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Hotwife Spring Break


Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea.

Want to become a hotwife?

Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless.

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.


Chapter 1


My husband, Silas, drums his fingers against the steering wheel as we make our way down the highway. Or, I should say, as we drive at a snail's pace our way. We happen to catch rush hour as we head into Fort Lauderdale, Florida. It’s a huge difference from our home in Toronto, Canada. For one, there are nice beaches here. There is one beach at home which is not bad, but it’s nothing like the ones down the coast of Florida. White sand, and the water goes on forever.

I sigh as I watch an ant walk across the hot road. He’s traveling faster than we are, and by the time we move another inch forward, he’s already next to the car in front of us. My head lays against the cool glass and I only turn when I feel my husband lay his hand over my thigh. I hum as he rubs his thumb across my skin. Despite working as a lawyer, his fingers are rough. That’s mostly because he’s quite the handyman at home. Instead of calling a guy like I would, he always insists on doing it himself. Ego I assume. His father worked as a construction worker and even though he was glad his son went to college, he was a little bummed it wasn’t for the trades but, instead, to become a lawyer.

The exact opposite to him, in his mind.

My eyes roam up my husband’s long, muscular arm, covered lightly with brown hair, lighter than the perfectly quaffed head of dark hair on his head. He’s wearing a white and light blue button-up t-shirt and blue jeans. A big difference from the suits he normally wears. These are his vacation clothes. When he comes home from work he just takes off his jacket and stays in his suit. And on the weekends he goes for slacks with turtle necks or plain white t-shirts.

He looks like a younger version of his father like this, rather than the Harvey Specter look-a-like that he typically does.

“Fuck,” he mutters, “We definitely timed this wrong.”

I chuckle. “We?”

He turns to face me with a confused look on his face.

“What?”

“Dude, I’m not the one driving, and you said you can handle it.” I point to him. “This is your fault.”

He smirks and grabs my finger, putting it into his lips to kiss. After being married for 10 years, it’s easy for us to tease each other, knowing each other so well at this point. Like, I know his timing sucks. Which is why, whenever we leave anywhere, I tell him ten minutes before we have to leave. How he managed to become one of the best trial lawyers in Toronto, I’ll never know.

Maybe that charming smile of his makes people forgive him for being late.

I pull my hand back and lay back against the window.

It takes us about an hour to actually get into Fort Lauderdale and another half an hour to find the resort.

My whole body tingles with anticipation. I’m so excited. We haven’t been on vacation for a long while. Silas pulls into the parking lot and, after parking and getting our bags, we head into the resort. The air is hot in Florida, so when I get hit with the air conditioning, I almost moan. The resort is very white. White walls, white tile floors, white furniture. Even the flowers on the tables are white. I almost feel like taking off my shoes.

We head to the front desk and an almost violently happy woman greets us.

“Hello, and welcome to The Beachside Hotel and Resort! How can I help you?” She smiles brightly and I’m almost taken aback by it. Silas and I are more on the shy side. My husband especially barely talks to anyone but me and his clients.

“Ah, yes. We have a reservation. It’s under the name Walker,” my husband says.

She types on her computer, maintaining her smile the whole time. Finally, she comes across our reservation.

“Silas Walker?”

He nods.

“Okay, you are Room 102 on the tenth floor.” She asks Silas a few more questions and, after she’s done, hands us the key.

“We will have a bellhop take your bags upstairs.”

Before we have time to protest, a shorter balding man comes up next to my husband and takes the bags. We follow him to the elevator and Silas pushes the button that takes us up to the 10th floor. I grab onto the rails and close my eyes as I feel my stomach drop.

Fuck, I hate elevators. I hate the feeling of the pressure when the elevator starts and stops. I swear I am always tempted just to take the stairs. Silas grasps my hand, knowing my feelings about the elevator, and pulls me into his arms. Before I know it, another whoosh and then the doors open.

We follow our bellhop to the hotel room. After putting in the key, Silas pushes the door open, revealing a gorgeous room. It’s the same tiles as outside, the walls are beige, and they match the curtains. There are a few sticks of furniture, including a desk, chair, and a couch, and when you turn to the left, there is another room with a bed in it. It’s like a living room, bathroom, and bedroom in one room.

My husband tips the man and he leaves us with our bags. I open the curtains wide, revealing the blue sky and amazing beach. You can probably see the sun dip past the horizon here.

“God, it’s beautiful,” I say in awe.

Silas comes up behind me, wraps his arms around me, and hums his agreement. We stand there watching the waves and the people down below.

“I want to go down there,” I say, toeing off my runners.

“Yeah?” Silas tips my head back and kisses my forehead.

I’m about 8 inches shorter than he is and even shorter when I have no shoes on.

“We can go,” he says, “but I’m going to take a shower first.” He pats my behind and leaves for the bathroom.

I take our suitcases into the bedroom and unpack.

I don’t like putting stuff in drawers, but I like opening up the suitcases and setting them on the floor, figuring out what we need at the moment. I take out Silas’s swim trunks and my bathing suit. I bought a couple of new bikinis. A tiny black one with a gold ring holding the bottoms together, along with string and a simple white bikini. I thought about going for the leopard print one I saw, but that seemed a bit much for me. Reserve is more my type. In fact, I’m surprised I chose a bikini rather than a one-piece.

In my mind, I guess I was thinking this was my chance to get out there a bit. Try something new in a place that is new. Try on a new me and see what happens. If it sucks, it’s not like we live here. I can go back to Toronto for my work, yoga pants, and cardigans.

I hear the shower running behind me as an idea pops into my head. Quickly, I undress and head into the bathroom. I can see my husband running his hand through his hair through the steamed glass.

Fuck, he’s beautiful. Tall and lean. He swims and has the body to show for it. Abs and tanned skin with gorgeous brown eyes and a little stubble. He looks like a Greek God. I step into the shower behind him and, when he turns around, his eyes go dark as he looks over my naked body.

I shiver and run my hand up my arm as his eyes roam from my feet all the way up, stopping for a few moments at my tits before locking eyes with me.

“Come here,” he says and pulls me into his arms, and then he pushes me against the wall of the shower.

“Stay,” he commands and I lean against the tile as he pours soap onto his hands and starts washing me. He starts at my neck, massaging and lathering my body. Then he goes down to my collarbone. My breath hitches as his hands glide over my large mounds. He pulls at my nipples and rolls them between his fingers. I moan as my core heats and I get needy.

Moving on, he runs his hand down my stomach and starts doing my legs, completely bypassing the place I want him the most. But with the smirk on his face, I know he did that on purpose and, if I can be patient, he will get there.

But maybe I don’t want to be patient. Maybe I want to command him this time. Opening my legs and pulling every ounce of courage, I grab the back of his head and press him between my legs.

It’s not that my husband doesn’t listen to me or satisfy me. He does. I always come first. I feel loved and cherished and sexy every time he is near me, and I don’t mind being submissive in bed. I just want to try taking it a little instead of waiting to be taken.

And it looks like it’s working because Silas’s hand braces on my thighs and his tongue laps my pussy. His moans rumble through my core and I feel the pleasure of his face between my legs down to my toes. I grind myself against his face as he sucks and licks my clit. His fingers dig into my thighs, gripping me possessively as I take my pleasure.

“Oh, fuck. I’m going to come,” I whimper, my orgasm peaking.

And then he sucks my clit, making me come all over his face.

“Fuck!” I shout with a high-pitched yelp as pleasure rolls through me. Like the waves in the water, it crashes through me over and over again until I’m sensitive. I pull his head back and see my husband grinning at me, his pearly whites and lips covered with my arousal.

Slowly he stands, his rock-hard cock bobbing between us.

“You’ve never done that before,” he pants and runs his hand through my hair.

“Was that okay?” I ask. “Maybe I should have asked before-”

He stops me with a kiss and brings my hand to his cock.

“You think I’d be this hard if I didn’t like it, Olive? I fucking loved how you shoved my face against your pussy. It’s my favourite place to be. Other than inside you.”

I smile and feel relieved that I didn’t freak him out. In fact, it was the opposite. His cock is thick and warm in my hand, veins pulsing alongside his shaft. The tip drips with pre-cum and makes me kneel so I can have a taste.

What I can’t get into my mouth, I use my hand to jack him off as I suck him. He settles his forearms against the wall and watches me blow him. Feeling that newfound confidence, I try another new thing. I cup his balls in my hand and squeeze them.

His mouth opens as a long groan escapes him and he leaks more pre-cum into my mouth.

“Fuck, baby,” he pants. “Yes. Play with my balls, you dirty girl.”

I smile around his dick and roll his balls in my hand.

Fuck, if I knew he’d be this into trying new sexy things I would have done this years ago.

I bob up and down on his cock, rolling his balls and listening to him growl as he pumps his shaft in and out of my mouth. His eyes are closed, his mouth hanging open as he pants with pleasure.

“You’re gonna make me come, baby. Fuck. Please. Don’t stop.”

I squeeze his balls tighter, jack his cock faster, and suck harder until he’s coming down my throat.

His growls reverberate off the shower tiles as he comes. I swallow every drop of his cum until he’s sucked dry. When I pull off of him, I settle my hands on his hips as I rise, keeping him from falling. He leans against me as I lean against the wall. The water falls across his back as we catch our breath.

We have to shower again after that, but as soon as we’re done, we put on our swimsuits and head to the beach.


Chapter 2


“Fuck, that’s sexy,” Silas growls as I peel off my sun dress, revealing my black bikini.

I didn’t show it to him we left, wanting it to be a secret. I’m satisfied with the look of lust in his eyes.

I take a seat next to him on the blanket. After showering, we went down to the beach and found a place that is pretty secluded from other people.

“What’s going on?” Silas asks, curiosity dancing in his eyes.

“What do you mean?” I ask, wiping sand off my hands before leaning back on them. That move made my breasts push out and his eyes lower to them before hiking back up to me.

“I mean this…” he waves to my bikini. “And what happened in the shower. That isn’t typical Olive. Typical Olive wears swim trunks and t-shirts to the beach. Typical Olive doesn’t push her husband's face between her legs. Not that I’m complaining,” he makes it clear, his hand in the air on either side of his head.

“Well,” I breathe, “I guess I wanted to try something new. It’s not like I’m not satisfied, but I’m just curious, and when I indulged in one curiosity, that led me to another and then another. So it started with the bikini and that led me to the… you know… ball holding and stuff. I don’t know.” I shrug. “I want to see what I like. I feel like it’s been so long that I don’t know anymore. I don’t know how far I want to go, what I want to do… sexually, mostly. Figured this vacation, with it being so far away from all that I know, would be a great opportunity to spread my legs, so to speak.” I giggle at my own joke and Silas chuckles, wrapping his arm around me.

“Well, I like it. I’d like to see what other things we can get into while we’re here. That’s for telling me.” He kisses the top of my head.

I’m glad that Silas has a strong enough man-ego that he doesn’t get weird about me wanting more. That he doesn’t equate wanting more with not being happy. Because I’m not. I’m very happy.

“I’m going to go take a swim. Wanna come?” Silas asks.

I shake my head. “No thanks. Maybe later. I just want to lie down for a sec.”

He nods and stands up. I watch his ass in those tight swim trunks as he walks into the water. A lustful thrill runs over my body and I feel my core heat up again. I press my thighs together as unexpected pleasure hits me.

Man, I need to start looking again. I did when we were younger, but I guess I stopped.

I lie down on the towel, closing my eyes as I remember the first time I ever saw Silas in a pair of swim trunks.

It was at the community pool in Toronto. I started going there a couple of months after I moved to Toronto from Scarborough. I don’t like the gym, but I wanted a place to work out. I swam when I was a kid and thought it would be great.

I sat at the edge of the pool after going back and forth about 5 times, and on the other side I see this hunk of a man climb out of the pool. His back muscles flexed, and there was the sound of rushing water tumbling off his back. As he stood up, he revealed the most gorgeous ass I’ve ever seen covered by his blue trunks.

He pulled at the hem of it, tugging it up, and I swear his marble-like ass didn’t move at all. I never thought I was an ass girl until that moment. But then he turned around and revealed something even better. A bulge. And that was when he was soft. I blame my virginity as to why I was so mesmerized that I didn’t realize I was starting until he came up to me and said, “See something you like?”

Not only was it the first time I saw him in trunks. It was the first time I met him.

He looked down at me with kind and humorous eyes, neither offended nor ashamed of my looking.

“Um, I-uh…” I had no words. Before I could get any out, he gave me a wink and left.

I avoided the pool for a week after that. I couldn’t get over how embarrassing it was just to gawk and then not say anything. When I went back, I saw him again, and this time I had words. We chatted about how sorry I was for staring. He said it was okay and we went and had lunch together. He told me about his new job as a lawyer at a law firm near the pool and I told him about my job as a social media manager for a sports store.

It was like we were friends from another life. It was so easy to talk to him that lunch turned into dinner, which turned into my first kiss. After a couple of dates, it turned into losing my virginity in front of the fireplace, and the rest is history. It was always him. I never had sex with another person ever. I’ve thought about it. A faceless man licking my pussy as my husband watched, but that was all fantasy.

Maybe this is my chance to explore that fantasy for real.

I feel some droplets of water on me, breaking me from my thoughts. I look up to see Silas looking down at me. Well, at my crotch, where I have my hand under my bottoms and I’m rubbing my clit.

“Fuck,” I gasp and pull my hand out.

“No,” Silas says, his voice deep and gravelly. “Don’t stop.”

He kneels down and undoes my bikini bottoms, then yanks them off. Spreading my legs, my skin heats as I place my fingertips over my clit and rub it in small circles. My pussy glistens under the sun, and my husband stares at it. He watches me touch myself as he rubs his cock over his swim trunks.

“Take them off,” I say softly.

His eyes connect with mine and the lust in his eyes makes me mewl.

Still looking at me, he undoes his trunks and pushes them down, revealing his cock that drips with pre-cum.

“You want my cock, baby?” He growls. “In public, where anyone can catch you? Where anyone can see just want a cock slut you are?”

His voice is dark and it makes me shiver with need.

I nod my head. “Please. Yes, please. I want your cock.”

He leans over me, bracing his hands on either side of my head, as he slowly sinks in. We both groan and I remove my hand to brace them on his shoulders.

My nails dig into his shoulders as he thrusts his cock in and out of my pussy. I whimper and moan under him. I look down and watch as he sinks inside me and pulls out, all shiny with my arousal. With me being on birth control and being married, we decided to forgo condoms.

Silas grunts like an animal as he plows into me. The slapping sounds a bass-line to our lovemaking. My husband lowers himself closer to me and kisses my neck, my collarbone, and my breasts. I watch as he loves me and brings me closer to orgasm. He kisses back up my body and whispers dirty things in my ear.

“You love what I’m doing to this sweet body, baby? Your pussy is so fucking tight that I’m already so close to coming in her. I’m going to give all my cum to my dirty. Little. Slutty. Wife.”

He punctuates each word with a thrust that builds my orgasm higher.

“Can you imagine someone watching me take you? Some man passing by, watching your husband rut into you like an animal.”

My whole body shivers. I’ve always loved my husband’s dirty talk, and this is no exception.

“Please,” I whimper.

“Please what?” he growls. “Please fill me up or make me come?”

“Make me come. Then fill me up.” I pant and wrap my legs around his waist.

He grips my thigh with one hand and pushes my leg up, allowing him to go deeper as he fucks me harder.

My breasts bounce and I shut my eyes tight as my orgasm comes barreling through me.

“That’s it, baby. Come on my cock. Come all over me. Squeeze this dick tight with your cunt.”

I hold him tight as I come and, with a few more thrusts, he comes as well, filling me up just like he said.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, when we hear something snap. We both look up at the same time above us to see a guy standing there. His cheeks are red with embarrassment and he leaves, running through the trees.

Instead of being horrified that some man was watching us, I’m a little turned on.

“Did you know he was looking?” I ask, recalling the voyeurism dirty talk my husband was giving me.

He gives me a crooked smile. “No. I had no idea. Well, I hope he enjoyed the show.”

We both laugh as he pulls out and lies next to me.

“Who’d you think he was?” I ask, trying my bathing suit back on.

Silas shrugs. “Maybe he’s one of those college students here for spring break.”

I nod as I lie back down.


Chapter 3


After a long swim in the ocean, Silas and I pack up our stuff and head to the car. My mind occasionally drifts back to that guy watching us. Blonde hair, blue eyes, a young adult with khaki shorts and a dark blue t-shirt. Definitely has to be a college student. I recall his body filling in his shirt and I start filling in the blanks of the mystery man.

Maybe he plays football and he’s got a six-pack. With those thick arms, I assume he could lift anything. Maybe me. My pussy tingles and I shake my head. This is so inappropriate. I mean, yeah, he started it by watching my husband and I have sex, but I shouldn’t be thinking about what his cock looks like.

I open the back of our car and, as I’m shoving in the bag full of sandy beach towels, I see a flash of blonde to my right. I look over and see that same man opening his car door. He looks over at me and does a double-take before his cheeks turn red.

I close the door and walk over to him. I don’t know why.

When I reach him, he stands still, his toe digging into the concrete parking lot.

Pulling at the back of his neck, he looks down at his shoes and says, “I’m sorry.” He looks up, his eyes wide with panic. “It was an accident. I was checking out this noise I heard and then I saw…” His words trail off and I assume he’s thinking back to Silas and I fucking.

I put a hand on his shoulder as Silas steps up behind me.

“It’s fine. We didn’t really mind.” Silas nods his head in agreement.

“Oh,” he says, looking between my husband and me.

“In fact…” I start saying, my brain choosing honesty. “It was kind of hot.”

He chuckles softly as he starts to relax. “Seriously?”

“Totally. We’ve never been watched before and we didn’t know you were there until it was over, but it was… yeah, pretty hot.”

The man nods and sticks out his hand. “I’m Grayson, by the way. I’m here on spring break. I’m in my last year of college, so this is kind of the last chance I get to go ham before I get a job.”

I shake his hand, then Silas shakes his hand.

“Hello, Grayson. I’m Olive and this is my husband, Silas.”

Grayson looks at Silas and says, “You’re not mad, either?”

There is a little fear in Grayson’s eyes, which I understand. Silas can be intimidating, from his height to his “bitch face,” which he says he doesn’t have, but he for sure does.

“Not at all. I agree. It was hot. I mean, I’d rather you been there with us knowing, or not been there at all, but I’m not mad.”

Grayson starts to calm down and everything gets a little more relaxed. So much so that I blurt out, “He actually was talking about me being fucked by other men,” I point my thumb at my husband and as I recall the words I just said. I’m now the one blushing.

“Oh, uh. Never mind. Forget I said that. I don’t even know you that well to say that.” I wipe my forehead. “It must be the heat.”

Grayson chuckles. “That’s fine. I think considering what I did, you have nothing to be sorry about.”

Grayson and I laugh, but everything goes silent when Silas says, “Do you want to fuck her?”

I look up at my husband at the same time Grayson’s eyes shoot to his.

My husband looks down at me and shrugs, “What? I think we're at a point in this conversation where I can ask.” He looks back at Grayson, “So? What do you think?”

Grayson looks at Silas, then to me, then back to him, until they fall back to me.

“I mean…” He tugs at the back of his neck again. “If you are into it… I would not say no.”

My pussy tingles again, and she’s begging me to say yes. This would definitely count as stepping out of my comfort zone. I feel my nipples harden under the bathing suit as Silas cups my breasts.

“What do you say, baby? Do you want Grayson to suck those pretty nipples as he sinks his cock inside you?”

I gasp and feel my suit getting wet with my arousal.

“Yes,” I say softly, and Silas leads Grayson and I into our car.

We parked our car at the end of the parking lot under a grove of trees, which made it hard to see. At the time, I assumed it was to keep our car cool, but part of me is wondering if Silas planned this. While on one of our dates, after half a bottle of wine, I did admit to him that I was reading some hotwife erotica and always imagined myself as the wife, but the conversation didn’t go anywhere from that.

I don’t have that much time to think about it, though, because as soon as I step into the car, Silas helps me onto Grayson’s lap. Before he leaves he says, “I’ll keep a lookout,” and winks before shutting the door.

Grayson’s hands are on my hips and I feel his erection under me, pressing against me.

“Have you ever done this before?” he asks, his voice dripping with lust.

I shake my head. “But I’m ready,” I say, and I mean that. I can already feel my body responding to his touch.

Grayson wets his lip and then pulls at the strings of my bikini top. As soon as it’s untied, I slip it off, my breasts falling out directly in front of his face.

He looks at me one more time, giving me one more chance to say no before we start. I nod and then moan as he wraps his lips around my nipple.

“Fuck,” I gasp and grip the back of the seat.

His hand plays with my left breast as he sucks on the right. His tongue swirls around the hard nipple, causing electric zings of pleasure to hit me at my core. I grind myself on Grayson’s cock as he moves over to suck on my other nipples.

I open my eyes and look down at him. He pulls back, my nipple releasing with a pop, and he looks up at me.

“Your tits are amazing,” he says as his fingers trail down my sides towards my bikini bottom.

Grabbing onto the ties, he pulls. First the left side then the right. I lift up so he can pull it out from under me.

Grayson’s fingers slide between my legs and I moan.

“Fuck. You’re so fucking wet.” He moans and pushes two fingers inside me.

“Mother of God,” I groan. My hips move as he pumps his digits in and out of my sopping pussy.

I don’t know if anyone can see the car moving or hear the moans, but I don’t care. I chase my orgasm anyway. Rocking on Grayson’s fingers while his thumb rubs my clit. We’re both panting and groaning as my pussy soaks his hand until finally, I come.

I lean against him, my tits pressed against his face, as I shake through my climax.

“Atta’ girl. Fuck. I love the way your pussy is squeezing my fingers. Is it going to squeeze my cock like that?” Grayson says against my skin.

I shiver as he pulls his fingers out and I bite my lip as he sucks my juices off of them.

“You taste amazing, Olive,” he says and leans forward, kissing me.

I can taste my arousal on his tongue as I suck it hard. And even though I already came, I want more. I pull back, panting, and reach down to undo his shorts.

I reach into his pants and pull out the thickest cock I’ve ever seen. Silas is thick and long, but he is thicker and shorter. My fingers can’t even wrap around the thing. He must have noticed my pause because he says, “Don’t worry. I promise if it hurts, we can stop.”

I nod as I position myself over his pulsing cock. It’s so strange holding a dick that isn’t my husband’s, but it’s exciting, nevertheless. With one hand on him and the other on his shoulder, I sink down slowly, feeling the way he stretches me wide.

“Holy shit,” I moan, sinking down farther and farther.

I brace both hands on his shoulders when I bottom out. I wiggle around, getting used to him. He’s just so fucking thick and I feel so full. Grayson grips my hips and together I lift up and sink back down. The tip rubs against my g-spot and every thrust makes it easier and easier until I’m riding him hard. My boobs bounce up and down and I think I feel the car moving, too.

I roll my hips and listen to Grayson groan.

“Oh, fuck, baby. That feels so fucking good.”

Clearly, because his hands grip me harder and he fucks me deeper. He slams me down on his cock as he thrusts up and every time it gets me closer and closer to another orgasm.

“Jesus, Olive. Your pussy is so fucking tight. I’m going to come. I’m going to…” His sentence turns into a groan as he empties himself into me. His cum coats my inner walls as they pulse around him. I didn’t come, but I rub my clit, and just feeling his hot seed inside me makes me come. I whimper and shove my face into his shoulder as my climax takes over.

Grayson holds me against him, his hand running up and down my back as we catch our breath. I can feel my heartbeat in my ears, my body is sensitive, and I feel his cock softening inside of me.

“That was…” Grayson says.

“Yeah,” I agree.

I hear the door open and turn to see Silas getting into the front seat. His smile is big and I can see lust in his eyes.

“You two have fun?” Silas says and we both nod. "Good. Can I have my wife back?"

Grayson chuckles, pulling out of me. Then I take a seat next to him, my pussy dripping with cum as he tucks himself back into his pants. After that, we say our goodbyes and he leaves, going back to his own car.

I make my way to the front seat, careful not to fall since all my limbs haven’t gotten back to planet Earth yet.

“You look positively ravished,” Silas says, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “Fucking beautiful.” He kisses my cheek and then pulls out of the parking lot.


Chapter 4


I can still feel Grayson’s cum running down my leg as we get back to our hotel room. I need a break, so instead of taking a shower together, we go separately. God knows if I see my naked husband, I will probably want to jump him. Plus, we have to get to dinner. I am very hungry.

For food.

I feel like a sexual goddess has awakened within me. I can imagine doing this again, maybe with Grayson. Maybe I can teach him to have a little patience.

I wash my body until I feel all relaxed and fresh. Stepping out of the shower, I wrap the towel around my body. When I look in the mirror, I almost don’t recognize myself.

Who is this hot and thoroughly fucked lady in my mirror?

My dark hair clings to my skin, my lips are swollen and I see some marks on my body.

I open my towel and see marks all over my breasts and it makes me smile. If you were to ask younger me if I were to ever have the kind of sex that leaves marks, I would tell you “hell no” because I didn’t think it would ever happen. I always thought that sex was missionary and blow jobs on his birthday. And I was fine with that. Then I got to reading erotica and thought maybe there were some new things to try, and boy was I right.

I gasp as I realize something. Oh, my God. I am the wife in those hotwife books. The woman that has sex with men that aren’t her husband and that the husband chose.

Giddily, I dry myself up and put on some clothes. I feel embarrassed for being this excited, but I know it’s for a good reason. From not thinking I would be able to do this to not only pulling it off, but having so much fun doing it!

I greet my husband in the bedroom getting ready for dinner. He’s put on some beige slacks and a different button-up t-shirt. He’s working on the middle button when he turns around and sees me in my red dress that hugs my hips. It has a tie that holds it around my neck, leaving my arm and back bare.

“Well, look at you,” he says sexily and walks over to me.

He holds my hips as he checks me out, not hiding at all how he feels. That’s one of the things I love most about my husband. He doesn’t hold back his feelings towards me. Always letting me know exactly how he feels without fear.

He leans down and gently kisses me on the lips so as to not mess up my lipstick.

“You ready?” I ask and he nods, doing the rest of his buttons then he takes my hand and we head to the restaurant downstairs.

The restaurant is pretty spectacular. Rather than the white tiles of the resort it has red carpet with dark brown walls and dark brown, almost black tables and chairs. It’s a different kind of elegance from the rest of the hotel. A dark and moody kind of elegant rather than a crisp and clean look.

The waitress takes us to a table near a big window and a big fern tree in a black and gold pot. Silas pulls out my chair before I take a seat and then pushes it in. After he takes his seat, the waitress gives us our menus and let us know the specials.

“The lobster sounds great,” I say and ask for that as well as a glass of red wine.

Silas asks for the same, but instead of wine, he asks for a gin and tonic.

“This place is so nice,” I comment after the lady leaves with our orders.

“Yeah, I think it kind of clashes with the look of the rest of the hotel, but it’s still incredible.”

Ever the critic.

Silas puts his elbows onto the table, folds his hands together, and rests his chin atop. He looks at me and it makes me ask why.

“Why are you looking at me like that?” I grin.

He leans forward.

“I’m sorry. I just can’t stop thinking about you and Grayson. I had to jack off in the shower.”

I sign, remember it too. I swear that will be something I think about once a week for the rest of my life.

“Yeah, that was something. It was also kind of out of nowhere, don’t you think?”

Silas grins mysteriously. “No. Not really.”

I tug on his arm. “Oh, come on. Tell me. Did you know him? Did you plan this?”

He shrugs. “Maybe.” I gasp. “What?”

He clears his throat before he starts confessing, “Grayson is my work buddy's son’s friend. He comes to the office quite a lot. He’s going to school to become a lawyer. I was talking to my friend about it, and he happened to hear. So we started chatting. I told him that I wanted to give you something during our Florida vacation and he happened to mention that he was going too. So, one thing led to another and…”

My mouth is open in shock. I’m not mad at the subterfuge, but I am shocked.

“Listen, I wasn’t going to let some stranger fuck my wife. Not the first time anyway.” He winks and I giggle.

I remember during this afternoon that I felt really safe. I imagine that’s because a part of me knew, not the details, but I knew I was safe and my husband is always looking out for me.

“Well, thank you for this.” I lean over and kiss him.

He smiles and it goes even wider when he looks behind me. I turn to see what he’s looking at. There is Grayson with some friends taking a seat at the table. He gives my husband a nod when he sees us and Silas nods back.

After the waitress comes back with our food I ask Silas, “Any chance he would be up for round two?”

Silas grins over his fork. “I have no doubt. I’ll text him and ask. I’m pretty sure he will be up for it. I mean, who can resist your pussy?”

I giggle as my cheeks heat.

This is shaping up to be the best vacation ever.
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After dinner, we head up to our room. I stretch as the day's events wind down. I don’t even bother changing when we get to our room. I just take off my makeup and my shoes and curl into bed. I feel Silas behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist and kissing my neck.

“Tomorrow,” he says.

“What?”

“He will be here tomorrow.”

With a smile on my face, I slowly drift off to sleep.
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We spend the next day sightseeing, since Grayson said he'll be there tonight after dinner. There are so many people here. Mostly tourists like us. It’s a hot day, but there is a cool breeze coming off of the water, making it easier to walk outside.

I get a couple of key chains as well as a summer dress before lunch. After lunch, we spend another day at the beach. Mostly in the water.

I scream as Silas tosses me in the water and I try my best to get back at him by dunking him. But I am nowhere near as strong and he gets up easily.

Every few moments during the day I think about tonight and what it will entail.

Will Silas leave? Will he stay and watch? Will he join?

So many questions that Silas is not answering. Telling me that it’s a surprise and to trust him. I do, but I’m still annoyed that I don’t know. He just chuckles every time I pout then kisses me. It works on getting my mind elsewhere.

But by the time the sun goes down and we come back from our dinner I’m soaked and my skin is tingling. My pussy throbs and I spent the whole dinner squeezing my thighs together, trying to quell a bit of the ache.

My husband just smiles at me.

I sit on the bed and lie down, my hand over my eyes, when I hear a knock at the door.

Silas gets it and I hear a familiar voice as well as a non-familiar voice. I sit up and open my eyes to see Grayson and one of his friends talking to Silas. He’s the same height and build as Grayson, but instead of the sandy blonde hair and blue eyes, he has dark hair and brown eyes.

My husband leads them into the bedroom, where I get introduced to his friend.

“Olive, this is Sam. And you know Grayson.”

“Hello,” I wave at both of them.

I look at all three of the men, All handsome, tall, and sexy. I can see the bulges in all three of their pants and I have to squeeze my thighs together again.

“So, I’m guessing this is the surprise that you were not telling me about,” I say to Silas.

He shrugs with that mischievous grin of his pulling at his lips.

Something shifts in the air and it’s like a silent start pistol goes off. Grayson comes to my right while his friend Sam goes to my left. Silas takes a seat on one of the chairs in the corner of the room and watches.

Grayson and Sam work together to unbutton my dress and get it off me. Then Grayson pulls my panties down my legs as his friend undoes my bra. My nipples hit the cool breeze and harden and harden more as Sam touches them. He rubs his fingertips around and around until they are stiff peaks.

Downstairs, Grayson kneels and starts rubbing my clit in circles. I moan, my head falling back as I’m gently led on the bed where I can be more comfortable. Sam gets onto the bed and keeps playing with my breasts as Grayson kneels between my legs and sucks sucking on my clit.

I gasp and hold his head there as white-hot pleasure rushes through me. Laying on his side, Sam leans down and sucks a nipple into his mouth. It almost feels like they have done this together before because their tongues are doing the same thing. Same little circles around the nubs.

Sam’s hand finds my breasts and he kneads it in his large hand. Those calloused fingertips graze my skin, over my nipple and I mewl.

I whimper as my thighs start to shake.

Fuck, am I going to come already?

“Oh, my god!” I cry out and clutch at Grayson’s hair as I come.

“That’s it, baby,” Sam says, his deep voice reverberating against my skin. “Come all over his tongue like a good girl.”

Grayson gets up off his knees and pushes my legs against my chest.

“Hold them there,” he commands and I wrap my arms around my legs.

Sam gets up on his knees and they both start shedding their clothes.

Sam’s cock bobs in front of my face. It’s long and curves ever so slightly.

“Have you been thinking about this cock, Olive?” Grayson says and taps it against my clit.

I nod and part my legs so I can see him.

Sam holds my head up as I watch his friend slowly sink into me.

“Holy fuck,” he groans as he watches himself disappear into my pussy. He pulls back, coming out all shiny, then slams back in, making me gasp.

“Fuck. Oh, fuck. Please fuck me, Grayson,” I moan.

Gripping my hips, he starts fucking me hard. Just then I feel Sam’s cock press against my lips.

“Open your mouth, pretty girl,” he groans and my lips part immediately.

He takes it slowly at first, feeding each inch of his cock in at a snail's pace. I can tell by his furrowed brows that he is on the edge, but he keeps calm and gently fucks my face. I taste the bitterness of his pre-cum on my tongue and I love the way he grunts every time I hollow out my cheeks and suck him hard.

“Fuck me, your mouth…” He groans.

I use one arm to hold my legs as the other reaches out and cups Sam’s balls. He lets out a string of curse words as I roll them in my hands.

“Motherfucker that feels so good.” He moans and grips my hair, holding me in place as he fucks my face like a toy.

Meanwhile, Grayson is between my legs, rubbing my clit as he fucks me. I notice him slowing down and then speeding up his thrusts. He’s teasing me. My pussy clenches around him and I feel another orgasm building.

“We all come together,” Grayson grunts.

Sam and I nod and Sam thrusts a little faster. Grayson thrusts a little harder and I close my eyes and take in all the pleasure. The slapping around gets faster and we rock on the bed. We’re all so close.

“That’s it, baby. Come around his cock. Suck his cock,” I hear my husband moan from the corner and that’s what I need.

I come, crying out around Sam’s cock, which makes him come. Hot spurts of cum shoot down my throat and, as my pussy clenches with my orgasm, Grayson comes and fills me with his cum.

“Jesus!” he groans and Sam does the same.

Panting, Grayson and Sam pull out. Grayson sinks to the floor and Sam lies next to me on the bed. My legs fall back down and over the bed. I feel Grayson rubbing my ankle.

We’re all blissed out, so high on lust that it takes a bit to get our bearings, but eventually Grayson and Sam get up and, after thanking us, they leave.

I turn my head to see Silas stroking his cock over his jeans.

“Come here,” I say.


Chapter 5


Silas practically leaps off the chair and jumps on me. His lips slam against mine and he runs his hands up and down my sides as my legs wrap around his waist.

“Fuck, baby,” he says, pulling back. “That was so fucking hot. The way they just used your body. Making you come. I nearly came in my pants.”

Speaking of…

I pull at his belt and he takes over, ripping off his belt and shoving his pants down. I help him with his shirt and then crawl up a little higher on the bed so we’re on it completely.

“You liked that?” I say in a seductive tone. “You liked watching those guys fuck my holes? Your holes?”

He nods then thrusts his cock all the way inside me.

“Fuck!” he grunts and I gasp.

I really enjoyed having Grayson’s dick in my pussy. He was new and really good, but there is nothing like having my husband inside me. He just knows my body so well. The way he rolls his hips to rub against my g-spot. The way he kisses up the column of my neck, sucking at the pulse. He knows all the little ways that turn me on and I love it.

“Yes. My holes. You’re mine, Olive. This mouth, this pussy. Your ass. All. Mine.” He thrusts deep and hard and I clench and mewl under him.

“Oh, my god, yes! I’m yours, baby. All yours.” Groaning, I feel myself getting closer to yet another orgasm.

This has to be some sort of record for me.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.” I chant as my husband fucks me faster and faster until I’m coming.

“Fuck, yes baby. Come all over this cock. That’s it. Good girl. You’re such a good. Fucking. Girl.” He thrusts through every word until he’s coming.

Hot streams of cum fill me up. We groan and touch and kiss until every drop of our orgasm is pulled from us.

Holding me by my waist, Silas rolls us over so I’m on top. He pets my hair as we pant, trying to catch our breath.

“That was incredible. This whole vacation has been amazing.”

I chuckle softly. “And it’s only just started.”

He pulls back. “I don’t know if I can survive any more of this amazingness.”

I pet his hair. “Don’t worry, baby. I can.”

We both laugh and cuddle against each other.

Yeah, this has been amazing, to say the least. From the boost in confidence to my amazing husband, I am coming back from this vacation a changed woman. A more confident one. One that would love doing more of this. And who knows, maybe there will be a next time.


What's Next In The Series?
Hotwife Vegas Wedding
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A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends.

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

Find it here: https://geni.us/hotwifevegasweddingbm


Hotwife Office Party
A hotwife short story
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This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.




Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

Find it here: https://geni.us/hotwifeofficepartybm


Want A Free Read?


Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Hotwife Spring Break! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates 

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding 

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top 

Love is in the air and Tatiana and Brock are getting married. 

There's no slowing down the engagement when these switches start to play. The question is: who will come out on top?

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed 

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.

MY BEST FRIEND’S WIFE

Link: My Best Friend's Wife 

What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story all from the bull’s POV.


About Aileen Gallagher


Aileen Gallagher is an erotica author who writes contemporary erotica and hotwife erotica.

Find more information here:

Newsletter

Goodreads 

Bookbub 

Amazon
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