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  Married to a BBW Hotwife #3


  

  It has to be every guy’s fantasy, hasn’t it?


  You’re married to the hottest girl ever, head over heels in love.


  And she has the mind of a harlot.


  She wants to explore. She wants to try things.


  She wants to share it with you.


  Before I met Lucy I never knew what the term ‘hotwife’ meant, but now I do.


  It means her.


  Lucy.


  The love of my life.


  §


  I’ve been with Lucy three years now. At first I worried that the age difference was too great.


  Only in her early twenties, at times Lucy seemed such an innocent. There was so much she hadn’t done. Places she’d never been, experiences she’d never had.


  I felt guilty that marrying her might shut her off from so much that life had to offer.


  You need to live a bit first, don’t you?


  I know I had, and I thought that was part of the problem. I’d seen ten years more of life, and I’d packed a hell of a lot into that time!


  We hit on a solution, though.


  A solution that was simple and clear: Lucy would be free to explore whatever she chose. No secrecy, no lies, and certainly no guilt.


  The only rule was that she must tell me everything.


  In detail.


  Usually with her hand wrapped tightly around my dick.


  So she told me about the time she’d spent with an old flame, the nearly guy she’d never quite hooked up with at college.


  She gave an extra squeeze as she told me how it felt to hold another man’s dick, that delicious mix of rudeness and thrill, the sense that something so wrong could be so right.


  A slide of her thumb across my glans, lubricated with pre-come, as she told me about kissing him, about lying back on his bed and looking down the curves of her body to watch the movements of his head as he went down on her.


  Straddling me and pressing, as she told me about a brief encounter with a colleague, a knee-trembler in a vacant office, hard and fast over a desk loaded with boxes and abandoned paperwork.


  Or the night her friend Celia had come to stay, when I’d heard them together, seen glimpses through a door Lucy had left partly open. And then later that night when Lucy had come to me and her mouth had tasted of her friend’s pussy.


  Every guy’s fantasy?


  No. Let me correct that.


  It’s every guy’s fantasies, a whole bunch of them rolled together, one after the other.


  That’s what it’s like to be married to a hotwife.


  To be married to Lucy.


  §


  After a time you realize something.


  When this thing had started, it was all about making up the lost ground: that big gap in experience.


  A chance for Lucy to play catch-up.


  But at some point the rationale had shifted.


  It’s not about making up ground any more.


  It’s about the fun. The thrill.


  It’s about who we are as individuals, as a couple.


  We both get off on it.


  When Lucy’s away somewhere and I’m left alone it’s a strange mix of pain and excitement. She’s away with someone else. Fucking him. Or her. Or them.


  It scares me, always. You never get away from the fear that she’s going to find something better.


  And that’s a part of what gives it the extra edge. The risk. The fear.


  Sometimes she texts me or calls me, tells me what she’s going to do or what she’s actually doing. That heightens everything: that heady mix of fear and arousal.


  Then, when she comes back to me – she always comes back to me – it’s like make-up sex on the grandest scale imaginable.


  That grip on my dick – she has the most amazing touch! – as she tells me about her adventures.


  The flood of relief that she’s here, she’s mine.


  The understanding, again, that what we have is an incredible thing, and that we can only live this life because our love is so strong.


  And then the moment when all of that is – briefly, at least – nothing, when her touch takes over, when all you know is the sensations where your two bodies make contact and nothing else matters.


  That.


  §


  Then one day you’re lying together in the aftermath, all hot and wet and tangled limbs, and she says to you, “You know, Jason, you’ve been so wonderful supporting me. Encouraging me to go out and try things. Setting me up with people. Sharing. You make me feel so loved. So sexy.”


  “You are.”


  A simple statement of fact.


  Lucy has curves, which sometimes means she’s lacking in confidence when she compares herself with some of her stick-thin friends, but in my eyes she’s perfect. A woman should have that shape. Should have breasts that are full, an ass that’s shaped like a real woman’s ass, legs that have curves to them rather than stark, straight lines.


  Give me Marilyn Monroe or Queen Latifah over the latest anorexic supermodel any day!


  She rolls her eyes. Goes on: “I really love all this, Jason, but do you know what? I think it must be your turn by now. Time for you to do something new. Fulfill a fantasy. So tell me: what would you like to do? No limits. What’s your biggest fantasy?”


  Marilyn Monroe and Queen Latifah aside, she had me there.


  I’ve lived a full and rich life in my thirty-something years.


  I’ve been around.


  Lucy had put me on the spot. I’m living my fantasy right now.


  It’s so hard to answer her question. What do you offer a guy who’s had everything?


  So I


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    


  


  


  More from Sadie


  Tell Me About It: Married to a BBW Hotwife #1 by Sadie Somerton


  I never thought my wife would actually go through with it.


  That’s what I tell myself, at least.


  It was one of those things where you just keep nudging things on a little. Would you go this far? Would you go this far? Well, if you went that far, then maybe you would...?


  And she did.


  I never thought she would, but then I can hardly claim not to have encouraged it, and I can hardly claim that I didn’t enjoy the thought of it either.


  Tell Me About It: A cuckolded husband’s story of his wife’s exploits with male and female friends as he looks on.


  (The stories in the Married to a BBW Hotwife series are standalones, and can be read in any order.)


  



  More information and purchasing links for Tell Me About It: Married to a BBW Hotwife #1 are available from the author’s website.


  §


  What Goes On Tour: Married to a BBW Hotwife #2 by Sadie Somerton


  I’ve never really had a thing for older women before, but there’s something about Catherine Beacham.


  But is it really okay to react this way? Surely there’s no harm in the thought, at least. She’s a hot woman and I’m a red-blooded young man. It’s only natural to respond.


  Only natural for my eyes to be drawn to the long lines of her legs. To her profile as she drives. Down the curves of her body.


  To be caught looking and glance rapidly away.


  And then, to have to look again.


  But there can be nothing more that, can there?


  It’s not as if I’ve ever had any interest in MILFs - it’s just not my thing.


  Until now.


  (The stories in the Married to a BBW Hotwife series are standalones, and can be read in any order.)


  



  More information and purchasing links for What Goes On Tour: Married to a BBW Hotwife #2 are available from the author's website.


  §


  PARTY GIRL: A First-time Hotwife Novella by Sadie Somerton


  There’s no harm in fantasies, right?


  Thinking about what you might do, if only...


  But what if you had absolute freedom to try new things? Freedom to explore? What if you had encouragement from the man you love?


  “What’s your biggest fantasy? Right now?” He opened his mouth to speak, but then stopped. I plunged on: “What came into your head when I asked you that? No hiding, no avoiding an honest answer. What are you picturing right now?”


  “You,” he said. No hesitation this time. “Watching you. Seeing you.”


  “Just me?” I knew about his fantasies; we’d played this game before.


  A pause, a flick of the eyes: away, down, then back up to meet mine.


  “No. Not just you...”


  He wants me to be a hotwife. To sleep with other men and tell him all about it afterwards.


  He wants me to bring our shared fantasies to life.


  Party Girl: an open-minded, loving couple, carnival week on a tropical island... and plenty of opportunity to explore. A steamy story of cuckoldry and desire. A story of a couple’s adult fantasies made real.


  



  More information and purchasing links for PARTY GIRL: A First-time Hotwife Novella are available from the author's website.


  §


  Club Tropicana: Stories from the Island Swingers' Resort by Sadie Somerton


  A Hotwife Swingers' Novella!


  Take three women.


  One is fresh out of a divorce and open to adventure. One has a secret double-life: she's a swinging hotwife, given special dispensation to play by her husband as long as she tells him about it later. And then there's Ella Cooper: corruptor and corruptee, hedonist and experimenter, graduate of perhaps too many casual encounters and not enough real relationships.


  Take these three women on vacation to an adult resort in the Caribbean where the rules are very different and the partying never ends.


  What could possibly go wrong?


  Club Tropicana: an explicit set of adult adventures featuring hotwives, swingers, interracial, and group fun from Sadie Somerton, the queen of hotwife erotica.


  



  More information and purchasing links for Club Tropicana: Stories from the Island Swingers' Resort are available from the author's website.
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