
  
  
      
        
          The Hotwife Witch Gets Wicked

          Ultimate Hotwife Halloween

		      
          Holly Ryan

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2023 by Holly Ryan 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Tom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Cat
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Cat
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Tom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Cat
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Tom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Tom

[image: image-placeholder]

I couldn't help but feel excitement for this time of year, same as I did when I was a kid. The anticipation over costumes and candy and all things spooky had shaped me into a huge Halloween fan.  
And tonight… Well, this was going to be a night to remember because I had something up my sleeve. As well as currently down my boxers.
See, I had a plan. I just had to set it into motion. If all went well… The thought snatched my breath and shot tingling heat straight to my groin.
"Is your costume ready yet?" my wife and my muse, Cat, called from the bathroom.
"It will be," I replied. 
I’d be The Tin Man from The Wizard of Oz. A mostly naked version with shiny silver body paint. A bold choice, but tonight was all about pushing boundaries.
I could already picture Cat’s reaction—those piercing green eyes widening in surprise, her lips curving into a sultry smile as she took me in. God, she was so beautiful, and the thought of her approval hardened my morning wood even more.
While I stroked myself under the sheet, my mind wandered to the fantasies I'd had since the night of the Fourth of July picnic. The secret desires that had consumed me for months because they were Cat’s desires too. I couldn't help but feel my arousal building, the heat pooling in my cock as I imagined sharing Cat with my best friends, Jack and Lucas. The way their hands would touch her, their mouths claiming her as their own… 
It could actually happen tonight.
I was determined to make it perfect for Cat. She deserved this—a night of fun, passion, and exploration—since she said that her day job sucked the life out of her. After that picnic, she’d admitted that she craved it, and now I did too. It was a tantalizing thought, one that drove me wild.
She came out of the bathroom then in that damn sexy striped skirt suit of hers and caught me in the act of frenzied stroking. She stopped and stared, her pupils dilating, even though me getting myself off was nothing new. A soft moan escaped her heart-shaped lips, and the tip of her tongue darted out to wet them.
“Call in sick,” I demanded, my voice so gravelly I barely recognized it.
“I can’t today,” she said, breathless. “You better save some of that for me for later.”
Groaning, I whipped off the sheet so her view was unobstructed. My hips bucked as the pressure to cum built. “Call in late, and then I don’t have to save it.”
“Fuck, Tom.” She ground her thighs together, her slim shoulders heaving, while she seemed to reconsider all of her life choices. But then, “I have to go.”
On her way out, she blew me a kiss. The pucker of those red-painted lips pumped my fist harder, stirred my blood faster.
Soon, my orgasm barreled into me, and I came in a hot geyser across my stomach. Hopefully the first of many today. With what I had planned for Cat, I would be more insatiable than normal.
Glancing at the bedside clock, I quickly cleaned up and dressed. The doorbell rang, and my pulse quickened in anticipation. I hurried to the front door and swung it open, revealing one of my best friends grinning on the doorstep.
"Hey," Jack exclaimed, his blue eyes sparkling as he held up a case of beer. "Too early to start drinking?"
"At seven thirty in the morning?" I replied, clapping him on the shoulder as he stepped inside. "Maybe a little."
“You got the body paint?” he asked, heading for the refrigerator in the kitchen.
Jack was going to the party as The Cowardly Lion, even though there’s nothing cowardly about him. The guy was massive. He worked in construction and dangled from cranes for the hell of it. At least, that was what I envisioned anyway.
"Yeah, it’s right here," I said, scooting the large tube of orangish paint toward him across the island countertop. "But that's not completely why I asked you over here this morning." 
“Okay…” said Jack as he shut the refrigerator, a note of concern in his voice. “The party’s still on though, right?”
“Yeah, of course.” Uncertainty gnawed at me, but I needed to know if he was on board. “Let’s wait for Lucas.”
As if I’d summoned him, the doorbell rang once more. The three of us had been best friends since high school. We shared everything with each other. Nothing was off limits. Maybe even my wife.
I opened the front door to see Lucas, all dressed up for school with his thermos of coffee. He taught high school history, coached basketball, and was on the shy side.
“Yeah, I don’t know about being The Scarecrow tonight,” was the first thing he said to me.
“Dude. You’ll mess up our vibe,” Jack said, coming up behind me.
“Then you be the one with no brains,” Lucas replied, coming in while I held the door. “Anyway, let’s make this quick. I have a staff meeting in fifteen minutes.”
“Well, Tom here has something very important to tell us first.” Jack crossed his arms and stared at me meaningfully.
I shut and locked the door, my heart drumming a wild beat. Just say it. I’d never been one to hold back about anything, but this was different.
"Guys," I began, turning to face them, "Cat and I have this…fantasy. And I need your help."
"A sexual fantasy?" Jack asked with zero hesitation.
Lucas held perfectly still, watching me intently.
“Yeah. It was Cat’s idea. After our Fourth of July party, we were doing a little roleplaying, and she wanted me to be you.” I gazed at them, trying to gauge their reactions so far. “Both of you.”
After they’d drunk a lot of beers, I’d seen them eye-fucking my wife at the party. Hell, everyone was, but I didn’t care. I didn’t have a jealous bone in my body. All it did was turn me on.
Her too, because that night, when I had my head buried between her thighs, she’d been wetter than ever.
Tell me why you’re so wet, I’d demanded while feasting on her sweet cunt. Is it because Jack and Lucas were eye-fucking you?
Y-yes, she’d moaned.
If they were here, what would you do?
It had taken her a while to answer while her hips rode my tongue even faster. I…I’d let them fuck me.
Pretend I’m them and say it. I brushed her clit with the pad of my thumb and made her cry out. Say it.
I want Lucas’s tongue inside me while Jack cums on my face.
It had been so specific, so honest, that I rewarded her by dipping two of my fingers into her drenched pussy. Then this is Lucas’s tongue, and these are Jack’s fingers. Jack is masturbating his big cock right now over your head. Your husband said it was okay. It’s more than okay. He’s cumming while he watches.
Yes. Oh yes. She’d climaxed then, harder than I’d ever seen her do it before, and so loud that one of our neighbors came over to see what all the screaming was about.
Since then, I’d been unable to get the picture of the scene she’d painted out of my head. And since then, we’d talked about it openly, as recently as last week.
Now, Jack’s mouth fell open. Pretty sure Lucas had stopped breathing.
“I can't stop thinking about sharing Cat with you both," I confessed, my body flushing hot under my friends’ stares. "I want to see her pleasured by both of you. No strings attached. No friendships ruined. Just sex with my wife while I watch."
Lucas’s fingers clenched around his coffee thermos. Tension thrummed across his broad shoulders.
"Wow," Jack breathed. “You’re serious?”
"Yeah. And if we all agree, tonight could be the night we make it happen. After the party."
"I’m in," Jack said without a hint of hesitation, a glint of horny mischief in his eyes.
I knew he would be. He’d crushed on Cat since junior high, even before I knew her.
“As long as Cat consents,” Lucas agreed with a tight nod.
I was a little more worried about him since he was so shy, but since Cat was his first kiss, I hoped he might still want to take it a little, or a lot, farther than that.
“So, all of us at once or…?” Jack asked. 
I shrugged. “That’s up to Cat. This is all for her.”
I’d twisted Lucas up into a sexual bomb, it seemed, because he didn’t even notice when I pressed the big tube of straw-colored body paint into his hand for tonight.
"See you later, then?" I asked.
Jack headed back to the refrigerator. “I’ll need to be nice and sober for this.”
Lucas’s eyes flared with heat as he quickly turned to leave. “Definitely later.”
Once they left, my mind raced with the endless possibilities of the evening ahead. The thrill of sharing Cat with my best friends consumed me. My amazing, hot wife would become a hotwife, and I could hardly wait for the moment when our erotic fantasy became reality.
Images of intertwined bodies flashed through my mind—Cat's soft moans as Jack and Lucas pleasured her, their hands roaming over her delicate curves. The thought of their skilled fingers teasing Cat to the edge of ecstasy made me tremble. The unyielding urge to see my friends explore her body intensified my need and sent fiery tingles to my cock. 
I imagined Cat's green eyes clouded with lust as she succumbed to such extreme pleasure, the sounds of our collective heavy breathing mingling in our bedroom. That image sent a wave of heat coursing through my veins, igniting a fire that demanded to be quenched. 
I wasn’t the only one, judging from my friends’ erections when they left.
I retreated to the bathroom, my heart quaking as I shut the door behind me. Leaning against the cool tile wall, I closed my eyes and allowed myself to indulge in this fantasy once more. 
In my mind's eye, I could see Cat's naked body writhing, her moans growing louder as Jack caressed her breasts while pumping his dick and Lucas teased her clit with his mouth. My cock hardened painfully at the thought, begging for release.
"Fuck," I gritted out through clenched teeth, unzipping my pants and freeing my throbbing erection. 
I wrapped my hand around the base, stroking myself as I pictured my friends pleasuring Cat. My breathing grew ragged as I pumped faster, the pleasure building until I couldn't hold back any longer. With a guttural groan, I reached my climax, hot spurts of cum painting the bathroom tile. 
But even as the waves of ecstasy washed over me, it wasn’t enough; my need was far from sated. Just thinking about this fantasy always lessened my refractory period to zero.
I barely gave myself a moment to catch my breath before I was at it again, gripping my still-hard cock and stroking with renewed vigor. Images of Cat moaning under the touch of my friends continued through my mind, pushing me farther and farther toward the edge.
"God, Cat." I gasped, feeling my orgasm approaching once more. "You need this... We need this."
With a final, intense stroke, I came again, my seed mixing with the remnants of my previous release on the floor. As I leaned against the wall, catching my breath and trying to regain some semblance of composure, I knew I'd crossed a point of no return. My determination to bring Cat’s fantasy to life had been cemented, and there was nothing that would stop me now.
But what if this experience changed everything? What if she regretted it afterward, and our relationship was strained?
No. No, I knew my wife. She loved exploring new, sexual things with me. It was part of why we’d been happily married for ten years.
If she was open to it, as she still seemed to be last week, tonight's Halloween party might just be the perfect opportunity.
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