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Preface


These three shorts were originally written and posted on a blogging platform, and aren’t available there anymore. The stories are all with hotwife Miranda, and they are sexy little erotic shorts with her husband. She’ll think about her hotwife adventures with other men while her husband thrills her. 
Enjoy!
Lacey




Chapter 1







Caught Having Sex on a Pool Table Was More Thrilling Than I Imagined

Too horny to make it home, my husband fucks me at a holiday party


Jon has always been good at turning me on, no matter what the circumstance. Sometimes, just looking in his direction is enough to make my panties wet. This, however, is not one of those circumstances. This time, he’s actively fucking with me. 
“Are you gonna tease me all the way to the party?” I ask him as he caresses my thigh. He’s driving tonight and I’m supposed to be the navigator, but his fingers are distracting me.
I’m wearing a short black dress, making it easy for him to reach wherever he wants to touch. It’s a week before Christmas and we’re heading to a party one of his friends is throwing. I’ve been dreading this party for days now because I know the guy hosting it was at my little holiday get-together not too long ago.
My party was not a normal party. It was a wish fulfillment Jon did for me because I wanted a train of guys at my ass. Jon invited 20 friends over and as I was fucked for hours in the middle of the rec room, I was… not quiet.
I squirm in my seat and bring myself back to my more immediate problem. Jon seems to want me to be a wet puddle tonight.
“Oh, yes, Miranda. I plan on messing with you all night.” Jon sounds amused and way too pleased with himself.
Honestly, the perfect evening for me would be if we just stayed home and fucked, but since that’s not happening, I need more. I want him to rub my clit or finger me. I shift in the seat and spread my knees apart, trying to tempt him to do more than just caress my thigh. My clit swells at the thought and I almost whimper as he brushes his fingers higher, but not quite reaching the promised land.
“Impatient?” he asks me.
“Yes,” I groan out and move my hips, pushing them forward to try and force his hand higher. Before we left the house, Jon made me take off my panties, which makes this even more arousing.
He laughs at my antics. “Be patient, Kitten. I’ll deal with you when we get home.”
Shivers run down my spine when he says he’ll “deal with me,” knowing it’s a good promise, but I don’t know if I can wait that long. My pussy is on fire and if he doesn’t stop touching me, it’s going to get worse. We’ve had a busy week and only had sex twice. My body is craving a release in some way, preferably from his cock, but at this point I’m not picky; I’d take his fingers, mouth, or a combination of anything.
When we pull up to the party he removes his hand from my leg, and I’m disappointed. I really wanted him to finger me in the car, dammit!
“Come on,” he says as he climbs out. I do the same, feeling the moisture from my pussy drip down my thighs as I walk.
My expression must have given something away because he pauses. “You OK?”
“Yeah, just… wet.”
I don’t mean to sound enticing. I’m just being honest. But the glint in Jon’s eye has me imagining him pinning me up against the car and fucking me right there. Mmm, Jon in beast mode is hot. Maybe I can get him there tonight.
“Are you trying to tempt me, Kitten?” he asks.
Quickly, I glance down at his hardness outlined against his jeans. I quirk an eyebrow at his erection and when I look him in the eyes, there’s no mistaking the challenge.
“Nooo, I wouldn’t do that. Would I?”
“Hmm,” he murmurs to himself as we approach the front door. “I think I need to check how wet you are. Lean against the wall,” he commands.
Wait, what? He must be joking. I don’t move, so he pushes me against the wall himself.
“What the hell, Jon. What if someone opens the door?”
He gives me a devilish grin. “I guess we better be quick with this, huh?”
A brief jolt of electricity zips from my core at the thought of being caught. Oh, shit. That is sort of hot.
He wastes no time reaching one hand under my dress and fondling my pussy, soaking his fingers with my juices.
“Oh, fuck, Jon,” I hiss as his fingers caress my clit, rubbing circles.
He doesn’t stop, and instead, he presses his fingers into me, pumping them in and out, fucking me quickly. My heart rate speeds up and tendrils of delight radiate from my core. “Oh, my god,” I moan as I edge towards an orgasm.
Just as I am about to climax… he stops and removes his hand completely.
“What the fuck?” I’m dazed, and half annoyed with him, yet so aroused. The emotions war inside me and his shit-eating grin isn’t helping matters.
“I told you to be patient, Kitten.”
He sucks my juices off his fingers and uses the opposite hand to ring the doorbell. Before I have the chance to say anything, the door opens and we’re beckoned into the party by one of his friends.
We mingle for a bit, and every time we run into a friend that was at our holiday party and heard me begging to be fucked, a wave of humiliation hits me and I get uncomfortably more turned on. This party can’t end fast enough. I need to get home and get my pussy stuffed by my stud of a husband, but he seems to be in no rush to leave. Jon is more of a party person than I am, and it’s usually difficult to get him to leave early. Obviously I wasn’t alluring enough in the car.
Eventually we end up squished together on the sofa, eating appetizers off paper plates. I can’t help but watch Jon’s nimble fingers and imagine him shoving them into whatever hole of mine he wants. My body is on fire, and I need him. Goddammit. I’m so horny I want him to take me to the bathroom and pleasure me to the point of tears. Would he do it if I ask?
He rests the empty plate on his lap, and now that he’s done eating, I take my chance. I put one hand on his shoulder and lean over close to his ear.
“I want you to fuck me right now,” I whisper, and his shoulder tenses beneath my touch.
He says nothing at first, but I hear a groan under his breath. When he swiftly gets to his feet and grabs my hand, I almost cheer. He excuses himself to his friends, taking me along with him farther into the house.
“Trying to get me hard in front of everyone?” he asks, his voice rough.
“Um, maybe?” I say in my cutest voice possible. “I just want you to fuck me.”
“Oh, I got that loud and clear.”
Uh oh, is he angry?
“So you want me to fuck you?” he restates my intentions harshly, and I quickly nod.
“You’re sure about that?” he asks, stopping in a hallway, facing me. I see the lust in his eyes and a thrill shoots through me. Hell yes, I think I’ve unleashed the beast.
I nod again, silently affirming his question.
He grabs me with one hand and swiftly pulls me into the closest room. As the light flickers on, I see a large pool table in the center, but the room smells musty, as if it’s unlived in.
“Nobody uses this room much,” he says, confirming my suspicion.
Gripping me, he lifts me so that I’m sitting on the edge of the pool table. The table is firm beneath my ass, though not the most comfortable.
He unzips his jeans and frees his cock, clasping it firmly with one hand while I gaze at the thickness. A drop of pre-cum glints in the low lighting and I lick my lips. Fuuuuck, I want him to stuff that in me immediately.
He pushes me back by the shoulder, spreads my legs open, and slides up my little black dress, exposing my pussy to his view. Rubbing his cock against my wet folds, he teases me, tapping the head against my clit and making me gasp. My head spins from how fast we went from zero to sixty, but I’m about ready to beg when he finally sinks his cock into me.
“Oh, my god” I cry out, my hips jerking forwards to meet his.
“Shhh!” he insists, using one hand to cover my mouth. I continue to gasp into his hand, unable to keep completely silent.
I realize the door to the hallway is wide open, and I stare out the door at a painting on the opposite wall while he fucks me relentlessly.
“Oh, god,” I cry out weakly, his hand still over my mouth. His fingers dig into my flesh as he thrusts in and out, sending waves of ecstasy rippling through me. My entire body responds: my nipples harden and goosebumps cover my skin.
Every slap against my pussy makes a wet sound, and I reach a hand down between my legs to rub my clit while he pummels into me. Every touch, every part of me, is hypersensitive and attuned to him. My breathing is heavy as the thrill builds, drawing me closer and closer to climax.
And then, something unexpected happens.
Over Jon’s shoulder, someone appears in the doorway. A tall, skinny man, who I briefly recall seeing at the party, but I don’t remember his name.
Ooooh, shit. The titillation I get from knowing we’re being watched keeps me quiet about him there. My inner slut loves that he caught us. There is something so dirty about being fucked in front of someone else.
I lock eyes with the man right as I climax. Crying out Jon’s name, I’m louder than normal, wanting to put on a show for the guy.
Jon comes with a roar, and I feel him spurt deep inside me, painting my cave walls with his hot, sticky cum. I’m shaking and quivering in his arms as we both pant and sigh from the release.
The man stands there, watching us in shock for a few moments, before dashing down the hallway. I keep quiet, deciding it’s better Jon doesn’t know the guy was there.
Jon’s cock softens inside of me, and as he pulls out, his cum leaks out of my pussy and onto the floor. He looks at it as he adjusts his clothes.
“It’s all right,” he promises, reaching into his pocket and retrieving a tissue before bending to wipe it up partially with his fingers and using the tissue to get the rest. When he stands up, he brings his cum-coated fingers to my lips. I immediately lick them clean before he demands it.
“Good girl,” he murmurs and kisses me softly, tasting himself.
“I love you so damn much, Miranda,” he whispers against my lips. Even though he tells me it all the time, I don’t think I’ll ever tire of hearing those words.
“I love you, too.”
We finish straightening our clothing and head back to the party. No one has a clue what we were up to, other than the man who saw us. When I notice the guy standing near the Christmas tree, inspecting it, he and I make eye contact across the room. He gives me a slight nod and smile before looking at the tree again.
A zing of sexual delight zips through my core. I didn’t expect the thrill of being caught to be so arousing.
Fuck, I think my inner slut wants to experience it again.
The End






Chapter 2







After Breaking in the Junior Partner, My Husband Takes His Pleasure with Me

Hotwife Miranda gets more than she bargained for in the kitchen


My favorite day of the week is Saturday because Jon is usually in bed with me when I wake up. After a long week, it’s wonderful to savor our time together. Regardless of what we do when we wake up, whether it be sex, cuddling or something else, it’s nice to have that time to bond with him.  
When I wake up on this particular Saturday morning, I find Jon lying beside me, facing me as he stares at me.
“Good morning, Kitten,” he says with a twinkle in his eye and a smile on his face. I immediately suspect he’s up to something. I know that look.
Some people might find it creepy to wake up with their spouse watching them, but Jon isn’t the only one who does this; sometimes, when I wake up in the morning before him, I look over at him and study him because he’s so fucking sexy, and I love him so damn much. He’s told me he stares at me for the same reason.
“Morning, my love,” I tell him as I sit up and stretch. I slept naked last night and my nipples harden in the cool air. My pussy hums and I’m already wet. I wonder if he’s going to pounce on me for some morning fun. Him watching me this morning intensifies my need to get his cock inside me.
“You hungry?” he asks me.
My pussy aches and I’m hungry… but not for food.
I shake my head. “Not at the moment.”
He chuckles. “OK, we’ll eat breakfast later, but we’re still going to go to the kitchen.”
What’s this?
“Why?” I ask, only to watch a devious smile spread across his face.
“Oh, you’ll see,” he tells me as he reaches over to play with my nipple. “I have plans for you.” With the tone of his voice and his hand on my breast, I think I know what those “plans” are. I’m down with this thought, but right now I wish he’d move his hand between my legs and rub my clit.
Instead, Jon removes his hand from my nipple, and I want to complain, but keep quiet. If he’s got plans, I don’t want to derail them. He’s an inventive lover and I usually have fun with whatever he dreams up.
“Miranda, go to the kitchen, sit on the counter, and wait for me.”
Ooooh, what’s this? He’s not usually dominant with me, and a splash of wetness leaks from my pussy. The few times he’s gotten demanding and told me what to do, I loved it and I wish he’d do it more often.
Hoping to encourage the behavior, I giggle out, “Yes, Sir,” and watch his eyes light up with that word.
I get out of bed, leaving him there, and go out to the kitchen, naked. We stayed up late while experimenting with tying me to the bedposts. One of my bosses at work recently tied me up, and we’ve been trying it at home ever since. I rub my thighs together in anticipation of what is about to happen, and from remembering how hot it was last night to be at Jon’s mercy.
Quickly, I sit on the countertop and await his arrival. What in the hell does he have planned for me? Oooh, it might be food related. Maybe I’m HIS breakfast. I reach my hand between my legs and stroke my clit for a moment. I like the idea of him coming into the kitchen and licking me.
The last time he sent me here by myself, he brought out some M&Ms from the pantry and tucked them between my pussy lips before fishing them out with his tongue and eating them. It’s possible today will be like that. I’m fine with whatever he wants to do as long as it gets me an orgasm.
My food hypothesis is proven wrong, however, when he enters the kitchen, naked and hard… with his red toy lightsaber in his hand.
“What… the fuck?” I murmur.
What is this? Last week I had to seduce one of my bosses at work, and he was… hesitant, so I took his green toy lightsaber off the shelf in his office and shoved it up my twat. That got me bent over his desk, so it was all worth it.
I told Jon about it afterwards, and that got me another hard fucking while similarly bent over the desk in our home office. But I thought that was the end of it. I mean, it’s possible he wants to do some Star Wars roleplay? I’ll be the Leia to his Han Solo. We’ve been getting more creative with our sexual play lately, and I could get into some roleplay with him. Oooh, I’ll totally do the buns on the sides of my head.
“Do you know what I’m going to do with this?” he asks, disturbing my fantasy.
I shake my head, ‘no,’ not wanting to give him any ideas if he didn’t already have them.
“Guess,” he orders.
“Um, you’re gonna spank me with it?” I ask hopefully. He never spanks me hard, to my disappointment, but the toy might sting more.
He shakes his head. “No,” and turns it on, causing it to light up with a bright red glow. “Guess again.”
Oh shit, he’s totally going to do it. My pussy clenches at the thought of recreating the scene with my boss. When I did it at the office, it was me holding the toy and fucking myself with it, but somehow I don’t think Jon’s going to hand it over.
“You’re gonna fuck me with it,” I state matter-of-factly.
He gives me a firm glance. “Yes. And call me Sir,” he orders.
“Yes, Sir.” I get a nice zing at how commanding he’s being and instantly want to please him.
He grabs a paper towel from a roll on the counter and wipes the toy down. “I cleaned this earlier,” he tells me as he steps close to me and pushes my knees apart. “I’ll be gentle, I promise.”
This is so fucking erotic. I breathe out, “Yes, Sir,” and wish he wouldn’t be gentle. But just the fact that he’s standing there about to shove a toy up me is more than I ever expected from him.
He reaches his free hand forward, sliding his fingers past my folds, rubbing my clit. I sigh as tiny pings of pleasure run through me. Oooh, god, this is exactly what I needed. He rubs little circles around my bundle of nerves and I close my eyes, letting my head fall back and thrusting my hips towards his hand.
He speeds up, and the pleasure intensifies until continuous waves of bliss threaten to tip me over the edge, but when he slows down, I bite my lip and a tortured moan slips out.
He keeps teasing me, slowing down when I almost orgasm, only to speed up again. I grip the counter for leverage and thrash against his hand, desperate for more. When he removes his hand completely, I open my eyes and watch as he sucks my juice off his fingers, one by one. God, he’s so sexy.
He smirks at me. “You taste divine. Perhaps I’ll get a better taste later tonight.” The thought of his mouth on my clit makes me want to beg.
“But for now,” he says, holding up the lightsaber, “let’s concentrate on stretching that tight little slutty pussy.”
I love it when he calls my pussy “slutty,” since that’s how I think of it myself. I like to blame my cunt for a lot of the crazy things I do or think. She’s a slut, and she loves being one.
“OK, Sir,” I agree.
“Good. Now open your mouth,” he orders.
I do what he says, and he nuzzles the tip of the lightsaber in my mouth. It’s slightly warm from the light inside the tube, but not hot enough to burn anything. He fucks my mouth with it slowly, before picking up speed. Wetness leaks from my pussy as I imagine him sliding it inside me.
He pulls out and orders in a low voice, “Spread your legs.”
“Yes, Sir,” I say as I follow his command.
When he slides the tip of the lightsaber into my pussy, I’m struck by how filthy this is. I’m sitting in my kitchen, letting my husband fuck me with a toy all because I did this with my boss last week. I have a fabulous life.
It feels so fucking good. As he speeds up, plunging it into me faster and faster, I moan out, “Oh, god” with every thrust, until it stops being words and becomes a long string of moans.
He knows how much I can take, and the longer he pumps it inside me, the more difficult it is to think. I lift my hips with each thrust, wanting it harder and faster. I’m a wet mess and I’m going to come all over it soon if he doesn’t stop.
As I spin higher, my pussy clenches around the toy and I groan, “I’m going to come.”
“Ask for it.”
Oh shit. He’s never done this before. “Please?”
“Please, what?” he asks harshly.
God, whatever has gotten into Jon today is amazing. This side needs to come out more.
“Please, Sir, may I come?”
“No,” he states, while a devilish smirk plays on his lips.
Fuuuuuck. I try again, and peep out my cutest, “Please, Sir?”
“No,” he tells me again, and I moan in both desire and frustration.
“Patience, Kitten. You can come soon enough.”
I know I won’t be able to hold back much longer. Each thrust shoots pleasure through my core.
He slows his strokes, stalling my orgasm for a little bit. I sigh in relief, yet slightly irritated. I want to complain, but with the mood he’s in, that’ll get me nowhere good.
“Do you like this, Kitten?”
I nod, and he stops the movement of the lightsaber. “No. I want to hear you say it.”
I cry out and jerk my hips, trying to fuck myself. The way he’s teasing me is so hot, and I’m beyond caring what happens as long as I can come. I’ll be the sluttiest Miranda ever if he gets me what I want right now. I look him in the eyes and pant, “I like it when you fuck my slutty pussy with the lightsaber, Sir.”
He grins at me and starts fucking me with it again. I give a high-pitched “Oooh, god,” at how amazing it feels.
I close my eyes and welcome the approaching bliss as my body tightens. Shit, he still didn’t say I can come.
“Please, Sir, may I come?” I ask, hopefully.
His tone is playful. “Should I let you?”
“Yes, Sir!” I groan while I writhe to avoid coming. “Yes, Sir! Please, Sir!”
“No,” he states as he pulls the toy out.
UGH! My climax melts away once more, and I’m suddenly so irked I want to scream.
Jon leans in and kisses me deeply. “I want you to come while I’m inside of you.”
Oooh, that is exactly what I needed to hear. He sets the lightsaber on the counter next to me and stands between my legs. I wrap my arms around his neck and spread my legs as wide as I can while he holds onto my waist with his hands and sinks into me. I arch my back as his shaft stretches my pussy. Mmmm, yes. He’s thicker than the tip of the lightsaber and after teasing me so long with the toy, it’s fantastic to have his cock inside me.
“That feels good, doesn’t it?” he murmurs.
“Yes, Sir,” I moan as he strokes steadily for a moment, before picking up speed.
“You’re so fucking perfect,” he growls, and I get a zing of lust from knowing I’m driving him crazy.
My fingernails dig into his shoulder blades and a part of me knows that it’s hurting him, but he doesn’t complain. He continues to fuck me, and I creep closer to my orgasm with each thrust.
“Your slutty pussy loves my cock, doesn’t it?” Jon asks me in a low voice.
“Yes, Sir!’ I cry in response. “Yes, it does, Sir!”
“More than those other guys?” he questions.
“Yes, Sir! Yes—oh, fuck,” I moan. It’s dirty when he makes me tell him how much more I love his cock than my bosses’. The lawyers at work give me pleasure, but my love for Jon makes the delight more intense.
My orgasm is fast approaching, and I need permission. “Please, Sir, may I come?”
“No,” he says, a teasing lilt to his voice as he continues to fuck me at a moderate pace.
“Please, Jon—I mean Sir, I can’t hold it!” I cry. 
Jon isn’t harsh, so I’m not really afraid of what will happen if I come without permission. I just have this overwhelming desire to please him and I need to hear him tell me to come.
“You can hold it, and you will,” he tells me and gives a hard thrust deep inside.
Shit! “No, I can’t! You know I can’t!” I whine in aggravation.
“What do you call me, Kitten?” he demands, halting his strokes.
“Sir,” I breathe, realizing that I called him Jon. “Sorry, Sir.” 
He’s really leaning into the domination act and knowing he’s doing it to please me makes it even more arousing.
He fucks me again, and I’m so close to coming that any little thing is going to send me over the edge.
I groan and cry, “I can’t hold it—I can’t, please, please, please!”
“You’ve been a naughty kitten,” he tells me with a sharp whack against my pussy that almost sends me over the edge. “Not addressing me properly. Maybe I shouldn’t let you.”
Ooooh, fuck. My head spins and I almost come right then at the thought of him telling me no, but babble, “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry, Sir.”
He sighs, “Very well,” and moves a hand between us, pressing against my clit. My entire body is tight, and my thigh muscles quiver as the pleasure threatens to overwhelm me.
He brushes his finger in tiny circles against my clit, and says, “Come for me, Miranda.”
I cry out as euphoria spreads through me like wildfire, the ecstasy momentarily blinding me as waves of rapture wash over me.
“Ooooh, fuck.” I dig my nails even further into the skin on his upper back as I ride my climax.
His fingers get more aggressive against my clit and my orgasm spirals into a second one. I come all over his cock again, bucking and shuddering.
While I’m overtaken by the pleasure of two orgasms, Jon comes with a growl, spurting his hot, sticky cum deep inside. As he slows his thrusts, my pussy clenches around him, milking his shaft as tiny aftershocks of delight ripple through me.
Eventually he stops moving and we stay like that, panting and breathless as he goes soft inside of me. I rest my head on his shoulder, enjoying being close to him, and he wraps his arms around me.
He leans into me for a moment, but eventually pulls out with a grin. “That was perfect.”
“You’re perfect,” I tell him, and his smile widens.
Even though he was edging and tormenting me, I loved every second of our play. I hope this dominant side of him comes out more often now.
Jon picks up the toy, switches the light off and moves to the sink to clean it. Seeing the toy in his hands makes me chuckle, and he looks up.
“What?” he asks.
I giggle more before speaking. “I’ve had a green and a red one inside me. Do they come in any other color?”
“Blue,” he states simply, and my pussy clenches at the thought of being fucked with a blue lightsaber next time.
The End






Chapter 3







A Fiesty Kitten Gets the Hard Birthday Spanking She Deserves

Hotwife Miranda gets her birthday treat


My birthday starts off shitty. I accidentally sleep through my alarm and have to rush around in a panic to get ready. Fuuuuck. I can’t be late again this week. A new lawyer recently joined the firm and he’s got a stick up his ass. The big boss told me we had to cool it with the office shenanigans, so nothing fun happens at work anymore — no spankings, no being tied up, not even being bent over the desks. Now I’m hella bored all day while I daydream about how I used to fuck my sexy older bosses. 
My husband is still asleep when I leave for work, so I expect a happy birthday text when he wakes up. I get nothing from him until after lunch, and then it’s a stupid GIF of a dancing eggplant. If he thinks I’m fucking him tonight after getting no happy birthday message, he’s going to have one feisty kitten on his hands.
I get home earlier than he does, so I’ll have plenty of time to work out my aggression before I see him. I’ll go out to the garage and beat on the punching bag he recently installed. Exercising on my birthday isn’t my idea of fun, but being exhausted from the workout is a better plan than being irritated all night. Last year’s birthday was better. My husband had been out of town, but at least he had an excuse for not being home to celebrate it with me.
I’m grumbling to myself when I walk in the front door. I can’t believe he fucking forgot my birthday. As I drop my keys on a side table something on the couch catches my eye. It’s silver and sparkly. Huh, what the heck? I kick off my high heels, flex my toes in relief, and as I step closer, I figure out what it is.
It’s a tiara.
A silver, sparkly tiara with fake jewels. It’s gorgeous and not something you’d pick up at the party store down the street, so he must have pre-planned this. A lightness enters my chest and I laugh loudly. Fuck, it’s just like Jon to leave me a tiara to wear on my birthday. That asshole probably knew I was getting cranky all day when he didn’t wish me a happy birthday.
A note is on the couch next to the tiara.
When I get home, I want you wearing only the tiara and kneeling in front of the couch.
All my angst from the day immediately drains away, and my pussy buzzes. Well fuck yeah, this is more like it. My wonderful hubby has embraced his kinky side in the last couple of years, so who knows what nasty fuckery he’s got planned. I’m sure it’s going to thrill me, and filthy thoughts of being bent over the couch consume me. My nipples harden while my pulse quickens. Fuck, now I have to wait for him to get home, and instead of being irritable, I’m going to get more and more turned on.
Taking the tiara with me, I head to the bedroom and strip. Jon won’t be home for a while, but he’s ensured I won’t be doing anything but thinking about what he’ll do to me when he gets home. I don’t put any clothes back on. I want to walk around nude and get more worked up while I wait.
He better plan to fuck me since it’s my birthday. He’s been exploring his dom side, but I doubt he’d just use me and leave me a wet mess on my birthday… except he knows how much I like that.
Fuck, what if he plans on making this a several-day event where he edges me until I have a massive orgasm after two days? Lust burns in my brain and all I can think about is being on my knees for him while he demands that I rub my clit until I’m mewling in desperation, and then not letting me come. Wait, the note didn’t say I couldn’t touch myself while I waited. Hrmm, but what if I do and that makes him decide to punish me and then he really does edge me?
My brain whirls with indecision, and my pussy clenches as wetness coats my inner thigh. My slutty pussy hasn’t gotten the memo that she needs to chill out right now. I don’t want to risk whatever Jon has planned for a few moments of bliss with my fingers.
I rest the tiara on my head and examine myself in the bedroom mirror. My wavy brown hair is in a long braid down my back and the tiara contrasts against it. It’s sparkly, and feminine, and I adore it. Damn, I should wear a tiara every birthday. Next year, I can pull this out and tell Jon he’s going to worship me all day.
I try to keep myself busy around the house to occupy my time, because I don’t want to fold to my desire to sit on the couch, spread my legs, and massage my clit as I wait for him. I’d rather he be the one to touch me, to please me, to make me come.
When I hear the garage door, I scamper to the living room and position myself on my knees in front of the couch, facing the entry. The telltale beep of the car alarm alerts me right before he opens the door to the house. He can’t see the living room from where he is, and his shoes clunk to the floor as he removes them. After that, I don’t hear his footsteps approach, but the keys jingling gives him away right before he comes into view. My nipples pebble painfully as I shiver with goosebumps. Giving me the tiara and making me wait was an effective way to drive me crazy with desire. My heart races when our eyes meet. His blaze with lust that only feeds the raging fire that burns within me. He smiles, but when it doesn’t reach his eyes, it tells me he’s feeling very dominant.
My pussy pulses in response when he speaks. “Look at my good kitten waiting for me.”
Licking my lips, I can only stare at him. I’ll be the best kitten ever tonight if it gets me a wonderful birthday fuck.
“Kitten, kneel on the couch facing away from me.”
I quickly obey him. Not being able to see what he’s doing heightens my senses. His clothes rustle, and I can tell he’s removing most, if not all, of them. He steps up behind me and the warmth on my back soothes me until he puts one hand around my throat, squeezing gently. He always does this to make sure I know he’s in control, and the splash of wetness against my thighs tells me that my slutty pussy understands.
“Good girl.”
He moves his hand from my throat and cups my ass, squeezing it harshly, and I gasp, not expecting him to be this rough. My pussy quivers for me when he massages my butt cheek. He applies pressure on my shoulder and I lower my head towards the back of the couch, presenting my ass to him.
“Did my kitten think she wasn’t getting a birthday spanking?”
I try to answer, but a sharp smack on the ass makes me draw out my, “I don’t knooooow,” as I moan from the pain.
Another strike lands harder than the first, making me whimper, and he continues, pounding my bottom with the flat part of his hand. Each blow builds the heat in my core, and I’m groaning from the painful pleasure.
I lose track of how many times he spanks me, but he eventually slows his pace so that his palm glides across my cheeks instead of slapping them. My brain is fuzzy and I relax after the initial shock passes. His fingers slide along the crease between my ass and thigh, seeking my wet pussy. His finger is gentle when it slips into my opening, fucking me slowly. I close my eyes in bliss. Mmm, yes… this makes the birthday spanking all worth it.
The light touches turn more demanding as Jon increases the intensity. Fuck! His teasing is driving me crazy. When he removes his hand from my pussy and runs a fingertip over my puckered asshole, I groan, but he doesn’t press in before sliding his digits back into my cunt. He finger fucks me faster until my hips buck forward, begging for release.
“Oh god, Jon. Fuck me… please?”
He chuckles in response, removes his finger from my pussy and runs his finger up and down my slit to torment me.
“Is this what you want?”
Shit, why won’t he just give it to me on my birthday?
“Mmm, yes, but your cock.”
My eyes pop open when he positions the tip of his cock against my wet pussy. Ohhh, yeah. It’s happening! I grip the back of the couch, and he slams into me, pushing me forward. I squeal in delight as he starts fucking me with long, hard strokes.
My head spins and I want to prolong the fun, but I know I can’t. The tightness of my inner walls constricts as the tension mounts, making me grind against him, trying to reach my climax. Pleasure radiates through my entire body, and he grasps my hips with both hands and pulls me back against him with every thrust.
I groan loudly as he continues his punishing pace. His balls slap against my clit with every downward stroke and I’m crying, “Oh my god,” repeatedly, as I race towards my bliss. His cock throbs inside of me and I’m afraid he’s going to come before me.
“Please,” I beg. “Please make me come.”
My words make him slow down. “It’s my kitten’s birthday and she deserves to come.”
I moan, “Uh huh,” as he circles his hands to my front, cups my breasts, and pulls at my nipples. Fuck! I clench around his cock and rotate my hips, trying to force myself to come.
“Rub your clit,” he commands, and I slip my hand between my legs, seeking the swollen bud.
When he grabs my hips again, and slams his cock straight to my core, I cry out in delight.
He whacks against me and pants, “Rub harder.”
I caress my clit faster and my hips rotate from the mounting pleasure. My body tenses as he drives into me over and over. He doesn’t allow me any respite and my head tips back as I chant for him to fuck me.
“Come for me,” he demands and my pussy convulses.
“Ohhh, god!” My orgasm hits as waves of rapture crash into me. I’m breathless as he pounds into my pussy, seeking his own release. I’m breathless when he finally groans and bathes my cave walls with ropes of his sticky cum. We rock together as we come down from our high, and he eventually slows down and pulls out.
I lie my head on the back of the couch as he sits next to me and pulls me into his lap. We’re a sweaty mess and in need of a shower, but I cuddle close, enjoying the moment.
He adjusts my tiara and chuckles. “Did you enjoy your birthday spanking?”
I sigh in contentment and only murmur, “Mmm hmm,” as my eyes drift closed.
He kisses my forehead. “I love you, kitten.”
I peek up at him. “Hey, I’m a princess today. Not a kitten.”
His eyes crinkle up and I can tell he wants to laugh. “I love you, princess.”
“Mmm, better. I love you too.”
We snuggle for a few more minutes before he asks, “What would my princess like for dinner?”
Oh well, now… a myriad of possibilities pop into my head. “Let’s order teriyaki and then you can have me for dessert. You aren’t done servicing me tonight.”
His response of, “Whatever my princess wants for her birthday,” warms my heart.
This birthday is pretty damn fabulous, after all.
The End
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Get a bonus erotic story with Miranda at:
https://lacey-cross.com/miranda
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Used for the Night Excerpt


Please enjoy part of chapter one of  Used for the Night. It’s a standalone book where Miranda admits her most slutty fantasy to Jon. She wants to be used by a bunch of guys at a party. Find out what Jon does in response to her confession. 
[image: image-placeholder]
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My eyes widen as my husband fills the crystal candy bowl full of green and red condoms and sets it on the sturdy wooden coffee table in the rec room. He must have dumped 50 condoms in the bowl, creating a festive holiday look among the Christmas themed pillows, Santa doll collection, and the tree.                  
“Uh… Jon… I thought you only invited 20 guys?”
Jon arranges them so the tiny foil packets are laying flat and glances towards me with a twinkle in his eye and his adorable, goofy smirk. 
“Only 20 are coming, but maybe someone will want two.”
My breath catches as a gush of wetness hits my panties at his words. Shit, this is so fucking hot. I can’t believe Jon agreed to this. 
[image: image-placeholder]Two years ago, Jon and I opened our marriage, and I started sleeping with my bosses in a hotwife arrangement. This lead to me also being a birthday gift to various people. For a while, it was a blast, and Jon had no desire to sleep around. He just wanted to screw me after I got home while I told him all the dirty details and we recreated some of the sexy parts. 
It was pretty fabulous for over a year, but once Jon realized he was into BDSM, my eagerness to fuck other guys lessened and I stopped sleeping with my bosses. We never officially said we were stopping the hotwife thing, and the door is still open to the possibility. I just haven’t felt the need in a long time. These last couple of years revitalized our sex life, and I love Jon more than ever.
Since we both became more candid about our sexual needs, about three months ago I confessed to Jon that I had a secret yearning to wear a blindfold and be used by a bunch of men at a party. As soon as I told him my sluttiest fantasy, he turned into a beast and fucked me so hard I saw stars. That night is in my top five favorite sex experiences and whenever I recall it, I shiver in delight. Jon in beast mode is spectacular to behold. 
We’ve been talking the fantasy off and on since then, and every time we discussed how it would work, it ended up with him fucking me from behind while making me beg to be used. My fantasy quickly turned into something he got off to, and we had many fun nights roleplaying the idea.
Which leads us to today, this holiday party. With it being the holiday season, it was easy enough to turn it into a Christmas party, and it’s been a running joke with Jon that it’s my Christmas gift. Santa’s coming early for me this year — hopefully coming more than once.
I’ve been a horny mess, and craving this party since we hatched the plan. Jon invited 20 guy friends of his — I didn’t even know he knew 20 guys — and they’re all attending the party planning to fuck me. They understand it’s not required. No one’s going to be checking a list — let alone checking it twice — and if they get here and aren’t in the mood, they’re welcome to stay and not partake of the offered goodies.  
But most of them want what we’re offering because I’m hot. I can finally admit that after feeling awkward and uncertain about myself for so long. With my long, wavy brown hair, big blue eyes, and curvy figure, I fit the definition of a hot wife. Over the years, Jon’s friends kept telling him how lucky he is to fuck me all he wants, and now he’s extending his good fortune to them. According to him, everyone coming to the party is incredibly eager, which surprises me since I didn’t think he’d be able to find five takers of the offer, let alone 20.    
The end of Chapter 1
If you want more, you can find the book at:
http://mybook.to/Usedforthenight
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