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            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      As I stroll into the vet clinic on Friday afternoon to pick up my cat, I think about my husband Ian’s offer to open our marriage and allow me to fuck other men. For the last couple of months, we've been discussing the idea of me being a hotwife, and I’ve been hesitant. I don’t need other men. Sure, the idea sounds appealing, but it’s not worth risking my marriage over—at least, I didn’t think so, but after a deep conversation last night, Ian made it clear that this is something he wants to try if I’m willing.

      I find it hard to believe he wants me to fuck other people and then tell him about it, and that he doesn’t want to go out and find himself a side piece as well. But he asked me to look up a bunch of stuff on the internet about hotwives, and I guess it’s a legit thing.

      Last night, after admitting that the idea turns me on, I finally agreed to it. Fucking other men with his permission sounds great, but I don’t know how I’m going to find someone I actually want to do this with. Ian left it up to me to decide when and with whom for the first time. He wants it to feel right for me. But what if it never feels right? That’s the problem.

      The veterinarian clinic is deserted. It’s a new clinic and I’ve never been here before. Buddy, my old-man cat, had a chipped tooth, and they needed to put him under to pull it. They wanted to keep him overnight to monitor him, so my husband dropped Buddy off yesterday and prepaid. All I have to do is grab my kitty and head out.

      I sit down on a chair and wait for someone to notice I’m here. The pressure of the bench against my pussy reminds me I’ve been turned on all morning. I might have to go home and do something about it. After the talk with Ian last night, I had a sex dream where I was getting railed by a bunch of men in an alley. Not really what I’m into, but I guess my brain liked the idea in a dreamland.

      Finally, the front desk worker pops out from the back room. She’s a young, pretty woman with black hair and she greets me. “Oh hey, sorry. I didn’t hear you come in.”

      Her friendly smile sets me at ease. “Oh, it’s fine,” I respond, as I return her smile.

      She gestures toward the clinic area. “Come on back. We’re closing early today and you’re our last appointment. The vet wants to go over some things with you,” she offers sweetly.

      I follow her into an exam room. Since the office is new, everything sparkles and is spotless. The examination table is a long, brushed metal surface at waist height. The room is fairly bare other than a counter, and a bench against the wall, but that probably makes it easier to clean.

      The front desk woman checks my cat’s file. “Okay, wait here and I’ll let Jace know you’re ready.”

      I thank her and settle in on the bench. Pulling out my phone, I text my best friend, Sasha, to continue the conversation I had this morning with her about Ian’s desire for me to fuck other men. We had to stop mid conversation so I could come and get Buddy. It looks like she messaged me while I was driving here.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sasha

      

      
        Wait, did you take your cat to the new vet place on the corner of 64th?

      

      

      

      

      

      What’s this? This place has a reputation? I hope she’s still on her phone, and I quickly reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        Yeah, is something wrong with this place?

      

      

      

      

      

      When I see chat bubbles pop up showing she’s typing, I relax. Okay, she’ll give me the dirt.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sasha

      

      
        Not wrong... but that’s the place with the super hot vet who gives “extra” services to women if they ask for them.

      

      

      

      

      

      Um... what the fuck is she talking about?

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        Extra services. Like clip the cat’s nails if I ask?

      

      

      

      

      

      She replies with a big laughing emoji.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sasha

      

      
        You’re so naïve, it’s adorable. No, if someone asks for extra services and makes it obvious they want sex, he’ll fuck them.

      

      

      

      

      

      I actually laugh out loud at that. It’s so messed up. But there’s no way I’m paying some dude to fuck me. It doesn’t matter how hot he is. Huh, who knew we had a gigolo vet in town? Go us.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        I’m NOT interested, but did anyone say how much he charges?

      

      

      

      

      

      She sends me another laughing emoji.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sasha

      

      
        It’s free. If you want to fuck him, just tell him you heard about extra services and are interested in what he offers. Your husband said you could fuck someone else, so why not?

      

      

      

      

      

      Oh God, she’s crazy. I’m about to tell her so, but the exam room door opens, and I quickly set my phone down. My mouth drops open as the vet walks in.

      Holy shit.

      He’s probably in his late thirties, and he’s smoking hot. His dark brown hair is swept back, accentuating the deep blue of his eyes. His lab coat is unbuttoned over a pair of blue scrubs, which doesn’t hide his powerful, fit frame.

      I immediately can tell he’s a dominant guy. He commands the room with his sheer presence, and I imagine being on my knees for him. Yep, I’m totally a thirsty slut.

      “Hi, I’m Jace.” He holds out his hand and I stand up to shake it. As my palm touches his, a tingle of desire ripples down my spine. Mmm, yeah, I’d take extra services from this guy, but no way would I ask for them.

      “Hey, I’m Erin.” My voice sounds breathy, but I can’t help myself.

      He shoots me a sexy grin. “Nice to meet you.”

      I try to hide how immediately attracted I am to him, and give him a soft smile. “Nice to meet you too.”

      Jace is taller than I am, and I imagine him bending me over the exam table. This is what I get for having a sex dream and not getting myself off this morning. I should have been playing with my toys instead of watching reality TV shows and chatting with Sasha until I had to come pick up Buddy.

      Jace spends a few minutes going over how Buddy is doing and has a list of instructions for after-surgery care. He said it’s all on the form, so once I know Buddy will be okay, I barely pay attention. I’m too busy looking at his thick fingers holding the paper and daydreaming about him dominating me.

      I don’t even know where the thought is coming from, but something about him exudes confidence and control. A desire to surrender overtakes me as my pussy pulses and I feel my panties grow wet. Yeah, I’m totally going to play with my toys when I get home and imagine this guy fucking me.

      He’s staring into my eyes deeply as he talks, and I can feel my pulse race as my body responds. The corners of his mouth lift and his eyes twinkle, as if he can tell what I’m thinking.

      I’m suddenly unsure of what to do with my hands, and I rub them against my jeans self-consciously. I want to lick every inch of his gorgeous body, and then ride his cock like I’m on the Tilt-A-Whirl at the fair.

      When a tap on the door interrupts us, it opens and reveals the front desk worker as she pops her head in. “Hey, is it okay if I head home? Everything is locked up.”

      “Sure, have a good weekend.” Jace gives her that sexy smile of his and she blushes–yeah, I don’t blame her.

      She closes the door behind her and it’s just me and Jace in the exam room again. Alone. My heart hammers as his eyes land on mine and electricity sizzles between us. Um, wow... I can tell he finds me attractive, but he’s probably got all the neighborhood women drooling and hoping to fuck him. Hell, who knows how many people were in here already today asking for extra services. He might be exhausted.

      There’s no way in heck I’m going to fuck the vet—that just doesn’t happen outside of books and movies—but I could flirt with him a little just to see what he says. I keep my voice silky smooth. “Does your office offer any extra services?”

      The hot vet grins and he rakes his eyes over my body, making my nipples harden. Oh yeah, he didn’t misinterpret my meaning. I wish he would rip my clothes off right here. His eyes burn with intensity. “Not if you’re married. It’s bad for business if an angry husband comes storming in.”

      He looks down pointedly at the wedding ring on my hand, and I almost laugh. Holy shit, Sasha was right. He DOES fuck women who come in. God, why is this idea so hot? Do I just want to be a number? It’s a good thing I’m not seriously considering doing this… I don’t think.

      There’s a noticeable bulge in his scrubs. Oooh, he’s turned on. Shame and desire burns in my throat, and my brain blips out. All I can think about is fucking him, and I feel like such a slut.

      I didn’t expect to get so turned on by the temptation of fucking someone other than my husband. Talking about it was just theoretical, but being here with the possibility of it actually happening makes my pulse quicken with forbidden longing.

      I fight the urge to sway towards him as a lusty feeling of warmth settles over me. Hell, why don’t I fuck him? My husband wants me to. I can text Ian afterwards and tell him to come home prepared to hear about my slutty adventure.

      Wet heat flares between my legs, and my body lights up as I make my decision. I’m going for it. It’s time to make it clear what I want.

      I keep my eyes glued to his as I run my fingers up his forearms and give him a coy smile. “I am married, but I have permission to play.”

      The corners of his mouth quirk as he moves closer and reaches out to finger a lock of my dark hair. I let out my breath and lower my eyes at his touch. “So your husband is fine with you fucking other men?”

      He caresses my cheek, tracing along my jawline until he reaches my chin and tips it up so I’m gazing into his eyes again.

      I hold my breath. The thought of fucking Jace makes me hotter than I can stand. I’m dying for him to press his lips to mine.

      His words are like velvet. “Because I have to warn you, I’m not gentle and I like to share.”

      Um... share? The question must be in my eyes because he answers me. “You’ve got a beautiful mouth. I’d love to see your lips wrapped around my technician’s cock while I fuck you.”

      Ooooohhh... My pussy flutters, and a wild impulse rises within me. This is something I haven’t done before. The idea of strangers sharing me makes my inner muscles clench. My husband didn’t say I could fuck two guys, but he didn’t say I couldn’t either. Does one more cock matter that much? I take a breath and gather my courage.

      I answer him honestly. “I’d like that.” My heart races and I continue without thinking. “I want to feel your cock inside me.”

      His hand slips around my neck, and I lean towards him. I’m about to throw all caution to the wind and let this sexy stranger do whatever he wants to me.

      The door to the room opens, interrupting us. I jump back from Jace when a guy in his twenties enters. He’s got scrubs on and has a name tag, so he must be the technician whom Jace wants to see in my mouth.

      The new guy smiles. “Hey, I’m Matt.”

      Hot damn. He’s freaking gorgeous. Matt has short, blonde hair and deep-set, gray eyes. But the part that makes me warm and tingly is that his arms are covered with tattoos.

      I never thought a tattooed man would do it for me, but Matt is hot. He’s an Adonis of masculinity that makes my entire body ache. I love how he exudes a raw, sexy, male energy. He’s definitely my type of guy, and he’s definitely too young for me in any other circumstance but this.

      Mmm, both of them are together at once? Yep, I want this. I let out a breath and I try to compose myself. I’m acting like a wanton slut, but I can’t help it.

      Jace nods towards me and speaks to Matt. “Erin would like some additional services. Are you interested in joining us?”

      Matt looks up and down my body, and his eyes take on a gleam. “Oh, yeah.”

      Shit, they do this together often? I mean, looking at them, I’m not surprised. This makes it even dirtier.

      “Matt, why don’t you go make sure Buddy is comfortable, and then come back so we can help Erin.”

      Matt grins at me and leaves. When the door closes, Jace turns to me and raises a questioning eyebrow. “I need to hear you say it. Say you want to fuck us both.”

      I didn’t expect the need for explicit consent, and my mind whirls. My college years weren’t crazy, so this is the sluttiest thing I’ve ever done in my entire life. I don’t know if Ian is ever going to want me to do this again, so I better make this good. Go big or go home, right?

      My brain buzzes as I imagine being their shared fucktoy. There’s no question that I want this, but it’s more than just fucking someone. There’s something that my sweet husband can’t give me and I think Jace can: I crave roughness. I want to be boneless with pleasure and sore when they’re done with me, and go home feeling used. I want to be the ultimate slut who lets strangers fuck her and leave her dripping with their cum.

      Oh, he’s waiting for my answer. I lower my eyes again and my voice is soft. “Yes, please fuck me. Use me however you want to use me.” Oh god, I feel a hint of shame for being such a slut, but I push it aside and add firmly, “You can do whatever you want to my mouth and my pussy. I want you both to take turns fucking me and filling my holes.”

      I peek up at him and his lips curl as if he’s pleased and his gaze glitters with undisguised lust. “Good girl.”

      His ‘good girl’ sizzles my brain and the air becomes charged with sexual energy. Ohhhh, I think he’s going to give me what I want.

      He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my jeans and pulls me towards him. “It’s time for you to undress so I can examine all your holes.”

      The next thing I know, he releases the button of my jeans and he’s bending me over the side of the examination table. Since the table is too high for my feet to reach the floor, he has to boost me up. The surface is slippery and I grab the edge to hold on. I kick my sandals off while he pulls my jeans down, exposing my blue cotton panties. I would have worn something sexier if I had known this was going to happen, but he doesn’t seem to care.

      “What a good little slut.” He rubs my pussy through my panties and my head spins. I love the harsh, dirty talk. He can call me whatever he wants.

      As he peels my jeans all the way off, I study a chart on the wall that shows how to tell if your cat is obese. Yep, Buddy is a chonky boy. This entire moment feels surreal. Today was just a normal day. How did I get here?

      He slips a finger under the band of my panties, seeking my clit. A pulse of joy in my core makes me gasp. Yeah, who cares how I got here? This is fabulous. If they spit-roast me, it’s going to fulfill a fantasy I’ve dreamed about but never thought would happen.

      I listen to the sound of his zipper going down while he continues to rub circles around my clit. Soft pings of delight radiate through me. Ohhh... this is definitely happening. He moves my panties aside and pulls my hips up, spreading my legs apart with his. When I feel the head of his cock probing my slit, I don’t dare to breathe, afraid I might accidentally wake up if this is a dream.

      The pressure against my entrance increases, and then with one fierce thrust he buries himself to the hilt. My mouth falls open as I give a long moan from the intense bliss. My fingers grasp the side of the table tighter as he fills me. Fuck... this feels so good. I want more.

      I peep out tiny cries, and try to push backwards against him. He digs his hands into my hips roughly and forces me to hold still. He lets out a harsh growl. “Let’s get one thing clear, little slut. I’m in control.” His hand moves to my lower back, and he shoves me flat against the cool surface.

      I whimper and pant as I obey his command to lie still. I want more, so much more. His hands move from my hips to cup my ass and squeeze it tight before he plunges back inside me with one deep thrust. “Fuuuuck,” I cry out as my hands clutch at the sides of the exam table. His thrusts become powerful and rapid. Each slam into me jars me forward. I struggle to remain in the same position, so he won’t stop again.

      “I think I found a pussy that needs testing,” he mutters darkly as he plunges in and out of my slick folds. His words send shivers of delight through me. He can test that hole all he wants.

      Suddenly, he withdraws, and I yelp at the unexpected loss. I’m addicted to his length already. An unfamiliar madness seizes me and I writhe and mewl out in protest. I need more—more of him, and I need to suck on Matt.

      His voice brings me back from my fantasies. “Did I say you could move?” he scolds. I freeze, my body shaking as I fight an impulse to look at him over my shoulder. I need to remember this is his show. Biting my lip, I shake my head in response and whisper, “No.”

      His hands slowly trace the curve of my ass before moving between my legs again. I lift my hips without thinking, offering my dripping sex to him, and he rewards my efforts with two fingers delving into my tight channel. My juices drip over his fingers, and my breath hitches as he finger fucks me while spanking my ass.

      Shit... fuck... I wasn’t expecting him to spank me. He’s not doing it hard, but a fuzziness steals over me and I can feel myself sinking further into the mindset of being just a fucktoy. This is what I wanted, and it’s glorious.

      I struggle to obey his command to not move. Each thrust of his fingers creates an inferno of need inside me. I’m moaning, and start mindlessly grinding against his hand and lifting my ass with every spank.

      When he pulls his fingers out of my pussy and I feel him rubbing my asshole with them, I cry out. Oh god, what is he doing?

      He wraps my hair around his fist and pulls my head back. “Stay still, you filthy slut. I said I had to examine you.”

      I squirm on the table as he continues to massage my forbidden hole. Fuck, this is so hot, and I’m loving the new level of depravity I’m willing to allow. I want to feel him inside my ass so much, and I’ve never had anal sex. If he goes for it, I won’t stop him.

      A whimper escapes me as he releases my head and grasps my hips. I inhale sharply, trembling as I await his next move. He forces my legs farther apart and I hold my breath. Is he going to do it? His hands spread my ass cheeks, and the tip of his cock nudges my asshole.

      Oh god. It feels good. Tension coils low in my belly as the pressure increases and I expect him to slip inside at any moment, but he backs off.

      His voice is low and strained. “We’ll leave that hole for your next visit.”

      His words sizzle my brain, and I whimper when he plunges his cock back into my pussy. Ohhhhh, fuck. This is more intense than before. He feels so big. He stills and caresses my ass. I start to pant and let out a long exhale. God, it feels amazing. My pussy pulses in excitement and the rapture builds in layers.

      I’m so far gone, I almost don’t hear the door open until Jace laughs. “Took you long enough. Erin’s been begging to suck someone’s cock.”

      “Oh, yeah?” Matt’s voice sounds amused, and I want to protest that I really wasn’t begging to suck on anything, but I stay quiet. Whether or not I voiced it, I do want to suck on him. I want everything. If Jace had shoved his cock in my ass, I would have thanked him and asked for more.

      Jace holds my hips firmly, and my body vibrates with intense pleasure as he pounds into me relentlessly. His rhythm drives me closer and closer to the brink of ecstasy. I can feel my orgasm about to peak, and I rock my hips back against him, encouraging him to increase the pace.

      Instead of going faster, he pulls out and slaps my ass. “Get on all fours. It’s time to see those pretty lips wrapped around his cock.”

      Mmmm, yes. I scramble down on the floor and close my eyes as Jace kneels behind me. The cold tiles bite into my knees, but I don’t care.

      “Be a good slut and let Matt use your mouth,” Jace commands as his fingers brush against my clit.

      “Yes, I’m a good girl,” I murmur as Matt kneels in front of me and pushes the spongy head of his cock against my lips. I open my mouth eagerly, and he guides his shaft in. He tastes different from my husband, but it’s not unpleasant. His cock is thick, and I swirl my tongue along the veins, enjoying his groan of pleasure.

      Nothing matters at this moment other than both of them filling me. I’m a slut who wants to get used by whoever wants me. If there were more men in the room, I’d beg them all to fuck me. This is the dirtiest thing I’ve ever done in my life. I can’t believe I’m being so shameless. I really am a slut.

      I moan around Matt’s thick shaft as Jace plunges into me again, and my body shakes with desire as my pussy spasms. This is beyond messed up, and I love it. My moans grow louder as both men ravage my mouth and my pussy. The tension builds quickly this time, and soon I’m close to tipping over the edge again. My thighs tense and my toes curl as I inch closer to my orgasm.

      Matt and Jace fuck me harder as I moan and try to match their pace. I lose myself in the bliss of their cocks driving into me, sucking harder as Matt pumps in and out of my mouth.

      “Mmm, mmmm...” I groan loudly around him, struggling to take every inch of his cock. Matt responds with a loud grunt, “Oh, fuck. That’s it, baby.”

      It feels so good and I bob up and down, swallowing him all the way until he hits the back of my throat. I choke, but don’t stop. I need to satisfy them both, and I force my throat to relax so Matt can slide in and out easier. Whenever Jace whacks against my ass, it forces Matt further into my mouth. They’re fucking both my holes at an unrelenting pace. This is so wonderfully dirty.

      It’s not long before I lose all semblance of control. My legs tremble as Matt and Jace work in tandem, alternately plunging into my mouth and my pussy. The ecstasy builds until I can’t take it anymore. I explode, and a loud moan escapes my mouth as waves of rapture crash into me. My pussy quivers around Jace’s cock as the bliss continues to spike.

      Neither man stops pounding into me, even as I melt underneath them. When Matt shoots his cum down my throat, I drink every drop. “Mmm, yes, good girl. Swallow every bit,” he says huskily.

      I savor the flavor of his essence on my tongue and revel in the feeling of being used. Who knew I would like this so much?

      Jace picks up speed behind me, and his harsh breathing tells me he’s close. He’s grunting in pleasure as his thrusts become faster, and soon his groans of ecstasy echo through the room as he empties his hot seed inside me.

      “Ah, fuck,” he sighs before pulling out. A rush of his cum mixed with my juices splashes on my leg and it shocks me back to my senses. I’m on my knees in the middle of the exam room with two guys I just met, and all I want is more.

      I lean forward and rest my head on my arms, whispering hoarsely, “Wow.”

      Both men laugh in appreciation.

      The men talk briefly while I float in a daze of joy. Matt leaves the room to check on my kitty, and Jace cleans me up with some wipes and helps me dress. When I’m ready, I stand there staring at him awkwardly. How does he end these encounters with other women? Does he wish them a happy life? I can’t think of what to say, and I’m relieved when Jace speaks first.

      “Erin, that was wonderful. Are you all right?”

      He brushes away a strand of hair that is sticking to the side of my face and tucks it behind my ear. I can only nod yes. My head is spinning and my legs tremble, but I feel incredible. My body feels deliciously used, and my mind is mush. I’ve had plenty of great sex, but this experience is easily in the top five. It’s not even that I took two men at once, though that was incredible. It was the depravity of letting my vet fuck me in his office and use me like a toy while sucking on another worker that made it a mind-blowing experience.

      Shit, I hope Ian still lets me fuck other people. I don’t want this to be a one-time thing. I want to be a hotwife now.

      He puts his hands on my shoulders and gazes down into my eyes. “Are you okay with driving home?”

      This time I can find my voice and do more than just nod. “Yeah, I’ll be fine. Just a little overwhelmed.”

      He gives me a gentle kiss on my lips. “It’s not always like this. You’re a very special person.”

      I can’t help the rush of joy I get from his words. Even if he says that to all the women, it’s still nice to hear.

      He pulls out his cell phone. “Can I have your number so we can talk later?”

      It doesn’t cross my mind to say no. “Yeah, sure.” I rattle off my cell phone number and he punches it into his contact list.

      “Thanks.” He winks at me. “It’s always fun to get to know someone outside of a one-night stand.”

      I don’t know why since I just fucked him, but I feel shy. This entire experience has been intense, but in a good way. He runs a hand through my hair tenderly, and it surprises me when it feels so natural. I want this to continue, whatever this is.

      He touches his forehead to mine, and we stay that way for several moments before he steps back and walks me out to the lobby. Matt is waiting with my cat in the carrier, and I wave goodbye to the guys on my way out.

      On the drive home, I hum to the music on the radio, thinking about how crazy this day has been. I can’t wait to tell my husband all about it, and hopefully he wants me to continue being a hotwife. Hell, I just gave my number to the vet, so maybe someday I’ll fuck him again.

      This hotwife thing could work out nicely after all.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

        

      

    

    
      I almost call Ian while I’m in the car, but I figure it’s better to wait until I can focus on the conversation. I hope he doesn’t get mad that I took on two men. It’s not like they were both in my pussy, so it’ll be fine, right?

      He gave me permission for fucking other guys if it felt right. And this definitely felt right. Two hot, well-hung men devoured me. I love how they fucked me until I was almost mindless with lust. I need more of that in my life.

      After I get home and make sure Buddy is fine, I sit down in the living room with a bottle of water and a snack so I can text my husband. When I woke up this morning the day seemed so ordinary, and now I feel as if my life has completely changed.

      My hands shake with excitement as I type.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        Something crazy happened today. Do you want the details now, or later?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ian

      

      
        I’m stuck on a stupid Zoom meeting and it’s boring. Tell me now.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        Okay! Remember your request from last night? About fucking another guy? Well, one just kind of fell into my lap today. It was the vet, and he invited a co-worker to join in. So I got to play with them BOTH! I guess I’m a hotwife now. I really hope that’s what you want to hear, because I loved it.

      

      

      

      

      

      My fingers hover over the screen, not sure how much more I should write. It takes forever for him to respond, and when he does, I giggle.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ian

      

      
        Fuck, I have a tent in my pants. Did they come inside you?

      

      

      

      

      

      Mmm, oh yeah, they filled me so much it was running out of me.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        They sure did.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ian

      

      
        Was it just your pussy or did they fill other holes?

      

      

      

      

      

      Um... holy shit, Ian is totally into this.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        My pussy and my mouth.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ian

      

      
        Which did you enjoy more?

      

      

      

      

      

      A delicious naughty feeling shoots through my body as I think about the two men. It’s hard to compare because they didn’t both fuck me, but Jace is closer to my age and I loved his dirty talk. I don’t want my husband to feel threatened, so I try to be cheeky.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        I prefer your cock.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ian

      

      
        Hah, tell the truth.

      

      

      

      

      

      I can’t lie, but I can change the subject.

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        This is silly. You have a hotwife now, who you can play with as often as you want. Come home so I can fuck you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I feel bad for him if he has a raging erection. Poor baby is going to just have to wait until he gets home. I look and it’s barely 3pm. Shit, he won’t be home for a couple of hours. This is going to be torture for me as well.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ian

      

      
        You’re changing the subject, but fine, I’ll wait for the details. I want you naked in bed when I get home.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Erin

      

      
        It’s a date.

      

      

      

      

      

      I rub my nipples through my shirt and pull at the stiff peaks. I need Ian’s mouth on my breasts tonight. The girls didn’t get much attention today, and I’m feeling needy. I’m tempted to touch myself and use a toy, but I want to wait for Ian. Tonight is going to be fun.

      Oh shit, I better tell Sasha what happened. That will entertain me for a bit. She’ll be amazed at my sluttiness. I type away on my phone with glee and get lost in conversation with her.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I’m naked in bed with my eyes closed when Ian gets home. I’m playing with my tits and have a vibrator pushed into my wetness while I daydream about my slutty vet appointment.

      My eyes snap open when he walks through the door. I shoot him a lusty smile and remove the vibrator so he can see the moisture coating my fingers. “Welcome home, honey. Would you like a taste?”

      He takes a step towards me, but instead of diving for me as I hoped, he strips off his clothing slowly. I lick my lips when I see his cock. It’s standing straight out, hard, and glistening with his pre-cum. When he sits on the bed, he growls, “No, you’re going to come up here and straddle my lap so you can ride my cock while you tell me about what you did with the vet and his employee.”

      A delicious shiver races through me. When did he get so bossy? I like this version of him.  I climb into his lap and guide his hardness to my pussy, moaning from delight as he fills me. My body tenses for a second and then relaxes as I adjust to him. He likes it when I’m on top.

      “Okay, I’m not sure where to start.”

      His mouth lands on mine, and I lean forward and wrap my arms around his neck as I rock against him. He tastes spicy and warm—like I’m home. My pussy contracts around him and his hands wander to my tits. He pulls a breast to his mouth and sucks. His touch is so familiar, and I moan, “God, this feels so good. You know just what I like.”

      When he flicks his tongue around my nipple and sucks harder, I moan louder and grind on the base of his cock. This is why sex with my husband is always going to be better than with anyone else. He knows exactly how to give me the most pleasure. After so many years together, we’re like a well-oiled machine, and the experience today highlights that. Fucking other men was fun, and was an amazing experience, but coming home to Ian is what makes it awesome.

      As I bounce up and down on my husband’s thick shaft, I share the details of my crazy day. I tell him about what Sasha told me, and how I propositioned the vet. I explained what they both looked like, and paint a vivid picture of how they fucked me. Telling Ian about my slutty exploits is erotic, and I slam down harder on him with each new admission.

      Once I think I’m done with the story, I’m about to fuck him furiously and try to get him to blow his load, but I realize I left something out.

      “Oh, honey...”

      He rolls us over on the bed so he’s on top and feasts on a breast before answering. “Yes?”

      A spiral of desire makes me arch against him, and I’m breathless when I speak. “I forgot to mention something.”

      “Mmm hmm?” He switches breasts and sucks on my other nipple harder than usual.

      I squeal from the pleasurable pain and buck against him, forcing his cock in as deep as he can go. Fuuuck, he’s driving me insane.

      He tugs on my nipple with his lips and murmurs, “Tell me.”

      Fuck! Okay. “Jace didn’t fuck my ass, but he fingered it.”

      Ian stops all movement and looks up at me. “You let him stick his finger in your ass?”

      Oh, shit... is he pissed? I open my mouth to tell him he didn’t actually stick his finger in, but I don’t have time to think because Ian sits back on his heels, lifts my ankles onto his shoulders and hammers into me. His eyes bore into mine with ferocity. “You are MINE,” he grunts. “That means all your holes are mine.”

      “Yes... yours,” I moan and close my eyes as the bliss builds. His possessiveness thrills me. I am his. My husband’s cock fills my pussy to perfection; no other cock is better.

      “Good,” he growls and redoubles his efforts, slamming into me with such vigor I can tell I’m going to be sore tomorrow. I welcome the pain.

      When he reaches down and slides his thumb past my asshole’s tight ring of muscles, I groan from the unexpected pleasure. His voice is harsh. “I own this too.”

      The idea that I belong to him makes me go half out of my mind and my muscles tighten as I spiral towards my climax. “Ian... Ian... Yes... Ohhh god...” I’m practically screaming as he fingers my ass while his thick shaft pumps in and out of my pussy with hard, fast strokes.

      “Fuck, Erin.” Ian grunts and swivels his hips, drilling into me with a primal need as his thumb penetrates deeper.

      Pleasure slams into me, and I feel as if I’m flying as a wave of ecstasy radiates throughout my entire body. It's a soul-shaking orgasm that sends me shooting sky high.

      My husband goes wild when I climax, fucking me with abandon. He removes his thumb and grunts as he gives one last thrust and empties ropes of his sticky cum deep inside me.

      “Mmmm....” I mumble as he collapses on top of me, nuzzling into the side of my neck.

      He whispers, “You’re the best,” and a warmth steals over me.

      I hold him tight, running my fingers gently down his back as our bodies cool down. My pussy is deliciously tender and tiny spasms of delight continue to ripple through me, but my brain is humming. I never expected him to fuck me so hard. Was it because I let Jace play with my ass? Maybe we both have secrets that turn us on.

      We move onto our sides and I snuggle up against his chest. He pulls my hand to his mouth and kisses the pads of my fingers one by one. “I love you,” he whispers. “So, you’ll do it again—fuck other men? You want to be a hotwife?”

      I nod. “Yeah, I’ll totally do it again.”

      “Thank you.”

      I glance at his face. “For what?”

      He kisses me tenderly. “Trusting me, indulging in my fantasy.”

      “I wanted to do it,” I protest. He needs to know I didn’t do this just for him. I wanted to fuck Jace and Matt.

      He grins. “Yeah, my slutty wife loved getting it in two holes.”

      “Mmm, I did.”

      I bury my head in his chest and inhale his familiar scent. Shit, what a wild day it’s been.

      We’re both quiet for a few moments until Ian shocks me when he pipes up. “I enjoy seeing this slutty side of you. If I invite my friend from the office over to fuck you, can I watch?”

      Holy fuck, who is this man I married?

      I thought fucking a stranger would satisfy my curiosity, but now I want more. Ian asking to watch is the icing on the cake.

      I purr, “Yes, my love. I’ll fuck whoever you want while you watch.”

      And it’s true. I’m officially the ultimate slut and I’m going to get as much cock as my husband allows. It’s time for a new chapter in our marriage, and I’m excited to see where this is going.

      
        
        The End

      

        

      
        Want a bonus erotic short of what happens with the co-worker? Join my newsletter and get it here:

        https://www.lacey-cross.net/erin

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            MAKING ME A SINFUL WIFE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you like one-shot wife sharing stories of their first time being a hotwife, check out Making Me a Sinful Wife.
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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. 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?

      

        

      
        This story contains graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife and multiple men. Reader discretion advised.

      

      

      Find it at:

      https://mybook.to/bmsinfulwife

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SHARING THE ITTY-BITTY VIXEN

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you like reading hotwife adventures, check out my bundle of Jessica stories and start from her first time being shared.
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        5 filthy hotwife stories. A slutty wife, a loving husband, and oh-so-many men.

      

      

      
        
        My husband has a dirty desire to share me and listen in. When I agreed to it, I didn’t realize how much I’d love being spread wide, pounded hard, and used in so many filthy ways.

      

        

      
        Includes:

        Sharing his Adventurous Wife

        He has a desire to share his wife. She’s not so sure she needs it… until he stages an entire weekend designed to lead her into the hotwife lifestyle.

      

        

      
        Sharing Her Treats

        When her husband wins haunted house tickets in a raffle, she didn’t know it included a rough pounding.

      

        

      
        Sharing His Eager Hotwife

        A loving husband gets off on choosing the men to use his hotwife.

      

        

      
        Shared Hotwife at the Con

        Jessica has a fantasy of getting a rough pounding from a massive, beefcake of a man. A chance encounter at a con fulfills her filthy dreams as she gets used roughly and filled.

      

        

      
        Sharing His Gift Twice

        She thought her husband forgot it was Valentine's Day. Instead, he thrills her with a filthy gift.

      

        

      
        These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, and multiple men. Reader discretion advised.

      

      

      

      Find it at:

      https://mybook.to/bmsharingittybitty

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SHARED IN THE OFFICE AND BEYOND

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        If you haven’t read my Miranda hotwife stories yet, check out my big bundle of her first 10 stories.
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        Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.

      

        

      
        The first 5 books are Miranda with her bosses, and then she moves on to being a birthday gift.

      

        

      
        When opportunity knocks, does Miranda take it?

        Miranda works for four hot lawyers but never considered herself more than just an employee. Her husband suggests they change the boundaries of their relationship and encourages her to hook up with her bosses. This suggestion turns Miranda’s world upside down as her bosses bend her over their desks and introduce her to bondage and multiple partners.

      

        

      
        The freedom is liberating, and Miranda loves being a hotwife. She’s been busy banging her four bosses at work, but then she keeps agreeing to be a birthday gift for various people.

      

        

      
        The boss at work who likes to tie her up has her craving domination and she’s able to get small samples of it with each birthday adventure. Every new encounter leads up to her own birthday celebration where she finally gets what she’s secretly always wanted--a night with her boss outside of the office.

      

        

      
        A collection of erotic short stories featuring Miranda and her bosses.

        Includes:

        Servicing the Senior Partner

        Delighting the Boss

        Bonding with the Boss

        Breaking in the Junior Partner

        Miranda’s Reward

        Harold’s Hotwife Birthday

        Alec’s Hotwife Birthday

        Jon’s Hotwife Birthday

        Chloe’s Hotwife Birthday

        Miranda’s Hotwife Birthday

      

        

      
        These stories contain graphic depictions of sex between consenting adults and features elements of hotwife, infidelity, BDSM, bondage, pet play, older men, and office kinkiness. Reader discretion advised.

      

      

      Find it at:

      https://mybook.to/booksharedoffice

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT LACEY CROSS

          

        

      

    

    
      I was a bored part-time housewife that turned to erotica writing during the pandemic and found I loved the challenge of writing short and hot. I focus mainly on wife sharing stories with elements of hotwife, freeuse, and BDSM.

      Find my erotica books at: https://amazon.com/author/laceycross

      My alter ego, April Cross, is home for my super filthy erotic romances. I write ghost pepper spicy romances that are really just an excuse to write a ton of sex—preferably with a hint of BDSM—and a happily ever after.

      Find April’s books at: https://amazon.com/author/aprilcross
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