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  Chapter one
Hotwife desires


Kate's thighs trembled as she ground herself against Mike's pelvis, her back arched in a perfect curve that emphasized her full, heavy breasts. At forty-seven, her body had settled into the lush voluptuousness that drew eyes wherever she went. Mike's rough hands traveled up her sides before capturing her nipples between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to make her gasp. Those nipples—extraordinarily sensitive and prominent—had always been her blessing and her curse, hardening at the slightest provocation and betraying her arousal to anyone who cared to notice. 
"You like when I play with these slutty nipples, don't you?" Mike growled, rolling the hardened peaks between his fingers. "Just imagine someone else touching them while I watch."
A flood of wetness surged from Kate's core, coating Mike's shaft as she rocked atop him. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the bedroom, punctuated by her breathless moans. She closed her eyes, picturing strangers' eyes on her naked body, unknown hands replacing Mike's.
"Yes," she hissed, increasing her pace. "Tell me more."
Mike's hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as she rode him reverse-cowgirl, her back glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. "I want to see another man's cock sliding into this pussy while you look at me. I want to see your face when he makes you come."
It hadn't always been this way between them. Kate remembered their early years—tender lovemaking in missionary position, lights off, quiet climaxes that left them satisfied but somehow incomplete. She'd been thirty-two when they married, still believing her sexual appetites were perfectly normal, perfectly contained.
The change had come gradually. First, it was the videos—amateur porn they'd watch together, her eyes drawn to the women being pleasured by multiple partners while Mike's breath quickened beside her. Then came her confession, whispered in the dark after particularly vigorous sex, that she sometimes fantasized about being watched by strangers.
"By strangers?" Mike had asked, his cock twitching against her thigh despite having just finished. "Or by someone specific?"
"Anyone," she'd admitted, her cheeks burning with shameful excitement. "Just... eyes on me. Wanting me."
Mike pulled her back to the present with a sharp slap to her ass. "Remember that first time at the theater?" he asked, his voice thick with lust. "When you let that old man watch you finger yourself?"
Kate moaned, the memory intensifying her pleasure. The adult theater had been Mike's suggestion—a place where they could explore her exhibitionist tendencies without consequences. They'd chosen seats near the back, the flickering screen illuminating their corner just enough.
"Touch yourself," Mike had whispered, unbuttoning her coat to reveal she wore nothing but a thin sundress beneath. "Someone's watching from three rows up."
Kate's fingers had found her soaked panties, pushing them aside. The knowledge of being observed had made her dizzy with desire. The stranger—silver-haired, respectable-looking—had moved closer, his eyes never leaving her splayed thighs as she worked herself to a shuddering climax.
"You came so hard your juices ran down your thighs," Mike reminded her now, thrusting up to meet her downward movements. "You begged me to fuck you right there."
She had. The memory of her wanton behavior made her clench around him. That night had opened floodgates of desire she'd never known existed within her proper, middle-class existence.
"And the party," Mike continued, his voice strained as he approached his limit. "All those men circling you, stroking themselves."
The bukkake party had been their most daring adventure yet, arranged through a swingers' website after months of fantasy-driven discussions. Kate had knelt in the center of a hotel room, surrounded by seven men of various ages and builds, all focused entirely on her naked body.
"God, yes," Kate whimpered, the memory vivid and overwhelming. "Their cocks all pointed at me."
She recalled the first hot splash against her breasts, then another across her cheek. Mike had watched from the corner, his own hand working furiously as the men decorated his wife with their essence. Some had been gentle, aiming for her waiting mouth or extended tongue. Others had been cruder, directing their release onto her forehead or hair while calling her filthy names that made her sex clench with forbidden pleasure.
The final man—young, muscular, with a cock that seemed impossibly thick—had approached her last. He'd cupped her semen-streaked face almost tenderly before pressing his swollen head against her lips.
"Swallow me," he'd commanded, and Kate had obeyed without hesitation, taking him deep while the evidence of six other men's pleasure cooled on her skin.
"You were such a perfect slut that night," Mike growled, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Everyone wanted to fuck you, but you only let them come on you. Saving this pussy for me."
Kate leaned forward, changing the angle so his shaft rubbed directly against her swollen clit. "Maybe next time I won't," she teased, her voice breaking as pleasure built inside her. "Maybe next time I'll let someone else inside me while you watch."
Mike's grip tightened painfully on her hips. "You'd like that, wouldn't you? Being passed around like a party favor?"
"Yes," she admitted, shame and arousal intertwining into something powerful and undeniable. "I want to be used."
Her confession broke something loose in Mike. He sat up suddenly, wrapping one arm around her waist while his other hand sought her clit. His fingers moved in tight, practiced circles that he knew would push her over the edge.
"Come on my cock while you think about being shared," he demanded, his voice rough against her ear. "Show me how bad you want it."
The orgasm hit Kate like a freight train, radiating from her core to the tips of her fingers and toes. Her inner walls clamped down on Mike's shaft in rhythmic pulses, milking him as he groaned and filled her with his release.
They collapsed together onto the sweat-dampened sheets, breathing heavily. Mike's hand found hers, their fingers intertwining in a gesture that seemed almost incongruously tender after the filthy words they'd just exchanged.
"You know I love you," he murmured, pressing a kiss to her shoulder blade.
"I know," she replied, squeezing his hand. "That's why this works."
As their heartbeats slowed, Kate found herself wondering how much further they could push their boundaries—and who might join them when they did. The thought sent a pleasant aftershock through her still-sensitive body, a promise of adventures yet to come.






  
  Chapter two
At the gym


The overhead lights of Fitness Plus gleamed off the polished equipment as Kate adjusted the resistance on her elliptical machine. Three months into her new workout regimen, she'd grown accustomed to the morning routine—the same faces, the same machines, the same Top 40 playlist pumping through the speakers. Then Catherine walked in. Petite with chestnut hair pulled into a high ponytail, she moved with the confident grace of a woman comfortable in her body. Kate's eyes followed her involuntarily, drawn to the perfect roundness of her ass in those compression leggings, the surprising fullness of her breasts against her slim frame. Something shifted in Kate's chest—a flutter of interest she hadn't felt for another woman in years. 
Kate forced her gaze back to the calorie counter on her machine, increasing her pace to explain away the sudden flush in her cheeks. But her eyes betrayed her again and again, stealing glances as Catherine settled at a weight station near the mirror wall. Thirty-seven, maybe? Kate guessed. Old enough to have confidence, young enough to still turn heads wherever she went.
Their eyes met briefly in the mirror, and Catherine offered a small smile that Kate returned before looking away. She wasn't here to make friends, Kate reminded herself. She was here to maintain the body that still drove Mike wild after fifteen years of marriage.
The thought of Mike brought a pang of guilt. Would he consider this attraction a betrayal? Or would it feed into his fantasies of sharing her? The question remained unanswered as Kate completed her cardio and moved to the free weights section.
By cruel coincidence—or perhaps fate—Catherine had relocated to the adjacent mat for floor exercises. Kate tried to focus on her bicep curls, but found her attention drawn to Catherine's form as she moved through a series of planks and push-ups. The woman's sports bra, a simple black compression style, struggled to contain breasts that seemed disproportionately large for her athletic frame.
When Catherine transitioned to bridge poses, arching her back off the mat, Kate's mouth went dry. The air conditioning must have kicked on, because Catherine's nipples suddenly stood prominently against the thin fabric of her bra. Kate's own nipples responded in kind, hardening traitorously beneath her padded sports top.
A familiar warmth bloomed between Kate's thighs, the same heat that spread through her when Mike described his darkest fantasies. She shifted uncomfortably, shocked at her body's response to this stranger. Sweat beaded along her hairline that had nothing to do with physical exertion.
"Could you spot me?" Catherine's voice startled Kate from her thoughts. Standing now, the woman gestured toward the bench press. "I'm trying to increase my weight, but I don't trust these guys to spot without staring down my shirt."
Kate nodded, setting down her dumbbells. "Sure," she managed, following Catherine to the bench. "I'm Kate, by the way."
"Catherine," the woman replied, extending a small hand with perfectly manicured nails—pale pink, understated but feminine. "New member?"
"Three months in," Kate said, positioning herself behind the bench as Catherine lay back. "You?"
"Just transferred from the west side location," Catherine explained, gripping the bar. "My husband and I moved for his job."
Kate tried not to stare at the way Catherine's sports bra rode up as she positioned herself, revealing the underswell of her breasts. Husband. The word should have doused Kate's inappropriate interest, but somehow it only intensified it.
Forty minutes later, they found themselves in the women's locker room, conversation flowing with surprising ease. Catherine spoke about her job as a pharmaceutical sales rep, her recent move, her struggle to make friends in a new city. Kate listened, offering sympathetic noises while trying not to watch as Catherine peeled off her sweat-soaked workout clothes.
"The showers here are so much nicer than at my old gym," Catherine commented, standing in nothing but a pair of black thong panties. She made no move to cover herself, stretching her arms overhead in a languid motion that displayed her breasts to full advantage. "Do you always shower here or head home?"
Kate swallowed, her eyes dropping to Catherine's exposed chest before quickly moving away. Her nipples were small and pink, perfectly centered on areolas no larger than quarters—the opposite of Kate's large, sensitive ones that Mike loved to torment. "Usually here," she managed. "I have errands to run after."
Catherine smiled, hooking her thumbs into her panties and sliding them down her legs in a movement so casual it seemed innocent—if not for the extra beat she took while bent over, her bare ass pointed in Kate's direction. "Perfect, we can chat more."
In the shower stalls, separated only by half-walls of frosted glass, Kate tried to focus on washing her hair rather than the sounds of water cascading over Catherine's naked body in the next stall. She failed miserably, her mind conjuring images of suds sliding down those firm breasts, between the cheeks of that perfect ass.
"So, are you from Ohio originally?" Catherine called over the spray, her voice echoing slightly in the tiled space.
The mundane question grounded Kate, allowing her to respond normally about her Midwestern roots while she rinsed conditioner from her hair. By the time they moved to the vanity area, wrapped in towels, Kate had regained some composure.
That composure evaporated when Catherine's towel slipped—accidentally?—as she bent to retrieve her cosmetics bag. Rather than quickly adjusting it, she let it fall completely, standing naked while unhurriedly fishing through her bag.
"Shoot, I forgot my moisturizer," she sighed, making no move to cover herself.
Kate's gaze traveled down Catherine's body, lingering on the small strip of neatly trimmed hair between her legs. "You can use some of mine," she offered, her voice huskier than intended.
Their fingers brushed as Kate passed the bottle, and a jolt of electricity shot up her arm. Not static, despite the dry air—something more primal, more dangerous.
Over the next three
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