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Molly’s Quickies

Hotwife Volume 3

Dive into the steamy world of Molly’s Quickies: Hotwife Volume 3, where everyday scenarios ignite into explosive encounters of desire, temptation, and uninhibited passion. This tantalizing collection features two standalone erotic tales that push the boundaries of marital fidelity, exploring the thrilling dynamics of hotwife adventures with a mix of reluctance, excitement, and raw, consensual indulgence.

In The Treat, a quiet Halloween night turns wicked when Melanie and her husband Trent dare to play a risky game. As the last trick-or-treaters, three college-aged guys in makeshift costumes approach their porch, Trent hides to watch while Melanie flirts on a dare. What starts as innocent banter escalates into a forbidden indoor rendezvous, with Melanie's initial hesitation melting away under the cider-fueled haze and the young men's bold advances. Voyeurism, exhibitionism, and intense group action unfold in their living room, leading to a night of multiple pleasures, double penetration, and ultimate reclamation by her loving husband. Will Melanie embrace her inner witch and cast a spell of ecstasy, or will the thrill prove too much?

In The Tornado, a stormy afternoon in Oklahoma spirals into chaos as Rylee, her husband Mason, and his buddies hunker down in the basement during a life-threatening twister. When Mason's virgin brother confesses his regrets amid the fear, Rylee steps up to make his fantasy a reality, sparking a chain reaction of shared desires among the group. From tender initiations to rough, multi-partner explorations including anal firsts and spit-roasts, Rylee becomes the center of a storm of passion that distracts from the danger above. As the winds howl, so do the moans, culminating in a reclaiming session that reaffirms her bond with Mason. Can pleasure conquer fear in this heart-pounding tale of survival and surrender?

FOR ADULTS ONLY! 

Content warning: Hotwife, cuckold, group sex, orgy, MFM, MFMM, double penetration, anal sex, voyeurism, exhibitionism, cheating wife, reluctance, first time, blowjob, handjob, unsafe sex, spanking, and more with a lot of highly charged M/F/M sexual activity. 

Molly’s Quickies: Hotwife Volume 3 is approximately 10,600 words in length.

To contact the author please email: 

mollymadsin@gmail.com

The Treat

The suburban street had quieted down as the clock ticked past 9:05 p.m., the last clusters of trick-or-treaters dragging their candy bags home under the orange glow of the streetlights. Melanie and Trent's porch was a modest Halloween display, a few carved pumpkins with flickering battery candles inside, strands of fake cobwebs draped over the railing, and a nearly empty orange bowl of assorted chocolates and lollipops. The air carried a faint chill, but inside the house, the warmth from their spiked cider had kept the evening lively. They'd been sipping it steadily between doorbell rings and kids shouting, “Trick or treat!” It wasn’t too strong, but there was just enough rum mixed in to add a pleasant buzz to their night.

Melanie adjusted her pointed witch hat for what felt like the hundredth time, smoothing down the knee-length black dress that hugged her curves without being too revealing. The fabric had a subtle slit up one side, showing off her long, toned legs from years of yoga classes, and a fitted bodice with a modest neckline that amplified her breasts in a way that worked well for Trent. At 28, Melanie was undeniably pretty, with her wavy auburn hair falling just past her shoulders, framing a heart-shaped face, full lips that curved easily into a smile, and striking green eyes that sparkled under the porch light. Trent, her husband of four years, stood beside her in his mad scientist lab coat, complete with wild fake hair and plastic goggles perched on his head. At 30, he had that easygoing charm, his lean frame filling out the costume in a way that made Melanie smile every time she glanced at him.

"Think that's it for the night?" Trent asked, peering down the empty sidewalk. The neighborhood kids had come in waves earlier – princesses, superheroes, and little monsters – but now the street was deserted. He reached for the switch to turn off the porch light, which would signal the end of candy distribution.

Melanie nodded, stretching her arms with a contented sigh. "Finally. My feet are killing me in these heels." She'd chosen low black pumps to match the witch theme, practical, but still adding a touch of elegance. The cider had her feeling relaxed, a light flush on her cheeks, but she was ready to call it quits and curl up on the couch with Trent for some mindless TV.

Just as Trent's finger pressed down the switch, he spotted movement at the end of the block. Three taller figures approached, their silhouettes cutting through the dim light, these were definitely not “kids.” He looked harder and he could tell that they were older, likely college-aged guys, the kind you'd sometimes see hanging around the neighborhood, but never really talk to. Trent recognized them vaguely from being in the neighborhood, seeing them at a block party once or twice, usually with a beer or smokes in hand. 

One of them, the one in the ripped shirt with smeared face paint like a zombie, looked familiar in a specific way. Trent nudged Melanie. "Hey, isn't that the kid who mowed our lawn a few years back?  Right after we moved in? What is his name? Ryan? Riley? Fuck... What is his name?”
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