
  
    
      
    
  

OceanofPDF.com


      
        
          Horny Hotwife at the Con

          Watching Her Take It

          Lacey Cross

        

        
          
          
        

      

    
OceanofPDF.com

Copyright



Copyright © 2022 by Lacey Cross
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.




OceanofPDF.com



  Contents




    
        
        
            
        
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          FanXXXpo
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 1
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 2
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 3
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 4
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          More Fun at the Expo
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Sharing Her Treats Excerpt
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Acknowledgments
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
    


OceanofPDF.com

FanXXXpo



[image: image-placeholder]

Look Up in the sky! 
It’s...a whole lot of sexy, naughty fun. 
14 writers of today’s hottest, nerdiest erotica assemble to take you on an exclusive inside tour of the sexiest convention in town, FanXXXPo. The only XXX rated gaming/cosplay/fandom exposition in the world. 
One con. Thousands of attendees. Roll for initiative and see if you can put that sword to good use. Party with the most popular cosplayers, rock out with your favorite bands, and Level Up your gaming. 
Your VIP admission gets you all the action no matter what your kink.
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Chapter 1


I’m hyper-focused on my monitor as I type away at a werewolf breeding erotic romance, so I don’t notice my husband, Lucas, walk into our home office until he drops a manila envelope in front of me. Pressing my lips together, I hold in my annoyance at having something tossed at me while I’m in the middle of the important breeding scene where the woman is about to get knotted by three shifters. I’ve been so busy today I didn’t even take the time to get dressed after my shower and just threw on a nightgown and called it good. I tug at the neckline and roll my shoulders to loosen the muscles as I pick up the envelope and turn it over. There’s no writing on either side. 
“What’s this?”
He shrugs casually but I can tell he’s suppressing a grin, so whatever’s in the envelope must be exciting to him.
“That, my wonderful wife, is our travel itinerary for a trip we’re taking next month.”
Whoa, Lucas planned a trip to surprise me? Has he ever done that? It’s like Christmas and my birthday all wrapped up in one. About twice a year, I spend a long weekend at a luxury spa resort. He never goes with me, and I prefer it that way since it’s the time I focus on myself, but I’d hinted last week that I’d like to take more vacations with him.
I hadn’t expected him to take action so quickly and a surge of adrenaline makes my hands shake as I open the envelope and pull out a stack of printouts. Two tickets fall in my lap and I pick them up and study them. They’re for a comic con in San Diego, California next month. Um, when I asked for a vacation I pictured sandy beaches or an adult lifestyle resort. Attending comic cons isn’t really my thing.
Flipping through the printed-out papers confirms it’s all related to the upcoming trip: hotel, flight information, and details about the con. Shit, I guess I’m going to a con. I try sounding enthusiastic and I study the hotel information. At least it looks like a nice hotel.
“So, we’re going to California. Is something fantastic happening at the con?”
He laughs, as if I made a joke. “We’ve been talking about going for years, and I decided to surprise you. You wanted to take more vacations.”
Oh shit, he has been talking about going to one, but I didn’t know it included travel. We live in Oregon, close to Portland, so there has to be a local one, right? I was noncommittal every time he talked about it since I didn’t want to kill his dreams, but I assumed it would be a day trip and not a big deal. The passes to the con are for all four days. Five nights plus a few hours on a plane is a big deal. Yeah, that’s so not in my plans.
He moves behind me and massages my shoulders while I scan the papers. I don’t know how to respond.
“Baby, the best thing is that I pre-planned this with Miri. She’s been keeping your schedule clear for the trip.”
Miri has been my best friend since middle school, and she’s also my personal assistant who handles pretty much everything to do with my indie publishing except the actual writing. I didn’t even question why she was giving me specific deadlines and telling me when things needed to be done. But now it’s obvious she was ensuring I’d be finished with my book and not stressing about the trip.
I’m not sure whether to murder her for not giving me the heads-up that Lucas was planning this, or thank her for keeping my blissful ignorance going as long as she could. Lucas is thrilled and expecting me to jump for joy, but I’m still in shock and I’m not sure how I want to react.
“And Jessica, I was thinking… It’s been a while since our trip to the Temptations Resort. If someone caught your eye in San Diego, we could have a little fun.”
A shiver of longing runs through me straight to Ms. Kitty — the pet name for my pussy — and she wakes up. A kick of desire reminds me of what happened when we went to Temptations. It’s a lifestyle resort, and there were plenty of men to play with. Ms. Kitty got quite the workout.
Lucas’s hands continue to work the knots out of my neck and shoulders, and I groan. He’s always been marvelous with his hands. The offer of playing with someone while in San Diego, plus the neck massage, melts any further resistance. Since he misinterpreted what type of vacation I wanted, I better have him spell out what his offer on the trip includes.
“So what exactly are you thinking when you say ‘have some fun’?”
He runs his hands down my spine and tugs on my pajamas until I lean forward so he can slip his hands underneath the nightshirt. He skims along my skin as he moves the fabric up towards my shoulder and a tremor of awareness runs through me from the brush of his fingers.
“Put your hands in the air.”
Oh, okay. I’m not totally sure where this is going, but I’m liking the direction. I lift my hands towards the ceiling and he pulls my nightshirt off over my head, leaving me with only my panties on. Since I wasn’t planning on leaving the house today, I’m not wearing a bra. My nipples pucker, partly from the cold air and partly from dirty thoughts of what he might do to me. I could sit on the edge of the desk while he hammered away and whispered filthy things in my ear. Mmm, yeah…
He swivels my office chair to face him and he drops to his knees, spreading my legs so he can kneel between them. A low pleasant hum warms my blood. I’m good with him on his knees. He cups my breasts and I moan as he rubs my nipples between his index fingers and thumbs.
“My idea…” He pauses and leans forward to lick a nipple, and I draw in my breath as a spike of bliss swirls in my core.
He continues, “I’m thinking that I would check the app for a guy who you could play with one night. Does that sound good?”
He draws one of my nipples between his lips and sucks on it while I moan and run my fingers through his hair.
“Yeah, I could be agreeable to that.”
Oh, fuck yeah. The best thing about being married to Lucas is that not only do I get tons of sex with him whenever we go on vacation, but he also gets horny whenever other guys check me out. It always ends up with some other guy’s cock inside me while Lucas listens through a wall and strokes himself.
It’s easy to find guys on vacation willing to fuck a hotwife, and it helps that I’m petite with large breasts and naturally blonde hair. I’ve always attracted attention based on my looks, and I find it amusing that the attention is increasing as I age. At 33, I have tons more guys drooling over me than when I was in my early 20s and in college.
When I was younger, I underestimated the allure of a woman who knows what she wants and has sexual experience. I assumed that by the time I was married and in my 30s, I’d be settled into a boring life and men would spend their time ogling younger women. But nope, the dating pool is actually larger now because younger men and older men both eye me. Yeah, this is an awesome age.
Lucas pushes against my shoulder, tips the office chair back, and hooks his hands around my knees to pull me closer to him and the edge of the chair. He kisses down my stomach and spreads my legs further apart. My blue panties are basic cotton and nothing special, and they already have a small wet patch. I’ll let him think it was all him and had nothing to do with the sexy scene I was writing. He fingers my pussy through the fabric and desire swirls in my core.
When he hooks his fingers into the sides of my panties, I lift my ass off the chair so that he can pull them down. He spreads my legs wider and gives Ms. Kitty little kisses. He uses his thumbs to spread apart my nether lips, and I moan in anticipation.
“Oh god,” I whimper as his tongue snakes out and slips inside me.
My hips buck up for more and he moves his mouth to my clit to suck and lick my swollen bean. This is heaven. If he keeps doing this, I’ll agree to anything he wants.
“Mmmm, yes. Like that.”
Lucas is fabulous at oral, and after so many years with me, he knows exactly how to make me come fast. When he sticks his tongue into my pussy as far as he can, I spasm around it and moan like a greedy slut while.
Grabbing fistfuls of his hair, I press his face further into my center and he moves his mouth back up to my clit to give it more attention. My vision is fuzzy from ecstasy when I peek down at him. His eyes glow hotly as he locks his gaze with mine and presses his fingers into my exposed wetness. I let go of his hair and squirm against his fingers.
“Tell me why you love me.” I whisper.
He lowers his eyes to examine my wide-open legs. The heat in my core rises another degree as he stares at a wet Ms. Kitty. He’s the only man I feel this free with, and the intimacy of the moment makes my breath hitch.
“You’re my everything. I’ve never loved anyone but you. Not even close.”
I moan at his words as my eyes drift shut, and he leans forward and licks my sensitive clit as he slides his fingers in and out of me. He continues to finger fuck me slowly, and when he makes a hook with his finger to massage my cave wall, I shudder uncontrollably at the impending climax.
He can tell I’m close, so he pumps faster and harder. When the orgasm hits, I scream as my body vibrates with euphoria.
“Ohhhh, god!”
I clench around his fingers as I ride out the waves of bliss, lost in mindless pleasure. When I come down from the peak, I drop back into the chair and sigh while Lucas strokes his hand against my pussy.
“You’re still soaking. Just how I like you.”
He kisses my thigh, and I open my eyes and glance lovingly at him. When he grins, his face shines with my juices and his eyes twinkle wickedly.
He announces, “My turn now,” and stands, holding out his hand to me. “Baby, we’re not done yet.”
Ohhh, maybe I’ll get another orgasm. I clasp his hand and he helps me up. Once I’ve found my balance, I step towards the door, expecting to go to the bedroom, but he stops me.
“No, baby. I want you to bend over your desk.”
Pleasure pulses in my veins as I put my elbows on the surface of my desk and wiggle my ass at him. He steps up behind me and caresses an ass cheek while I give him a low hum of appreciation in the back of my throat. He’s wearing sweatpants, and it only takes him a few seconds to pull out his cock and rub it up and down my slick folds.
Even though I already had an orgasm, I’m desperate for that first thrust. I sway my hips, trying to entice him.
“Mmm, that feels so good. I need you inside me.”
He taps his cock against me, not pushing it in.
“Ask me to fuck you.”
My head spins as I grip the edge of my desk and shimmy my hips, massaging the tip of his cock with my velvety wetness. My body is on fire, and I tense up for the first plunge.
“Oh god, please fuck me.”
He removes his cock and I mewl in displeasure. What is he doing? A sharp smack on my ass makes me cry out.
“Shit! Please?”
He grabs my hips and gives a sexy growl.
“Yes, I think I will.”
With one lunge, Lucas drives straight to my core and I have to stand on my tiptoes as he shoves me forward against the desk.
“Fuuuck!”
He immediately bulldozes into my pussy, clearly not intending to make me come again unless I can do it fast. Whenever he fucks me like this, it’s as if I’m a toy and only here for his amusement. It hits a filthy kink of mine, and my brain short circuits as he uses me. This isn’t my gentle, loving husband. This is the rough side that occasionally comes out, and I love it.
He knocks against me and each thrust causes ripples of pleasure to wash over me. I’m moaning and panting as he holds onto my hips and fucks me vigorously. The chorus of our moans fill the air, and every time he bottoms out, his balls whack against my clit and create a wet slap. All I can do is grip the edge of the desk for leverage and hold on as he rides me.
Oh, holy fuck. I’m dizzy from the rapture, and I hear myself chanting for him to fuck me harder. He groans as he speeds up.
“Do you like this, baby?”
My muscles tighten, and I’m half out of my mind from the continuous assault of delight.
“Yes. God… Yes!”
He slams into me with a fury and I give in to my orgasm when he hits a pleasurable spot repeatedly. I scream as my second white-hot climax rips through me. He fucks me through my orgasm, and as my cave walls shudder and milk his cock, he comes with a grunt and fills me. His warm stickiness coats me as he pistons in and out, pumping every last drop into me.
When he finally slows down and pulls out, I’m relaxing on my desk, fuzzy and floating in a warm place. I could fall asleep right here, but Lucas doesn’t let me. I give a tiny protest as he helps me stand up. Ugh, I don’t want to move. He holds me steady while I get my bearings.
When the lust fog clears, I understand he’s taking care of me and can’t leave me on the desk. I probably don’t really want to sleep right there, but it felt nice for a moment.
I murmur, “Thanks,” and blow him a kiss.
Since I don’t plan on putting my nightshirt back on, I use it to wipe some of our joint wetness off his cock before he adjusts himself back into his sweatpants. His cum drips down the inside of my thighs, and I don’t bother cleaning it up. This mess is going to require a shower, but I don’t care about that now. I’ll nab some clean clothes and take a shower before bed.
I slide my hand into his. “Come on, Lucas, let’s find food and talk about the trip.”
After that good of a fucking, he gets whatever he wants. He’ll never know I didn’t want to go on the trip. Besides, he promised me a playdate.
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Chapter 2


The luxury hotel where Lucas reserved a room isn’t far from the convention center and we check in the night before the con starts. Even though the flight to San Diego wasn’t long, we’re both tired from working part of the week and from the added stress of travel, so we crash early. 
Since this comic con is for Lucas, I decided to skip the first day and looked up what amenities the hotel spa offered and booked a package for the works. I’m going to stay at the hotel and he’s going to meet up with a couple of guys he knows for the gaming night after the opening ceremonies.
This is the first break from writing I’ve taken in months and I need to unwind. He thinks it’s crazy that I’d prefer to spend the day at the spa than watching the gaming tournaments, but the spa is what I need to stay sane. Whenever I take my long weekends at a wellness spa, I get pampered and come home feeling like a new woman. I’m hoping one day at the spa here has the same effect.
He worries over me while we get dressed. “Will you be okay by yourself all day? I don’t know when I’ll be back.”
I laugh. “Yes, hon. I’m looking forward to relaxing.”
Knowing he doesn’t want to ditch me fills me with warmth, but this is what I adore about being married to him. We both can enjoy separate activities without being joined at the hip.
After a late breakfast, I kiss Lucas goodbye and take the elevator down to the lobby for my spa day. I have back-to-back appointments and I spend several hours getting a massage, a facial, and a mani-pedi. Ms. Kitty gets professionally groomed as well. She needs to be a pretty kitty if we find a playmate.
Dinner is takeout from a local sushi bar, and since I’m not expecting Lucas back for hours, I put on a silk nightgown and relax on the couch to stream the latest Thor movie — Love and Thunder — while I eat my yummy dinner. I need to watch Thor for inspiration to get in the mood for the con tomorrow. It’s research… I swear.
A month ago, Lucas invited a guy to the house to fuck me and the guy reminded me of Loki. Ever since then, it’s been a running joke that I’m going to fuck a Thor lookalike on this trip. When the movie finishes, I lie on the couch and daydream about a hunky guy plowing me against the wall just out of eyesight from everyone at the con. Will there even be a quiet corner to fuck someone?
Lucas should get back to the hotel so I can ride him and imagine he’s my own Thor. Ms. Kitty buzzes with approval and I move a hand to fondle her through my panties. My phone beeps with a text from Lucas, and I stop rubbing myself to check the message.
Lucas: I’m getting some beers with friends. Are you OK?
Me: Yep, have fun. Don’t do anything I would do.
I end the message with a kissy face emoji, and I sigh as I set my phone on the coffee table. Well, shit. No sexy husband to ride. He’s usually no good to me after a few hours drinking with his friends. Ms. Kitty complains that I’m ignoring her, and I slide my hand underneath my panties and head straight for my clit. I sigh with yearning as I caress lazy circles around my bundle of nerves. I’m not sure if I plan on going for the big O yet, or If I’m going to just give myself a pleasant edge.
My phone beeps again, and this time Lucas sends me a picture of a couple laughing at the bar. They’re posed towards the camera, so I can tell Lucas didn’t take the picture on the sly. Both are cosplaying and the woman looks like the cute brunette with the glasses from the Thor movie, and the guy with her looks like Thor did at the beginning of the movie in jeans, t-shirt, and a sleeveless red leather jacket. The picture includes a message.
Lucas: I found your Thor.
My entire body lights up and a shock of delight ripples down my spine. Wait, there’s no way that guy is for me. Plus, he has a woman with him. The way the guy’s arm is around the woman in the picture says they’re together. I laugh at how quickly I flushed. Lucas enjoys teasing me when he sees guys he knows I’d have fun fucking. I message Lucas back.
Me: That’s not nice. Ms. Kitty thought you were serious for a moment and now she’s angry at you.
Lucas: I’m almost sorry.
Me: You can make it up to us tomorrow. I’m going to bed. I’ll probably be asleep when your tipsy ass gets back here.
Lucas: Okay, baby. I’ll see you soon. Love you.
Me: Love you.
Hmm, do I want to go to bed or should I keep touching myself and get really horny? I slip my hand back into my panties and caress my clit... as if I really was going to do anything else. That’s crazy talk.
My thoughts turn dark and naughty as I imagine a muscular guy sliding inside me. Yeah, that’s what I need. My toes curl as I spread my legs wider and use my other hand to finger fuck myself. The desire to orgasm hits me and I moan loudly. Yeah, okay, there’s no stopping this.
I rub my clit faster and continue to daydream about a long-haired hunk spearing into me relentlessly. It doesn’t take long until I’m close to coming. When I push another digit into my pussy, the added thickness shoots me over the edge. I cry out as pleasure radiates from my core, but the orgasm is shorter than I want. I come down quickly and the euphoria dies off.
My fingers didn’t do the job as well as Lucas’s cock would have. Should I try for another one? A big yawn breaks my train of thought. Yeah, maybe not. The hotel claims it has top-of-the-line mattresses, and the one in my room is calling to me.
Wiping my hands on my panties, I drag myself off the couch and get ready for bed. I’m sound asleep by the time Lucas gets back and I stir only slightly when he gets into bed.
“Love you, hun,” I murmur.
He kisses my shoulder. “I love you too, baby.”
I’m asleep again before he turns off the bedside lamp.
[image: image-placeholder]The next morning, I’m examining myself in the bedroom mirror while I wait for Lucas to be ready to leave the hotel. I didn’t really want to cosplay, and I just wanted to wear the sexiest black leather outfit I own. But when I told Lucas the plan, he was adamant that I needed to bring fishnet stockings so I could be Black Canary. I can’t argue with the results. I’m sexy as all fuck in black leather and fishnets.
When Lucas leaves the bathroom, he’s dressed like Green Arrow and I give an appreciative whistle. Neither of our costumes are super authentic, but at least we’re trying. Plus, I can spend all day imagining what my roleplaying Green Arrow hubby is going to do to me tonight. He promised to make things up to me today and we’ve been too busy this morning.
He gives me a kiss on the cheek. “Are you ready to go?”
I double check I put everything we need in my black backpack and slide it over my shoulders. I have to get on my tiptoes to give him a peck, and I bounce on the heels of my combat boots.
“Yep, let’s do this.”
Lucas orders us a ride-share car and as we leave the hotel, several people in the lobby glance in our direction. I overhear a kid asking his mother if we’re superheroes. I don’t hear her response, but I hope she said yes. Lucas told me that Black Canary’s superpower is the canary cry where her scream creates ultrasonic vibrations that can hurt people and break objects. She’s also good in hand-to-hand combat, an expert motorcyclist, and a covert operative and investigator. I straighten my five-foot nothing frame and swagger to give the illusion of confidence. I’m cosplaying as a badass, and I might be small, but I’m mighty.
It takes a while to get to the convention center due to traffic and the sheer horde of cosplayers swarming the streets. The line to get our badges is crazy long, but they keep us moving at a steady pace. While we’re waiting, Lucas tells me about a fight that broke out yesterday at the con that included yelling and someone punching another guy. I hope everyone is okay, but with this many people in one location, I’m not surprised that tempers would flare. I’m already cranky at all the people who are standing in the middle of the hallways.
We’re soon through the line and join the main crush of people moving through the convention center. The best thing about the con is all the awesome cosplaying, and it’s fun to look at everyone. The creativity of the costumes pings the writing side of my brain and I’ve already got several storylines brewing in the back of my head. I’ll need a new pen name if I did anything but paranormal romance, but who knows, maybe it’s time to branch out. Horny Hotwife at the Con has a nice ring to it.
Cell reception is spotty, so I decide to stick with Lucas so I don’t have to find him later. I’ve been turned on all morning and I see several handsome men that I wouldn’t mind riding, but there’s so much to do that I’m distracted from my horniness. The plan is to find a souvenir for Miri and something cute and cuddly for myself — If it has glitter on it, even better. I’m not really sure what I want, but I figure I’ll know it when I see it. The artwork distracts me. Some of it is amazing, and I’d love to support other indie artists. I tug on Lucas’s hand.
“Hey, where’s the sales floor? I have a backpack that needs filling.”
Lucas laughs and he starts telling me something about a panel he wants to attend that starts soon, but as he talks, a guy who looks like Thor catches my eye. I’m preoccupied and I don’t hear the rest of what Lucas says. Wait, is that the same guy who was in his picture last night? If it is, today he’s wearing full battle armor and carrying a fake Stormbreaker weapon. Ms. Kitty hums to life as I study him. He’s muscular and just all-over massive. I daydream about kneeling in front of him and sucking on his cock. I’d like to see how many licks it takes to get to the center of that lollipop.
“Earth to Jessica.”
Lucas waves his hand in front of my face, and I give him a huge grin.
“Uh… See that dude over there by the wall?” I gesture towards Thor. “Is that the guy from the bar?”
Lucas’s eyes follow my hand. “Oh hey. Yeah, that’s James.”
Now that I’ve seen James in the flesh, I am so down with the idea of his cock inside me, but wouldn’t Lucas have made plans if James was single and interested? I try to act casual, as if I’m not desperate for the guy’s cock.
“Was the woman in the picture his girlfriend? She’s not with him right now.”
“Nah, she’s dating another guy. I’m not sure how those two know each other, but she was making out with the other guy later.”
I peer at James with even more interest. Why didn’t Lucas hook me up with him? You’d think with how we’ve been joking for weeks about finding me a Thor, he would have made it happen.
“If you’re done drooling over James, we need to get in line.”
Ugh, fine. Lucas takes my hand and I prepare to wait. I know this is the main thing he’s here for, but I’d rather check out the eye candy and shop.
While we wait in line, Lucas chats with people about our costume and where we’re from. I spend the time trying not to stare at any one person for too long, and daydreaming plots for stories I will probably never write. The longer it takes, the more X-rated my stories become. Shit, we should have gotten up early and fucked like rabbits so I didn’t spend the day horny looking at hot guys in costumes.
I catch a few of the guys checking me out and I see appreciation in their eyes at how I’m dressed, but everyone is polite and no one is leering or making me uncomfortable. We’re eventually let into a large conference room with rows of chairs, but I’m more interested in crowd watching than anything else. Some costumes are incredibly elaborate, and there are more than a few people strolling around in shoes that are going to kill their feet within an hour. I’m thankful for my combat boots, since it seems like today is going to be a lot of standing around.
Right before the lights dim, I spot James across the room. God, he’s so yummy. If I could get him alone, he’s the type of guy I would totally fuck in a bathroom. I recently hooked up with a dude in a haunted house, so the bathroom at a con seems tame compared to what filthy things I did on Halloween.
I catch Lucas’s eye, and he nods towards James.
“Are you going to spend all day imagining fucking James?”
“Hey, it’s not my fault that we haven’t had sex on the trip. You’re the one who got drunk last night and left me all alone in the hotel with nothing else to do but touch myself and think about getting railed by a sexy, muscular guy.”
I hadn’t told him what I had done last night, and he perks up when I say I was touching myself.
He thinks for a second. “I don’t know. I’m feeling a lack of appreciation for the hard work I put in last night.”
The tone of his voice tells me he’s teasing.
“Yeah, I’m sure laughing and drinking with your friends was oh so hard.”
Lucas leans over, kisses below my ear, and whispers, “Yeah, but baby, I was also arranging for James to come to the hotel room tonight and fuck you.”
Lust zips through my body, and my nipples harden as my pussy buzzes. I gape at Lucas.
“Really?”
I can’t keep the excitement out of my voice, and I want to squeal and bounce. Jesus Christ, I really have married the most amazing man ever.
“Yes, really. But you have to pay attention to me today if you want to play with James tonight.”
Oh hell yeah, I’ll give Lucas so much attention, he’ll be begging me to fuck James later just to get a break. I turn towards him, giving him my full attention and I take his hand, squeezing it.
“Okay, my love. I only have eyes for you today.”
He laughs and his, “Uh-huh,” tells me he doesn’t fully believe me. So yeah, I might glance at other people, but Ms. Kitty and I are only interested in two people tonight. I want a hard pounding from James, and then I want my incredible husband to fuck me and tell me he loves me.
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Chapter 3


Once Lucas tells me I’ll be fucking the Thor lookalike tonight, I’m in a sexual daze and unable to concentrate on much. It doesn’t help that Lucas is using every opportunity to fondle my ass, or standing close behind me when we’re at a vendor booth so he can brush against me. I try pushing my ass back to get more contact, but all I’m doing is making myself hornier. By late afternoon I’m ready to shove Lucas against a wall and have my way with him in front of everyone. God, he’s such a tease. 
I saw James several times throughout the day. It’s a big convention, but he seemed to orbit the same areas we were in. It’s possible he’s just so damn sexy and a massive guy so he stands out above the crowd. One time he was posing for pictures and holding Stormbreaker in a battle pose. He should have gone with a previous version of Thor so he’d have his hammer, Mjöllnir. He missed a genuine opportunity with that one, because now how can anyone joke about him hammering them, or wanting to touch his massive hammer? And what is Stormbreaker anyway? A battle axe? I don’t even know, since I may have possibly been paying too close attention to the eye candy in the movie last night. I’m surprised I remember the names.
I take plenty of pictures to show Miri, always asking permission first, but most people seem to enjoy being photographed in their costumes. One of my favorites is a woman in a cow print bikini with a bell around her neck. The Wi-Fi sucks at the convention, so I can’t send them to Miri immediately. I’ll surprise her with them later. She’ll love the cow bell.
Since I want to get Miri a souvenir for being wonderful and helping Lucas keep the trip a secret, we hunt the vendors for the perfect, funny, present. I spot a vendor selling high-end fantasy dildos. Oh yeah, Miri needs a dragon dildo… the biggest they sell. Dragging Lucas over to the vendor, I can see he’s trying to pretend he’s not interested until I start examining the enormous ones.
“Uh, Jessica?”
I’m busy trying to choose between a red or a blue one and give him a distracted, “Hmmm?”
“Is this for Miri or for you?”
I pause and blink at him. “Good point. I’ll get both.”
As I pay for the dildos and tuck them safely in my backpack, Lucas mutters, “I didn’t mean you should buy them both.”
I ignore him, lost in thought. Do I want to keep the red or the blue one for myself? Eh, I don’t have to decide today. I’ll figure it out when I get home.
Hooking my arm through his, I grin at him. “If you treat me nicely, I might let you use it on me.”
He perks up and kisses my cheek. “Once you’re screaming my name tonight, you’ll beg me to stuff you with it.”
Wet heat flares between my legs and anticipation flickers through me. Jesus, this afternoon can’t end fast enough. A glance at my phone tells me I still have a couple of hours to go. Fuck.
[image: image-placeholder]By the time we get back to the hotel, I’m ready to shove Lucas on the bed, straddle him, and grind against his hardness. I’m not sure I even need James at this point. My husband’s cock will do the trick within a few minutes.
Lucas sits on the bed and types a message on his phone while I unlace my boots and drop them to the floor with a loud thud. Tossing my leather jacket on the back of a chair, I quickly strip. Lucas doesn’t know what’s in store for him, but as soon as I’m naked, he’s mine. As I peel the fishnets down my legs, Lucas distracts me.
“Hey, James will be here in 30 minutes. I’m going to go downstairs and get some snacks. Do you want to take a shower?”
Desire swirls in my stomach as my nipples harden. Well hell, I suppose I can wait 30 minutes.
“Yeah, I’ll take a quick one.”
I bring the sexy lingerie I plan to wear tonight into the bathroom with me and turn the shower on so the water can heat. What I really need is a good fuck. It’s difficult to think of anything else. I wasn’t always this randy, but once we started our hotwife arrangement, my sex drive easily doubled. Just thinking about Lucas fucking me after James is done with me gives me shivers and I press my thighs together. We both love this arrangement and I don’t see us stopping.
Being a hotwife is awesome, and I didn’t know how fulfilling it would be. I always assumed if you had an open marriage, both partners got to play with other people. I wouldn’t have guessed there were men out there who wanted their wife to fuck other guys without them having equal opportunity with other women. Lucas says he’s perfectly content with this arrangement and this is very much about my pleasure. What we do works for us because Lucas is in control of the situation. I’m not out fucking random men and we’re very much doing this together, even if Lucas isn’t in the room. It might be a weird relationship to some people, but we’re happy.
My shower takes longer than I planned since I was ruminating. I’m dressed and almost ready, but I’m still in the bathroom when James knocks on our hotel door. All my senses ping alive and I feel myself growing wet, despite having just dried off. I hear the men’s voices through the door, but I can’t make out what they’re saying.
After I blow dry my hair, I smooth my silk negligee over my stomach to quell the sudden butterflies fluttering around in there. With how turned on I am, there’s no way this won’t have a happy ending, so I shouldn’t be nervous. As I step out of the bathroom, the men are telling jokes and laughing, and it eases some of my concerns. 
The suite is one large room, and they’re sitting on the couches along one wall. Oh damn, James isn’t wearing his costume. It looked uncomfortable long-term, so I guess that’s for the best. He’s wearing jeans and a blue t-shirt with Captain America’s shield on it. I almost laugh at that, but his bulging biceps sidetrack me. Oh, hell yes. He looks too big for the hotel couch. Please God, let him have a cock that matches his size.
“Jessica, this is James.”
Oh, heh. I guess we haven’t met, despite me fantasizing about him all day.
I smile and give him a soft, “Hi.”
The twinkle in James’s eye when he says, “Hi,” in return does dangerous things to my inhibitions. He could bend me over any surface and have me begging within seconds. I didn’t bother wearing underwear, and with how wet I am, his cock would slide right in.
Lucas rises from the couch and comes over to kiss me. As his lips claim mine, I wonder if this is for show. I’m assuming he’s going to be in the bathroom listening, since there isn’t any other door he can hide behind. He’s stroking my tongue with his, and I’m mentally fuzzy when he stops.
“Baby, tonight is going to be different.”
“Different, how?”
I’m addlebrained with lust, and I don’t care what happens as long as I get fucked. Lucas’s eyes are dark with desire while he caresses my cheek with his thumb.
“I’m going to sit on the couch and watch.”
Whoa, what? A shiver of arousal heads straight for my clit and I almost moan at the thought of Lucas in the room. He’s never watched before, and sometimes I wished he would. This is a delightful surprise.
“You’re sure?” I ask, moving my hand between us and rubbing along the hardness in his trousers as I search his face. He’s clearly turned on, and he groans, “Yes,” as I fondle the length of him through the fabric. He presses against me for a moment and then steps back out of reach.
“Have fun, baby.”
Lucas takes a spot on the couch in clear view of the bed and it hits me how different this is, knowing he’s going to watch. I’ve been wanting to fuck James all day and now that the moment is here, I’m uncertain how to get the ball rolling because Lucas is in the room. I swing my arms and try to not look nervous.
My pulse quickens as James approaches me, and I realize how enormous he is compared to my petite frame. His thigh muscles strain the fabric of his jeans, and his narrow waist gives him a V shape since his shoulders are broad. I lick my lips as I focus again on the defined muscles in his arms… Mmm yeah, those arms.
He’s going to have to make the first move, and I wait as he slides his arms around my waist, pulling me towards him. The clean scent of fresh pine clings to him, and I can tell he showered before coming. A forbidden longing burns in my core as he brushes his lips against mine. He’s thorough, but tender, as if he’s giving me time to say no. It helps ease the rest of my nervousness, and I’m able to enjoy the sensations he’s creating within me. The need for his cock grows stronger every second.
When he deepens the kiss, his tongue tangles with mine — hot and playful — and I want more. My head whirls, and I moan as I throw myself into his embrace, almost forgetting Lucas is watching in my attempt to devour James’s mouth.
James breaks off the kiss, and his voice is husky with need. “You smell nice, like coconuts.”
I wasn’t expecting him to notice my body wash, and I giggle. “Thank you, you smell good too.”
James leans in and nibbles on my neck and my knees feel weak when he touches me this way.
His voice rumbles in my ear. “You’re so beautiful.”
I’m warm and tingling from his nearness. He’s doing a fabulous job with seduction so far, and I run my fingers through his long, dirty-blonde hair. He takes hold of one of my wrists and moves my hand down to the hardness in his pants. Oh shit, this is hot. The wetness in my core increases and desire courses through me as his cock throbs against my hand. I can tell his cock is huge, and my pussy clenches and my breathing quickens as I wonder how much longer it’ll be until he slides that monster inside me.
The noise of Lucas shifting on the couch makes me glance in his direction. He’s still in his costume, and his cock is out of his pants. He’s slowly stroking as he watches us. The soft smile on his face is all I need to see. My love for Lucas envelops me, and all my concerns about him being in the room fade. I’m ready to give Lucas the show of his life so he’ll want to watch more often.
James rocks his hips, forcing me to smooth my palm over his hard length. He moans quietly as he bites at my earlobe. The inside of my thighs are slick with moisture and there isn’t an ounce of patience left in me. I need him inside me right now, and I’m going to do whatever it takes to hurry this along.
Squeezing his cock, I apply pressure and yank on him.
“Fuck!” he groans. “That feels amazing.”
A sense of power builds inside me. Maybe I should take control and be the badass I assumed Black Canary was... small, mighty, and in charge.
I release his cock and step back, purring, “James, why don’t you take those clothes off and lie on the bed?”
He lifts one eyebrow, and I don’t have time to wonder what that means because he pulls his shirt off over his head and his well-defined abs distract me. Oh, hello. Yes, I will lick those soon. Ms. Kitty buzzes in appreciation of the view as James quickly removes the rest of his clothes, dropping them into a pile on the floor.
Once he’s naked, he approaches me and my breath catches when he lifts the bottom of my negligee and strips it off me without warning.
“Beautiful,” he growls and cups my breasts, rolling the nipples under his thumbs.
My heart races and I want to squeeze my thighs together in eagerness. Wait, I’m the one in charge, right? He walks me backwards to the bed and when the mattress touches my calves, I accept I misjudged the situation. He’s taking control. A thrill courses through me at the thought of Lucas watching this. I bet he’ll enjoy seeing me manhandled. This is what he always imagined was happening, and now he’s witnessing it.
James presses on my shoulder and I sit on the edge of the bed. He moves to the side, so I twist my body, realizing he’s giving Lucas a clear view of the action. James’s cock is thick and the veins stand out along his shaft. It’s slightly curved upwards towards his stomach, and saliva gathers in my mouth as I imagine sucking on it. He’s so big and my hands are small, so it might require both of them to encircle it. Previously, I might have questioned if he would fit inside me, but after being with several large men, I know better. He’ll stretch me out gloriously, but he’ll fit. God, I love that first thrust, and his cock is going to be one to remember.
When he grasps the base of his shaft and moves a hand to the back of my head, I part my lips eagerly. This better only be a tasty snack before the main course. I wrap my mouth around his fat cockhead and suck. Okay, I’m not sure he’s going to fit in my mouth. I’ve had bigger guys than this, but I didn’t give them a blowjob. Fuck it, let’s try.
James doesn’t force anything, and I relax my jaw and ease him further inside. He barely fits, and he slides into my throat all the way to the hilt before pulling out. My eyes dart to Lucas and he’s focused on the cock at my lips, so I grip the base of James’s shaft with both hands and caress it while swirling my tongue around the fat tip. The heat of his body against mine gives me a pleasurable tingle, and dampness pools between my legs.
“You‘re incredible.”
His voice is low as he slides into my mouth and fucks it slowly, allowing me plenty of air between strokes. His hips move faster and his moans are music to my ears. The longer he fucks my mouth, the more dazed from lust I become. I feel myself sink into the slutty mindset I crave. This is one of the amazing benefits of what Lucas and I do. I’m able to fully let go and become a fucktoy for these men, getting gratification while also driving Lucas wild.
When James pulls his cock out of my mouth and steps back out of reach, I mewl in displeasure. Damn him, I wasn’t done with my treat.
“Get up on the bed on all fours. I want to see how tight your pussy is.”
Yes... that. I scramble up on the bed, positioning myself so that Lucas will get a side view of James fucking me. Lucas is still stroking himself slowly while watching us, so I know he’s having fun. James grasps my hips and pulls me closer to the edge and I lower my head, presenting him with a wet invitation. He rubs his length along my slit, and I moan as ecstasy swirls in my core.
“Is this what you want?”
He pokes me with just the tip of his cock, and I cry out.“Yes, please fuck me!”
I expected him to make me beg more, so when he slams straight into me, I moan again, louder, as I grind against him from the unexpected spike of bliss. Fuck, he’s huge. I’m filled beyond belief, and it’s wonderful. My fingers claw at the comforter, trying to stabilize myself as he drills into me. The sensation is overwhelming, and my mind fogs as his shaft massages my cave walls. The tip of his cock knocks against a sensitive place deep inside with every thrust and sends a jolt of pleasure through my body.
“So wet and tight,” he grunts.
James’s dirty talk taps into my desire to be used like a toy, and I welcome the mindless rapture as I arch my back. A low sound of passion escapes my throat as he drives himself deeper, hitting the magical spot over and over again. He’s ramming against me so hard that the bed creaks and the headboard thumps the wall. I give a silent prayer that no one is in the room next to us, but I’m too far gone to really care. The sounds coming from James are erotic as hell, and my pussy squeezes around his cock as I grip handfuls of bedding beneath me and cling on for dear life. I’m reeling as I edge closer to my orgasm.
I’m almost in shock when he pulls out before either of us come.
I attempt to protest, but it’s a mumbled, “Wha...”
“Get on your back.”
I obey immediately, and peek over at Lucas to make sure he’s enjoying himself. He’s a rapt audience and his eyes are glued to the show while he plays with his cock. I blow a kiss towards Lucas and he smiles as James climbs onto the bed and parts my raised knees.
I turn my attention back to James, and he grazes his thick cock against my clit. I rotate my hips, hoping he’ll push inside me. He examines me with hungry eyes, and there’s an animalistic glint to them that makes me want to beg him to fuck me as hard as he wants. I want to see what he’d do if unleashed, but I’m not able to speak coherently and can only moan as he torments me. Fuuuuck, I’m going insane.
When he finally sinks into me, it’s a torturous, slow grind. His thick shaft pushes in, Inch by Inch, until he bottoms out. I whimper in pleasure as he rocks his pelvis, fucking my tightness. My face contorts as the joy increases. I can’t take much more of this. His thickness massages every nerve ending I have, and it’s impossible to concentrate. I’ve lost all rational thought in the desire to come. The tension builds inside me and I moan in delight with his next powerful thrust.
“You look like you’re about to explode.”
James sounds amused. His words make me undulate against him, so close to the brink, but I can’t come while he’s fucking me slowly.
“Yes... God, yes. Fuck me harder.... faster. I need to come!”
He speeds up, slamming into me vigorously. I stop trying to hold on to the bedding, and I grip his shoulders while wrapping my legs around him. Each hard whack against my pussy shoots fiery sparks down my spine.
“Ohhhh, god. I’m going to come.”
Hot waves build in my center and I cry out as I peak. Pure ecstasy rushes from my fingertips to my toes and I writhe against him as he hammers into my quivering pussy. I’m dizzy as he uses me for his fulfillment, and I close my eyes and thrash under him while he fucks me through my orgasm. He slides his hands under my ass so he can hold me steady while he pounds away repeatedly. The sensation of being fucked with such force keeps the ripples of bliss going and my orgasm seems like it’s never going to end.
He stiffens and moans as he roars with satisfaction. I gaze at him and watch in amazement as his eyes roll into the back of his head from pleasure. His cock pulses as his hot seed floods into me, filling me completely. My body trembles uncontrollably, still shuddering from the intense climax, even after he pulls free from me. A tiny part of me wishes he hadn’t pulled out because that means my time with him is ending, but Lucas still needs to fuck me.
I’m panting with satisfaction when he climbs off the bed. He disappears into the bathroom with his clothes and I melt into the mattress, savoring the relaxation from the incredible orgasm.
Lucas chuckles. “Don’t get too comfortable on that bed.”
I mumble, “Mmm hmm, I won’t,” and he laughs again.
I float in contentment while Lucas and James talk. Before James leaves, he thanks me for the fun and I stir awake enough to say goodbye to him. Lucas brings over a bottle of water and insists I take a sip. It perks me up and I stretch out on my side while he sits on the bed with me and plays with my hair. This is nice, but his cock is a hard bulge in his pants and I want him to get his pleasure.
“Baby, you ready for more?”
He’s still stroking my hair, and I lean into his hand. His fierce facial expression says he’s desperate to come and he won’t be gentle. I’m probably going to be sore in the morning. But this is how it goes every time he shares me, and we both crave the connection of him fucking me after the other men.
I beam at him. “I’m ready.”
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Chapter 4


He removes his costume, taking the time to fold it carefully, and clambers onto the bed as I raise my knees and part them for him. He kneels and nestles his cock against my pussy, but doesn’t press in. Instead he strokes his shaft along my wetness, taunting me and working me up again. My eyelids flutter closed as the bliss builds. He better not edge me tonight. I want to come again. 
“Did you enjoy James fucking you?”
I keep my eyes closed and nod. “Mmm, yes. So good.”
Desires swirls in my core as he rocks against me, still not pressing in, but the pressure against my clit is wonderful. He leans over me and brushes his lips on my cheek. When he moves to my mouth, he kisses me thoroughly, probing the depths with his tongue while my pussy buzzes and demands his cock. I caress his arms and shoulders, trying to reach what I can, as an inferno of need builds inside me. I know his body almost as well as my own, and his muscles twitch beneath my hands as I search out the sensitive spots along his neck and sides. The ache from Ms. Kitty reaches new heights when he props himself up on one arm and moves his free hand over my breast, playing with a nipple.
His voice is soft. “I‘m going to fuck you hard enough to make you scream.”
His whisper contrasts with the harsh words, and I groan.
“Yes.”
He rises to his knees and hooks his arms around my thighs, pressing my thighs up towards my chest.
“Hang on, baby.”
Oh, shit. I wasn’t expecting him to bend me like a pretzel tonight. The position opens me and he fits the head of his cock against my slit. He gives me a few seconds to get ready for the invasion before he slams home.
“Shit!”
My breath catches as he pounds into me. He’s not tender and romantic, and if anyone saw us, they wouldn’t understand that every movement is filled with love. He drills into me, whacking against my tender flesh, letting me know that I’m his to use however he chooses. I cry out from the impact but it only adds fuel to his fire. He pummels my cunt mercilessly until I’m moaning continuously in pleasure. I want us to orgasm together, but I can’t take much more of this without coming.
He grasps my thighs and grinds his cock inside me as we both thump against one another. Fuck, his cock feels incredible. Spikes of rapture radiate from my core. Our bodies collide repeatedly, and he’s in a frenzy. My muscles tighten like a bowstring, and I expect to skyrocket over the edge at any second.
He pushes my knees further forward until they are close to my ears. He knows exactly how flexible I am, and I cross my ankles behind my head. I move a hand down to my clit and furiously flick my bean while he kneels and pounds into me. My pussy is a mess from James’s cum and my previous orgasm, and Lucas fucks me so hard that a chorus of wet slapping sounds mingles with our panting and moans. This is wonderfully vulgar, even though there’s nothing wrong with what we’re doing. We both enjoy it.
“I’m going to fuck you raw,” he growls as his balls slap against my ass and I sigh in delight.
“Yes... yes! Fucking yes!”
Whenever he shares me, he fucks me harder than he does other nights, especially if the guy has an enormous cock. The bed rocks back and forth with every swift bang, and my mind blanks from ecstasy. He grips my nipples between his fingers and pulls hard on them before slapping each breast. I yelp in surprise and almost come. Ohhhh, fuck. The pleasurable pain is intense, and when he smacks them again, I can’t stop my orgasm.
Throwing my head back, I scream out his name and erupt. My body jerks violently from extreme bliss, and he pistons his hips so hard and fast my head spins from the onslaught of pleasure. I watch him through a haze of lust as he grinds his cock inside me. My moans become whimpers as he continues to use me.
“Who owns you?” he growls.
When I moan and don’t answer, he spanks my ass.
“Hey!”
Ms. Kitty tries to sputter alive from the slap, but two mind-blowing orgasms might be enough for her tonight. Yeah, she’s a pain slut, but we all have our limits.
“Tell me who owns you.”
A sheen of sweat glistens on Lucas’s chest and his pained expression says he’s trying to not come.
I lock eyes with him. “You. You own me.”
He stiffens and cries out, “Yes,” as he explodes, burying himself balls-deep inside me. His cock throbs as he shudders and releases hot spurts of his cum. When he slows his thrusts, I unwind my legs from behind my head and he helps me lower them into a comfortable position as he pulls out. He climbs over me so he can stretch out on the bed.
He wraps me up in his arms, completely encasing me. I lean against his chest, needing the skin contact as we both come down from our high. When he chuckles, I tip my head up and he’s smiling down at me with love shining in his eyes, but also possessiveness. Mmm, yeah, this is one of the great things about being a hotwife. Lucas gets territorial after someone fucks me good, and I enjoy the attention for a few days as he doesn’t like to be apart from me for very long.
He rubs circles on my back as our heart rates slow down. The utter relaxation makes me feel boneless and I want to just stay in bed and not move, but I’m going to need a shower before bed. Knowing Lucas he’ll take a shower with me to soap me up, paying special attention to my tender bits. This is part of his aftercare when I’ve been ridden hard, and it’s another reason I know I married the perfect guy for me.
He kisses my forehead and his voice rumbles through his chest.
“Are you glad you came on the trip?”
Wait, does he know I didn’t really want to go? I try to keep my voice light.
“Hey, who said I didn’t want to?”
He laughs softly. “Jessica, after all these years, you think I couldn’t tell?”
I snuggle closer and nuzzle his neck. Okay, so maybe he’s not clueless after all.
“Mmm, well, it’s been a lovely trip so far. Who do you plan for me to fuck tomorrow?”
His bark of laughter is louder this time. “Oh no, you need a few more days to be reminded you’re mine.”
“What? Dammit, I thought you were going to find me a cosplaying Star Lord next.”
He tilts my chin towards him and kisses me passionately.
“No, baby. Not this time. That’s how I’m getting you to attend the next comic con.”
A tingle runs through me at his words. Well, shit... I guess I’m going to become a fan of attending comic cons now.
The End
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Sharing Her Treats Excerpt


Check an excerpt of Jessica’s trip to a haunted house. 
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[image: image-placeholder]Chapter 1

It takes my brain a few moments to figure out what the annoying beep is. Groaning, I roll over and blindly fumble around the nightstand until I encounter the rubbery edges on my phone case. I crack my eyes open, swipe my alarm off, and blink at the illuminated numbers.  
Ugh. I hate mornings.
The other side of the bed is empty and cold. My husband, Lucas, leaves for work by the time I wake up, which is probably for the best. I’m a grumpy bear before my morning coffee. 
I force myself out of bed and stumble into the kitchen. Yawning, I notice Lucas sent me a text message. 
He better not have forgotten to put the trashcan on the curb again. If I have to put shoes on, he’s going to experience the full fury of my inner beast.
Lucas: You never told me what costume you’re wearing tonight.
Oh right, it’s Halloween. Yeah, I need coffee for this conversation. Tapping my fingers on the counter, I stare at my drip coffee maker. Could it go slower? I’ll be forty by the time my drink is ready. 
Fuck it. I type out my reply to Lucas.
Me: Ugh, do we have to go? My draft is due to my editor Monday.
I’m a full-time indie author and my life is pretty crazy awesome. Since I was young, I’ve been writing stories on whatever scraps of paper I could find. I’d spend hours daydreaming elaborate conversations between imaginary people. I loved writing, but my parents didn’t think writing was a viable career, so I struggled through a business degree. 
The only good thing to come out of my college years was meeting Lucas. He was a nerdy math major who was the first guy to see the “me” beyond the petite frame, generous breasts, and blonde hair. He claims he won the lotto with me, but in reality, we both won. Before him, my dating life was a string of boys. Oh, they were fun to toy with, but not worth sticking with long term.
We married right out of college. I worked boring desk jobs and wrote smutty fanfiction on breaks and in the evenings. Four years ago, I got brave enough to self-publish an erotic vampire reverse harem novel, and it blew up. I’ve been riding the high since, but even though I work from home, I sometimes struggle to stay on track. It’s too easy to waste my day on social media or instant messaging my best friend, Miri.
Being an author is awesome, but it’s not the best part of my life. No, that’s Lucas. He’s the most amazing man on the planet, and being in a relationship where your partner lets you be the real you is everything.
I always struggled with the idea of monogamy. One man for the rest of my life? It didn’t sound appealing until I met Lucas. I wanted it all: a man at home, others when I wanted, and maybe some extra action on the side. But just because I wanted it didn’t mean it was going to happen. My parents taught me that marriage means you found the last person you’re ever going to fuck. In the end, I decided Lucas was worth it. I set aside my concerns about not being satisfied with one guy and said “I do” while still daydreaming of my own reverse harem.
I didn’t tell Lucas about my filthy fantasies of sleeping with other men, using my writing to explore those desires. My husband is a visual creature and prefers porn to erotica, so he didn’t read my stories. He didn’t realize I wrote about women fucking multiple men.
A couple of years ago, I noticed our computer browser’s history was full of wife sharing porno. I watched a few for research — yeah… research — and I jumped Lucas in a frenzy when he got home from work. After a round of sweaty sex and a fabulous orgasm, I questioned him about his porn preference. He admitted to having fantasies of other men fucking me.
I never imagined I would marry a man who enjoyed sharing me. Hell, I didn’t even know it was an option. What followed was a wild year of sexual exploration that has settled into a comfortable, yet exciting, routine where Lucas selects men for me to fuck. My dear husband has a kink about listening to me with the other guys and imagining what is happening, so he’s never in the room with us. He finds the men, invites them over, and I fuck them in our spare room. It’s hot as hell to be plowed by another guy, knowing that Lucas is listening from the other side of the wall and stroking.
Dammit. Not today. Lucas won tickets to a Halloween haunted house in a work raffle, and he expects me to go with him. This is so not on my to-do list. I usually enjoy holidays, but I’m not feeling it this year. I didn’t even buy candy to give out. My phone dings, bringing me back to my immediate problem.
Lucas: Yes, you promised. Now go figure out what you’re going to wear.
Bleh. I stick my tongue out at the phone and want to have a tantrum, but I have to be an adult since I agreed to go.
Me: Fine. I’ll decide after I get caffeine in me.
Lucas replies with a kissing emoji. I pout as I pour my coffee.
Dammit, why did you have to win the stupid raffle? Angst simmers in my stomach as my muscles tighten. The looming Monday deadline stresses me out, and wasting time at a haunted house doesn’t help.
I drain my first cup of coffee and pour a second before taking the mug with me into our walk-in closet. Now to find a dumb costume I can recycle from past years. I dig around. Fifteen minutes later, I have three options laid out on the bed and I’m sending Miri a text. I’ll let her choose.
Me: OK, I need your help with my costume. I can be a slutty nun, slutty cop, or slutty bunny.
It doesn’t take long for her reply.
Miri: You should probably be a slutty something tonight.
Her message ends with an emoji of a face with its tongue sticking out. I gaze upwards and count to four slowly. I’m going to need more coffee to deal with her and Lucas today.
Me: Come on, pick for me. He’s dragging me to this stupid-ass haunted house. Make my life easier.
Earlier in the week, I told her about the tickets that Lucas won. She thought it sounded fun, and I offered to let her go in my place. When she joked about fondling Lucas’s ass in a dark room, I rescinded the offer. I’m assuming she was kidding, but she and her husband recently opened their marriage and she fucked a guy we went to high school with, so I wasn’t sure.
Miri: OK, spoilsport. Be a slutty Jessica bunny and twitch your tail at that sexy husband of yours. Make him wish you were at home.
I narrow my eyes and tense my shoulders when she says Lucas is sexy. I realize what happened and roll them, snickering at myself. Shit, I need to lighten up. She’s not trying to get with Lucas, and he is quite delicious. He was geeky in college, but he filled out and gained confidence. I’ve noticed women eying him when we’re out shopping.
Me: Thanks, bunny it is!
Well, that’s settled. Now on to important matters. Slumping my shoulders, I expel a huge, dramatic sigh as I carry my mug to the office to fix the plot hole I found in my story.
End of excerpt. 
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