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Dedication

 

This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Openness in sexuality should be celebrated and is a blessing. Try new stuff! Fulfill your fantasies! 

Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is erotic romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in. 

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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Short Excerpt from Book 1 Servicing the Trash Man, My Filthy Hotwife Adventure

 

 

I adjusted my sundress for maximum cleavage, which was quite easy, being blessed with double D’s. His truck would be here imminently. I paced in front of the tall windows flanking the front door. I peered into the dim early morning sunshine, my heart racing.

My husband’s hands smoothed down my ass cheeks and he cupped each of them in his strong hands. He gave a strong squeeze before leaning in to whisper in my ear, “You ready?” His voice was seductive and commanding, which gave me a delicious clit twitch.

“Yes, John. I’m very ready.” I shifted my hips to savor his tightening grabs.

“You fuck him good, alright? I’ll be watching.” His voice was breathy and full of lusty anticipation.

The most exciting part was that I never knew when he’d watch my sexual escapades or how he would. That was part of the fun, the not knowing how he’d spy on me and the other man. He often arranged my hotwife dates for me, but he really loved it when I set them up myself too. I’d been courting Jaxon, our garbage man, for quite some time. I was ready to go in for the official fuck today. I knew I’d kill it. There was no way he’d say ‘no’.

John pressed his erection to my backside and snaked his hands up my front. “Good, no bra. Good girl.” He thrust his hardon between my buns and growled. “Can’t wait to watch you seduce him. Then I’m reclaiming you. I’m feeling very horny and aggressive already, so you’d better be ready for me.”

His words sent shivers through me and a jolt through my pelvic region.

We’d stepped into the hotwife lifestyle ten months ago and we’d fallen into a fabulous routine. John would find men to have sex dates with me, or occasionally I would, and upon his approval, we’d fuck. Then John would reclaim me as his woman. Not that he ever gave me away, it was more of a wife share than a giving away of anything. A fuck loan that needed to be repaid by me. I’d happily and lustily submit to his will afterwards. I got to fuck other men and John wanted me to. It gave him an even bigger reason to dominate me, which we both loved.

Our marriage had changed once I lost my job. I wasn’t able to find another one and stopped looking once both John and I realized how happy we both were with me being a housewife. I’d worked diligently all my life, an independent strong woman of forty-three. Well, that hadn’t changed, but what did change was that now I took care of our home full time, made gourmet meals, and fucked men on the regular. John never considered me lesser for not pulling in money, we were equal partners, it was just that I didn’t get money in exchange for what I did. What I got was happiness, fulfillment, and John got the same. He felt cared for, attended to, and aroused in a way that perfectly met his satiation.

It satisfied me far more than I had ever expected, and I’d drip pussy juice when we’d talk about our plans. The debriefing after the fuck was even yummier.

I’d have never thought this would be how I’d be in my midlife. I figured I’d be the nurse manager in the hospital or something, not someone who stayed home all the time. But, in staying home, I’d learned to cook like a gourmet chef, worked out like a gym rat, and made love to my husband every day. Life couldn’t be any better.

But then it got better. Way better.

 

Read the full of book 1: Servicing the Trash Man, My Filthy Hotwife Adventure

https://books.ruanwillowauthor.com/servicingthetrashmanmyfilthyhotwifeadventure

Audiobook: https://books.ruanwillowauthor.com/servicingthetrashmanmyfilthyhotwifeadventureaudiobook

 


 

 

Servicing the Pool Man,
My Filthy Hotwife 
Adventure

 

Chapter 1

 

 

I


 rolled to my side and glanced at my phone. Lounging by the pool in the brilliant afternoon sun felt so yummy after a very physical morning of cooking, a vigorous round of sex with John, and then working out for an hour. Being a housewife was much more physical than I’d imagined it would be, at least for a hard-working nympho gym rat like me. But I was most definitely a wanton slut, that was topmost. I was already full of desire to come again, but I knew John was in an important meeting. 

Overcome with horniness, I slipped my hand inside my suit bottoms and played with my pussy lips. John had made me climax nine times this morning already, but come afternoon time my yearning to peak raged again. I’d always had a rise in my libido in the afternoons, and I loved succumbing to it. I think John loved it more. But, I sighed, he was deep in work planning and not available for any pleasuring now. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t indulge.

I’d prepped dinner, so lounging by the pool seemed like the best idea ever, and masturbating poolside in the blazing sun was an even better idea. So why the fuck not?

I glanced at the house and knew it was possible John might look out the window from his desk and see me touching myself during his afternoon meeting. I hoped he did. He loved me playing the exhibitionist. I had half a mind to text him and tell him to look out and watch me. He’d come out and fuck me if I did, so I decided to bring myself to climax first on my own. He needed to get work done. He had a big project coming due at work that had been giving him loads of stress. I’d gotten to help with relieving it by giving him head during meetings from beneath his desk.

I rubbed my lips while they were still closed as I reminisced about it all, my slit still sealed off like a wrapped gift. I pressed my puffy lips, and a moan escaped my other lips. A primal one, not one of thought or any kind of purpose. It was just a sound that bubbled from my gut. No sentences were needed. That would get me stuck in my head when I needed to be feeling my body. It was one of the wonderful things I’d learned to do well recently.

I mashed and kneaded my lips, pressing harder on the cleft of my lower lips over my clit. The jewel of my womanhood beneath was scrumptiously waking up and ready for action. Slipping a finger inside my fleshy lips, I felt my wetness was overflowing already. I smiled and pushed another finger inside and began to finger fuck myself. I wasn’t nearly as good at it as John, but I could get myself off in time. My arms were just too short to get the power he could.

I loved this type of thing. Being on display, potentially being watched while being sexual, or even more so, actual blatant watching. It really churned me into a delicious, hot mess. Nakedness in semi-public was a switch that ticked my enjoyment higher, so I always took advantage when I could.

I again reflected on how our sex life had changed from one of doldrums to magnificently wow. Before John latched on to my sexual awakening and embarked on his own journey, our relations had been blah and routine, like a series of checkboxes. He hadn’t really gotten me off most times, either. It had gotten so bad it was really only one out of ten, and only when we used sex toys. But now both our marriage and our sex were beyond glorious, exciting, an ever-evolving state of pure bliss.

I smiled, remembering when that flip of the switch occurred and John realized his inner Dom. I went from avoiding sex to initiating with him, and he went from lazy lover to stag. We’d literally exploded. I half expected our sexual energy to blow the roof off the house most days. The community of swingers we’d found had been paramount in the fruition of John’s transformation, and I’d be forever grateful.

I slipped my swimsuit top off my right breast and caressed my
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