
  
    
      
    
  


      
        
          Making Me a Sinful Wife

          First-time Hotwife

          Lacey Cross

        

        
          
          
        

      

    
Copyright



Copyright © 2023 by Lacey Cross
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  Contents




    
        
        
            
        
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 1
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 2
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Chapter 3
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Servicing the Senior Partner Excerpt
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
            
                
                    	
                          Acknowledgments
                        
                            
                            
                        
                    

                    
            
        
    


Chapter 1


I kiss my husband, Martin, on the forehead as I tuck him into bed. It’s our nightly ritual that comforts us both, since we rarely go to bed at the same time. My boyishly adorable husband has a day job, and my work hours are flexible. I’m the social media manager for a large company and I prefer to work at night when the house is quiet. 
It’s been weeks since we had sex, and I keep expecting him to pull me into his arms one of these nights and make love to me before he falls asleep. So far, it hasn’t happened. Sighing, I turn off the lights and head to my home office.
I can’t pinpoint when the apathy seeped into our marriage. We’ve been together for years, and at some point sex became stale—or, if I’m being honest, perhaps it always was. The man I had been with before my husband wasn’t a kind person, and when that chapter in my life ended, I convinced myself it was time to grow up and break away from the reckless men of my early twenties. I hadn’t considered that the bad boys are what I’m attracted to; always have been, always will be.
Martin is amazing. He has a stable job, he treats me right, and he just gets me. Whenever I’m overthinking something, he pulls me into his arms and listens to me talk it out. It’s not about solving the problem, and he understands that. Most of the time, I only need someone there to listen. I have no desire to divorce him. I just wish we had a better sex life. But I can live without spectacular sex; there’s nothing wrong with being adequately satisfied. As you get older, your sex drive declines, right?
Since I don’t feel like working, I putter around the house, bored and lonely, before logging into a random chat app that I use for talking with friends. They also have general chat channels for different areas of interest. It’s usually busy at night and I enjoy watching the conversations.
A guy’s profile picture catches my attention. Well, hello, Ben. I’ve never noticed him in the chat channel before, and he’s my dream bad boy: broad shoulders, a sexy jawline, and an appealing dimple in his chin. His bio says he’s married with two small children.
We talk on a public chat channel for a bit, but after some playful banter, it progresses to private messages. Before I can blink, Ben and I are full-on flirting. It’s late, and he needs to get to bed, so we break off the conversation before any real lines are crossed.
Then the guilt sets in. What the fuck am I doing? How could I possibly consider this? I love Martin with all my heart, and I can’t break my marriage vows. But try as I might, I can’t seem to get the thought out of my head. Fuck, I want to flirt with Ben again.
I spend the next few days in a daze, battling with my conscience until Martin finally confronts me one night after dinner.
“Amara, babe. What’s wrong?”
My heart pounds in my chest at his question. Fuck, he knows me too well. Every potential avenue of escape rushes through my mind as I stand there, paralyzed. His gaze is like a vise, tightening around me as I struggle to find some explanation for my distraction. I give him a blank stare. Oh, smooth. Now he knows for sure I’m hiding something.
He sets his dinner dishes on the counter and crosses his arms, as if he’s waiting for me to talk. I look into the eyes of the man I love and take a deep breath. Fuck it. I’m going to tell him.
“I flirted with someone online.”
He shifts his weight from foot to foot and narrows his eyes at me. “Just flirting?”
I’m nodding before he’s even done talking. “Just flirting, I swear.”
His shoulders relax as he grins at me. “Well, next time, do more than flirt and tell me all about it.”
My mouth drops open in shock and a shiver of delight ripples straight to my pussy. Martin looks pleased with himself and he kisses my forehead before leaving the kitchen. I hear him whistling as he walks down the hall.
What the fuck just happened?
[image: image-placeholder]I avoid logging into the chat program for a day while I stew on what Martin said. He has to be joking, right?
Later that night, when I tuck him into bed, he kisses me more passionately than he has in weeks. “So, did you flirt more with that guy?”
I shake my head, and he almost looks disappointed. “Oh well, that’s fine. Goodnight, babe.”
I’m reeling as I head to my office and sit in my chair. He actually wants me to do it. I stare at my blank monitor for a few moments until a wetness in my panties makes me realize I’m getting turned on because my husband wants me to mess around with someone else.
It’s just flirting, right? Besides, nothing else is going to happen. I turn my computer on and log in to the website while I continue to rationalize what I’m about to do. My husband basically asked for this.
Since Ben and I have put each other on our friends list, I find him online easily and within moments we’re in a private message and talking. As our conversation keeps escalating until it’s dangerously close to sexting territory, I keep thinking about how my husband told me to do more. I wouldn’t do this if he hadn’t told me to, but he gave me permission.
My hesitation melts away and I type to him:
ME: If you were with me right now, what would you do to me?
BEN: Does this need to be a PG-13 version?
I flush and my pussy buzzes.
ME: No. I want the X-rated version.
Within moments, Ben is typing out a string of raunchy texts about what I’d look like on my knees for him. Oh fuck, that’s hot.
BEN: Are you touching yourself?
ME: No.
An ache between my legs makes me desperate to touch myself, but that’s beyond just sexting.
BEN: Do it. Touch yourself while I tell you more.
Oh God, should I? Chat dots pop up, indicating that Ben is typing, and a thrill runs through me. Sliding my legs open, I slip my hand inside my fuzzy pajama pants. I’m soaking wet as my finger brushes against my clit. I keep my eyes trained on the screen, waiting for more story.
But it’s not a story. It’s roleplay.
BEN: “Whore, get on your knees and open your mouth. I’m gonna shove my cock so far down your throat you’ll choke on it.”
I’m momentarily shocked at the words, but the surprise quickly turns into lust. I moan and rub my clit faster. Fuuuck, it’s been years since anyone has said anything like this to me.
BEN: “That’s it. Feel my cock sliding between your lips? Taste my salty pre-cum? That’s right, you filthy slut. You’re going to swallow it all down and love it.”
Everything Ben types pings a part of my brain that’s been long dormant, and it’s fabulous. Within moments, the degradation has me close to coming.
BEN: “I bet my cock is bigger than your husband’s. I bet my cum will taste better too. And you’re gonna swallow every single drop, because if you don’t, I’m going to make you lick it up off the floor.”
Ohhhh, my God. I work my clit in a frenzy, and my orgasm hits me like a freight train. I cry out and buck my hips as heat streaks through me. The waves of pleasure wash over me and I forget to keep up with the story.
When I finally come down, I catch up with what happened. While I was coming, he wrote he was coming at the same time.
BEN: “When you’re done swallowing all my seed, I pet your hair. Such a good girl. Now tell me you liked that.”
I wipe my hand on my shirt.
ME: “Thank you. That was fantastic, and just what I needed.”
BEN: Glad you enjoyed it.
He includes a smiling emoji and wishes me a good night. After I say goodnight to him, I log out of the chat system and stare blankly at the wall.
Holy fuck.
[image: image-placeholder]When I wake up the next day, my husband is already out of bed, as usual on Saturdays. I find him in the garage. We live at the end of a quiet street, and he enjoys spending his weekend mornings tinkering with wood projects. He leaves the garage door half open to let in a breeze.
I lean on the counter next to him. “So, I did more than flirt.”
He jerks his head up and there’s a gleam in his eyes. “Oh, yeah? What did you do?”
Hmmm, what should I tell him? I decide to be honest. “I touched myself while the guy told me a dirty story.”
Martin sets his tools down on the counter. “How dirty?”
My cheeks heat, and I try to think of how to describe it without sounding like a slut. “Well, he said he wanted to shove his cock down my throat and make me choke on it.”
Martin gives a soft, “Oh.”
I frown. Is this a bad reaction?
My muscles tense, but before I panic, he chuckles. “That’s hot.”
Oh, thank God. He doesn’t seem upset. I relax, but I’m still curious about how he’s feeling. I’m not into sharing, and I wouldn’t want to give him the freedom to play with another woman. My pussy tingles when I think about Ben calling me a whore. I don’t want to admit to my husband it was filthy and wonderful.
“Are you mad?”
He shakes his head and takes a step towards me. “I’m not feeling mad in the slightest.” He takes my hand and rests it on the hard bulge in his jeans. “Does this feel like I’m mad?”
Saliva pools in my mouth, and I swallow as I rub him through his jeans. “No.”
I can’t believe he’s into this. My heart races as I take in his intense expression. I’ve never seen him look at me like this before. He removes my hand and turns me so I’m facing his workbench. He presses my shoulders down, and I bend over and hold on to the edge.
“Do you know what I’m going to do to you now, Amara?”
My pussy clenches with desire. “Yes. You’re going to fuck me.”
He laughs and pulls my sweatpants down to my knees. “Oh yeah, I’m gonna fuck you nice and hard.”
He reaches between my legs and rubs my clit. I moan and roll my hips, trying to get his fingers inside me.
His voice is harsh. “Do you want that? Do you want my cock?”
“Yes,” I groan. “Please, yes.”
I mewl in distress when he pulls his hand away. The clink of his belt buckle creates a swirl of lust in my stomach. I need his cock inside me.
I gasp as he grabs my hips and I feel the tip of his cock rubbing up and down my slick folds.
“Hold on, babe.”
I grip the workbench tighter as he slams his cock into me. “Ohhh, God,” I cry out from the sharp pleasure as he bottoms out.
He leans forward and kisses my neck before biting my shoulder. “You’re so fucking tight.”
“Yessss,” I whimper.
“I’m going to make you come so hard.” He grunts and pounds into me while I hang my head and moan in delight. He continues with the dirty talk. “So wet, and all mine.”
“Oh God,” I cry out as the pleasure threatens to overtake me.
His voice is harsh and full of need. “I married such a filthy whore.”
Ohhh. When he calls me a whore, it makes me really want to be one. My fingers dig into the wood and I arch my back, pushing myself onto his cock. I need more. I want him to fuck me harder than he ever has before. Each whack against my pussy makes my head spin, and I moan a string of nonsense words.
“That’s right, baby. You want me to fuck you so bad. Tell me.”
I’m almost mindless from the ecstasy and can’t answer immediately. He slams into me a few more times before I chant, “Fuck me, please. Fuck me, please.”
He jackhammers into me and groans, “You’re just a little slut who wants any cock she can get. Admit it.”
Fuuuuck, this is amazing. I don’t even really know what I’m saying. “Yes, any cock. Need them all.”
He grunts and slams into me vigorously. “You’d fuck the entire neighborhood if I told you to, wouldn’t you?”
“Yes,” I whimper as my thighs quiver as the rapture builds. “I love being your whore. Would do anything you ask.”
He growls and pounds into me. “I’m going to come inside you.”
My body trembles at the thought of him filling me with his seed. “Yes, please. Give it to me. Fill me up!”
Every thrust makes me cry out from the sharp pleasure. He fucks me harder than he ever has, and my brain can’t handle the intense delight. My pussy clenches around his cock and I’m about to explode.
“Here it comes, baby,” he moans.
“Yes,” I sob. “Come in me.”
He thrusts into me one last time and shouts, “Fuck, I’m coming!”
I scream thunderously as pleasure wracks my body. Waves of overwhelming joy cascade through me as I shudder and moan. His body presses against me, and I’m lost in an intense delight, my brain short-circuiting.
I’m not sure how long he stays inside me, but he slaps my ass before he pulls out. I stand up unsteadily and he holds onto me until he can tell I’m stable on my feet. Holy fuck, what was that? His cum drips out of me, sliding down my inner thighs. My pussy pulses with little aftershocks of pleasure.
“Wow,” I breathe. “That was amazing.”
“It was,” he says, and wraps his arms around me. He kisses my forehead tenderly. “Let me know if you flirt with anyone else.”
He steps back and adjusts his clothes before whistling as he organizes supplies around the garage. I stare at him for a few moments before pulling up my pants and stumbling into the house.
Well fuck, my life just took an unexpected turn. I just hope none of the neighbors were outside and heard us.




Chapter 2


The hard pounding Martin gave me in the garage was the spark I felt was missing in our marriage. I’d hoped it would be a turning point for us, but nothing changed. It’s now been three days, and he’s back to treating me like we’re friends instead of lovers. 
Every time I think about how he pressed me down to his workbench and took what he wanted, I get wet. I’ve been masturbating daily while daydreaming about him wanting me to live my best slutty life and sext a bunch of guys. Ugh, what’s a girl got to do to get fucked around here?
After stewing about my problems for a few days, I decide to phone my best friend, Sarah, for some guidance. I’m not sure I want to tell her I sexted another guy — how do you word it to your best friend that you stepped out on your marriage? I wrap myself up in my favorite fuzzy blanket and settle in on my living room couch. My stomach churns as I dial her number, and the phone rings. I almost hang up before she answers, but I’m too slow.
She’s out of breath. “Hey there! I was just thinking about you.”
Sarah is always training for her next marathon, so I tease her. “Were you exercising or playing with yourself while thinking of me?”
I smile at her carefree laughter. “I’m on the treadmill. You gave me a good reason to stop. How’re you doing?”
As we chat for a few minutes to catch up, my palms start to sweat and I can feel the tension rising. I want to tell her what I did, but I’m unsure of how she will react. As our conversation winds down, I take a deep breath and muster the courage to be honest with her. Here’s hoping that honesty is the best choice.
“I want to run something past you. I have some news.”
I can hear her rummaging through kitchen drawers and cupboards over the phone, so I know her attention is elsewhere. “Oh, really?”
“Would you ever cheat on Andrew?”
She’s been married to Andrew for five years now, so maybe the bloom is off the rose.
The background noise goes quiet, so I assume she stopped moving around. “What? No. I’m not stupid.”
Sarah previously told me she has a great life. She loves her husband, and he makes a ton of money so she doesn’t have to work. She probably would be stupid to cheat on him. Why fuck up a good thing?
“But what if he asked you to?”
That gets her to laugh again. “It’s not cheating if he asks.”
My anxiety eases slightly. She does have a point.
She’s quiet for a minute, like she’s thinking. “Isn’t that what a hotwife is?”
I pick at the fuzz on my blanket, confused by her wording. “What’s a hotwife?”
She chuckles. “You know, a woman who sleeps around with permission from her husband.”
Wait, this is an actual thing? My pussy hums alive at the idea of sexting more people. If Martin wants me to flirt and be naughty with an entire football team, I will. I’d had fun the other night. I let my thoughts drift to Bent’s filthy words and how hot that was until Sarah’s next question brings me back to reality.
“What brought this on?”
Her voice sounds concerned, so I spill out the entire story of what happened last weekend. When I’m done, I pause and wait for her response.
I’m rewarded with another infectious giggle. “Wow, Amara. You really are a slut.”
Her admiring tone drains away the last of my reservations. Thank God she isn’t judging my harlot soul. She’s been my friend since high school and I figured she wouldn’t think I was a horrible person, but one can never be too sure.
I laugh with her. “Yeah, well, now I don’t know what to do to get him to fuck me like that again. How do I keep this going?”
“Hmm…” She clicks her tongue in a way that I’ve grown familiar with, meaning she’s thinking, and then she continues. “Do you still have your camera with a tripod?”
I took a photography class in my spare time a few years ago. Why is she thinking about my camera?
I give her a hesitant, “Yes.”
“And do you still have that sexy nurse costume?”
Oh shit, she wants me to dress up for Martin? I played the slutty nurse at a college Halloween party and hooked up with a zombie who claimed he only ate pussy instead of brains. That was a fun night, and I’m sure I still have the outfit buried in some box in the depths of my closet.
“Yes…”
“Then I’ve got an idea for you.”
[image: image-placeholder]Sarah’s grand plan was for me to take some sexy photos for my husband. I mull it over and decide to take some on Friday while Martin is at work, but now I have more things to figure out. Would photos of me naked be best, or should I wear the costume? She suggested I could upload them to a forum for slutty wives and see my husband’s reaction.
The idea of sharing them turns me on more than I like to admit. Fuck, that’s hot. I’m a natural redhead and I know I’m attractive. Whenever I go shopping, I can feel the appreciative gazes of other people. I try to downplay my looks so that I don’t get attention unless it’s date night with Martin, but I’m always secretly thrilled whenever I know someone is watching me.
My hair and big breasts caught Martin’s attention when I was working at a diner. He wasn’t my normal type and if I hadn’t been coming out of a horrible relationship, I probably wouldn’t have given him the time of day. He treats me right, so I’ve always been glad I did.
Shortly after we got married, I hired a photographer to take boudoir shots of me. I figured I might as well get some sexy photos that I can someday reminisce about how hot I looked in my prime. Martin seemed thankful for the present, but he didn’t go crazy over them. Hell, I’m not sure what happened to them — I haven’t seen them in ages — so Sarah’s plan might not be worth the effort. It won’t hurt to give it a shot, though. If nothing else, I’ll have another set of erotic photos. The thought of posting them online revs my engine enough that Martin doesn’t even need to like them. I’m sure guys on the forum will.
My husband usually comes home for lunch and I want to do the photo shoot right afterwards, before he gets home from work. I get up early and dig around in my closet until I find the nurse costume and pull out a variety of lingerie. I’ve accumulated quite a collection over the years. Imagining myself in each outfit and posing for the camera turns me on, and I’m almost breathless with anticipation by lunchtime.
I want to make us sandwiches for lunch, but I lose track of time and have to hurry to throw them together. When he gets home for lunch, I’m sitting at the kitchen table in only a robe with my red hair slicked back in a ponytail. I try to act normal, as if my pussy isn’t wet and looking forward to this photo shoot. “Hey, love. I made you a sandwich.”
He smiles as he picks up the plate. “Looks delicious.”
He comes over and tugs on my ponytail while he gives me a deep kiss. Mmm, he should pull my hair more often. The kiss ends too soon, and I hold in a sigh as he sits down to eat. He doesn’t question why I’m in my robe. Would he notice if I was sitting here naked? We chat for a bit and as soon as he goes back to work, I hunt for the camera tripod stand.
I awkwardly pose for a few, giggling, but soon I get into it. Since I went through the effort of digging out the nurse costume and the tripod, there’s no reason not to take a bunch of shots. The high from posing for the photos is intense and I bring my favorite dildo out into the living room with me. Knowing I’m being a naughty girl and doing something I shouldn’t, coupled with the idea that I could give these freely to other men, intoxicates me.
When I finish, I have several slutty nurse poses, different lingerie shots, some tasteful nudes from the front and back, and a few really dirty close-ups of my pussy — with and without a toy in it.
After I hide all the evidence of my photo session and put the living room back to normal. I’m wearing my robe again with nothing on underneath and I bring a toy back out to the living room with me. I sit on the couch and spend a few minutes uploading a couple of pictures to the website Sarah recommended.
A wave of exhilaration rushes through my body as soon as I hit “submit”. Holy shit. I just posted my slutty, explicit pictures online. My pussy is a buzzing, needy mess and I need to fuck myself with a toy. My robe falls open, exposing my inner thighs and pussy to the cool air as I position my feet on the coffee table and spread my legs. I pound the biggest dildo I own into my sopping hole while leaning my back against the couch.
I imagine all the men who will use my photos to jack off. Being a woman is powerful. I love the idea that other guys will use my pictures while stroking. It’s the perfect amount of dirty. I hope it gets me that hard pounding from Martin.
I fuck myself as my heart races and waves of pleasure crash over me. I keep imagining telling Martin and all the filthy things he might do to me. I’ll casually mention it tomorrow while he works in the garage again and see if it gets me a repeat performance. The pressure keeps mounting until I can’t take it anymore. An eruption of pure ecstasy explodes from my core and I cry out as my body shudders from pleasure.
The orgasm is intense, but I’m still trembling with desire. Why stop at just one? I slide the toy in and out slowly, and I’m so involved with fucking myself that I don’t hear Martin come home. I’m surprised when he walks into the living room and unzips his coat. Oh, oops. My cheeks burn from how this must look to him. I’m on the couch, toy deep in my pussy, and still shivering from my first climax.
There’s a fire in his eyes as he focuses on the toy in my wet pussy. “Hey, babe. Enjoying yourself?”
Instead of being embarrassed, a flush of desire gives me courage. “Come here. I want to show you something.”
“Oh, yeah?”
He takes off his work shoes and then slips out of his coat and shirt before taking a seat next to me. I don’t bother removing the toy, though I stop playing with it, and he’s very focused on my pussy.
He shifts to his side so he can reach between my legs and grab hold of the base of the dildo. I moan from pleasure when he slides it in and out slowly.
“Is this what you wanted me to see?”
His breath tickles my neck, and I squirm from desire.
“No. Look at this.” I reach for my phone and open it to the website I posted the pictures on. I tip my phone screen towards him so he can see the post. His eyes take on a feral glint and I can tell he understands what I did.
“Any of those could be the centerfold of an adult magazine,” he whispers before dropping a few kisses on my shoulder.
Oh wow, he thinks they’re that good? I glance at them again while he plays with the toy in my pussy. Looking at them through his eyes, I see what he means, and I shudder from pleasure. I’m fucking hot.
I press my ass into the cushion, wanting his attention right where I need it. His mouth finds my breast, and he teases a nipple until I arch into his touch. He’s busy working the toy in and out of me, like he’s testing the depth of my desire. I moan and wiggle my hips, trying to get it in further.
I’m so turned on that I can’t hold back any longer. I push my pussy harder against his hand and whimper, “Fuck me, please?”
He stops sucking on my tit and grins devilishly at me. With a quick flick of his wrist, he pulls the toy out and lets it fall to the floor. He tugs me into his lap, and I take the hint and straddle him. Oooh, I’m fine with being on top today. I fumble with his belt buckle and he helps me pull it open and loosen his pants. Once his cock is free, I take hold of his shaft and guide it inside of me.
As I sink down onto him, he groans, “You’re so wet, baby. Did you get wet while taking the dirty pictures?”
My head spins from the pleasure as I bounce on his cock a few times. “Fuck, yes.”
He takes a firm hold on my hips and starts guiding me as I rotate them. We undulate together smoothly, and every inch of him massages my cave walls. I slide my hands up his chest, enjoying the texture of his chest hair, and grip his shoulders.
His voice is hoarse. “How did you feel when you shared the pictures?”
I have to think about it because my brain is fuzzy with lust. “Naughty… but also hot and turned on.”
“I bet you were already horny before you took them, weren’t you?”
“Oh God, yes.”
He chuckles. “You’re a bad girl, and I’m loving it.”
I moan loudly as he lifts me up and slams me down onto his cock. Knowing he likes this side of me makes it even hotter. I grip his shoulders tighter and grind my hips. His hands seek my breasts, tweaking my nipples and I gasp from the pleasure. I don’t know who’s more turned on — him or me. He growls and I bounce on him, fast and hard, whimpering from delight. This feels so amazing.
My clit throbs and I know I’m about to come. I smash against him, trying to get him as deep as possible. I want to prolong the pleasure and not come yet, but it’s a losing battle as the bliss skyrockets.
I kiss him deeply for a moment before panting, “Do you enjoy being married to a slut?”
He moans and I can feel him shaking beneath me. “God yes, so hot.”
“Do you want me to keep doing it?”
He holds me steady while he looks me deep into my eyes as he responds, “Always.”
The pure lust written on his face tells me he really wants this, and the knowledge tips me over the edge. I cry out as I go wild, pounding into him until the rapture overtakes me and I explode all over his cock. He groans and comes with me, flooding my pussy with ropes of sticky cum. We’re both mindless with pleasure for a few moments as I continue to fuck him with abandon.
Once I come down from my orgasm, I slow my movements and collapse on top of him. He holds me tight, whispering in my ear. “I love you.”
I’m dazed from my orgasm and I smile into his chest. “I love you too.”
He strokes my back as we both drift in our post-orgasmic haze. I could cuddle with him forever like this, but we need to figure out what’s for dinner soon.
“Amara?”
I kiss his shoulder. “Hmm?”
His voice is warm and I can tell he’s in a good mood when he says, “I really like this side of you. I’d be okay if it came out more often.”
Damn, Sarah was right about sharing the naughty pictures.
I give him a mysterious, “We’ll see,” and he chuckles.
If Martin keeps fucking me every time I post slutty pictures online, that website will see a lot more of me. I’m liking this new direction we’re heading.




Chapter 3


Later that night Martin and I snuggle on the couch watching a show, but my mind keeps replaying what happened earlier. Does he really want me to be slutty? I want to talk to him before I take this game too far and do something that he doesn’t like. 
My head is in his lap and I’ve stretched my legs out across the cushions. He brushes circles along my upper arm. I wait until the show ends before starting the conversation. “Hey, love, why do you like it when I’m slutty?”
He hums as if he’s thinking, turns off the television, and looks over at the mantlepiece. I turn my head to follow his gaze and notice our framed wedding photograph. The photo captures me wearing a long white dress, my hair flowing around my shoulders in wild curls. Martin looks stunningly handsome in his tuxedo, smiling down at me with his eyes crinkled in joy.
“Do you remember how free-spirited you used to be?” he asks, tracing his finger in a heart shape against my skin and sending shivers down my spine.
I think back. Yeah, I was a fucking mess. I’m about to tell him I was a real piece of work, but he continues. “How confident and sexy you were? I was so lucky to catch your eye.”
Wow, why didn’t he ever tell me this before? “I haven’t changed that much,” I protest, though it’s not entirely true. Marriage has calmed me in ways. It made me settle down because that’s what I thought I was supposed to do. But a part of me will always crave adventure and pushing boundaries.
He murmurs wistfully. “You were my red-haired sexual goddess that I didn’t think would ever be tamed.”
Wait. I sit up and stare at him. “Did you think I would cheat on you?”
He laughs at that. “Well, maybe not, but I figured you’d flirt with other men more than you do. I like it when men wish they could fuck you.”
This seems messed up. I give him a disbelieving look. “You LIKE that?”
“What’s not to like?” He chuckles again. “They think I’m a lucky bastard because my average ass somehow captured you.”
Does this mean our sex life declined because I stopped dressing like a slut when he and I got married? I think back to all the times I shoved aside my natural impulses so he wouldn’t feel threatened by guys giving me attention.
Understanding hits me like a truck, and my eyes widen. He wants me to be a slut.
Holy fuck.
“Well,” I say, desire rippling through me. I get up and straddle him, sliding my hands up his chest. “Aren’t you full of surprises?”
Martin’s eyes darken, and he pulls me in for a searing kiss. “It seems like you’re having fun being a slut,” he murmurs against my lips.
I kiss him back hungrily, desire pooling between my legs at being called a slut. “Oh yes,” I whisper. “This is one adventure I’m more than happy to explore, but where are the lines?”
Martin groans, his hands roaming over my body. “The boundaries are ours to set,” he says. “Whatever we’re both comfortable with. But I have to admit, the thought of watching you with another man, seeing the pleasure on your face as he fucks you...” He trails off with a shudder, grabbing my ass and pulling me down to grind against him.
My heart pounds, equal parts shock and arousal swirling in my veins. I never imagined Martin would harbor such a taboo fantasy, but the thought of indulging him is undeniably tempting.
“You’re a very naughty boy, aren’t you?” I tease, nipping at his neck. “Who would you pick for me? Someone you know I find attractive, or a stranger we find together?”
“Oh, I would do the picking,” he murmurs in my ear. “Someone younger, fitter. I want to direct him as he pleasures you and tell him exactly how hard to fuck you.” His crude words make me moan, intensifying the ache between my legs.
My mind blanks for a moment as I imagine Martin telling someone else what to do to me. Holy shit, why didn’t he share this kinky fantasy of his ages ago?
“Mmm, well, I know I’d love to take orders from you,” I purr, and rock my hips to increase the friction. His boldness ignites a fire in me, burning away any lingering doubts or inhibitions. Martin is awakening a side of me that craves raw, uninhibited passion.
“You’ve always loved being a dirty slut,” he growls. “And the thought of being at my mercy, following my every command while another man uses your body for my enjoyment, it turns you on, doesn’t it?”
“Yes,” I hiss. I love him like this—powerful and in control. The fantasy he’s weaving is wildly erotic, and not just because it’s his. The idea of being the center of attention from another guy is arousing.
Martin slips a hand between us, rubbing me through my panties. “So wet already,” he murmurs. “I knew you’d love this.” His fingers slide under the fabric, teasing my slick folds. “We’re going to have so much fun with this, baby.”
Wow, he’s serious. A simmer of lust runs from my head to my toes. If he wants this, I’m down with fucking another guy. I smile up at him, lust and love mingling in my gaze. “Are we really going to do this?”
“Oh yeah, we are,” he pants, and crushes his mouth to mine. Our tongues swirl together and my entire body is lit up with need. Between kisses, I moan, “When?”
He breaks off the kiss and holds both sides of my face, staring deeply into my soul. Adoration shines from his eyes when he whispers, “Soon.”
[image: image-placeholder]The next day, Martin spends the morning in the garage. I enjoy feeding him and make us sandwiches for lunch. When I call out to the garage and tell him to get his sexy ass in here for food, he comes in and sits down with a grin. Right before he shoves a corner of the sandwich into his mouth, he teases, “I have a surprise for you this evening.”
Butterflies swarm to life in my stomach as my eyes go round. “Tonight?” He better be saying what I think he is.
He takes a huge bite and makes me wait while he chews, and then takes a sip of his drink. All he replies with is, “Yep,” and I resist the urge to throw a slice of deli turkey at him.
I try to probe him for details. “Do I need to dress up?”
That makes him laugh. “No, you need to dress down. I want you naked when he gets here.”
A zip of pleasure runs straight to my pussy, and my nipples harden. My panties grow damp, and I resist the urge to wiggle against my chair to soothe the ache between my legs. Holy fuck. He invited someone over. This really is happening.
I spend the next few hours in a dither while Martin is outside mowing and whistling as he works in the yard. He’s clearly in a good mood while I’m a bundle of nerves and ready to burst from anticipation. Since I’m supposed to be naked, I take a long shower and make sure my own lawn is nice and tidy for company.
When the doorbell rings at 8 pm, I’m in the living room wearing only a robe. Martin guides me to the bedroom and tells me to get naked and lie down on the bed. I comply eagerly, my whole body thrumming with anticipation. Who has he invited over? Is this someone I know?
I hear Martin open the front door and greet someone. A masculine voice replies, but I can’t hear it well enough to recognize it. He better not have picked up some random guy from the corner. Hell, who am I kidding? I’d be fine with whoever he chose, just as long as the person fucks me.
Martin returns after a few minutes. “Are you ready?” he asks, a hungry gleam in his eyes as he looks me over. My pulse races and my mouth is too dry to respond, so I nod. He comes over to the side of the bed, and I see he has a silk sleep mask in his hand.
“Close your eyes,” he commands.
I gently close my eyes, and he leans over me. The silk mask fits snugly around my head. Not being able to see heightens my other senses and amplifies my desire. I listen intently as another set of footsteps enters the room. There’s a rustle of clothing, and a zipper being undone. The mattress dips under additional weight. Warm, callused hands run up my legs, and firm lips press passionate kisses on my throat. The scruff of the man’s beard rasps my skin, and I gasp, arching into his touch.
The bed shifts by my head, and I smell the familiar scent of my husband. “Relax, babe,” Martin murmurs, stroking my hair. “Just feel.”
The stranger’s hands skim higher, squeezing my breasts before sliding down to grasp my hips. Not knowing who is here is crazy erotic. His lips brush my neck and then his tongue licks me there, making me squirm. I can feel his cock pressing against my thigh. He pushes my legs open and positions himself between them. As he kisses down my stomach, I tense, anticipating what’s coming. How far down does he plan to go?
His warm breath tickles my landing strip before his thumbs pull my lower lips open. Oh fuck, he really is going for it. I moan as his tongue laps at my slit. It’s been years since anyone other than Martin has gone down on me. Whoever this is, he’s got a magical tongue. He sucks on my clit and the pleasure makes me cry out. I tilt my hips, grinding myself into his mouth. My pussy throbs and I want more.
Martin brushes his lips against mine, and I immediately throw myself into kissing him passionately. We moan into each other’s mouths, our tongues tangling together. He cups my breast and plays with a nipple, and I gasp as the pleasure runs straight to my clit. I don’t know what to do with my hands, so I clutch the bedding and try to keep my head from spinning out of control.
The man between my legs continues licking me with gusto as the pleasure increases. I’m getting close to coming and my toes curl as my thighs tremble. Suddenly, a finger probes my pussy and slides inside with no resistance. I whimper at the unexpected intrusion. Another finger joins the first, stretching my tight channel. I buck against him as the pleasure short circuits my brain.
When Martin sucks on my nipple, I can’t handle it any longer. My body is on fire as I come with a scream. I throw my arms around Martin and cling to him as the waves of bliss wash through me. When they fade, I’m gasping for air.
Martin releases my breast and strokes my cheek with a thumb. “You’re amazing,” he says huskily. “So sexy. All mine.”
“Yours,” I sigh as the mystery guy sits up and rubs the tip of his cock along my wet folds.
Martin whispers in my ear. “Is my slut ready for this?”
“Oh, God—yes,” I whimper, and Martin laughs.
My husband’s tone changes and I can tell he’s ready to take control. “My slut is ready to be fucked.”
The man between my legs is silent, and I wonder if that was something they agreed on. Oh fuck, maybe I really do know him and he’s staying quiet so I don’t recognize him? I couldn’t hear them well enough when he arrived to know for certain. The thought that I might know him shoots currents of energy through my body and turns me on even more.
The man lifts my leg over his shoulder and positions himself at my entrance. Martin growls, “Fuck her hard. I want to hear her scream again.”
Jesus, who is this man I married? I hold my breath as the mystery guy pushes forward, inch by slow inch, until his full length is buried deep. His cock is huge—bigger than Martin’s—and I moan as he stretches me out further than I have been in years. Hell, possibly ever. Maybe it’s the blindfold, but this guy feels enormous. I moan in pain and delight, wanting more of this feeling.
“Oh, fuck,” the man groans. “You’re so fucking tight.”
Wait, he’s speaking. Who is that? I try to figure it out as he starts hammering into me. My head whirls and I swear I’ve heard the voice before, but since I can’t place it immediately, I must not see him often.
The man grunts and pounds into me harder. I grab handfuls of the sheets and moan at the incredible sensation. I’ve never had sex like this with such an enormous cock, so fast and rough. It’s nothing like how Martin and I fuck. This is raw and primal.
The man’s body slams into mine again and again, and the bed rocks with his thrusts. Martin focuses on my nipples again, pulling at one while he sucks on the other. The delight is so intense, I have a hard time thinking or concentrating on anything but how good Martin’s mouth and the mystery guy’s cock feel.
“Your wife is a hot little slut,” the stranger growls, and I shiver at his words.
Martin is so fucking amazing. The eye mask was the best idea ever. I feel like I’m owned and being used at Martin’s request. As if sensing what I want, my husband directs us to change positions. “I want to see you fuck her from behind. Get on your knees, slut.”
My pussy clenches around the guy, and he groans as he pulls out. Dammit, I’m so close to coming! I lower my foot to the bed, and Martin moves away just enough for me to roll over. I get on my knees and prop myself up on my elbows.
Martin kisses me softly, toying with my bottom lip playfully as the guy behind me places his hands firmly on my hips. He doesn’t push in, and it seems like he’s waiting for permission. Martin is still in control, and I love it.
“Fuck her,” he orders.
The man behind me grunts and pushes forward. My body tightens, and I cry out. I want more. I need more. He pumps into me, his thrusts long and hard. Martin releases his hold on my face, and I fall forward into the bed. I let go mentally, surrendering to the pleasure as the guy uses me.
I’m so close to coming again, and I’m crying out with every hard whack against my pussy.
“Do you want to come?” Martin asks, his voice full of lust.
I whimper, “Yes, please!”
“Beg for it,” he commands.
Oh God, this is so dirty. I fill my lungs and cry out, “I want to come, please, Martin. Please let me come!”
The man pounds into me harder as I beg.
Martin leans in, his mouth close to my ear. “Do you want him to come inside you?”
Ohhhh, fuck. Imagining some unknown guy blowing his load inside me is more than I can handle. I scream out, “Yesssss,” as I explode around his cock. My orgasm hits me hard and the waves of pleasure sweep me away to a higher plane of existence as the guy continues to fuck me.
Martin chuckles, as if he’s delighted he made me come. He rubs my back and tells the guy, “Finish inside her. She’s a filthy slut who loves a pussy full of cum.”
The guy grunts as he tenses and gives one final hard thrust and fills me with ropes and ropes of sticky cum. I swear I can feel it coating me, and I moan as he pulls out. Our combined wetness leaks out and runs down my inner thigh. Fuck, that’s filthy. He slaps my ass and I yelp before collapsing onto my stomach on the bed. My entire body is tingling from head to toe. I’ve never felt this good.
I drift as the men talk, and as the pleasure subsides, I yawn and snuggle into the bed. My mind shuts off.
[image: image-placeholder]When I come back to myself, I’m curled up in Martin’s arms and the eye mask is off. The other man is gone, though I can still feel the ghost of his touch on my skin.
Martin strokes my hair, pressing tender kisses to my forehead. “How do you feel?” he asks gently.
“Good,” I murmur. “Really good. That was amazing.”
He chuckles, the sound rumbling through his chest. “I’m glad. You seemed to enjoy yourself.”
“I did.” I tilt my head up to meet his gaze. “But just to be clear, I’m yours. Only yours.”
“I know that.” His eyes soften. “Watching you come apart for another man was so fucking erotic.”
When he speaks, his cock surges against my side. I kiss him, slow and deep. “I love you, Martin, and no one will ever come between us.”
Or at least not unless Martin wants someone to cum between us, but I don’t say that. 
He gives a low chuckle, as if he had the same thought as he murmurs against my lips. “You’re my always and forever.”
“And you’re mine,” I whisper as I push him onto his back and climb on top of him. It’s time to reward my husband for a wonderful night of pleasure. I grip his cock and guide it into me. I’m sopping wet from my juices and the other guy’s cum, and Martin groans as I slide down his shaft.
I rock my hips and ride him slowly, watching the pleasure ripple across his face. I put my hands on his chest to steady myself and I knock against him in the rhythm I know he likes. Pleasure builds in my core and I can tell I’m going to come again. I didn’t expect another orgasm, and I speed up my movements.
He knows me well enough to tell I’m close. His voice is strained when he murmurs, “That’s it, baby. Come for me.”
I feel his cock twitch inside me, and I moan loudly as I come again. I ride him as stars explode along my vision. He grasps my hips and shudders when he comes. I milk his cock until the delight fades, and then collapse forward onto his chest. I can hear him panting, and it makes me smile in satisfaction at a job well done.
Rolling off him with a groan, I can feel his cum leaking out of me, creating an even bigger mess of me and the sheets. We’ll have to change them, but that’s tomorrow’s problem. Tonight was totally worth it. 
Martin snuggles against me and I fall asleep with a smile on my face.
[image: image-placeholder]The next morning, I wake up tangled in Martin’s arms. Last night’s encounter feels like a fever dream, but the pleasant ache between my legs is proof that it was all too real.
Martin stirs and presses a kiss on my neck. “How are you feeling?” he murmurs.
“Good.” I snuggle close, tracing my fingers down his chest. “You?”
“Fantastic.” His eyes glint with mischief. “I wouldn’t mind a repeat performance, if you’re interested.”
I laugh. “Maybe not right away. We have the rest of our lives to explore, right?”
“That’s true.” He pulls me closer. “But a guy can hope.”
“Mmm.” I kiss him languidly, pouring all my love and desire into it. “Hope away. I have a feeling you’ll get your wish… eventually.”
The End
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Servicing the Senior Partner Excerpt


If you haven’t read the first hotwife story I wrote, here’s is chapter 1 of Servicing the Senior Partner.  
[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 Excerpt

If you want more, you can find the book at: 
https://mybook.to/servicingseniorpartner
or the bundle at:
https://mybook.to/fourlawyersbundle
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