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Dedication


For the guy who always took me to coffee shops in the past but will never see this, and for the future guy who will take me to coffee shops and see this. 




Preface


This story was my first attempt at writing erotica, and I wrote it over 10 years ago. I remember thinking it was horrible, so I stashed it away and forgot about it. I recently was digging through files and came across it. When I re-read it, it wasn’t as bad as I remembered, though I ended up rewriting large portions of it and changing almost every other sentence. But this story is very much me all those years ago, and I think it’s worth sharing. - Lacey




Just One Night


When Michael entered the small coffee shop, he was already running late. Glancing around, he looked for his wife since they’d made a tentative plan to get coffee together. She’d scheduled a routine doctor’s appointment and said to just have coffee without her if she wasn’t there. 
He didn’t see her anywhere, so he ordered his latte and sat down at one of the small round tables by the window. Glancing outside, he watched rain drip from the eaves onto the wet pavement. Just another typical day in Seattle. Several couples strolled by the window, and whenever he saw an umbrella he smiled at the tourists. If you lived in the area long enough, you didn’t bother with an umbrella. Besides, the misty rain always seemed to hit you sideways, and you’d be soaked with or without one.
Rainy days like this always reminded him of their wedding a little over ten years ago. They had an evening wedding, and it was wet and miserable. His wife loved banana clips that were all the rage in the mid-80s and wore a rhinestone encrusted one for their wedding. Michael’s hair was in a mullet and now, whenever they look at their wedding pictures, they just laughed. Thank God mullets went out of style.  
Michael’s wife still hadn’t shown about ten minutes later. He double-checked his watch and out of the corner of his eye he glimpsed a brunette woman in a clingy, sapphire-blue dress with a sparkly blue wrap enter the cafe. The woman looked to be in her mid-30s and had a body like his wife’s — small and fit with fabulous legs. The short dress gave him an ample view of her long, lean calves and part of her upper thigh. Michael’s cock stirred to life from the memory of the last time his wife’s legs wrapped around his waist while he fucked her on the kitchen counter. God, that was a wonderful night. The legs of the woman who just entered the shop would wrap around him the same, and he fought the urge to stroke himself under the table. 
The woman in blue waited in line to order her drink and Michael admired the way her wrap twinkled in the dim lights. A thin wrap doesn’t protect much from the rain, so he figured she must have driven and parked close. When she wandered over to the tables with her mug, Michael busied himself with his drink but still kept peeking glances at her. She settled in at a small corner table across from Michael, and when she noticed him looking at her, she smiled and dipped one manicured red fingertip into her beverage to test the temperature. She gave no sign whether it was too hot, but lifted her finger to her mouth and gently sucked the tip while keeping eye contact.  
The thought of her tongue on her finger got him hot and bothered, so he quickly glanced away and tried to make himself busy with his almost-finished latte. He could hear rustling around at her table, and his curiosity got the better of him as he peeked over at her again. She was removing the blue wrap and her shoulders were bare. The shadows outlined her collarbones. A small silver pendant in the shape of a heart laid in the hollow of her throat and Michael wanted to nibble and explore the column of her neck. Would she moan while he kissed and licked her smooth skin? Michael’s throat was dry, and he took a sip of his latte, licking his lips as he finished the last dregs. He tried to convince himself that his dry mouth had to be from the hot drink and not the sexual daydreaming about the woman. 
He continued to watch her out of the corner of his eye as she pulled out a pack of cigarettes and dug around in her small purse, obviously looking for matches. Finding none, she looked up and caught him watching. She smiled and tipped up her cigarette and nodded towards it, obviously asking if he had a light. He nodded in response. He wasn’t a smoker but he always believed in being prepared, and carried a lighter on him for some million-in-one chance he ended up stranded in the woods and needed to make a fire. When Michael was a boy, his uncle spun a story about a guy who had died in the woods from lack of matches, and since then he always carried a lighter on him. His wife laughed at him for being so over-prepared, but it was one small thing that had been a habit since he was young.
The woman stood up slowly, and the fabric of her dress slipped down her thighs. The dress molded to her curves, and he envisioned how soft her skin would be. She moved to his table and bent over him while he lit her cigarette. 
She took a drag on it and blew the smoke out. “Thank you, I needed that badly,” she purred in a husky voice. 
He wasn’t sure if her voice normally sounded that way or if it was because of the smoke, but he bet she sounded fabulous moaning and whimpering. 
Indicating the empty chair across from him, she queried, “You meeting someone?” 
Michael glanced at his watch again. His wife had told him that if she was over twenty minutes late, he should just go home. It had been more time than that, so he knew his wife wouldn’t show up. 
“No, I’m not meeting anyone.” 
The woman smiled, showing small, even, white teeth. “Mind if I join you then? I’m a bit lonely tonight and your window table is nicer than mine.” 
Michael almost stumbled on his words like a foolish teenager and when he blushed, he was glad the dim lighting would hide it. “No, I’d like some company.”
While the woman retrieved her purse and wrap, Michael slipped his hand under the table to remove his wedding ring and quickly pocketed it. He didn’t want to talk about his wife to this beautiful stranger. It would be easier to pretend he was single and fancy free if he was ringless. 
The woman came back, sat down gracefully next to him, and crossed her legs so that Michael, yet again, had an unobstructed view of her thighs. 
“I’m Alyssa,” the woman said while flipping her long brown hair behind her shoulder. She looked at him expectantly, and he realized she was waiting for his name. 
“I’m Michael,” he blurted out, and she took another drag of her cigarette and smiled around it. 
“So, Michael. You married? Have kids? What do you do for a living?” 
Alyssa tapped the end of her cigarette on the ashtray as she recited the list of the standard topics people use when they don’t know each other. Michael looked at her and realized he didn’t want their limited time together to go in that direction. He didn’t want a normal meaningless conversation with a stranger in a coffee shop.
Michael leaned over, and in a low, gravelly voice told her, “The way your dress moves against your body makes me want to lift your skirt and lick you all over.” 
Instead of looking surprised, Alyssa’s eyes took on a predatory gleam. She stamped the barely smoked cigarette in the ashtray and abandoned it. 
“You know, I don’t even smoke. I only did it to get your attention.”
She glanced around the room, almost as if she was checking if anyone was watching. “Want to get out of here?” 
Michael could barely nod as his body heated even more at the thought of what he was doing. He followed her out of the cafe and trailed behind, so that to the casual observer it didn’t look like he was with her. He studied her legs as she walked. She wore black strappy sandals with three-inch heels. He could clearly see the arch of her foot and he thought about running his hands up the arch and over her calves. He was definitely a leg man.
Alyssa stopped by a dark green four-door BMW and pressed the unlock button on her key fob. Michael climbed into the passenger seat while she settled into the driver’s side. She looked out the front window for a moment, not moving. He waited breathlessly, hoping she wouldn’t change her mind. Finally, she turned to him and put her hand on his thigh. 
“I want you to know I don’t normally do this.” She looked him right in the eye, and he believed her. 
“I don’t do this either.” His breath rushed out in relief. She wasn’t changing her mind.
Alyssa started the car, and they stayed silent while she drove. Michael had plenty of time to think about what he wanted to do to her. He had plans to hit a few stores after getting coffee, so no one expected him home for several hours. There was no rush and he could take his time with Alyssa. 
Michael was a little surprised when she pulled into the parking lot of a prestigious downtown hotel. As they got out of the car, she explained she was only in town for tonight. Michael felt sleazy because her words relieved him, but it was simpler if she was leaving town tomorrow. A one-night stand is all he wanted.
She took his hand as they crossed the lobby and entered the elevator. She pressed the button for the 12th floor and turned to him. As the elevator doors closed, she pressed him against the back wall of the elevator while the handrail on the wall dug into his back. She slipped her hand on the back of his head, and pulled him towards her, giving him a long, violent kiss that left them both breathless. The kiss made him realize that tonight would not be the soft, sensual night he had envisioned.
Just as the elevator door opened she pulled away from him, slightly biting his lower lip while doing so. She clutched his hand again and pulled him down the corridor. The room was one of the best the hotel offered, and across the room he glimpsed a king-sized bed through a curtained French door.
Alyssa dropped her purse on a couch and slowly removed her wrap, taking the time to hang it up in the small hotel closet. Michael glimpsed the empty closet, and the only other evidence of luggage was a small carry-on bag sitting on the dresser. She must be the type who packs light.
She turned to Michael, removed his coat, and threw it on the back of an oversized chair by the bed. When Alyssa kneeled down and quickly removed his shoes, he marveled at how silky her brown hair looked and resisted the urge to run his fingers through it. Even if he had wanted to, there wouldn’t have been time. Alyssa seemed determined to get down to business, and her abruptness surprised him because he had pictured them undressing each other slowly. When she finished with his shoes, she pushed him through the French doors and onto the bed. 
He laid there, braced up on his elbows, enjoying the view while she removed her silver earrings and set them on the nightstand. When she lifted a leg to the bed to undo the straps on her sandals, his cock throbbed and stiffened. Just watching the muscles of her leg contract with the motion was enough to get him thinking of kissing up her inside thigh. She ditched her sandals and removed her stockings so quickly that Michael felt a little deprived of the pleasure of seeing it. He loved a good striptease.
As soon as she finished with her stockings, Alyssa pounced on him. She straddled his groin and brought her lips to his for a long, sensual kiss with plenty of tongue. His cock strained against the fabric of his jeans as she ground against him. When she slid her hands underneath his shirt, his stomach muscles jumped and he almost groaned at how good her soft hands felt. God, he shouldn’t be doing this, but it was amazing. 
She stopped kissing him long enough to tug on his shirt, and he lifted slightly to let her pull it off. The entire time she never let up on the pressure of grinding against him. Once he was shirtless, she started at his mouth and nibbled her way down his neck. He closed his eyes as her cool, wet tongue flicked down his chest, pausing at his nipples. Women usually ignored his nipples, but she bit on them gently and a jolt of pleasure zipped straight to his cock. 
She stopped grinding against him as she moved down his body with her mouth. Her tongue flicked into his belly button once, and he opened his eyes in surprise and groaned. He was more turned on than he ever remembered being in his entire life. He was beyond caring how wrong this was. She unbuttoned his jeans, and he arched his pelvis up so she could pull them down his legs until only his cotton boxers stood between her and his cock. She grasped his shaft through the fabric and slowly rubbed him. Her soft touch drove him wild, and he tried to press harder against her hand. She only laughed at him and pulled his boxers down, exposing his package.  
Once Michael was totally nude for her, she took advantage of it. Kneeling between his legs, she tickled the inside of his thighs in gentle circles,which somehow made him get even harder. Alyssa moved one finger slowly towards his cock. She touched the tip of him with just that one finger, and then drifted down the underside of his shaft until she reached the base. He loved watching her obvious pleasure as she teased him.
She purred, “What do you want?” 
He opened his mouth to speak and realized he didn’t care how or what she did, just as long as he fucked her soon. He chose the easiest answer. “I want you.”
She flattened out her hand, grasped his balls in her palm, and gently massaged them. He moaned and almost came from the unexpected pleasure. The way she touched his body was different from anyone else he’d ever been with. All his nerve endings were alive just being close to her, and every brush of her fingers made him breathless. She shifted her body and her warm, wet mouth engulfed the tip of his cock. Her hand still massaged his balls and he thrust upward, forcing his cock deeper into her throat. Her tongue swirled all around his shaft, and spikes of pleasure coursed down to his toes. He wouldn’t last much longer. 
Alyssa slowly face fucked him for several strokes and then pulled his cock all the way out of her mouth. Working the other hand in tandem with her mouth, she pressed the tip of his cock against her lips before opening them and slipping him inside. As she moved her mouth down the length of him, her hand moved down also, bringing him additional pleasure. Michael, breathing heavily, fisted his hands in her hair. He suddenly knew what he wanted.
“I want to be inside you. Now!”
Alyssa stopped sucking on his cock and took her head away. The wetness of her saliva made him shiver in the cool air. On her knees beside him on the bed, she lifted her arms and pulled off her dress in one swift motion, revealing white g-string panties and matching bra. Grabbing his hand, she moved it to the back of her ass and he groaned when he encountered the band of her g-string. Maybe he could fuck her and leave her panties on? Straddling him again, she trapped his cock against her pussy and rotated her hips so he rubbed against the satin panties covering her slit. 
Gliding his hands up her side, when he reached her bra strap she demanded, “Take it off.”
He complied and popped the hooks loose, exposing her small, pert breasts to his view. Her breasts were the perfect size for him. He loved being able to cup the entire globe in his hand, and it was just enough to hold on to and suck. 
He sat up and toyed with her nipples, rolling the hard buds between his thumb and index finger while Alyssa gasped. When he affixed his mouth to a nipple, she moaned loudly and his cock throbbed in response. Running her fingers through his hair, she arched her back while he sucked and pulled on her nipples with his lips. She moaned louder when he increased the suction.
Her voice was husky with desire. “I need you now.” 
Still wearing her lace g-string, she moved to the end of the bed on her knees, facing away from him. She spread her legs, and he got a full view of her tight ass and wet, puffy pussy lips behind the thin wisp of fabric. He admired how willing she was to expose herself.
“Such a good slut,” he crooned admiringly, and when she giggled in response, her adorable laugh made him want to fuck her hard. 
When Michael hadn’t made a move after a few seconds, she looked over her shoulder at him and wiggled her ass. “Come fuck this dirty little slut.”
Michael needed no other encouragement and he crawled over to her, grabbed the band of her g-string, and pulled it up so he could see it cut into her pussy. He contemplated removing it nicely, but was too impatient, so he ripped one of the thin strings holding it together. Alyssa gasped when she heard the material rip, but she didn’t complain. 
Starting at her toes, he caressed the arches of her feet and trailed his fingers up her leg just as he’d imagined earlier. When he got to her pussy, he gave it a stinging smack, and she jerked in surprise. He took a finger and traced the outside of her lips, the slippery moisture coating his finger. Her juice all over his finger was tempting to taste, but he was too impatient to wait any longer. He massaged her clit in soft circles with increasing strength. Alyssa moaned and pressed back against his hand. “Fuck me, now!” she gasped out and Michael knew he dared not wait any longer. Sitting up on his knees, he positioned himself against her ass and guided his cock towards her pussy.
“Now!” Alyssa moaned and attempted to move backwards to force him in.
Michael rubbed the tip of his cock against her wet slit and marveled at the silky smoothness of the lips guarding her entrance. Probing her hole but not going in fully elicited a groan from her that was almost a sob. Slowly pushing inside, he watched her pussy swallow his cock all the way to the base. The velvety soft folds of her skin encircled him like a glove as he nudged into her. Nothing in the world felt better than this moment. Pressed fully inside of her, he didn’t move for a good half a minute, kneeling there, feeling her wonderfully tight pussy massaging the length of his rod.
Alyssa, getting impatient, started moving her ass in circles, forcing him to take action as well. He withdrew his cock totally from her so he could see it glisten with her juices, but moved back inside quickly when she gave a cry of protest. She bucked against him fast, so he knew she wanted it hard. He always wanted to please the woman he was with, so he gave her what she wanted.
He thrust into her fast, going deep with each push. She met him thrust for thrust, moaning. “Fuck me, fuck me harder.” He hammered her pussy as she moaned out a variety of nasty things to him.
“I want to feel your enormous cock deep inside me.”
“Make me come.”
“Use me.”
“Give me that magnificent cock.”
“Fuck me harder than my husband!”
Her dirty talk and mention of a husband made him groan and spurred him to a greater sexual peak. He was getting close to coming, but wanted to make sure she got there first. Reaching his hand around her, he massaged her clit in circles. She squealed when his finger flicked faster, and began continually moaning, “Oh my god.” She chanted her prayer to the sexual gods faster and faster until she bucked and shuddered underneath him, signaling her orgasm.
Only when he heard her breath catch and felt her body slowing down did he let himself finally come. He closed his eyes, grabbed her hips, and rocked against her roughly until he exploded. Her pussy milked his cock, and she shivered with aftershocks of pleasure while he shot several loads of his thick, sticky cum deep into her.
Having fully released his load, Michael paused, enjoying how he felt completely drained.
He pulled out of her and flopped backwards on the bed with a pillow under his head. She followed and snuggled against him. The scent of sex filled the air, and Michael loved how long the smell would linger in a room. They both were still breathing heavily and trying to catch their breath when Alyssa glanced over at him.
He smiled like a satisfied cat at her next words. “That was amazing.”
Michael wiggled his eyebrows at her. “I know. I’m good.”
She giggled at him. “I wish I really smoked. I would have one now.”
He pulled her closer to him and she plastered against him, totally relaxed.
Alyssa cocked her head at him in question and poked him in the gut, asking, “Can you stay the night?”
Michael warred with himself. This hadn’t been in the plan, but he wanted nothing more in the world to stay and forget his stressful week. When he pictured all the nasty, dirty things they would do all night long, he thought ‘Fuck it.’
“Let me make a phone call to my house to see what’s happening there.”
He reached for the phone on the nightstand and dialed his home number. No one answered, and he punched in a zero when the voice machine came on so that he could check the messages. He relaxed as he heard his wife’s voice tell him she ended up going to a friend’s house and drinking too much, and that she was in no shape to drive so she was going to crash on the couch.
Michael smiled over at Alyssa. “You can have me all night long.”
She grinned back at him. “I plan to.”
[image: image-placeholder]In the morning, Michael groaned and rolled out of bed. Alyssa had kept him up all night with her multiple creative sexual positions. She continued to sleep while he showered and got dressed. He needed to leave, but went over to the bed and bent down to kiss her forehead. She stirred and cracked an eye open.
He smiled at her. “Morning, sleepyhead.”
“Good morning,” she mumbled groggily and rubbed her hands over her eyes. Seeing him fully dressed, she questioned, “You going so soon?”
“I need to get home and let the dog out.”
She gave him a lazy smile and pulled him down by the shirt for one last kiss. “Ok, my love. I’ll meet you at home after I shower and check out.”
Michael beamed down at his wife. God, he loved this woman. Her voicemail on the machine last night almost made him break character. He never knew what to expect when she planned these roleplay nights. He strolled out of the hotel room with a swing in his step and felt energized.
As he climbed into his car that they had pre-arranged to be at the hotel already, he grinned like a fool. His wife was completely perfect for him. Life with her was never dull.
The End

[image: image-placeholder]Want read more of what happened that night in the hotel with Alyssa and Michael? 
Join my newsletter and get the erotic short 
“Taking My Full Night’s Worth and Giving Her What Her Husband Can’t”
Find it at https://lacey-cross.com/justonenight






Servicing the Senior Partner Excerpt


Dear Reader,
If you haven’t read any of my other stories, I’m including chapter 1 of my first hotwife erotica. The main character, Miranda, is featured in two series of mine and was well liked.  If you like quirky, sexy, awkward girls, you will probably love Miranda.  Enjoy!
[image: image-placeholder]Chapter 1

Will my boss fire me for being late too often? I glance at the clock on my phone as I dash out of my house. I’m running late for the third time this week, and it’s only Wednesday. Shit, the guys I work for are going to be angry.
I’m an administrative assistant at a small legal firm, and I work for three — soon to be four — sexy lawyers. Whoever decided that lawyers had to be attractive should get a lifetime achievement award. If I’d been searching for a job with eye-candy potential, I’d have stumbled into the perfect position. I’m not kidding when I say they’re hot. I’ve heard all my bosses talk about their morning gym routines, and I’m pretty sure they all work out every day.
The big boss, Mr. Jacobs, is probably in his mid-fifties and he’s the oldest of the three—and the most intimidating. His paralegal is on vacation, so I’ve been helping with extra duties. I’m not a paralegal so it’s nerve wracking. I could make horrible mistakes on legal paperwork, but so far no one has complained — other than about my attendance. 
My lack of sleep is to blame for my tardiness. Last night I went to bed at a decent time but laid there fantasizing about fucking someone other than my husband and I got so worked up, it was hard to fall asleep. And after I finally fell asleep, I had a crazy sex dream involving my BOSS and I woke up wet. I’m never going to live this down if I tell Jon about it.
I reminisce about the dream the entire drive to work — god, it was hot — but push the thought to the back of my brain as I scurry into the building. It’s possible no one will notice I’m ten minutes late again.
No such luck. I hang my coat up in the tiny employee break room and attempt to sneak to my desk. When I turn the corner, Mr. Jacobs is standing right by my workstation and putting a stack of files on it.
His salt and pepper hair looks recently trimmed. He’s wearing a full navy suit, which means he has a deposition this morning. The nerves in my stomach jump at the sight of his white shirt and dark brown Foulard tie underneath the navy fabric. Pretty sure my fantasy last night included that exact tie, and not in a Fifty Shades type of way. I didn’t even know what a Foulard tie was until I started working at the office, but I’m now a fan. Dreamland Mr. Jacobs was in a full suit while I was under his desk giving him a blowjob. Seeing him in a similar outfit this morning is thrilling and awkward.
“Miranda, you’re late again,” Mr. Jacobs scolds when he spots me heading towards my desk, and he sighs heavily.
His stern voice, coupled with his starring role in my recent dream, creates a flush through my entire body and a renewed realization that I’m still wet. I squirm and shift from foot to foot, trying to avoid eye contact because I sense my face is pink.
“I’m sorry. Things are crazy at home right now. It won’t happen again,” I rush to explain and trip over my tongue a little. Except, I know it will happen again. It’s life, shit happens and everyone is late to work occasionally. It’s just bad timing for it to happen three times in a row when Mr. Jacobs is paying attention to my schedule.
He grumbles a little and explains what to do with the files on my desk. I want him to leave before I die of embarrassment. Just being close to him is turning me on, and I keep glancing at the way the suit molds to his shoulders as he’s explaining my duties for the morning.
When Mr. Jacobs turns to go, he takes two steps and announces, “By the way, the color pink suits you,” before he heads down the hallway to his office.
I immediately freak out. Oh my god, he noticed I was blushing! I’m sure he thought it was because I was late, right? The panic sets in and I wonder if it’s time to find a new job. I really love my job, but now the big boss thinks I’m flighty and a horrible worker. What am I going to do?
I’m about to pick up my phone and text my best friend, Dina, and spew my thoughts to her when I glance down and realize I’m wearing a pink button-down shirt paired with a tight black pencil skirt and high heels. Oh jeez, I’m an idiot. I plop back in my office chair and go over the conversation in my head again. He’s never complimented me before. Maybe he felt bad for snapping at me? Deciding I’ve made a fool enough of myself this morning, I flip my computer on and tell myself it’s time to buckle down and tackle the files.
My brain has a different plan and doesn’t want to work. I alternate between thinking about Mr. Jacobs and then going back to something my husband recently said.
My husband, Jon, and I had an interesting weekend. We’ve been having long talks every night, so I’ve been falling asleep later than normal. It’s throwing off my entire schedule and jacking up my mornings while I rush around trying to get ready for work. A few months ago, he expressed a sexual fantasy of his was for me to have sex with someone else and then come home and tell him every detail. I initially laughed at him, assuming it was a joke, because he wasn’t advocating for him to sleep around as well, but he swore he was serious. I told him I would consider it and dropped the subject.
When he brought up the idea of me sleeping with someone outside of the marriage again, I was horny and agreed to the idea. Just the thought of me doing it with someone else turned him into a wild beast on Sunday night, which is why I was late Monday morning. Now he’s been non-stop talking about it every night and urging me to find someone hot to fuck ASAP.
He and I married somewhat young these days. I was twenty, and he’s five years older than I am. We’ve made it past eight years of marriage and I recently turned twenty-eight. Everyone jokes about the seven-year itch in a marriage, and I don’t think it’s a myth. Jon and I have been in a sex slump the last year. We’re both working full time and he gets home three hours after I do. By the time we eat dinner and spend a bit of time together, it’s bedtime for me. We’re still having sex regularly, but it’s less spicy and more routine. Definitely not what I expected at twenty-eight when I’m just heading into my prime sexual years.
This is all my husband’s fault. Everything was fine until he told me to go find someone else to fuck. Now it’s causing awkwardness at work. Mr. Jacobs has always been attractive, but my brain made him off-limits since I’m married. I’d never considered him as anything but my sexy boss. But Jon pushing me to think of someone else to screw made me reconsider — which led to my dream.
Two hours later I noticed an internal email ping from Mr. Jacobs titled RE: Attendance. Oh shit, I really am busted. I open the email and he tells me to stop by his office after work to discuss my habitual tardiness. I hear his voice in my head as I skim the message and, while I feel like I’m in trouble and this meeting isn’t a good thing, the thought of him saying “habitual tardiness” in his strict voice is erotic.
End of Chapter 1

[image: image-placeholder](If you want to read more check out the box set of the entire Four Lawyers and a Hotwife series at https://mybook.to/fourlawyersbundle)
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