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Chapter 1

 


The night is young...my mind races
with thoughts as I anxiously wait for the sound of his car door
slamming. This will be my signal to slowly stand, smooth my dress
& check my lipstick one last time in the mirror by the front
door. Trying to be as sultry as possible, I open the door slowly
& simultaneously raise my eyes to meet his. The instant they
connect my heart begins to quicken its already fast pace...I hear
the thumping in my ears and shooting through my core.

 


Kian was looking crisp in his
pressed pants...My eyes eagerly travel up his body. I notice his
muscular pecs stretching the fabric of the thin cream tee...his
upper arms were pulling the sleeves tight. Shit... that deep
throbbing again. I can’t wait for him to lift me up like he did in
the club with those strong fucking arms. Pulse. I knew in an
instant tonight would be incredible.

 


“May I come in?” he asked,
startling me out of my rude gaze. Realizing what I’d forgotten to
do, I composed myself & stepped back to let him pass.

 


While brushing by me his bicep
grazed the swell of my chest & I felt a passionate twirl in my
stomach, encouraged by the faint smile on his lips as he continued
on & placed his things on the couch.

 


He instantly noticed the fresh
flowers and inhaled deeply, opening his eyes and gazing at me for a
second before clearing his throat and asking, “Is there someplace
better to put my things or…” he gestured to the couch while
trailing off and I followed his arm. Noticing for the first time
that he had brought in a bottle of wine, I shook my head no &
sauntered over, gingerly picking up the bottle.

 


“Thank you for this. I’ll put it in
the fridge for now, unless” I paused & brought my eyes to his…”
you’re ready to have a glass now?” Quickly he agreed, as if we both
knew a glass would calm our nerves.

 


I carried the wine to the kitchen
while he moved to one of the bar stools and watched me. First, I
sat a bowl of almonds and a small plate of tapas style foods that I
knew were easy to eat but filling. Spending time eating was NOT on
tonight’s menu but...we would probably be starving before long, so
I wanted to put it out before I was too weak to stand.

 


“Nice babe” he said, reaching to
snag a bite. Next, I slowly poured the wine and glanced up to catch
him staring at me with such a look of lust that my stomach did a
flop and I smiled, feeling the wetness rush into my underwear a
bit. Handing him the glass, I returned to the living room with Kian
close behind.

 


“It’s a perfect night for seeing
stars – no clouds – have you been outside yet this evening?” he
asked while walking over to the huge sliding glass doors facing the
backyard & beyond.

 


“Yes, it is” I replied
softly...knowing this was his way of stalling...killing time before
the inevitable. I questioned whether to play some music...and
decided yes.

 


“Music?” I asked, making my way
from the back of the couch to my vintage record player...

 


He had migrated to the wall just a
few inches away from me & was leaning casually against it, but
I could see he was visually undressing me and dying to touch me.
“Yes...that would be nice” he finally answered while brushing my
hair off my shoulder & exposing the air. A quick shiver went
down my body, which he noticed, and then grinned again.

 


Pulse.

 


Settling on the music, we moved
back to the couch & I smelled his cologne while walking behind
him. It was the type of scent that just screams MAN to me; deep,
woodsy, hint of musk but not overly heady...just a scent that makes
me instantly weak, that’s all. I moved a bit closer and inhaled
deeply - I knew he heard but I didn’t care. “So,” I asked
cautiously “what shall we do?” I didn’t really intend to do
anything beyond mounting him as fast as possible...but that’s not
very lady like, and it’s certainly not fun to skip over all this
anticipation. The hunt & chase is what I yearn for. It’s the
reason I approached my husband about being a Hotwife in the first
place; I cannot get enough.

 


Coming back to reality, I realized
he was leaning slowly towards me. Just like that he had his fingers
under my chin and lightly raised my face while he brought his other
strong arm around my shoulders. I could feel our thighs press
against each other followed by another deep throb inside of me. I
wet my lips while I felt my heart quicken again. He gently
whispered, “You look so beautiful tonight.” I thanked him as I came
even closer to his lips with mine. We kissed so deeply and
passionately that I was taken back.

 


It’s rare to find people who kiss
perfectly together. We just synced...our tongues danced together
for what seemed like minutes while we explored each other's bodies
hungry with our hands. For a moment, my mind strayed to the
agreement my husband had made for tonight. While he was out getting
anal from a sexy woman we had met at a club last weekend - I was
home getting thoroughly enjoyed by my choice of man from that same
evening out. Everyone wins, especially with the way Kian was
kissing me with such a passion. Pulling away from me and standing,
he towered over me looking down.

 


“Can we go outside?” He asked with
a low voice.

 


“Outside?” I questioned, glancing
over at the glass doors. “Why?” He looked at me and smiled that
sexy fucking smile, reaching down to pick me up. It was so easy. He
acted as if he lifted 3 times my weight all day long. I felt so
free like I could move freely around and he would never drop me.
Pulse. I quickly started to pull up his cream tee and got it up to
his waist before he had to set me down and pull it over his
head.

 


“Impatient…. I like it” he said.
That smile - I am in for it. I nodded and walked over to the glass
door, sliding it back all the way so it disappeared into the
wall.

 


“There...we’re outside now!” I
gestured to my sofa… “And... I saw this in a flat I rented in Paris
and came home to make it myself” I explained as I went to the couch
and leaned down at each corner, unlocking the huge cast iron
wheels. Quickly he realized what was happening and he helped me to
push the sections of the sofa over the smooth concrete floor and
out onto the deck. A cool breeze started immediately hitting me,
making me even more aware of the wetness between my legs.

 


“Perfect” he said, arranging the
pieces into one large platform type area by putting 4 squares
together and locking them back down. Throwing a few of the blankets
over the seams in the new outdoor fuck zone, he smiled confidently
up at me.

 


“This is such an incredible house.
I would be fucking you out here every chance I got if you were my
wife.” I looked at his growing cock and practically growled with
desire as I approached him quickly. His pants were easy to get off;
they slid down quickly revealing his tight boxers that had the
telltale Greek key design on the waistband. A man who spends money
on his underwear tends to have people see them often…& I needed
an experienced man tonight. Please let him have a huge cock and
stamina for hours...I couldn’t help being a sizeist...I needed to
feel full. A type of full that only girth and length gives me.

 


Seeing my eyes lingering on his
crotch, he made a laugh that brought me back to reality and made it
clear that he wanted me to look up. I did and he walked towards me.
“You’re next you sexy thing” he said as he slid the strap of my
dress over my shoulder and kissed my skin. Following the line of my
shoulder all the way up to my ear, he simultaneously grasped my ass
and kissed me deeply on the neck and ear, sending shivers through
my entire body. Pulse.

 


Get. That. Dick. Inside. Me.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Already a jumble,
my mind was racing as he brought the other strap down over my
shoulder and deftly slid the entire dress down….
Clever, I thought to
myself…my arms are still beneath the now
taut straps while my tits are free...he knows what he’s
doing. As if reading my thoughts, he looked
up from his greedy gaze at my pert chest.

 


“You know I have seen you at the
clubs for weeks now and I was thrilled when you finally came over
last weekend. I have waited so long to have these tits all to
myself.” He growled a low sexy guttural sound as he brought his
hands up under my weighty tits, supporting them and burying his
face between them. It felt incredible having him press his face
firmly into them that I gasped loudly when he bit down unexpectedly
on one nipple and then the other. I was turned around and he pushed
me gently forward to indicate he wanted me to put my arms on the
sofa so he could take my panties off.

 


Pulsing, I leaned forward and felt
him slide the sides of my thong down and over my ass…. he sighed a
little as he exposed my ass and again spoke “Shit. You are so
incredible. You are so fucking sexy look at this ass...Look at your
fucking tight asshole” he said as he slid his thumb over the
opening swiftly and then returned to pulling off my now soaked
thong. Thank God for Brazilian waxes I thought as I knew in an
instant that my backdoor was in for some trouble tonight too.

 


Swinging has been interesting…. the
best part of it has been the non-judgmental zone we’ve created. We
can be 100 percent open with one another about our deepest desires
& “no-go zones” as I like to call them. You really don’t have
to tiptoe around feelings because you are there to be pleasured and
pleased...plain and simple. Before tonight Kian and I spent at
least a week talking about our needs and how to go about meeting
up. I don’t want to fuck just anybody, and I had to be sure there
was desire there.

 


Now fully exposed to him, I leaned
forward onto my elbows opening my hips wider and unfolding myself
visually to him.

 


“There” he exhaled out. “Wow….”

 


I grinned and turned around,
smiling at the sight of him enjoying the angle. After shaking my
ass a little bit and letting him smack it, I turned around, sitting
down on the edge of the cushion so my bare pussy was on full
display for him. He grinned and reading my mind again, he lowered
himself to his knees in front of me.

 


“There you go, you sexy
goddess...that's what I like to see. A woman that knows what she
wants. I can’t wait to taste this pussy.” He slid his hands up from
my knees to my innermost thighs, squeezing hard at the top before
venturing further inwards. His touch was like electricity. His
hands moved over my entire vulva, massaging it and grabbing it.
Pulling a handful of that intimate skin gently into his grasp he
said “This pussy is about to go wild. I hope you’re ready.”

 


He lowered his face and began
licking and biting his way up my inner thighs. I moaned as he
brought his strong arms up and grasped my breasts hard. He ran his
face lightly over the entire area underneath my belly button. His
breath was so hot. Pulse. I needed this man inside me, but I wanted
to let him take his time getting to the point. I wanted Kian to do
what he wanted with me. I relished the feeling of a man exploring
my body for the first time. I throbbed at the first gasps of
delight when I see a man’s rock-hard shaft come clear of his
zipper…. or looking up at his eyes while his cock is buried deep in
my throat for the first time. I know it’s showing off…. but seeing
the initial reaction to my head skills is one of my genuine
pleasures in life. I love knowing men around the world get off on
the memory of my blowjob. That, or me leaving them drenched in my
cum. It’s exhilarating being the best sex of some men’s
lives....and I won’t apologize for liking
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