
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE HOTWIFE CHRONICLES VOL. 1-7

    

    
      First edition. February 1, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Riley Storm.

    

    
    
      Written by Riley Storm.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Hotwife Chronicles


Vol. 1: The Initiation


[image: ]




“Babe,” Blake said quietly to his wife, Bree

Bree turned over in bed to face Blake, tucking her messy blonde hair behind her.

“What’s up,” Bree said, furrowing her brows.

“So, I didn’t ask, but I hope it’s ok...” Blake paused, trying to read Bree’s reaction before proceeding.  She seemed curious.

Blake continued, “after the show on Saturday, before we go back to our hotel, I reserved a couple’s spot at the swingers club in the city.”

Bree’s eyes widened.

“Oh...” Bree says with stunted surprise.  “Oh!” Bree exclaimed; the realization of what Blake had just said finally registering.

“I’m not sure what that means,” Blake said with a tepid laugh.  “I mean, is that ok?  We don’t have to go if...”

Bree cut him off.

“No, no!  It’s not that.  I’m just...surprised.” Bree reached for Blake’s hand.

Bree interlaced her fingers with Blakes, pulling herself closer to him.

“I do.  I think I do.  Our fantasies while we fuck have been all about 3 and 4somes.  It only seems to make sense to try it for real.”

Blake smiled, kissing Bree’s forehead while letting out a sigh of relief.

“I can’t tell you how relieved I am to hear you say that.” Blake said before pulling his face away to see his wife’s reaction.  

Bree gave him a devilish, playful smirk.  She knew what it did to him.

“I am so fucking hard right now,” Blake said.  Bree laughed, her smile widening.  

“Well, you’re just going to have to wait a couple days, sorry.” Bree said as she reached under the covers to feel Blake’s cock.

He wasn’t kidding.  Bree reached into Blake’s pajama bottoms, grabbing his cock in her hands.  She stroked him gently before gliding her hand down his entire shaft, wrapped her hand around his balls.  She rolled his balls between her fingers, feeling his cock pulse with every tug.  Bree knew how much Blake liked his balls being played with.  Bree pulled her hand up his cock until her fingers found his pre-cum on the head of his cock.  Bree wiped the cum with her finger before putting her cum covered fingers in her mouth.

Bree moaned softly as she tasted Blake.  Blake watched intently, a mischievous smile on his face as he stroked his cock.

“Sorry, Saturday is only a couple days away, so you have to promise not to cum until then.  And even then, you only get to cum if I say you can.” Bree said.

Blake had told Bree about his fantasies many times, and it sounded like she was listening.

“Of course,” Blake says.  “I do what you tell me to do and cum when you tell me I can.”

“Good boy.”

Bree pressed her lips to Blake’s and they kissed passionately.

Saturday:

“That show was amazing,” Bree said as they entered their hotel suite.

“It was.  I haven’t laughed that hard in a long time,” Blake added.

Bree kicked her heels off before collapsing on the bed.  Blake did the same, laying on his back beside her.

“What time is our reservation,” Bree asked.

“You know, we don’t have to do this if you’re not feeling it,” Blake said reservedly.  

Bree turned on her side, her hand supporting her head.

“I do.  I really do,” Bree said, laying her hand on Blake’s cheek.  “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous.  But I’m also unbelievably excited.”

Blake turned to her, smiling.  “Really?”

“Really.” Bree responded.

They kissed.  Blake reached behind Bree, grabbing firmly onto her ass, pulling her closer.  They pressed into one another.  Bree could feel Blake’s cock growing.  Without warning, Bree pushed Blake away.

“Wait, wait!” Bree exclaimed playfully.  “What time is our reservation.”

Blake exhaled with frustration, pulling his hand back and checking his watch.  

“In about 45 minutes.  It’s 4 blocks away, we have time to get ready,” Blake said.

“I know exactly what I’m wearing,” Bree declared as she got up and walked toward the bathroom.

32 minutes later, Bree and Blake exited the elevator and headed toward the hotel entrance.  Once outside, Blake grabbed Bree’s hand, pulling her closer for a kiss.

“You...” Blake paused, taking lustful looks at Bree, “are fucking hot.”

Bree giggled, “I know.” 

Bree’s black skirt was short and tight.  She had bought the skirt the day prior knowing this was probably going to be the only time in her life she’d ever be able to wear something like this.  Even more unlike her, Blake had managed to convince her to forego panties and go bare.  Blake loved the skirt.  Blake was an ass man and Bree’s ass looked amazing in this skirt.  At 5’5”, 140lbs, Bree was Blake’s idea of a perfect woman – full hips and an amazing ass.  Her large, natural, DD breasts completed the package.  

Blake and Bree walked hand in hand, smiling and laughing nervously.  They both had butterflies in their stomach, their excitement palpable.

They arrived at the club 7 minutes prior to their reservation.  They had stopped at a liquor store 1 block away to get a bottle of vodka for the BYOA (bring your own alcohol) club.  The entrance to the venue was a simple black door with an attached doorbell.  

Blake pressed the bell.

“Name,” a voice bellowed through the intercom.

“Steelman,” Blake replied.

A few seconds later, a loud buzzer sounded.  Blake grabbed the door handle and pulled the door open.  Behind the door was a long staircase, leading to another door.  Blake grabbed Bree’s hand, leading her up the steps.  The higher they got, the louder the dance music became.

Blake opened the second door at the top of the steps.  Inside it was a mix of music and gyrating bodies.  A massive dance floor sat in the center of the space, surrounded by semi-public and public couches.  Beautiful, scantily dressed women danced provocatory on the dance floor, most with at least 2 people grinding against them. 

Blake turned to Bree, who was watching the dance floor with an intense curiosity.  Bree noticed Blake staring at her and smiled back at him.

“I’ll be right back,” Blake said as he made his way to the check in area to drop off his bottle of Vodka.  Making his way back to Bree, he found her watching a couple dancing on the dance floor.  

The woman was gorgeous; very petite with long black hair.  The man she was dancing with couldn’t keep his hands off her.  He pulled her into him, kissing her while his hands ran down the small of her back until firmly gripping her ass in both hands.  He wasn’t shy about pulling her dress up, exposing her ass.  Everything about her was beautiful.

Bree noticed Blake watching.  She turned to him, seeing that he was now watching the couple.

“I can see you’re enjoying the show,” Bree said, giggling while rubbing her hand against Blake’s growing bulge.

Blake blushed.

Bree smiled before wrapping her hands around Blake, stretching up to him for a kiss.  They kissed.  Softly at first, but becoming more and more intense with every beat of the song; Blake’s hands exploring Bree’s body for all to see.  

Kissing, they shuffled themselves to the dance floor.  Blake pulled away, holding onto Bree’s waist as they moved to the music.

“How are you doing?” Blake asked.

“Let’s get a drink then explore a little.  Yeah?” Bree replied.

Blake nodded toward the bar.  Walking past the couple they had both been watching, Blake made eye contact with the petite brunette.  As she grinded her body against the man she was dancing with, she reached out and ran her hand across Blake’s back and shoulders as he passed.  Blake smiled back at her, glancing between her eyes and her exposed breasts.  Blake could hear her giggle just as he turned back toward the bar.

Bree and Blake each took two shots of Vodka.  

“That was for the nerves,” Bree said.

Blake smiled.  “So, what now?”

“Did you like that couple?” Bree asked directly.

“Well...” Blake hesitated.  “I mean, yeah.  They were sexy.”

Bree smiled.  “Good.”  Bree ordered a Vodka drink for each of them. “I just wanted to make sure I wasn’t the only one enjoying this thus far.”

Blake’s smile widened. “I can’t tell you how excited that makes me.”

Blake and Bree took their drinks and began walking around the club. 

The center of the club is dominated by the dance floor.  The dance floor had about 10 people dancing on it at any given time.  The couches and benches around the dance floor were half occupied with people kissing and touching.  On one bench, a woman with a man on either side of her. She had one cock in each hand, stroking each as she alternated between kissing each of them.  On the next bench, a guy slowly masturbated while watching them.

“You think it’s her husband?” Bree asked, nodding to the lone man masturbating.

“Probably.” Blake responded. “Lucky guy,” he followed, playfully, smiling at Bree.

“Is that right?” Bree said, smirking back at Blake.

They continued making their way around the dance floor until they reached an arched entrance to a small room, partially hidden behind a large black curtain.  Going through the curtain, Blake and Bree found themselves at the entrance of a room with benches built into the wall.  Men and women had formed a semi-circle around the center of the room.  Several men had their cocks out, stroking them with their hands while women were slowly massaging their clits.  At the center of the room was a woman, on all fours, with 2 men fucking her.  Beside them was another man, her husband, stroking his cock as he watched.  

The man behind the woman was pounding her...hard.  With each thrust, she let out a muffled moan as his large, bare cock buried itself deep inside.  The woman had no gag reflex as the man in front of her pulled her head onto his cock completely as she rocked back and forth in rhythm with the two of them. 

Blake and Bree watch intently for a moment, not saying a word, just soaking in what they were witnessing.  Suddenly, Bree reached down and felt Blake’s cock.  He was hard as a rock.  

Bree turned to Blake, “does this turn you on?”

“Fuck yes,” Blake said, without hesitation, his eyes never strayed from the spectacle before him.

“Is this something you’d like to see me do?” Bree asked.

“Yes.” Blake said.

“Come on.”  Bree grabbed Blake’s hand and guided toward the wall with a large sign above reading: “Playroom.”

Bree and Blake entered the dark room.  At their left were bathrooms.  In front was a large, black curtain.  Next to the curtain, a woman sitting at a hostess desk.  Blake and Bree walked toward the woman.

“Hi!” The woman greeted them.

“Hello,” Blake replied.  “This is our first time, how does this work?”

“Well, welcome!” the woman smiled. “My name is Kelly.  I’ll be out at this desk for the entire evening, so if you need anything, just call for me.  Behind this curtain is our playroom, which I will take you into once I’ve oriented you.  At the playroom entrance, you’ll find lockers, along with towels.  We just ask that anyone going into the playroom do so after they’ve put their clothing into a locker and enter only in a towel.”

Blake and Bree nod along as Kelly continued.

“Let’s go ahead and go in so you can get changed before I take you into the playroom.”

Blake and Bree followed Kelly into the next room; a dark room with lockers on one side and benches on the other.  Blake and Bree looked at each other briefly before starting to remove their clothes.  This being the first time they had ever gotten naked in front of others, they were both surprised by how comfortable they felt.

Both naked, Blake folded and put their clothes into a locker before being handed a towel by Kelly.  Blake and Bree wrapped their towels around themselves and followed Kelly into the next room, behind another large black curtain.

Opening the curtain, Kelly revealed a red, dimly lit room covered in pillowy fabric, from floor to ceiling.  The large space was split into three separate spaces, each with large, soft benches around the parameter.  

There are about 20 people spread throughout the space.  On the floors and benches, people were engaged in every sexual act one could imagine. 

“This is the playroom.  No drinks, no clothes, no phones.  Everyone is expected to respect boundaries, so if you have any trouble with that, just call for me.  Condoms are located throughout,” Kelly pointed to small baskets full of condoms on each bench.

“You can come and go as needed, but you’ll have to get dressed if you want to leave the playroom at all.  Have fun and maybe I’ll see you in there later,” Kelly said with a wink directed toward Blake.

Bree turned to Blake and smiled.  Kelly walked away, leaving Blake and Bree in the middle of an orgy.

Blake and Bree made their way to an unoccupied bench.  They sat, Bree letting her towl fall into her lap, exposing her breasts.

Blake, nodding at Bree’s breasts, smiled and asked “you ok with that?”

Bree looked down at her perky breasts, shrugged and said, “I’m just getting started.”

Blake smiled and leaned in for a kiss.  Bree pressed her lips to Blakes.  Reaching down, Bree unfolded Blake’s towel, allowing his hard cock to spring out.  She stroked it softly.  “It sure seems like you’re ok with all this?” she said between kisses.

Blake laughed, looking down as Bree stroked his cock.  Looking back at Bree, Blake could see her focus shift to something behind him.  Blake turned to see a couple on the bench beside them.  A man sitting with back against the wall, a woman between his legs devouring his cock.  She bobbed up and down, moaning and slurping as the man’s cock went deeper and deeper into her mouth.  The man arched his back as he wrapped her hair in his hand.

Blake turned back to Bree.  Bree was still watching.  Bree glanced over at Blake, smirking.

“Sorry,” Bree said shyly.

Blake, his hand on Bree’s cheek, “Why?”

Bree smiled, glancing back at the couple.

“Do you want to ask if you can join?” Blake asked finally.

Bree pulled her breath in.  She paused. “I...I don’t know.  Kinda.  I think.”

Blake smiled, pulled the towel off Bree, and said, “then go ask if you can help her.”

Bree’s smile widened.  Blake lifted her hand, getting Bree to stand as he guided her toward the couple.  Blake watched as Bree stood naked and awkwardly tapped on the woman’s shoulder, smiling as the woman pulled her mouth off the man’s cock.  Blake shifted closer, hearing Bree ask “hi, sorry, but my husband and I were watching you two and we think you’re hot.  I was wondering if I could, maybe, help you suck his cock?”

The woman smiled.  The man, without hesitation responded with an enthusiastic “absolutely!”  while spreading his legs wider.  Bree and the woman laughed to each other.  Bree, pointed to Blake said, “that’s my husband and I told him he could watch.”

“I’ll try to put on a good show,” the man said.  They all laughed before the woman shifted to one side, gesturing to Bree to get on her knees beside her.  

Bree complied, lowering herself between the man’s legs.  Bree rubbed the man’s thighs, getting closer to his cock with each motion.  She turned to the woman and said something Blake couldn’t hear.  They kissed as Bree’s hand finally made its way to the man’s balls.  She cupped and rubbed his balls with one hand as her other hand began stroking his cock.  Bree’s hand rubbed the man’s balls up and down, grabbing and pulling.  With each tug, the man’s cock pulsed.  Blake had an average size dick, about 6”.  Bree never complained, but he had always wondered what it would be like to see Bree with someone larger.  This man’s cock was definitely larger.  At least 7” and slightly thicker than Blakes.

Bree and the woman kissed more and more passionately, as Bree continued caressing the man’s balls and stroking his shaft.  Blake was wide eyed and excited.  His own cock was rock hard and Blake dropped the towel completely and began stroking his own cock.

Blake watched as Bree made out with this beautiful woman while she stroked the man’s cock.  The man moaned with each stroke until finally, unable to bear the anticipation, he gestured to his woman.  With the signal, the woman pulled away from Bree, grabbed the back of her head and slowly guided her mouth toward the head of the man’s cock.

The man’s cock was rock hard and already glistening with spit.  Bree shifted her hand down his shaft, cupping his balls as her tongue began licking the head of his cock.  Bree immediately tasted his pre-cum.  Bree loved tasting Blake’s pre-cum and she was surprised to see that she loved it just as much with someone who wasn’t Blake.
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