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Chapter 1


The garage door grinds open, vibrating the wall that separates my home office from our garage. I quickly type out a message to my best friend, Jessica, on the app we use to chat during the workday. 
Miri: Shit, gotta go. Hubby is home and it’s my night to cook dinner.
She gives my message a laughing emoji.
Jessica: See you on Saturday. Tell him takeout is on the way!
Ooh, she’s brilliant. I’m totally going to do that. I give her a thumbs-up and close the program.
Jessica and I have been texting back and forth for hours today while we pretended to work. We were discussing a trip we’re taking to the Oregon coast this weekend, a reunion of sorts, with a group of our closest friends from high school and their spouses. Jessica is leaving tomorrow to spend a couple of extra days there with her husband, Lucas, before our Saturday gathering.
I quickly open a spreadsheet before my husband, Joey, finds out it’s been social hour all day. I want to maintain the illusion that I’ve been diligently working while he slaved away, crunching numbers for “the man.” Tipping back in my chair to peek out the door of the office, I spy him coming down the hall towards me and exchange a smile with him. Desire ripples through me at the sight of him in his suit and his tousled brown hair. It looks like he was running his fingers through it recently, and it gives him a rakish appearance. Dang, I married a sexy man.
He comes in, sets his leather work bag down, and kisses my forehead. “Hey, baby.”
“Hi, my love. How was work?” I appreciate the forehead kiss, but what I really want is a panty-melting kiss with lots of tongue.
My job affords me a ton more freedom than his does, so I try to not bug him on instant messenger all day. He gets focused and in the zone, so I save up any news for when he gets home. He’s a certified public accountant with one of the biggest CPA firms in our town, mainly working with clients in the wine industry. Between the two of us, he’s the one bringing home the bacon.
I have a fabulous job, but I don’t make a ton of money. I got lucky by being Jessica’s best friend. As soon as I saw her sitting all alone in the school cafeteria in seventh grade and reading my favorite book, I introduced myself and we’ve been besties ever since. Her family had recently moved to town, and she’s an introvert who never would have approached me. She was always daydreaming and had her head in the clouds back then, and she turned that into a creative writing career.
One of Jessica’s smutty reverse harem vampire stories exploded four years ago, and after a year of trying to juggle everything herself as an indie author, she finally begged me to work for her full time as her personal assistant. I’ve been doing that for about three years now, and it brought out hidden marketing talents in me. She only has to worry about writing, and I take care of most everything else for her.
She pays me enough to make me happy but also not feel bad if I goof off or have an unproductive day. She claims I pay for myself in increased sales, so she doesn’t care when I work as long as I keep up with what needs done. I basically have my dream job at 33; I don’t clock in, I can do whatever I want, and I listen to music all day. Life is good… or it would be if I were getting more sex.
Now that I have a flexible job, at some point Joey and I plan on trying for a baby. I’ll be the primary caregiver while he’s at work. We keep putting it off, though, so I’m not sure it will actually happen. The older we get, the more we appreciate being child-free, especially when we want to take spontaneous trips. But even the trips have slowed down in recent years.
He takes his time before answering how his day went and removes his suit jacket. When he unbuttons his shirt, my pussy perks up. It’s been over a week since we’ve had sex, which isn’t that uncommon anymore. Normally when I’m horny, I take care of myself with my extensive collection of sex toys, but Jessica distracted me today with chatting about high school and theorizing how different our friends will be when we see them this weekend.
Joey sighs and rolls his head as if he’s trying to loosen his neck muscles. “Work was… work. But I’m glad to be home, and you’re looking cute today.” He grins at me and my pussy tries to remind me again that she hasn’t been plowed recently.
I wonder what my chances of getting some sex are tonight? It’s Wednesday, and despite the jokes about hump day, there usually isn’t any humping in my household on Wednesdays unless it’s me going to town with my vibrator. I agree with him, though; I’m feeling quite cute in my favorite cotton pajama pants with penguins on them and a white lace corset-style top that molds to my breasts and shows my cleavage to its full advantage. Yeah, I put this on at lunchtime on purpose, hoping to lure him into bed tonight. Since he didn’t walk in and immediately bend me over the desk, my chances seem low.
My husband isn’t a man of many words, so I’m not surprised that he doesn’t elaborate on his workday. I always make an effort to show interest in his job, but from what I can tell, it’s reeeaaaalllly boring. He never shares funny stories about the office, and I sometimes wonder what happened to the man I married. He was the goofy class clown, and now he’s the dependable, married for 14 years, barely having sex, accountant.
He doesn’t take his shirt off once it’s unbuttoned, and disappointment runs through me. He gets up early three times a week to go to the gym before work, and I was hoping for an eyeful of his sexy man pecs. If I’m not getting a hard boning tonight, I could at least enjoy some eye candy. I haven’t given up hope yet though. I might need to get some tasty food in his belly and then jump him after dinner when he’s relaxed.
Almost as if he read my mind, he says, “So what’s for dinner?”
Oh shit, right... dinner. Damn Jessica and her distractions.
“Oh, I thought we should do teriyaki delivery since we need to pack for the trip tomorrow night. No need to mess up the kitchen.” Knowing my excuse is flimsy, I give him my cutest smile and bat my eyelashes at him.
He laughs. “Okay, and I’m sure you’ve already ordered it… right?”
I vigorously nod my head and widen my green eyes innocently. “Oh, yes. Why don’t you change into something comfortable and it’ll be here before you know it.”
He goes to leave but pauses in the doorway and glances back at me. “Miri, bring that top you’re wearing on the trip this weekend. I have an idea.”
Ooh, what’s this? I’m instantly wet and squirm in my chair once he’s gone. I’d like to think his idea is me wearing it while he fucks me, but I have a sneaking suspicion he’s talking about something else. Staring at the empty doorway for a few moments, I contemplate what he might ask me to do this weekend.
It’s a cruel joke that women sexually peak in their 30s. By this age, we’ve got busy lives, and possibly kids, and a lot more responsibilities. It’s not as easy to stay up all night having wild sex when you’re a responsible adult who can’t blow off work the next day. That’s why I’m looking forward to the trip this weekend. Joey and I always have trip sex. I told him once it was a hidden clause in our marriage vows, and he chuckled and agreed. So I WILL get some vacation sex, goddammit!
I order dinner online and think about what he said. His interest in my top intrigues me because we’ve been talking the last couple of months about broadening our sexual horizons to spice things up. We had a frank discussion about our lack of sex, and he admitted that work is stressful and since he gets up early for the gym some days, he isn’t in the mood that often during the work week. He assured me he still thought I was hot and he wanted to have sex with me. And while I intellectually understood that, I still missed the 4-5 times-per-week sex we were having in our 20s. I mean shit, right now I’d settle for once per week and consider myself lucky.
Joey’s idea of spicing up our love life was not anything I expected, and he floored me with the suggestion that maybe I would like to be a hotwife and he would allow it as a way for me to satisfy my urges. I learned what a hotwife was from Jessica because she and her husband have an arrangement like that, where he chooses guys for her from a listing on an app and then she has one-night stands with them. I don’t know how often they do it, but she said it’s pretty fabulous.
At first I thought Joey was afraid I was going to divorce him if I didn’t get more sex, and I tried to tell him I was perfectly happy with my toys, but he admitted that after I told him what Jessica and her husband were doing, he did online research and found the idea hot. And it’s just like my husband to frame something as helping me out when it’s really his dirty fantasy that I fuck a bunch of men.
One thing we both agreed on was that we wouldn’t rush into something like that without discussing boundaries and expectations. We’ve taken this time to talk things out, and I told him recently that if the right opportunity presents itself, I’d like to give it a go. Of course, once I agreed to that, I’ve been horny as all hell for the last two weeks and masturbating practically daily. So whatever plan he has for me and this tight lace shirt this weekend, I’m down for it.
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Chapter 2


Joey took Friday and Monday off work, and we’re making the ten-hour drive from Washington State to Gold Beach, Oregon, in one day. We planned to do all the packing after work on Thursday so we could be ready to walk out the door early Friday morning. Since we’re staying at a vacation rental home, we don’t need to bring much and we agreed to keep it down to one bag each to avoid a car full of unnecessary supplies.  
While we pack, I grumble about the drive. “I wish we could have picked somewhere closer. Ten hours is going to suck.”
“You know why. Jeff lives in L.A. so this was the most central location for everyone.”
I stick my tongue out at him when he’s not looking. I hate it when he’s logical while I’m complaining. Joey and I’ve been dating since we were 16, and we got married at 19. In high school we ran in a group with four other people, but only three of them could make it this weekend. Joey was disappointed to find out Zane, his best friend in high school, wasn’t coming. Everyone else is bringing their spouse or significant other with them, which means four couples. 
Joey and Zane had drifted apart over the years, so all the information I learned about Zane since after we left school came from Jessica. She told me that he was unmarried and owned a bar in Montana and couldn’t take the time off. I wasn’t sad to discover he couldn’t come. Zane and I have a complicated past, and I’d had a major crush on him originally instead of Joey. Zane had that alluring bad boy vibe, and Joey was his goofy sidekick. Like most misguided young girls, I wasn’t interested in the goofball and I craved the excitement of the bad boy. 
I was half in love with Zane from when I met him at age 14 until we were 16. Things got heated one night at a Halloween party where Zane and I had an intense make-out session that bordered on actual sex. I’ve debated over the years what defines sex, since we both orgasmed, but all we did was touch with our hands and kiss. Afterwards I thought we would end up dating or at the very least hooking up again. I expected Zane to be the first cock inside me, but after the party he ignored me for weeks. I don’t know what happened since he and I never talked about it, but his rejection hurt more than I wanted to admit and I asked Joey out on a date in retaliation. 
My “Fuck you, I’ll date your best friend” attitude was childish, but it turned out to be the best decision of my life. Once Joey was out of a group setting and dropped the class clown routine, I found out he was smart and thoughtful. Within a few months I was over Zane, and Joey and I were officially an item. The only problem was that whenever I was around Zane, I could sense he was watching me and my body still reacted to him. He and Joey were inseparable, so there was no way to avoid him, and I never felt at ease around him. 
I’m sure 18 years changes a lot of things, but I’m still secretly pleased he won’t be there this weekend. I’ve never told Joey about my history with Zane, and as far as I know, he’s not aware that Zane and I had our hands down each other’s pants at the party. 
Trying to get focused on the packing so it doesn’t take all night, I scrunch eight pairs of panties into tiny balls and shove them towards the bottom of my travel bag. I sense I’m being watched, and when I glance up, Joey is standing across the bed in front of his open bag, amused. 
“What disaster is going to befall us on this trip that requires so many panties?”
He knows me well and laughs at me every time we take a trip since I always pack twice as much underwear as needed. I always have an excuse, and I grin at him. “It’s the coast. What if there’s a tsunami and we’re stranded for days?”
Panties are the one piece of clothing I can’t stand to wear unless they’re clean. Even in an absolute emergency, I’m more likely to go commando than wear the previous day’s panties.
“Uh-huh” is his only reply, and I grab a pillow from the bed and toss it at his head. He catches it easily and laughs. 
I continue packing, ignoring his teasing. “We should have told everyone to go to Cannon Beach. It’s closer.”
“That would have been too far for Jeff.” 
“Yeah, but they filmed The Goonies there. How could anyone resist that?”
With everyone’s various travel arrangements, the full group is only getting together on Saturday. The rest of the trip is our own, and I would have loved to sit on the beach and stare out at the ocean from the movie. 
Joey snorts. “Who even remembers that movie?”
I narrow my eyes at him and grab another pillow, ready to chuck it at him. He’s treading on dangerous territory if he disparages my favorite movie as a kid.
“I’ll have you know LOTS of people loved that movie.”
His eyes twinkle at me when he responds. “Yeah, old people, since it came out before we were born.”
I huff at him but set the pillow down. He might have a point. Most of my friends growing up had never watched it before meeting me. I corrected the oversight quickly with everyone, and one of my first dates with Joey was a movie night in my parents’ basement that included The Goonies and some heavy petting afterwards. The movie didn’t turn us on, but we were 16 and in a secluded basement watching a movie… what else was going to happen?
“Okay, Mr. Funny Guy, get your stuff packed so you’re not dragging ass in the morning when I’m ready to leave.”
He just grins at me and keeps folding his clothes meticulously while I toss mine into a gigantic pile and attempt to shove it all into one bag. There is no way this will all fit, but I refuse to give up without trying. Every trip we take, I’m the one who isn’t ready to leave on time, but I always pin the blame on him. Last trip we were running late because HE hadn’t remembered to pack my make-up kit, so I had to rush back into the house to grab it. 
“Hey, Miri?”
My bag is overflowing and I’m eyeing the small pile of clothing that didn’t make it in, debating whether I need to break the one-bag rule. I give him a casual, “Hmm?” Do I really need a second bathing suit? We’re only going to have two full days there, so am I going to visit the beach more than once? Plus, it’s Oregon and not a tropical vacation; it’s probably going to be cold, even in June. 
“Did you remember to pack the white lace top?”
A zing of pleasure rushes through my core at his words. You bet your ass I did, but I try to sound nonchalant about it. “Oh, yeah, I think it’s in there. Why do you want me to bring it?”
His “You’ll see” is mysterious and gives me a jolt of excitement.
I pluck some clothes out and sort them while I think about his request. My only guess is that he plans on having me wear it in public, and I grow wet at the thought. The lace leaves nothing to the imagination, and it’s not designed to have a bra underneath it. In the right lighting, someone would see the color and shape of my nipples. Why is this idea so hot? 
I start to suggest we have some pre-vacation sex, but Joey lets out an enormous yawn at that exact moment so I quickly close my mouth and go back to my packing. I can be patient. He knows I’m expecting sex on the trip, so I’m confident it will happen. If I play my cards right, maybe I’ll get it twice. 
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Chapter 3


By the time we make it to the vacation house, we’ve been on the road for over 12 hours when you count in rest stops and food breaks. Fuck, this was a long way to drive in one day. On the drive we decided to unpack when we arrived and get an early night’s sleep so that we’re refreshed to visit with everyone tomorrow. As we pull into the long driveway at last, it’s early evening, so nothing exciting is happening tonight.  
The house we rented is an adorable bungalow a few blocks from the ocean. We can’t see the water from here, but we only have to walk to the end of the street and pass a couple of houses to get to the beach. It’s decorated in a nautical theme, and since it’s small, it only takes a few minutes to explore the house while Joey hauls in his one bag and my two. He agreed to hit the grocery store close by and heads out to do that while I unpack my bags. It doesn’t take me long since I basically just dump it all in one of the dresser drawers, but I spend some time organizing our joint bathroom supplies and admiring the large walk-in shower.
When Joey calls out, “I’m home,” I go out to give him a kiss and help him unload the groceries. We’re having a barbecue tomorrow with everyone, so Joey grabbed chips, buns, and a bunch of soda and beer. I wrinkle my nose at the beer. I should have requested hard cider since I can’t stand the taste of beer. 
We’re both yawning after we eat a simple dinner of hoagie roll sandwiches, but we spend some time unwinding on two Adirondack chairs on the screened-in porch. We’re tired, but somehow neither of us wants to go to bed yet. Even though we can’t see the ocean, we can hear it. The salty night breeze through the screen and the crash of the ocean lulls us. 
Joey eventually breaks the silence. “I’m glad we came. I’m already feeling relaxed.”
The chairs are close enough together that I’m able to reach over and hold his hand. I know he tries to downplay the stress from his job, and I’m glad to see he’s able to shake it off quickly for this trip. 
I give his hand a squeeze and entwine my fingers with his. “Yeah, this is nice.”
He wants to go to bed before I do, but I join him, intending to read for a bit. I loaded up some new books on my e-reader for the trip, but I’m asleep within minutes of my head hitting the pillow. 
[image: image-placeholder]We wake up later than we meant to, but the solid sleep felt pretty damn amazing and I’m refreshed and pumped for today. Jessica lives in Oregon so I only see her a couple of times a year, but we talk or message each other almost daily. I stayed in touch with her after we were out of school, but I haven’t seen or talked to Jeff or Shelly in years and I’m excited to see them again. Jeff is a software engineer in California, and he’s bringing his husband with him, whom I’ve never met. Shelly is an elementary school teacher and still lives in Washington, but since she’s across the state from me, we didn’t keep in contact like we should have. She’s bringing her fiancé with her, and Jessica knows nothing about him other than that Shelly said he was wonderful. 
It’s easy to let the years drift when everyone has busy lives. Joey was in school for six years, and I worked full time while he was getting his B.S. in Accounting and his Masters of Business Administration. Then we moved across the state because he got the job offer with the CPA firm he still works for. That first year was hectic while he was studying for the CPA exam and I was trying to get settled into a crappy job I hated. We always intended for me to go back to school once he got established, but it never happened and now I’m content as Jessica’s assistant. If we ever have a kid, I might consider school again when they’re older, or maybe not… who knows. I’m mostly happy, and that’s all that really matters. 
I’d been hoping for morning vacation sex, but since we got up late, we have to rush to get ready. We’re meeting Jessica and her hubby at the house they rented in an hour to help get ready before everyone shows up for lunch.
Joey makes us coffee while I claim the bathroom first. I’m impressed by the spacious tiled shower with a built-in bench. The house might be small, but they didn’t skimp on some of the nicer vacation amenities. Right when I finish rinsing the shampoo out of my long brown hair, the glass shower door slides open and Joey joins me. My pussy perks up and my nipples pucker. Oooh, shower sex time? 
I give him a seductive smile and wink. “Well, hello there.” 
“If we shower together, it’ll save time.”
His voice has a dry tone, and I can’t tell if he’s joking or if he really thinks showering with me will save us time. I press my wet body against his and slip my arms around his neck, pulling him down for a deep kiss. Our tongues dance and I give a soft, “Mmmm,” when I taste coffee. Since I haven’t had caffeine yet, I want to gobble him all up. 
I’m still soapy, and my hard nipples are sensitive as they glide across his hairy chest. Desire consumes me. God, it’s been far too long since I’ve had his cock inside me, and I evaluate how long it will take me to come. I’m turned on, but we probably really don’t have time for sex. I’m not at the boiling point where he only has to slide inside me and I’ll explode. So unless I want to be a needy mess with a pussy full of cum today, I shouldn’t press for more than what we’re doing already. 
My resolve lasts until his erection bumps against me. Shit, I’m sure Jessica won’t mind if we’re late. Joey presses me against the wall of the shower and I run a hand down his chest and stomach until I reach his cock. He eases back a little to give more room between us, and I stroke him slowly. 
He groans, and his voice is thick with lust. “I wish we had more time.”
As he nibbles on my neck, I pout. “We could be late.”
I gasp when he pinches one of my nipples. “Miri, behave. Jessica and Lucas are expecting us. Do you want to tell them you were a greedy slut who couldn’t wait until later?”
Oh, fuck. I love it when he calls me a slut and I’ve hinted he could call me filthier things, but he never does. Jessica would understand if I told her we were late because I was getting railed in the shower. But I don’t know her husband that well and it would make the conversation awkward if he was around. 
I sigh, “No, I suppose not.” 
He steps away from me, and I hog the water for a quick rinse.
I tease, “Since you refuse to fuck me, I need coffee,” and blow him a kiss as I get out of the shower.
I towel off and I head into the bedroom. While picking out my favorite pair of jeans and a red silk blouse to wear tonight, I can hear Joey clearly when he starts singing a made-up song about a woman who bangs a bunch of guys in her neighborhood. Giggling, I’m lighthearted as I get dressed; looks like the goofball in him didn’t totally disappear. 
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Chapter 4


The house Jessica and Lucas rented is a mansion compared to our bungalow, and through the backyard you can walk over some sand dunes directly to the ocean. Lucas is an actuary, and I’m not totally sure what that is, but it has something to do with statistics and pays well. Between his income and her writing career, they aren’t hurting. They seem to take lavish trips a few times per year, and I’m always envious. I wish Joey would take vacations with me more often.  
“Shelly told me they were camping instead of renting something this weekend.”
I’m sitting on a bar stool at the kitchen counter, helping Jessica chop vegetables for the food trays. I’m not sure why Jessica is the social director for everyone, but I appreciate she has all the insider info. She’s been chattering nonstop about everyone since we arrived.
I shrug at her. “Well, she’s a teacher and vacation rentals during peak season aren’t cheap, you know.”
Does Jessica actually know this? I never really thought about it much, but it’s possible she and her husband are more well off than I realized. I know what she brings in and it’s nothing to sneeze at, but I don’t know what actuaries get paid other than it’s good money.
Jessica pauses the chopping on a head of cauliflower. “Oh, should I have invited them to stay here?”
I laugh. “No, there are people who actually like to camp. She could be one of them. What do we really know about any of them anymore?”
She starts chopping again. “Well, you said you’re a slut who tried to get Joey to fuck you in the shower today, so I know a few things about some people.”
A blush creeps over me and I peek towards the sliding glass door to the patio, where Joey and Lucas are fussing over a fancy gas grill. Since the patio door is closed, they can’t hear our conversation, and I breathe a sigh of relief. They’re not even looking our way, they’re on the deck and acting all macho because they know how to turn on the grill, but Jessica and I are happy to perpetuate the myth that they are gods if it gets us out of grilling.
“Hey, pipe down,” I hiss at Jessica. “The entire world doesn’t need to know how big of a slut I am.” 
A cough from the kitchen entryway behind me startles me. 
A deep, masculine voice speaks. “Should I come back later?”
I whip around in my chair and lock eyes with my vision of what Adonis should look like… if Adonis were tattooed with piercing blue eyes, looked like he might be part of a biker gang, and had the name Zane. Holy fuck, what is he doing here?
Jessica squeals, drops her knife on the counter, and runs over to give him a hug. “You came!”
Watching Zane’s hands as he encircles Jessica and gives her a bear hug that lifts her off the floor creates a fluttery sensation in my stomach. My heart pounds in my chest, and the room is uncomfortably warm. 
Zane looks at me over Jessica’s shoulder. “Hello, Miri.”
I know I’m flushed, but I try to keep my voice normal. “Hi, Zane. Glad you could make it.”
The guys on the patio must have noticed the commotion because the glass door slides open and Joey bursts in, excited. 
“Hey, I thought you weren’t coming.”
Zane and Joey punch each other’s arm, and Zane laughs. “Your email changed my mind.”
Wait, Joey emailed Zane to ask him to come and he didn’t tell me? I’m flustered and confused, and my entire body tingles every time I look at Zane. The years might have changed some things, but not the way I’m reacting to him. I try to ignore the buzzing in my pussy as I look at his hands again. Now that I’m an adult and I understand sexual pleasure better, my body is even more interested in him than it was in high school. Fuuuck. I’m going to have to avoid him tonight as much as I can, and thankfully we’re only getting together with everyone this one day. 
I can’t stop looking at his hands and imagining them caressing my body. He’s larger than Joey and more muscular, and his hands are huge. I realize Joey is watching me with an unreadable expression, and I feel my cheeks flame an even brighter pink. 
I swivel back around in my chair and busy myself cutting celery sticks. A moment later, the familiar woodsy scent of Joey’s cologne engulfs me as he comes up behind me and kisses my neck. 
He speaks softly enough that only I can hear. “It’s nice the gang was all able to come, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, it’s nice,” I echo back to him while emotions war inside me. I’m not sure I’d classify this as nice, but I don’t want to be rude or have to explain why I wish Zane hadn’t come. 
The three men gravitate back out to the patio and Jessica and I continue the meal prep. She’s bubbly and clearly thrilled that Zane is here. 
“Dang, Zane is hotter than he was in high school. I think he melted my panties when he hugged me.”
A moment of envy overwhelms me when I think about how she got to touch him.
I’m not really sure what to say, so I agree with her. “Yeah, and back then he could get any girl he wanted, so he probably has all the PTA moms in his town drooling over him now.”
Jessica gives me a sharp glance. “Well, he couldn’t have ANY girl he wanted, but most of them for sure.”
Wait, did Jessica like him? I try to think back on who Jessica was dating in high school, but she had a string of boy toys wrapped around her finger and I can’t pinpoint any one guy who lasted more than a couple of months. Oooh, did they hook up? Another swift jab of jealousy hits me, and I brush it aside. God, this is stupid. We’re not still in high school and we’re both married, except Jessica has an open marriage of sorts. Would her husband let her fuck Zane? Is this why she’s so excited to see him? 
An undefined emotion coils in my belly and I tell myself to calm the fuck down. Jessica can screw whoever she wants, and Zane can as well. I love Joey and I’m happy with him, no matter what sexy god-like creature walks past me.
Thinking about Joey helps soothe me. He really is the best thing that’s happened in my life. I peer out the patio door and catch Joey’s eye. We smile at each other, and a wave of contentment washes over me. I’ll just think of Joey all night and stick close to his side. 
By the time the rest of the guests arrive, lunch is ready and with the addition of four more people, the party gets lively and loud. Shelly surprises us all with her gently rounded tummy, which makes Jessica hiss at me that she should have invited them to stay because pregnant women shouldn’t have to camp. I only laugh at her. It’s not like Shelly is in her last trimester, and she doesn’t even waddle yet. She is happy and has a beautiful pregnancy glow and sounds like she’s enjoying the campsite.
Jeff and his husband are very much what one would expect from software developers who live in L.A. since they’re very sophisticated and cultured. Both of them are sweet and the love between them is obvious. Jeff wasn’t out in high school, but within our circle we sensed he was gay, even if he hadn’t told us yet. It warms my soul to see him happy. I always wanted him to have the best in life because I could tell he sometimes struggled. 
All through the meal, I keep catching Zane’s eye. I flush every time and have to look away. His continued interest in me keeps my libido on a low simmer, and I want to squirm in my chair but force myself to sit still. Me squirming around would make Joey ask me what’s wrong, and there is no way I want to tell him that Zane is getting me all worked up. Joey better be up to fucking me tonight because I’m going to need a rough pounding by the time we get to the rental home. There is only so much sexual tension a person can take without release. 
After lunch, everyone wants to visit the ocean, so we trek out the back door and brave the sand dunes. Joey and I walk hand in hand, trailing behind the pack, and every step is laborious since my feet sink into the sand and it requires extra force to walk.
“Miri, I have an offer for you.”
Oooh, his offer better include his cock in my pussy. I pause, and a tug on his hand makes him stop and turn towards me. 
“If this involves you, me, and fucking behind a dune, count me in.”
He laughs. “No, not exactly.”
I pout at him. “Fine, what’s this offer?”
He’s quiet for a minute and stares out towards the ocean, and when he turns to me, his eyes are bright like he’s excited. “How would you like one hour with Zane tonight?”
A trail of wetness leaks from my pussy and a thrill runs through me. I tell myself to calm down. There’s no way he’s offering to let me fuck Zane.
I laugh at him. “To do what?”
“Whatever you’d like” is his simple reply. 
Uh, what? “Are you talking sex?” 
“Yes.”
Suddenly I feel like I’m in some weird-ass version of The Twilight Zone. Did my husband just offer me an hour with his best friend from high school? I’m about to tell him no when I realize there is a very definite bulge in his jeans. Holy fuck, he’s hard at the thought. Knowing he’s turned on makes the idea even hotter. 
I try to save face and not reveal my true feelings even though my body is crying out yes. “Who says Zane even wants to have sex with me?”
Joey smiles. “He wouldn’t have come if he wasn’t interested. My offer was in the email I sent him.”
My mouth flops open and all thoughts drain from my head. I’m not sure how long I stand there in shock, but when my brain clicks back on, all my senses go into hyper-drive. A bolt of electricity ripples through me and all the hairs on my arm stand up. I’m breathing rapidly, and my heart races. 
To make sure there is no mistaking any of this, I look Joey straight in the eyes as I say, “Yes.”
He squeezes my hand and tugs on it. “Then let’s get this party over with so you can get your vacation sex.”
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Chapter 5


The rest of the party is a blur. It involves lots of beer, a bonfire, laughter, and some off-key singing after a few people get drunk. Someone produces my favorite hard cider, but I don’t take any since I want to be sober tonight. I notice Zane isn’t drinking either, and every time his smoldering gaze meets mine, lust explodes in my brain and I become tongue tied. I see Joey and Zane speaking together halfway through the gathering, and afterwards Joey tells me the plan is on, but he never actually says what the arrangement is.  
When the party winds down, I hug Jessica goodbye. She can tell I’m distracted, but she doesn’t question what’s going on. Joey leads me to the car, and when we are both seated, he leans over and digs around in a bag on the floor behind me. He straightens up and drops my white lace top in my lap. Flabbergasted, I stare at it.
“Put that on.”
“Here, in the car?” I peek out the window. It’s dark, and no one else is around. 
His voice is thick and I can tell he’s incredibly turned on. “Yes, now.”
I shrug out of my red blouse, take off my bra, and toss them both in the back seat. Joey is watching me intently, and he reaches over to play with a nipple. I pause and don’t put the lace top on as pings of pleasure head straight for my clit. I almost want to tell him let’s forget about the hour with Zane and he can take me back to our place and fuck me, but this is probably my once in a lifetime chance with Zane, and I’m going to take it. 
When he stops pulling at my nipple, my pussy is a wet mess and my brain is fuzzy from desire. 
“Put your shirt on. Zane is expecting us.”
Uh… us? Is he planning to watch? I slip the shirt on, and I’m about to question him when he continues. 
“I’m going to drop you off at his rental, and exactly one hour later, I’ll pick you up. I expect you to come out to me. Don’t make me come in and collect you.”
Oh, fuck. Joey’s being demanding, but this side of him is hot. 
“Okay, my love.”
“And if I ask, you’ll tell me everything that he did to you.”
I nod and realize he might not see it in the dark. “Yes.”
Telling him everything that happens was something we previously discussed when talking about boundaries, and I already agreed to tell him anything I do with other men, but he obviously needed to hear it again.
Joey starts the car, and as he drives I adjust the top and settle my boobs in their correct position within the form-fitting lace. Since the town is small, it doesn’t take us long to arrive at the tiny rented cottage. We park in front of the house, and Zane opens the front door as if he was watching for us out the window. 
I unbuckle my seat belt and turn to Joey. “Love, are you sure you’re okay with this? We can call it off right now.”
He leans over and gives me a soft kiss. “I want us to try, and Zane is safe. I’ll be back in an hour.”
I give his hand a squeeze before opening the car door and climbing out. I guess I learned the reason for why he chose Zane. He wanted this first time to be with someone he felt we could both trust. I walk towards the house but can’t help but look over my shoulder at Joey, and he’s staring intently but doesn’t try to stop me. I hear the car drive away as I reach Zane. 
Zane steps back from the doorway. “Come in.”
His voice is firm, and a shiver runs down my spine. He doesn’t look like he’s in a fun-loving mood, and I’m suddenly uncertain how this will go. But we only have an hour so we better not waste any time. 
I walk past him and glance around the cute living room. His cottage also has a nautical theme, and I wonder if all the rentals use the same general concept when decorating rental houses close to the ocean.
Zane closes the front door with a loud click, and I hear the deadbolt turn. Hesitation filters through my brain. Why am I here? This is crazy. I don’t know what he’s been doing for the last 18 years. He could have been in prison for all I know. 
I turn towards him right as he steps up to me and yanks me against his chest. I gasp as he swoops down and claims my mouth. His lips fuse to mine and my pussy clenches with need. He’s not kissing me gently, and the passion excites me further. I throw myself into the kiss with the same intensity, and we devour each other. 
All thoughts of this being crazy drain away as passion consumes me. I need to feel every inch of his skin against me, and I pull the hem of his shirt free from his jeans. He stops kissing me long enough to help, and then swiftly removes his shirt. He’s got less chest hair than Joey has, and I start at his neck and nibble my way down his chest, exploring the differences between the two men. Other than Joey, Zane is the only other man who has ever had his hands on my pussy, and it feels like I’ve come full circle. I’m about to fulfill a fantasy from my youth. 
“Miri?”
I sink to my knees and paw at the button and zipper on his jeans, suddenly desperate to see his cock. 
“Miri, answer something for me.”
I look up, and he stares down at me for a moment before cupping my face. He brushes his thumb along my lower lip.
“Why did you agree to this?”
I don’t know what to say to him since I have so many reasons for doing this—Joey finds it hot, I’ve always wanted it, I was in love with him once, curiosity, wish fulfillment—but I can’t say them all. 
I go with the safe bet. “Curiosity.”
My answer makes him smile. “Well, Ms. Curious Kitten, rumor has it you like it hard, and I’m going to give you what you want. Is that okay?”
Oooh fuck, Joey told him how I liked rough sex? A wave of love for my husband washes over me, and I nod. “Yes, fuck me hard, please.”
Zane hauls me up off my knees and removes my top so fast my head spins. I’m going to laugh at Joey later and tell him I didn’t need to wear it. He bends down and engulfs a nipple in his mouth and I sway against him as ripples of pleasure rush through me. It’s surreal and erotic that someone other than Joey is sucking on my tit. I close my eyes and sink into the bliss as his mouth creates an inferno in my belly. He rolls the other nipple between his thumb and index finger to cause continuous spikes of delight to shoot down to my clit, and I moan loudly. 
He stops sucking on my breast and tugs at the zipper on my jeans. I kick off my shoes, and when he has the jeans undone, he shoves me towards the couch. Wait, are we not going to the bedroom? I barely have the thought formed before he’s bending me over the arm of the couch and dragging my jeans down. 
He yanks them off and tosses them across the room with a soft thud. All I’m wearing now are blue satin panties and white ankle socks.
“Spread your legs,” he commands, and I immediately comply.
When he rubs my pussy through the fabric, I moan some more. My panties are probably soaking wet, and he’ll know how much I want him. 
“Miri, there are a few rules for tonight that you have to obey.”
“Mmm, yes.”
My reply makes him snort. “You haven’t even heard what they are yet.”
I wiggle my ass and press against his hand, forcing him to rub harder. “Doesn’t matter, it’s a yes.”
He sounds almost amused. “Oh no, that’s not how this works. I’m going to tell you, and you’ll agree or disagree.”
Ugh, whatever. He knows we’re on the clock, and I need his cock inside me. The sooner he stops talking, the sooner I get fucked.
“First; if I do anything you don’t like or want me to stop, say red.”
My brain buzzes. Did he just give me a safeword?
“Do you understand?”
I shimmy my hips, wishing he’d press his fingers into my pussy and pant out, “Yes… red… if I want to stop.”
“Good girl.” He slides his fingers underneath the band of my panties and slips them between my wet folds, finding my clit. I groan as he rubs circles against it.
“Next one: you aren’t allowed to come without permission, and I may not let you. Joey said I could send you home to him without coming. Do you understand?”
What… the… fuck? My head spins with the thought that those two masterminded me not coming. What sort of fucked-up game is this? And yet, his fingers against my clit and the swirls of pleasure in my core tell me I would agree to anything to get his cock inside me. 
He dips two fingers into my wet pussy and starts finger-fucking me roughly. “Do you understand, Miri?”
Ooooh, fuck. “Yes, I understand. No coming without permission!”
“Good girl. Now, are you ready to be fucked?”
“Yesssss,” I groan out as he speeds up the slamming of his fingers inside my wet hole. 
Zane removes his hands and slides my panties down. A rush of cool air hits my inflamed pussy lips, and I shiver. I hear him removing his jeans and as soon as they drop to the floor, his cock is against my pussy and he slams into me. 
“Ooooh, fuck!” I cry out as he grasps my hips with both hands and starts hammering against me. His cock is bigger than Joey’s, and he’s stretching me out as I’ve never been before.  
“You know what other rumor I heard, Miri?”
The couch creaks as he fucks me, and I’m having a difficult time thinking while that monster cock of his is massaging nerve endings I didn’t know existed. Does he expect an answer?
“What?” I half pant, half squeal as he thrusts deep and hard.
“Someone told me you like to be called vulgar names.”
I don’t even know how to respond. Since Joey never said more than ‘slut’, I didn’t think he was paying attention when I hinted for more. My mind blanks as he drills away at my pussy. 
“Answer me, Miri. Do you want to be called a filthy whore?”
I groan, “Yes,” when he whacks against my pussy and the intense pleasure is almost too much.
“Is that what you are?”
He draws out all the way, and I immediately miss the thrill of being stretched out. I mewl in protest. 
“Tell me Miri. Tell me what you are, and I’ll put my cock back in.”
Fuck. I’ll say anything to get his cock. “I’m a filthy whore. Please fuck me!”
He rewards me with a, “Good girl,” and plunges back into me. 
Zane is quiet for a bit as he bulldozes my pussy. Each thrust spirals me higher and higher, and sparks of rapture threaten to explode the closer I get to my orgasm. He never said what would happen if I don’t ask to come, so I don’t tell him how close I’m getting. 
“Miri, rub your clit.”
When I don’t immediately do as he says, he growls, “NOW.”
I slip my hand between my legs and brush against my clit in the perfect rhythm. My thigh muscles quiver with each stroke. I’m teetering on the precipice, and I can’t take much more of this. I can tell I’m going to come at any moment.
Panting and moaning with each nudge of his cock, I know I’ve never been this completely full, nor have I ever been this frantic for an orgasm. It’s going to be horrible if I don’t have one, which is why I’m not asking if I can come.
Just as I’m about to tip over the edge, he pulls out fully. 
“Noooo! Oh god, please fuck me. Please?”
Zane chuckles at my neediness. “Don’t worry, I’m going to fuck you again and fill you with my cum. But I think you almost came without asking me something.”
Oh fuck. I peep out a small, “Yes.”
He slides back in, and I involuntarily buck from the pleasure.
His tone is harsh, but amused. “I’m about ready to cum, my little cocksleeve, so you better ask. Once I come, it’s over and Joey will take you home. This is your last chance.”
He sets a slow pace, which is worse than fast because it gives my brain time to process every sensation. I have a hard time gathering my thoughts as the intensity in my core builds. 
“Zane, can I please, please, please come? I need to come so bad.”
He speeds up his thrusting a little. “Are you a cum-hungry slut?”
“God, yes. I’m a cum-hungry slut. Please, can I come?”
Chuckling, he gives a few rough lunges against my pussy. “Did you ever think about me all these years?”
What’s this? Fuuuuck. I pant out, “Yes. Please, can I come?”
“Did you imagine what my cock would feel like?”
I don’t immediately answer and he sinks into me so hard I see stars. “Yes, thought of… cock… please, can I come? Please?”
Suddenly, a warmth invades my body, and I feel like I’m floating. Every push of his cock between my nether lips is amazing, and the pleasure builds upon itself. In this moment, I’d do anything he asks if it would get me an orgasm.
“One last question, Miri. If you answer it correctly, I’ll let you come.”
I give him a dreamy, “Hmmmm?” 
“Did you…” he pauses and jackhammers against my pussy as spikes of pleasure threaten to send me over the edge. He continues on. “… Ever think about me while your husband fucked you?”
The pressure in my core mounts, and I sigh out a long, “Yeessss.”
My answer makes him grab a fistful of my hair and drag my head back. 
“Good… little… slut…” he pants out. “Now come for me.”
As soon as he says I can come, my body convulses as if lightning strikes me. I scream out as waves of ecstasy wash over me in a never-ending tsunami of pleasure as he hammers my pussy. I vaguely hear him grunting and cry out with his release as a warm stickiness coats my cave walls. Fireworks explode behind my eyes, and I’m not sure if I come again or if this is the same orgasm, but I cry out as the waves intensify for a moment.
The room spins too much, and I close my eyes as I come down from the peak. Zane lifts me up and carries me over to sit on the couch with me in his lap. Resting against him, I keep my eyes closed as he rubs my arms and cuddles me. I might have had the best orgasm of my life and I don’t know how I’m going to describe what happened to Joey.
I’m not sure how long we sit there, but eventually the brain fog clears.
“Zane, why did Joey ask you to do this?”
He chuckles and I can hear the rumble through his chest. “Because he knew we always had the hots for each other, and he said he wanted to give you a great first experience with another man.”
Damn, I have an amazing husband. Maybe I can tell him how great my orgasm really was. Something Zane said confuses me. 
“Wait, you always had the hots for me? You didn’t like me after the Halloween party.”
Zane is quiet for a minute and continues to rub my arm. I almost don’t think he’s going to answer. 
“No, I liked you, but you brought out things in me I was afraid of.”
Now I’m even more confused. “Things?”
He kisses the top of my head. “This, tonight… this was tame for me.”
Zane fucked me harder than I’ve ever been before, and this is tame? I peep out a small, “Oh.”
He continues on without me asking. “That night at the party. I almost lost control as soon as you started moaning, and I was afraid I was going to hurt you. That wouldn’t have ended well for either of us.”
I analyze what he said for a moment, thinking back on things I’ve read about sadism when helping Jessica do research for a book. If he’s into roughness and pain, that could have sent me down a path I didn’t want to take.
“I understand,” I whisper. “Thank you for tonight.”
He’s quiet for another few moments. “The next day I told Joey we hooked up, and I found out he was in love with you. He was devastated, and I knew I would end up hurting both of you. It was better for all of us if I stayed away.”
My head whirs, and I don’t know what to think. Joey knew about me and Zane all this time and he still let me do this. Zane’s explanation makes me doubly glad I ended up with Joey. Tonight was amazing, but I don’t know that I would ever want rougher. Once again, love for my husband washes over me and I want to be in Joey’s arms right now. 
I sit up, panicked because I didn’t pay attention to the time. “Wait, how much time do we have? I only had an hour.” 
He helps me up. “He’ll be here in a few minutes. I’ve been watching the clock.” He tips his head towards a clock on the wall and I relax. Shit, I can’t believe I didn’t think of setting an alarm. 
I’m a little wobbly, and he helps me stand until I find my balance. He gathers my discarded clothes and brings them over to me, and I use the couch to stabilize myself as I get dressed. 
He walks me to the door, but before he opens it, he gives me a deep kiss. 
“Thank you for tonight, Miri. I’ll never forget it.”
I smile at him. “Me neither.”
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Epilogue


Joey is waiting in the car outside, and I try to walk normally even though my legs still feel like Jello-O. I slide into the passenger seat and neither of us speaks. I expect him to at least say hello, but he doesn’t. We’re both silent on the short drive to the rental house, and my head swirls with disjointed thoughts. Is he angry at me? Why isn’t he asking what happened? Shit, did we just fuck everything up? I want him to kiss me and tell me he loves me, and a wave of vulnerability washes over me. 
As soon as we get inside the house, I go to the bedroom and remove my clothing as if I’m on autopilot while I try to process my emotions. I’m standing in the middle of the bedroom and about to slip a nightgown on when Joey strolls in naked with his cock jutting straight out. I swear I can see it pulsating and I lick my lips.
Even though Zane gave me a mind-blowing orgasm, I immediately crave Joey’s cock inside me. I can’t even explain how much I need him right now. It’s almost a physical pain. Joey pauses two feet from me, and I can’t handle his silence anymore. He’s clearly turned on, and I’m desperate to hear him say he loves me while he fucks me. I walk up to him, rub against him, and slowly stroke him.
I kiss him softly and move my lips to his ear and whisper. “My love, I need you inside me.”
As soon as Joey hears that, he takes control. He presses me back to the bed and once I’m lying down, he covers my body with his. We kiss deeply and passionately, and I arch my body up towards him as our tongues duel. When he slides inside me, I moan and meet him thrust for thrust, ever so slowly. For as rough as Zane was, Joey is the opposite, and he fucks me tenderly and lovingly as gentle waves of rapture swirl in my core.
It’s exactly what I need.  
“Miri, god, I love you,” he groans out.  
“I love you too. I love you so much, Joey.”
Hearing me say I love him spurs him on, and he becomes a little rougher. I didn’t think it was possible to come again tonight, but I can tell I’m heading for another orgasm. My head is swimming, and spikes of bliss ripple along the length of my body. 
The room fills with our moans and sighs, and the bed squeaks slightly as he raps against me harder.
He pants out, “Miri, you need to know something.”
I’m so close to my orgasm and it’s difficult to think, so I answer, “Hmmm?”
He gives a hard thrust and I yelp from the painful pleasure. 
“You may have just fucked another man, but you need to know that you are MINE and you always will be.”  
His voice has a slight roughness to it when he says the word, “mine,” and the unexpected primal response from him thrills me. Holy fuck, this is amazing.
“Say it, Miri,” he growls. “Say you’re mine.”
I don’t hesitate and cry out, “I’m yours,” as my orgasm hits. 
He explodes inside me and his groan mingles with my cries as we both ride the waves of pleasure. 
After we come down, I snuggle into the crook of his arm and drift in a sea of happiness, thinking about how this simple trip to the ocean turned into something wonderful. He kisses the top of my head and whispers, “Mine.”
I smile against this chest and whisper back, “Yours.”
The End
Want more? 
Join my newsletter and get a bundle of bonus stories.
Get them at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/miri
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Going Up: A Hotwife Story Excerpt


Want more with Zane? He’s the dom in Going Up: A Hotwife Story.  
[image: image-placeholder]
The hotel check-in has a couple of people in line ahead of us, and my stomach flutters while I mentally run through the list of everything I brought to make sure our anniversary weekend at the swanky Oregon hotel is perfect: sexy dress — check; new skimpy bikini to drive my husband wild — check; special fertility lubrication that the doctor recommended we use — check. 
Trent must have sensed my brain was running a mile a minute because he moves his luggage to his other hand and slides his palm into mine, giving me a gentle squeeze.
He leans over and murmurs in my ear, “Relax, Becky.”
I can’t stop my giggle when his breath tickles the sensitive hairs. “Yes, honey. I’ll relax. I promise.”
He’s right, I need to stop worrying and enjoy our time together. I’m trying to not pin all my hopes on this weekend, but this is an important trip for us. We’ve been trying for a baby, and our anniversary this year is during my fertile time of the month… almost like it’s fate. The dream is that we have a wonderful weekend and then find out in a few weeks that I’m pregnant.
Once we get to the counter, it doesn’t take us long to get the keycards to our hotel room. It was a long drive, and I wouldn’t mind stretching out for a while before we start our evening fun, whatever it is. We don’t have a set plan this weekend, and the only goal is to rest up and enjoy each other.
And make a baby.
We’re halfway to the elevator when Trent abruptly pauses. “Shit, I forgot the bag of snacks.”
I stop pulling my wheeled suitcase and stand it upright. We always bring our own munchies to avoid the hotel minibar, but do we really need them right now? I really don’t want to go back to the car.
“Why don’t we get them later, after we settle in?”
Trent sighs. “No, I’d rather get them now. Go ahead to the room. I’ll be just a minute.”
Love for Trent spreads through me since he’s going without me and I know we’re both tired from the trip. “Okay, honey. I’ll see you up there.”
He gives me a quick kiss on the cheek and I watch him for a moment as he walks away. Dang, I really married a cutie, and he’s so damn thoughtful.
Gripping the handle of the suitcase, I continue on to the elevator. If I’m lucky, I can get a couple of minutes on the bed before Trent gets back.
I hit the button on the elevator and the floor numbers tick down until the 1 lights up above the door. I’m still watching the numbers when the silver door opens. 
I roll my suitcase into the opening, but suddenly realize the elevator isn’t empty. I look up and freeze while my brain blips out.
My lips part as I take in what is possibly the sexiest man I’ve ever encountered… one who looks exactly like the type of man that my younger self would have jumped into bed with and regretted. His clothes are fairly generic — blue jeans, a black t-shirt, and a leather jacket draped over his arm — but his bulging biceps and tattoos peeking out from under his shirt sleeves have my body singing.
His piercing blue eyes bore into mine and heat floods my face. My mind still isn’t working properly. What am I doing here? 
The man takes a step back and moves over, as if he believes I’m hesitating because he’s in my way, and the flush creeps all the way to the roots of my hair.
When I continue to stand there gawking at him, the corner of his mouth quirks up and his eyes sparkle. “Going up?” 
His cool tone of voice doesn’t match his facial expression, and my pussy throbs from the undercurrent of dominance in those two words. Holy fuck. 
Coming back to my senses, I lurch forward and stagger, but right myself before I fall flat on my face. “Um, yeah… going up.”
End of Excerpt
You can find the rest at:
https://mybook.to/hotwifegoingup
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Want more of Miri?


Continue with more Miri stories. Next up is A Hotwife Helper.  
[image: image-placeholder]
When her husband wants to share her with Santa at a work holiday party, this naughty hotwife thrills at the chance to handle his package.
Somehow I ended up as a volunteer at my husband’s work party. But after my husband offers me up as a gift to the guy playing Santa, I’m not going to complain. 
What I thought was going to be a pleasant evening turned into a naughty, rough ride as a dominant Santa spreads me wide and shows me the meaning of Christmas cheer. 
When Santa is done with me, I’d got a husband to fulfill. This is one very jolly evening for all of us.
Find it at:
https://mybook.to/bmhotwifehelper
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More Sexy Hotwife fun


If you haven’t read my first hotwife series with Miranda, check out the big bundle with the first 10 Miranda stories. 
[image: image-placeholder]
10-story Hotwife Erotica Anthology.

Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.
The first 5 books are Miranda with her bosses, and then she moves on to being a birthday gift.

When opportunity knocks, does Miranda take it?
Miranda works for four hot lawyers but never considered herself more than just an employee. Her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship and encourages her to hook up with her bosses. This suggestion turns Miranda’s world upside down as her bosses bend her over their desks and introduce her to bondage and multiple partners.

The freedom is liberating, and Miranda loves being a hotwife. She’s been busy banging her four bosses at work, but then she keeps agreeing to be a birthday gift for various people.

The boss at work who likes to tie her up has her craving domination and she’s able to get small samples of it with each birthday adventure. Every new encounter leads up to her own birthday celebration where she finally gets what she’s secretly always wanted--a night with her boss outside of the office.

A collection of erotic short stories featuring Miranda and her bosses.
Includes:
Servicing the Senior Partner
Delighting the Boss
Bonding with the Boss
Breaking in the Junior Partner
Miranda’s Reward
Harold’s Hotwife Birthday
Alec’s Hotwife Birthday
Jon’s Hotwife Birthday
Chloe’s Hotwife Birthday
Miranda’s Hotwife Birthday

These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, infidelity, BDSM, bondage, pet play, older men, and office kinkiness. Reader discretion advised.

Find it at:
https://mybook.to/backsharedoffice
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