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Dedication


This is for the person who was listening to my random musings when I got the idea to finally finish this story. I hope you enjoy it! 




Chapter 1


“He’s the one.” Aaron nods towards a big burly man in jeans and a leather jacket sitting at the opposite end of the bar. The guy is clean-shaven, and I’d estimate he’s in his late 40s, with a slight beer belly but still fit and handsome in an average way. A typical guy you’d expect to see in a bar on a quiet Tuesday night. 
My pussy lights on fire as I imagine that guy shoving his cock inside me. Aaron and I came out tonight with the plan that he will choose the guy I flirt with, and I’m supposed to invite him out to our car for a quick fuck. I’ve never slept with anyone else since marrying Aaron, but over the years Aaron has talked about how he’d love it if I became a hotwife. Several months ago we started talking about it more seriously. Tonight is the night. 
The guy Aaron chose is a pretty big man, and the car is a compact, so I’m not sure how it will work yet. But I’m down for trying.
I smile coquettishly at Aaron. “Oh, him? You sure?”
“Yeah, babe. He’s the one.” Aaron leans over as if he’s going to kiss me, but puts his mouth next to my ear instead. His breath tickles when he whispers, “And tell him you want to be fucked hard because you’re a cocksleeve that craves cum.”
My painted red lips part, and I suck in some air. No one but Aaron has ever called me that. A surge of lust runs through my core and I’m desperate to hear the other guy say it as well.
I give Aaron a coy smile. “Yes, Daddy.”
Hopping off the bar stool, I smooth down my light pink dress and congratulate myself on an outfit well chosen. Its form-fitting halter top displays my generous cleavage, and it flares out at the waist in graceful folds. It’s like a contemporary version of Marilyn Monroe’s famous white dress. But the best thing is that I’m not wearing any panties and I can easily flip my dress up for a quick fuck anywhere.
I slink around the bar, trying not to stumble on my four-inch heels, and trail my hand along the tops of the empty seats, almost as if I’m stroking them. When I’m halfway to him, I catch the eye of the guy that I’m supposed to fuck. I know I’m drop-dead gorgeous tonight, with my platinum blonde hair in soft waves down my back and the stunning dress. Every detail of my outfit was planned, all the way down to my red-painted toenails and matching fingernail polish. I wanted to be irresistible to the chosen guy.
The closer I get to him, I can see the appreciative gleam in his eyes. He licks his lips as I slide onto the stool next to him.
“Hi, I’m Marisa,” I coo at him, and hold out my hand in introduction.
There’s no need to be subtle. I want him to understand what I’m after with zero ambiguity. He takes my offered hand and kisses the back of it.
“Hello Marisa, I’m Walker. You’re looking lovely tonight.”
I widen my eyes and glance down at my dress. “Oh, you think so? I wasn’t sure if this would be appropriate and everyone else is dressed so casually. I thought maybe I look ridiculous.”
I bat my eyelashes at him and watch him fall into my trap. This guy is going to be putty in my hands and I bet his cock is inside me within 10 minutes.
“Oh no, you’re gorgeous. More people should dress like you do.”
Giggling, I beam at him. “Oh, I agree. It would make the world a happier place.”
I don’t even know what drivel is coming out of my mouth, but Walker doesn’t seem to care. He’s hanging onto my every word and keeps peering down my dress. I angle my body towards him, and lean forward to give him a better view.
I bite my lip and he looks up from my breasts long enough to notice. “Walker, I have a problem, and maybe you can help.”
A flush creeps up over his face and he stammers. “What help do you need?”
Oh, isn’t that adorable. I somehow made him blush. He was doing a pretty good job of seeming like a smooth talker until this point.
Sitting up straight, I trail my fingertips across his hand and pause for a second before answering. “I can’t figure out how to open the trunk of my car. The buttons confuse me. Can you help?”
No way is this guy going to fall for this routine, right? For all he knows, I’m luring him outside to shank him and take all his money.
“So, Marisa, let me get this straight. You want me to go to your car with you and press your button?”
Yep, he’s falling for it. I nod vigorously and give him a big doe-eyed stare. “Uh-huh, and it might take multiple tries. It’s a stubborn button.”
He stands up with a grin. “I think I can help. Show me which car is yours.”
I slide off the stool and when I wobble slightly, I exaggerate my unsteadiness so I can clutch his arm and fondle the muscles of his biceps. “Oooh, you’re strong. I bet you could lift me easily.”
Seducing him is so simple, it’s stupid. I think some men only see what they want to see, and all this guy sees is a dumb slut. My pussy throbs to remind me she actually does want to be a dumb slut tonight. Okay, yeah, so this was the goal and I’m eager to get his cock inside me. It doesn’t matter why he’s falling for my slutty act, just that he is.
“Come with me. My car is in the side lot.” We purposely parked in the area that is less busy. I get a thrill from public sex, but I don’t actually want to get caught. Plus, a public indecency criminal charge would probably affect my job at the law firm I work for.
The sun set while Aaron and I were in the bar having drinks before he chose the guy for me to fuck. The parking lot is even more secluded now than it was when we arrived, which suits me perfectly. I take small steps in these heels so I don’t fall flat on my face, and when we circle the building, my car is in the shadows.
When we get to the driver’s side, he turns to face me. “Show me the button.”
I trail my fingertips up my cleavage and caress my neck. His eyes following my hand give me a naughty thrill. Glancing down at the front of his jeans, I see his large bulge is visible and my pussy hums from a tingle of lust. Mmm, yeah, I need that cock inside me.
The deserted parking lot is perfect for my plan. Moving to the front of my car, I lift my skirt to my waist to expose my bare ass, and bend over the hood.
Wiggling my hips, I spread my legs and purr at him, “If you come closer, you might see the button I need you to press. It’s nice and swollen, so you can’t miss it.”
I’m being the sluttiest bimbo version of myself, and I really can’t believe this is working, but it is. When he moves behind me and strokes my shaved pussy, I moan and grind against him.
He rubs gentle circles around my clit, and the spikes of pleasure make me gasp. “Oh, god. Can I have your cock, please?”
This is so much easier than I thought it would be. I hear fabric rustling and a zipper as Walker fumbles with his pants. Shit, this is hot. Aaron is probably sitting at the bar imagining what I’m doing and getting more turned on with every second.
Walker gets my attention when the tip of his cock probes my entrance for a moment without pushing in. Ugh, I NEED to be fucked.
I open my mouth to beg, and he plunges straight to my core. “Ohhh, fuck!” I cry out as delight ripples through me.
He’s thicker than I expected—bigger than my husband—and he’s stretching me out further than I’ve been in years. I haven’t had someone this size since college. He grabs my hips and hammers into me hard, banging me against the hood with every thrust. He grunts from the exertion and the pings of pleasure make me shiver. There’s nothing to hold on to, so I lower my elbows to the hood to stabilize myself and spread open wider for him.
“Do you like this, Marisa? Is this what you wanted?”
“Oh god, yes… right like this.”
Each whack against my cunt spirals me higher, and I’m chanting for him to fuck me. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. I was going to be the one in control, but I’m loving every moment.
He slows down, and every inch of his cock massages me as his long strokes ping nerve endings I didn’t even know I had. My legs shake as I edge closer to my orgasm, and I close my eyes to welcome the bliss.
I’m about ready to come when I remember I didn’t say the line that Aaron told me to. Shit! What was it? Oh, I think I know.
I blurt out, “Fuck me hard! I’m a cocksleeve who craves cum.”
I’m not sure if that was the exact phrase, but it’s close enough.
“Oh, yeah?” He wraps my hair around his fist and yanks my head back. “You’re a cocksleeve whore who craves cum?”
Ohhh, when he calls me a whore, I almost climax at how filthy it sounds.
“Yes,” I pant. “I’m a whore who wants your cum… every last drop.”
He slams into me again, groaning and thrusting between his words. “Then you… are going to… get… exactly what… you want!”
Oh, Jesus. I should have said yes years ago to fucking other men. If my husband really wants this again, I’ll do it willingly.
Walker keeps a firm grip on my hair and fucks me vigorously. I cry out with each plunge, and the energy builds in layers until I can’t take it anymore.
When Walker groans and I feel the first spurt of his hot cum deep inside me, it tips me over the edge and I can’t keep my voice down. I scream as I climax. “Oooooh, god!”
My pussy spasms and my entire body shudders as waves of ecstasy engulf me. Arching my back, I writhe against him and welcome each whack against my sodden hole.
He eventually slows down his thrusts, fucking his cum back up inside me and coating my cave walls. He slaps my ass when he pulls out, and I yelp as I relax onto the hood, too mentally fuzzy to move.
“You’re such a good little cocksleeve. That guy you were with in the bar is hiding around the corner, watching us. You can tell him you satisfied me.”
What? I lift my head and peer around, easily spotting the blurry shape and shadow of my husband. Oh fuck, he WAS watching. Walker caresses my ass for a moment before pulling my dress down to cover me.
“Thank you for a wonderful time, Marisa. It was nice meeting you.”
I smile at him through my lust haze. “Thank you for your cum.”
He walks off, laughing.




Chapter 2


Aaron drags me behind a wooden enclosure for the bar’s dumpster and shoves me against the wooden slats. Wow, he’s impatient. As he tugs on my dress, a thrill zips down to my toes at how filthy this is  
“You ready to get fucked?” His voice is gruff and I can tell he’s out of control by the way he’s manhandling me.
I’ve unleashed the beast in my husband. Fuck, yes! My pussy clenches with the thought of the hard pounding he’s going to give me, and wetness coats my inner thighs. I’m sure some of it is Walker’s cum—the guy who just fucked me while I was bent over the hood of our car.
“Yes,” I gasp as he pulls my hips back, forcing me to bend over. “Fuck me hard. Do it!”
The space between the slats is just big enough for me to curl my fingers around the boards and use them for stability. Aaron flips the hem of my dress up and exposes my ass to the cool night air. My inflamed skin is sensitive, but I love the way he’s making me feel—a mix of slutty and owned.
He grabs my hips and slams into me with a powerful stroke. Ohhhh, yes! Every nerve ending inside me zings alive. Pleasure ripples through me as he sets a fast and punishing rhythm.
With how vigorously he’s pounding into me, it reminds me of the first time he made love to me after our wedding ceremony. He was intense, and his pure animal passion overwhelmed me. It was a wedding night to remember.
“That’s right, I own this pussy!” he grunts as he thrusts again and again.
I just came with Walker, but I’m already spiraling towards another orgasm. God, I hope I come before he’s done with me. I might not get another chance tonight with how frantically Aaron is fucking me.
When he gives another sharp whack against my sodden hole, I cry out, “Yes! You own me.”
“You’re just a slut who craves cum. Say it.”
I love it when he talks dirty to me. It only turns me on even more, so the dirtier the better. “Yes! I’m a slut who craves cum!”
Aaron growls and pumps into me harder. I look over my shoulder so I can see his face. His eyes are glazed, and a vein pulses in his forehead. You’d think being railed next to a dirty dumpster wouldn’t be hot, but Aaron’s animalistic hunger is making the moment fabulous.
“Tell me I’m the only cock you need,” he demands.
His words send a thrill through me, and my pussy throbs in anticipation. My mouth opens to speak, but all I manage is a breathy moan. I take a moment to talk. “You’re the only cock I need… ever.”
Oh… my… god. This side of Aaron is amazing. If watching me fuck someone else brings this out in him, I’m ready to sign up for a train of other men at my ass.
He thrusts into me with long, powerful strokes that pound me against the wood. My head becomes fuzzy, and it becomes impossible to think of anything beyond this moment. Electricity builds and I’m going to come any second. He groans as his balls slap against me, and I know he’s close as well.
His voice is almost a growl. “You are mine. MINE.”
The wood bites into the flesh of my palms as I chant, “Yes, yes, yes.”
He’s knocking me around, and it’s hard to stay upright in my heels. All I can do is hang onto the fence as he uses me. It’s absolutely amazing.
I only get a moment’s warning before he groans, “Fuck. I’m coming,” and explodes.
Oh, god, I can’t hold back any longer. My entire body tenses and my toes curl as I climax.
“Fuuuck,” I cry out with him as waves of pleasure crash into me.
I moan as my pussy squeezes around him, trying to hold his pulsating cock deep inside me. He’s spasming, unloading all the cum he’s been saving up while he watched Walker fuck me.
When the pleasure fades, I collapse against the fence as he slides out of me. A gush of wetness runs down my leg as my juices mix with his and Walker’s. Oh god, this is wonderfully filthy.
Aaron spins me around and pulls me into his arms. We’re both sweaty, but I don’t care. I need the closeness with him right now. He kisses me tenderly on the lips, and I hum against him as we share a quiet moment, enjoying the taste of each other.
“Sorry I took so long to come,” he jokes after breaking off the kiss.
I can’t hold in my giggle. “I love it when you fuck me hard.”
He chuckles with me. “Yeah, and you also love a pussy full of cum.”
With how wet my inner thighs are right now, I’m not sure there’s much left inside me, but I don’t tell him that. Knowing part of the wetness is another man’s cum gives me a delicious, illicit thrill.
Squeezing Aaron close to me, I purr, “You mean I love a pussy full of your cum.”
That makes him laugh again. “You can’t fool me. We’ve been married far too long. You’re enjoying the feeling of all that cum from two guys.”
He’s got me there. We’ve been married for eight years, and he knows I love it when he comes inside me.
I pull back and wink at him. “Maybe. Now take me home so I can clean off all this cum.”
As I walk towards the car, he swats my ass. I squeal when I wobble from my weak legs and wince slightly. Oh yeah, I’m going to be sore tomorrow. It’s been a long time since I was fucked hard enough to feel it the next day.
As we drive home, we hold hands while I stare out the window and daydream. I wouldn’t mind doing this again someday if it ends in another rough fucking from Aaron.




Chapter 3


Aaron and I do a weekly date night, which includes dinner and drinks at our favorite local pub. Right when we pull into the parking lot, Aaron turns to me. “I want to watch you fuck someone again.” 
My pussy lights up and I can feel my face flush. He probably doesn’t mean tonight, so I shouldn’t get too worked up.
“Again? You’re sure?” We both loved what happened last week, but I need to double check.
He laughs. “Yep.”
It was crazy hot having sex with a stranger while Aaron watched. I contemplate it for a moment before agreeing. “Okay, who am I doing this time? Another random person at the bar?”
“Not quite. I know him, but you don’t. I want you to flirt with him and then invite him home with you.”
“Okay. I can do that.”
He smiles. “Yeah, just talk like one of those girls in pornos who have no idea what they’re saying. Act dumb, but sexy.”
I roll my eyes. “I did it pretty well before, 100% success rate, babe. Leave it to me.”
“Oh yeah, you’re a natural.”
“Hey!” I smack his arm and he laughs.
I know Aaron is joking. No one who actually knows me would ever think I’m a bimbo, and I’m surprised at how turned on I’m getting by playing the dumb slut for other guys. This is probably messed up, but if everyone is having fun, who cares?
We get out of the car and he takes my arm. “Now let’s get in there so I can watch you seduce him.”
I stop dead in my tracks. “He’s here tonight?”
Aaron’s gaze smolders when he looks at me. “Yes, tonight. Are you up for it?”
I want to say, “Hell yes,” but I give him a cheeky, “Yes, Daddy.”
Damn him. I would’ve worn something sluttier if I’d known I was going to fuck someone else tonight. My floral sundress is pretty, but it doesn’t exactly scream, “I’m a hot bimbo who is down to fuck anything that moves.”
Oh well, I guess I can improvise. The gravel crunches beneath our feet as I follow Aaron into the bar. My mind whirls; who does he have waiting for me to seduce, and how does Aaron know this guy?
We take a seat in a booth. The clinking of glasses, muffled laughter, and the melody of classic rock plays in the background. I don’t care about anything except figuring out who I’m going to fuck. My eyes roam over the crowd, checking out any man who is here by himself. My gaze lands on a dark-haired, well-built guy in jeans and a flannel shirt. I can tell from across the room that his arms and shoulders are muscular. Mmm, yummy. Please be him.
Aaron follows my gaze. “You think that guy’s sexy?”
My heart skips a beat as I nod. He certainly looks appealing.
Aaron grins at me. “That’s a good thing, since he’s the one you’re here to meet. Go flirt with him. He’s expecting you.”
He settles into the cushion and slides his hand along the back of the booth, looking relaxed. “I’ll be watching, babe.”
My face flushes as I grab my drink and make my way across the bar. I sway my hips, wishing I was wearing sexier shoes instead of my low-heeled sandals.
Even though he’s expecting me, I can still have some fun. I slide up to the guy, tempting him with a coy smile. “Oh, hey there, handsome. You look like you’re here all by your lonesome.”
He’s got gorgeous blue eyes, and he rakes them over me with an appreciative grin. “Yes, I am. Care to join me?”
I slide in close, brushing against him, and take a sip of my drink. His earthy musk mixes with the tangy scent of his cologne. Notes of pine and wood smoke, with a hint of vanilla, fill the surrounding air. The heat radiating off him is intoxicating, and his presence is electrifying. I have to suppress a shiver.
I notice he lifts his drink in acknowledgement to my husband. Since my back is to Aaron, I can’t see if he returned the gesture. My pussy buzzes and my panties grow damp. Shit, why is it so hot that this guy knows I’m Aaron’s slutty wife?
Since he understands the game we’re playing, there’s no reason to string this out. I need his cock inside me as soon as possible. I tilt my head and meet his eyes. “Actually, what I had in mind was something more... intimate.”
His eyes light up with delight and he takes another sip of his beer. He sets it down and leans in closer, his lips brushing mine as he speaks. “I’m listening.”
My breath hitches and arousal courses through me at the feather-light touch of his mouth. I give him an inviting smile and place my hand on his arm. “Let’s get out of here and go back to my place,” I whisper, the desire clear in my voice. “I’ve got something special for you that you won’t be able to resist.”
A thrill runs down my spine at how slutty I’m being. Jesus, it’s a good thing Aaron likes this side of me. I’m getting more into being a hotwife than I expected.
The guy nods towards Aaron. “But what about your husband?”
Uh... shit. My heart pounds. Why didn’t I work out the details with Aaron before I came over here? If I’m inviting this guy home with me and Aaron wants to watch, I need to arrange everything before we leave.
I try to act casual and put on a flirty grin despite my uncertainty. “My husband is perfectly fine with what I’m doing.”
The guy picks up his glass and takes another sip before speaking. “Aaron asked if I wanted to fuck you after bragging about how hot his wife was for weeks at work. You’re sexier in person than the picture he showed me.”
I flush and my nipples harden. The guy’s eyes settle on my chest. I lean forward, giving him a better view of my cleavage, like I did with Walker. My boobs might be my secret weapon for picking guys up. “My husband likes to watch me fuck other men. Are you interested?”
The man looks up at me with a twinkle in his eye. “Yes. I’d love to show your husband how loud I can make you scream.”
He stands and holds his hand out to me. I take it without hesitation and follow him out of the bar. My heart pounds with a mix of excitement and anticipation. Tonight is going to be wild, dirty, and oh so good.




Chapter 4


Since this guy is a work friend of Aaron’s, I feel safe getting in his car with him. Aaron didn’t discuss with me how this will work tonight, so he’ll have to drive himself and consider his life choices. He better hurry though, because I’m going to be all over this guy’s cock as soon as we get in the door. 
We’re silent most of the drive, with me giving him directions. He peeks at me and every time I notice him glance in my direction, my pussy gets wetter.
When we pull in front of our house, he turns off the engine. I lay a hand on his arm before we both get out.
“I’m Marisa, by the way. I think we skipped introductions.”
He laughs. “I assumed your husband told you my name. I’m Kurt.”
I can’t say I know what a “Kurt” should look like, but the name fits him. He has all the qualities of someone who could fit the role of a hot married woman’s secret lover. His dark locks, his intense blue eyes, and his muscled body are hard to ignore and my fingers twitch when I think about caressing him.
Aaron pulls into our driveway, and I smile at Kurt as I lean in for a quick, tender kiss. “It’s nice to meet you, Kurt. Let’s go inside and show my husband a good time.”
Kurt nods, and I give Aaron a little wave as I lead Kurt into the house. Once inside, Kurt looks around the living room before turning to me. “So, what do you have in mind?”
I appreciate that he’s being a gentleman, but I’m done with the niceties. My husband doesn’t fuck me roughly very often, and if I’m going to fuck other guys, I want something I can’t get from Aaron.
Stepping closer, I take in the scent of his cologne again while my body hums with desire. “I want to feel your hands all over me. I want you to use filthy words while you fuck me until I can’t take anymore. Use me. I’m your slut tonight.”
Kurt grins, and I can tell he’s more than ready for what I’m offering. He wraps an arm around my waist and nuzzles my neck. “I can do that,” he murmurs against my skin.
His words send shivers down my spine. I can’t believe I’m going to fuck someone in front of my husband in our house. I grab Kurt’s hand and lead him upstairs to the master bedroom. After this, whenever Aaron and I make love, will I remember fucking Kurt in our bed? Desire burns inside me at the thought. God, I hope so.
As we step into the bedroom, I turn around and face Kurt. He runs his hands up my body and cups my breasts, rubbing his thumbs over my nipples through the fabric of my sundress while his eyes devour me. “You’re so fucking hot,” he growls.
Aaron walks in and grins at us. “Continue. Don’t mind me.”
I’m too turned on to laugh, so I blow Aaron a kiss as he pulls the chair from my vanity. He sits down, facing the bed. Fuck, we really are going to have an audience.
My skin is warm and flushed with anticipation as I step back, my hands gently grazing my curves. I’m putting on a show for both men as my fingertips travel up towards my straps, letting them slip off one shoulder at a time. Both their gazes burn into me as I ease the dress down over my hips, revealing my pink satin bra and panty set. I toss the dress aside, arching my back and reveling, knowing that the men’s eyes are on me. I’m the star of this show tonight.
I slowly unclasp my bra, letting it fall to the ground. I keep my eyes on Kurt. My husband loves how I look, and I want to make sure Kurt is enjoying the view. Kurt’s eyes flame with hunger as he watches me slip out of my panties. He reaches out for me, placing his hands on my hips and pulling me close. I spread my legs and take one of his hands, guiding it down to my pussy. His eyes grow dark when he feels how wet I am.
His fingers slide between my folds, and I moan as I sag against him. He brushes my clit and I feel wetness leaking onto his hand. I moan loudly as he strokes me, and when he pushes a finger into my pussy, I shudder.
Kurt leans down and sucks on my neck, and I turn my head to look at Aaron. His eyes are round, and I think he looks shocked. Oh fuck. I tense up and almost push Kurt away to make sure everything is okay with Aaron, but when Aaron realizes I’m looking at him, he relaxes and smiles. Thank God. My tension eases and I enjoy Kurt’s nimble fingers between my legs again.
Kurt finger fucks me, and I moan loudly. I crave skin-on-skin contact and I claw at his shirt. Kurt laughs and removes his hand from my pussy so he can strip. He makes quick work of his shirt, and I reach out to him so I can undo his belt buckle. When I pull his zipper down, Kurt takes over, kicking off his shoes before removing his pants and boxers. He steps out of his clothes and I admire his body. He’s well built, with muscles that flex and bulge when he moves. Fuck, he’s gorgeous.
His cock is thick with prominent veins running along the length. An intense need to have it in my mouth hits me and my sluttiest side takes over. I drop to my knees and reach for his cock. Kurt chuckles and helps guide his cock to my mouth. I wrap my hand around him and pump him a few times before rolling my tongue around the bulbous head and shaft.
His cock is salty and smooth, with a hint of sweetness that lingers. The veins add a thrilling texture as they move against my tongue and lips. I can taste his arousal and the desire between us is palpable.
Kurt groans and his hips jerk forward. “Fuck yeah, baby. That’s good.”
My pussy twitches as I look up at him with lustful eyes. “Do you want to fuck my mouth?”
He nods. “Yes. Be a good little cocksucker.”
I open wide and take as much of him as I can. Kurt moans loudly when I suck him deep and his hips buck. I pump his cock in and out of my mouth, enjoying the feeling of him filling me up. I’m doing this for both men—giving Aaron a nice show while Kurt gets the pleasure.
I keep sucking on him while he fucks my throat slowly. I’m such a dirty whore, and I love knowing Aaron is watching me suck on another guy’s cock. Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Aaron stroking his cock through his jeans while he watches me. Fuck, that’s hot.
Focusing back on Kurt, I suck on his cock with all I’ve got. Maybe if I’m slutty enough, I can make my husband come. Kurt groans and when I feel his leg muscles tremble, he grabs my hair and pulls me off his cock. “You’re such a naughty girl,” he says, looking down at me.
I give him a mischievous grin and lick my lips to savor his taste. “I don’t think you’ve seen anything yet.”
Kurt chuckles and rubs his thumb along my mouth. “As much as I’d love to blow my load between those sweet lips, there’s a pussy that I hear enjoys being filled with other guys’ cum.”
Oh fuck. Aaron told him that? I fall a little more in love with my husband. Yeah, he gets me.
Kurt’s voice is low and husky as he looks down at me. “Get on the bed, slut. Let’s give your husband a good show.”
I rise and Kurt helps steady me before guiding me to the bed. “Get on your hands and knees.”
Lust runs through me as I climb onto the bed. Kurt kneels on the bed behind me and grabs my hips, tugging me a few inches closer to him. “I’m going to fuck you so hard tonight,” he grunts as he fits the head of his cock against my opening. “You won’t even remember your own name.”
I can’t help but respond with a loud moan. “Yes, please.”
Kurt slides his cock into me slowly, and I whimper. Oh god, I expected him to slam into me, and this is more torturous. I can feel every inch of his cock as he sinks into me fully.
“How bad do you want my cock?” Kurt asks, and my pussy clenches around him. “If you beg properly, I’ll let you come right now.”
He keeps moving his hips, pumping himself deeper into me, and I whimper, “Please, I need you. Fuck me.”
“That’s right, you need my cock,” he growls, and I gasp from an extra hard thrust.
I wonder what Aaron is thinking. He watched me in the parking lot with Walker, but this is totally different. Now he can hear me being a complete slut, and he’s got a much closer view. I can only imagine how turned on he must be.
Kurt’s fingers dig into my hips. “Are you going to be a good little slut for me?”
“Yes,” I cry out as he pounds into me. This is so fucking amazing, and it’s impossible to think of anything beyond the pleasure. The room fills with the scent of sex, an intoxicating mixture of sweat and pleasure. Angling my chest closer to the bed, I spread open as wide as I can so Kurt can get as deep as possible.
He whacks against me, groaning with each thrust. “Such. A. Tight. Little. Cunt.”
My moans mix in with Kurt’s grunts and the sound of our bodies colliding in perfect unison. He thrusts harder and faster as he groans loudly.
Ohhh, god. I close my eyes as bliss builds in my core. Kurt’s cock feels so fucking good, and I know tonight will be a night I remember for the rest of my life.
“Are you going to be a good slut and come when I tell you to?”
I whimper as I feel my orgasm building. Fuck, I’m usually not able to come on command, but I might for Kurt.
“Yes!” I cry out.
“Beg, slut.”
I can feel myself nearing the edge and my pussy clamps down on Kurt’s cock, milking him. My back arches and I cry out, “Fuuuuck! Yes!”
Kurt slams into me, and I cry out again. He groans and I can tell he’s close.
“Slut,” he growls, and I push back against him as best I can. “I haven’t heard you beg yet. Beg if you want to come.”
The pleasure is so intense that it’s difficult to think and I cry out anything that comes to mind. “Please! Please don’t stop. Oh, god, I need to come. Please let me come. Please!”
Kurt groans and grabs my ass tightly, and I can feel him throbbing inside me. I’m not going to last long, and I’m about to lose it.
“Fuck, please let me come? Please?”
Kurt groans, “Come for me, slut,” and rams into me one last time. I scream out, “Yes! Yes, yes, oh god, I’m coming. Fuuuuuuuuck!”
I explode all over his cock as he comes with me. His hand slides up my back and he holds me tight as his cock pulsates inside me, unloading ropes of sticky cum. Waves of bliss ripple from my head to my toes and I collapse onto the bed when Kurt pulls out of me. I’m shivering with aftershocks of my orgasm and I’m too out of it to do anything but lie there.
I hear Kurt and Aaron murmuring, but I can’t make out what they’re saying. I float in a haze until the men leave and the room goes silent. When gentle hands roll me over, I moan and crack my eyes open. Aaron is naked and on the bed with me. He covers my body with his, and I open my legs for him. My heart flutters at how perfect he is for me, and he gives me a long kiss as he slides inside me.
Between kisses, Aaron whispers, “I love you.”
I smile against his lips. “I love you too.”
My husband’s strokes start out slow and loving, and within moments I’m whimpering with pleasure.
Aaron kisses me passionately as his thrusts speed up. His moans grow louder with each powerful thrust, filling the room with a deep, animalistic echo. My breath is just as wild as his, gasping and crying out together in a desperate harmony as we climb to the peak. I wrap my arms and legs around him and the bed creaks with every movement as we surge together.
“I’m coming,” he groans.
My head falls back and I pant, “Yes. Come for me.”
He grunts and his entire body tenses as his cock throbs inside me. I feel tonight’s second load of cum coating my cave walls, and when he fucks it back up into me, the filthiness of the experience makes me orgasm. We stay connected as intense pleasure washes over me while I ride the waves. When he finally pulls out, I relax my hold on him, completely worn out.
Aaron’s arms are muscular yet gentle as he cradles me close. His lips are soft and warm, and his breath smells sweet, like honey, when he kisses my cheek. “Thank you,” he whispers.
I’m a little fuzzy-headed and I nod sleepily. “No, thank you.”
I snuggle against him and drift off to sleep with a smile on my face. I’m a different woman from who I was last week, and I’m thrilled with the direction our marriage is going.
The End
Want a bonus story with Marisa and another guy?
Get it at: 
www.lacey-cross.net/hotwifestarters







Next Hotwife Up


The next story in my Hotwife Starter Pack series is Making Me a Sinful Wife. Look for the preorder.  
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My husband wants me to do more than flirt.  
I’ve been married to my husband for years and at some point things became stale in the bedroom. When a night of online flirting almost goes too far, I confess to my husband and he tells me to do more than flirt next time. 
The decision sets me on a rollercoaster of sexual exploration as I open up and become the sluttiest version of myself. 
Who knew my husband would enjoy sharing me and that I’d love it so much? 
Find it at:
https://mybook.to/bookmakingmesinful
Follow me on Amazon to get notified when I release new stories.
https://author.to/laceycross






Like first time hotwife stories?


Don’t miss Jessica’s story where her husband lures her into the hotwife lifestyle by thrilling her during a weekend of camping. 
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Lucas keeps glancing at me, and I can tell his devious brain is churning over something. God, I hope it’s sexual. Starting the day relaxed after another orgasm is perfect.                                                                                                       
Once he’s done puttering around, he lowers himself to the ground and crawls over me. He pushes me onto my back and gives me a deep kiss. Mmm, now this is more like it.
I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him to me. My nipples harden as he coaxes my lips open and slides his tongue inside, twining it with mine. I try to grind against him, but the puffy sleeping bag is too thick. Dammit, this isn’t going to work.
With his hands on either side of my head, Lucas pulls away from the kiss and looks down at me, murmuring, “You’re so fucking sexy.”
I’m sure my long blonde hair is a mess, and I’ve got morning breath, but if he thinks I’m sexy, who am I to argue?
I smile at him and rub my legs together. “Why don’t you take your clothes off and we can continue where we left off last night?”
He brings a hand up to my breast and plays with the nipple, tweaking it gently and making me gasp. When he doesn’t immediately respond, I assume I’ve won. Hell yeah, Ms. Kitty is going to get another workout.
His eyes deepen with lust as he continues to pull on the stiff peak. “Oh, I’ve got a better idea.”
Pleasure shoots from my breast downwards and I moan. “Mmm, yes?”
My eyes drift closed as I enjoy the delicious sensations his nimble fingers create deep in my core. I’m down with whatever plan he’s cooked up, as long as he keeps his hands on me. He moves down to suck on the opposite nipple and the pleasure sets my mind adrift.
He mumbles around my tit. “Baby, I’ve got a challenge for you.”
What’s this? I crack my eyes open and run my fingers through his hair, tugging gently so he raises his head from my breast.
“Challenge? Whaddya mean?”
I’m still mentally fuzzy and not paying attention to anything but his hand on my other breast. I’m desperate to get his cock inside me, so I’ll do whatever he asks as long as we can fuck afterwards.
“It’s your first official hotwife challenge.”
I stop running my fingers through his hair and stare at him. “Official what?”
What is he talking about? What’s a hotwife challenge? We’ve only talked about dipping our toes into this area. I’m not sure I’m up for a challenge of any sort.
My body heats, and I grow even wetter when his lips twitch deviously. He says, “The shower rooms have a row of windows with blinds. I want you to open the blinds and leave the shower curtain open while you’re in there.”
That’s it? That’s the challenge? Easy enough. What are the chances someone is going to walk by?
I pretend to think about it. “Hmm.… What’s my reward for doing this?”
He laughs. “That depends on you. We’ll discuss the reward when you get back.”
I arch an eyebrow at him and give it one second of consideration. “Okay. I’ll do it.”
No problem. I can take a quick shower and when I choose my reward, I’ll tell him I want his cock.
I push him off of me and climb out of the sleeping bag, wiggling my naked ass in his direction as I dig through my duffle bag for clothes. It’s not far away, so I toss on some tiny jean shorts and a t-shirt before grabbing my shower supplies.
I wink at him as I leave. “See you soon for my reward!”
He laughs. “Have fun, baby.”
End of Excerpt
Want more? Find it at:
https://mybook.to/mmhbsharinghis








OEBPS/Images/cover00046.jpeg
IVIAKIIN GV ESA

?/o&«/&f BIMBO











OEBPS/Images/image00045.jpeg
LACEY CROSS

FIRST TIME WIFE SHARE





OEBPS/Images/image00044.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00043.jpeg
—
>
C ]
M
u\/
(]
=
@
V)

N

VIAKINGRVIE A

=) WIE

HOTWIFE STARTER PACK






