cialis. You’re going to need it.”

“I think we’ve explained how we want our new arrangement to operate, but let me be clear about that. I want to be with you during your most intimate and romantic moments. I want to see you look goo goo into each other’s eyes and say I love you. I don’t want to watch you just fuck my hotwife I want to see you make love. Linda told me everything about your weekend together, and I mean everything. You can have that as often as you want from now on. A week together in Hawaii will just be the start. Let go completely. Hold nothing back.”

We drank our wine while Bob extolled the beauty of Hawaii. He had been there several times with Mary. It was his favorite place in the whole world. Of course, we had some righteous sex, but it wasn’t nearly as romantic between Bob and Linda as I had expected. I think they both were a little shy about revealing their growing affection for each other. I figured our new arrangement would take a while to come fully into fruition. I was OK with that. It would give me more time to adjust to Linda having a serious boyfriend. Strange as it may seem to the average guy, I was actually pumped up about how things were developing. I guess you’d have to be a hotwife husband to grasp the perverse pleasure her love affair gave me.

Bob got tied up with his aging parents health problems, so we would not see him again till he and Linda headed for paradise. Linda was busy finishing up with school. I was busy with a big project at work. We did squeeze in some time for Linda to buy some new clothes for her vacation. I teased that it was going to be a sexcation. She corrected me. It would be a lovecation. It was fun picking out sexy clothing which Linda would wear for Bob, a skimpy bikini, sheer underwear, sundresses that displayed her ample cleavage.

Bob was able to get a special deal that ran from Saturday to the following Sunday. It included airfare and hotel. It meant Linda and I would be apart for nine days, but what the hell, we were going all out. Linda was delighted. Happy wife, happy life. The morning they were to leave I shaved Linda’s pubes so she’d be perfectly smooth for Bob. Again, you might think I’m nuts, but I always found it incredibly hot to do that for him. On the appointed morning, Bob picked Linda up in his Lexus. I got a bro hug from him and a tearful hug that lingered from her. She kissed me tenderly and told me she loved me more than words could convey. Then, they were off. I’d be a bachelor for over a week.

While Linda was luxuriating on a gorgeous Pacific island with her boyfriend, I kept busy so I wouldn’t have time to worry about our temporary separation. I damn sure hoped it was only temporary. I truly believed she still loved me, and I still trusted Bob to respect our marriage. Nonetheless, I woke up one night from a horrendous nightmare in which Linda had called to tell me she and Bob had decided to buy a house and settle in Hawaii. Would I pack up the rest of her clothes and send them to her?

To alleviate my occasional anxiety attacks I worked out strenuously every day, running and lifting. I resolved to stay in tip top shape so I wouldn’t look wimpy next to her big dicked adonis. I stayed late at work. I organized an evening with some guy friends at a sports bar. They wanted to know where the fuck I’d been of late. I told them I’d been very busy with work. If only they knew what was really going on. I promised I’d be a better friend when work settled down. Every evening I had my dinner at some bar or diner eating something unhealthy that tasted good. I watched sports on TV, put in a better light in the garage, and worked in the yard.

I also read a lot of hotwife stories. I felt encouraged that other couples were able to thrive in polyamorous relationships. However, if I jerked off, I felt more depressed and anxious than relieved. I figured it was better to feel constantly horny than perennially bummed out, so no more orgasms until my hotwife was back home with me.

I began to dig deeper into the hotwife phenomenon and learned some interesting things about what worked for other couples. Going bareback was strongly preferred by most hotwives and their husbands, hence the advantage of a regular bull over one-night stands with strangers. I guess that was something we were doing right. Gradually, I thought of a way I could engineer even more heat into Linda’s connection with her boyfriend. I know, I know, you think I’d be crazy to amp up their passion for each other, but it turned me on. When they returned, I’d discuss it with them.

It seemed like eons, but they finally returned. It was middle of Sunday afternoon when I heard Bob’s Lexus pull up the driveway. Although I was tempted to run out and smother Linda with kisses, I did not want to appear too needy. That would make her feel guilty and spoil it for her. Accordingly, I took in a deep breath and waited for them at the front door. Peering out the peep hole I could see them heading toward the house. He was carrying her suitcase. His other hand was wrapped around her waist. She was resting her head on his shoulder. They paused just outside, separated from me by the door. He set the suitcase down and took her into his arms. They kissed tenderly, then more passionately, then soft and gentle again. They looked into each other’s eyes. I couldn’t hear what they were saying through the door, but I could read their lips. “I love you so much, Linda. I’m so glad you do, baby. I love you with all my heart.”


CHAPTER 5

They opened the door and entered. They were obviously tired after hours on their flight, but Linda was positively aglow. She had tanned nicely and looked very happy. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed me like there was no tomorrow.

“Miss me, baby?”

“Very much. But that kiss made it all worth it.”

“That makes me happy, baby. I can’t be happy if you’re not happy. Now give my boyfriend a big man hug.”

Bob and I held each other for a good while. It actually felt good in a nonsexual way. I needed to know that he cared for me as a friend, that I could trust him to respect our marriage. He thanked me for allowing him a wonderful week with Linda. He figured Linda and I would need to talk, reconnect, and reclaim. He’d be on his way. He’d call us tomorrow and see when we could all get together.”

“Wait a sec, Bob. I want to say some things to both of you.”

“Uhoh.”

“No, baby, it’s nothing bad. You guys sit on the couch. I’ll take the easy chair. OK, I won’t sugar coat it. At times I felt anxious, even jealous. It was not, I repeat, not unbearable. And, although I experienced some difficult feelings, I also had some very good ones. I was confident that you, honey, were having a wonderful time and that made me happy. I thought about you having lots of sex, being very lovey dovey with each other, and that made me horny. I’m probably wired wrong in some weird way, but I get off on you guys being in love. And the way you just kissed me, honey, put my mind at ease. Even your hug, Bob, helped. I can trust this guy.

“I read up a lot on the lifestyle, what makes things hot but safe for people like us. A recurring theme was that just about every hotwife couple likes to go bareback. You’re not the only one, sweetie, that doesn’t find fucking strangers very appealing. No connection with the other guy, plus he has to use a condom. No cum inside for you. No cream pie for me. I still find it a little difficult to go down on your cream pie, but I’m working on it. I know it’s important to you, honey, so I’m glad to do it for you. And I love seeing your pussy after Bob has fucked you senseless and filled you up with one of his monster loads. You ought to be in porn, dude.

“As I delved more into the role of cum in the hotwife lifestyle, I learned that it’s more than psychological, although that plays a big role. But it’s also biochemical. When a woman keeps her lover’s cum inside her for long periods of time, it strengthens the bond between them in some physical way. It occurred to me that’s something we could play with to make things even more intense and exciting. I propose the following. Yes, I need to reconnect with my hotwife, but I think it would be terminally hot if Linda carried Bob’s cum inside her for a month.

I’ve taken half my clothes out of our walk-in closet. I’ve left you an empty drawer in my dresser, Bob, for some socks and underwear. If you guys are up for it, I’d like Bob to live with us for a month. You’ve been carrying Bob’s cum inside of you for a week, honey. Just think how much stronger your love will be after a solid month with your pussy full of his cum. You and I will still be lovers, baby, but I will wear a condom when we fuck. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not into denial like a lot of cucks are. We’re talking one month only. After that I plan to drown you in cum, my cum, baby. So what do you two lovebirds think?”

They looked at each other practically in shock. She asked me if I was sure I really wanted to try this. I laughed and said I wasn’t sure of much of anything anymore, but, yes, this is what I wanted. She asked Bob what he thought.

“I sure wasn’t expecting this, but, hell yes, I’m up for it. I think the final decision is up to you two though.”

She got up, came over and sat on my lap. “Wow, baby, you are unbelievable. I’m the luckiest woman in the universe. If I’m honest, yes, I want to do it. It’s kinky, and the longer I’m a hotwife, the more I like kinky.”

“Awesome, baby. This is going to be so hot. Let me elaborate on how I want this next wrinkle in our hotwife life to go down. You will fuck Bob and make love to him as often as you like or as often as he likes, in other words, a lot. Think month long honeymoon. You will sleep together in the master bedroom. Bob will be your primary lover for this month, and you will do everything out in the open so I can watch. Every touch, every word of love and affection; you will hide nothing. You two are new at being boyfriend and girlfriend. You will behave accordingly.

“This, honey, does not eliminate your obligations to me. I want you to be as sweet and loving to me as you can be. I plan to fuck you hard and often, with a condom of course, so Bob’s cum can be working its erotic magic inside your cunt undiluted by my cum. And, by the way, I have two dozen condoms on hand. I will probably need to buy some more before the month is over. Bob, why don’t you go home now and get whatever you need to take up residence here. No rush, but get back here in time for dinner. I’m taking us out to the Thai Kitchen.”

Linda snuggled up tightly against me. “God, honey, you are getting to be one kinky fucker, and I love you for it. Take me to bed. You’ve got some reclaiming to do.”

She took hold of my hand and led me up the stairs. She was about to pull me into the master, but I continued on to the guest room which I had set up as my own. “Better get used to fucking me in here, baby. The master’s for you and your boyfriend this month. I moved a comfy chair in there so I can relax and jack off while you two climb the heights of sexual nirvana.”

“You are such a naught boy, baby. I am so excited about what we’re up to for a solid month.”

We undressed and got into bed. I cracked open a skin which I much preferred to latex. I was already hard, so it slipped on easily. They come lubricated, and fucking with one feels a hell of a lot more like fucking a pussy than fucking a rubber tube. She spread her legs for me, and I knelt between them. I was still plenty hard, so I slotted my cock between her labia and pushed in. She was already pretty wet, so she offered very little resistance. A couple of back and forths and I was in all the way. I hadn’t cum in nearly a week, so I told her not to move. I wanted this to last.

She pulled me into a very tender loving kiss. “Hawaii was fantastic, baby. I had a wonderful time, but it’s so good to be back with you.”

“That’s what I need to hear. When I know you still love me, I can feel secure and get off on your having Bob as a serious boyfriend.”

“Oh, baby, that makes me so happy. I really have fallen deeply in love with Bob, and I want to share that with you. I have another lover, and you still love me and I still love you. I’ve fantasized about this, and it’s coming true. I’m so glad you’re my husband. And we’re going to be together for the rest of our lives. I love you sooo much.”

“I’m happy too. Happy for me. Happy for you. Happy for us. We are going to have one hell of a thrilling ride. So, let’s get started on our new life together. I want to hear about your trip. Tell me everything. Don’t hold anything back.”

“Well, Hawaii was beautiful, idyllic. Lovely hotel. Incredible food. Gorgeous scenery. But I imagine you want to hear about the dirty parts. Am I right?”

“You know me so well, baby. Tell me. Everything.”

“We were very affectionate on the plane. We held hands and played kissy face the entire time. When we finally got to our room, we didn’t bother hanging up our clothes. We were all over each other. It didn’t take long before we were naked in bed. He was already hard. I was wet. He slid that big cock of his right in. I wrapped my legs and arms around him and looked into his eyes. I told him I loved him. He told me the same. It was such a thrill to be so in love with Bob and not feel guilty. I can do that because our love is so strong, baby. Thank you for loving your slutty hotwife.

“We didn’t fuck that first time; we made love. I was absolutely ecstatic about having him for my boyfriend with your blessing. We were slow and sensual, lots of caresses, lots of kisses, lots of I love yous. It didn’t take long, but when I came he came with me, our eyes locked on each other. I screamed out how much I loved him. He rolled off me and I lay my head on his chest. We just lay there in silence feeling close, happy as clams. It didn’t take long before he was ready to go again. This time it was more of a fuck. That was fine with me, and I urged him to fuck me harder.

“We went through a bunch of positions but finished in missionary again. That was one of the great things about our sexing. We almost always came together. I’m not sure how he was able to do it. He took Cialis every day and could fuck almost indefinitely. I think he was able to sense when I was ready and held back till we could finish at the same time. Maybe his big dick hits me in all the right places. However he did it, it made me fall deeper and deeper in love every time we came. It was so intense and intimate. I was on cloud nine the entire week.

“We did other stuff. I learned to surf but not very well.  We took some tours. But we spent an awful lot of time in our room naked. We fucked multiple times every day, sometimes hard and raunchy, sometimes romantic and sweet. About the only time we weren’t fucking was when I was too sore. And then he fucked me in the ass, or I sucked him off. One other thing happened that was very special. Each night he spooned me when we were ready to go to sleep. And like we had done once a few weeks ago, he was hard enough that I could put him inside me. I fell asleep every single night that way. Sometimes, I was awakened in the middle of the night with him gently fucking me. It was probably the most romantic thing I’ve ever done. When my month with Bob is up, I want to do that with you. Them’s the highlights. We fucked a lot, made love a lot, and now I’m back with my sweet hubbie. As we discussed countless times, I wanted to let go with my feelings and allow myself to fall head over heels in love. That’s what I did. I love you so much for allowing me to do that. Now, are you OK?”

“God, honey, honestly, I’m still a little conflicted. I do feel kinda jealous over your drifting off every night with his big cock inside you. But it also makes me incredibly horny. If I pump three times I’ll probably break the condom with all the cum I have stored up. You’ve been incredibly sweet since you’ve been back. That makes all the difference in the world. I really want us to do this, baby. Keep loving me. I truly think it’ll get easier for me the more we live this way. It already turns me on big time. The more time I spend around you and your boyfriend, the more I think arousal will win out over angst.”

“It's so easy for me to be affectionate with you, baby, because I love you. I fucking adore you. And I adore fucking you. Now, fuck me and cum in my pussy. Fuck it if the condom breaks.”

We looked into each other’s eyes. I began slowly fucking her. I lasted mere seconds. I rolled off and pulled her on top of me. I could not remember a time I had ever felt happier. After a contented few minutes, we got dressed for dinner. Bob arrived not long after, and we helped him move his stuff into the master.

We got a booth at the Thai restaurant. I insisted that the boyfriend and girlfriend sit together across from me. As per usual, the food was excellent. A bottle of wine paved the way to a lively, comfortable conversation. I felt we were fast becoming a solid threesome. Mostly we talked about Hawaii, not the sex stuff, but all the great things about the island. We all agreed the next time we’d go as a throuple.

Back home, I could tell they were both exhausted after a long flight and jet lag. I told them I was eager to watch them make love, not just hear about it, but they needed to get some sleep. Bob said he was never too tired to make love with his girlfriend. It turned out his girlfriend was equally agreeable to making love with her boyfriend, tired though she was. She thought one final cum for the day would send them deeply into dream land where she planned to reside for the next ten hours. She took Bob’s hand and led him up the stairs. I followed close behind, loving the sight of her jiggling bubble butt. Inside the bedroom, she pulled the covers on our king back in preparation for her impending love making.

“Baby, would you please undress me for my boyfriend. I want to make love to him. I want you to watch us. I want you to see how much we love each other. Would you like that? Would that turn you on?”

“Jesus, baby, you are fucking amazing. Yes, yes, I want to watch you make love.”

“It can get pretty intense, baby. Are you sure you don’t want me to hold back a little. I don’t want to upset you.”

“No, don’t hold anything back. I want to see everything. Please, baby, please make love to Bob with everything you’ve got. I’ve got to see it. I want to learn to love it. I want to show you that I love you even though you’re in love with him. Please, baby, do it. Please, please, please.”

“Oh, my, you’ve asked so nice, baby. It turns me on like crazy when you beg. Pull the chair up next to the bed. I want you to see everything.”

She climbed onto the bed and snuggled up to Bob. She kissed him tenderly. Locking eyes with him she told him she loved him with all her heart. He pulled her closer for a deeper, wetter kiss. She moaned into the kiss and stroked his cheek. She turned to me and spoke.

“My boyfriend is going to make love to me, baby, and that makes me very happy. First, though, I’m going to make love to his big dick. I’m in love with all of him, baby, but I’m especially in love with his cock. “Does that turn you on, baby? Do you want me to make love to his cock for you? I think you do.”

She kissed her way down his body, kissing and sucking each of his nipples. She moved on slowly, sensuously, pausing every few seconds to tell him that she loved him. She reached his semi-hard cock and tenderly kissed the head. She kissed up and down, all over his shaft.

She talked to the cock like it was her boyfriend. “God, I love you. You make me feel so good when you’re inside me. I think you were made for my pussy. The first time we met, I was afraid you might be too big, but I was wrong. You’re perfect. I can’t get enough of you. I wish I could have you inside my pussy all the time.”

She kissed and licked her way down the cock that she really did look like she had fallen in love with. She licked his scrotum. She took one ball in her mouth and gently sucked. She spit it out and sucked on his other ball. She opened wide and somehow managed to get both balls in her mouth at the same time. She moaned softly, sucking and licking. She pulled off and spoke to Bob’s balls.

“I love you guys. You’re so big and strong and manly. And you have so much cum for me. I love your cum too, Bob. It’s so thick. I love it in my ass. I love it even more in my mouth. It tastes like sex to me. I can’t eat enough of it. But most of all, I love it in my pussy.”

She moved up a few inches, grabbed hold of his cock and rubbed it all over her face. Across her cheeks, her forehead, her lips, mumbling mmms and oohs and ahhs as she did. She rearranged her position so that she was kneeling along side her boyfriend, her butt near his face. She told me to move my chair to the foot of the bed so I could see everything. I had already stripped off all my clothes except for my boxers. My erection protruded proudly through the opening. I placed the chair so that there was just enough room for me to sit down. I leaned forward and rested my chin on the foot of the mattress. Linda smiled at me, then took Bob’s big cock into her mouth and slowly sank down. She took her time but got all the way to the bottom in one trip. Still looking into my eyes, she stayed there for three, four, five seconds. Ten, fifteen seconds. She slowly lifted off his cock, and smiled at me lasciviously.

“I got lots of practice on my vacation with my boyfriend, baby. Can you tell?”

She began slowly bobbing up and down on his cock. When she got to the bottom she would pause before lifting back up. This was not a blow job to make him cum. This was deep throat cocksucking to fire him up for what was to come. It didn’t take long before she lay down on her back beside her boyfriend. She asked him to please make love to her. She needed his wonderful cock inside her pussy where it belonged. Bob moved on top of her. She spread her legs wide for him. She took hold of him and rubbed it back and forth through her folds.

“Come on, baby, fuck me nice and slow… Yes, all the way in, just like that. Now, please fuck me. You know I’ve fallen in love with you, baby. Are you going to fuck your girlfriend? Are you going to make me cum? Are you going to cum with me? Let’s show my sweet hubbie how much we love each other.”

Bob began pumping into her at a leisurely pace. They alternated between gentle kisses and professions of love while they stared dreamily into each other’s eyes. Gradually Bob began to speed up and fuck her with more force, but still not pounding her. They continued like this for five, ten minutes. I stroked my penis carefully. I did not want to cum tonight. I felt I needed to stay horny to appreciate what they were doing for me. Of course, it wasn’t just for me. It was for them. I truly believed they were making romantic love as if I wasn’t there. Even if it was also for me to watch, to see every kiss and caress, to hear ever moan and I love you, to watch Bob’s big dick enter my wife’s pussy again and again.

“Oh, honey, you fuck me so good. I’m ready to cum. Please cum with me. Yes, like that. Harder, faster, ohhhh fuck. I’M CUMMING. I’M CUMMING SO GOOD. I LOVE YOU, BABY, I LOVE YOU.”

Bob stayed inside her for a while, resting on his elbows. He kissed her and rolled off and lay beside her. She turned to me and blew me a kiss. “Did you like that, baby? Do like watching your wife make love to her boyfriend? Are you OK? Was that too much?”

“Holy fuck, baby, that was the most intense thing I’ve ever seen. I felt a little angsty at times, but I was so turned on I couldn’t touch myself or I would have cum. I love you so much.”

“I’m awfully tired, baby, but do you want a turn? A quicky.”

“I’m OK. You guys need to get some sleep.”

“OK, baby. Come give your loving wife a good night kiss.”

I came around and kissed her tenderly and told her I loved her. She replied that she loved me too. I gathered up my clothes where I’d tossed them and headed out to the next door guest room. As I looked back on them, they were spooning, him behind her with his arms wrapped around and his hands on her breasts.

I brushed my teeth and went to bed in my boxers. I supposed Bob already had his big dick inside her where it would reside much of the night. This is what I had asked for. I was getting better at embracing it. It was going to be a very interesting month. I felt surprisingly serene as I drifted off to sleep.


I hope you enjoyed POLYAMOROUS LINDA 1. 2 will appear soon, along with several other steamy romances. Or maybe they are porn with some romance thrown in. All I can say is that categories don’t mean much. I write books that I hope you find arousing, but with a sweetness that touches your heart.              Bill Watchman
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