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		Chapter 1

		

		My heart races, blood pounding in my ears as Felicity’s words sear into my brain. “Oh God, it was incredible,” she gushes through the phone, her voice practically giddy. “The most mind-blowing sex ever. Two hard cocks ravaging me while Edward watched, stroking himself.”

		“Fuck,” I whisper, squirming in my kitchen chair. Wetness pools between my thighs as I picture the scene. Strangers roughly taking my friend, using her, as her husband looks on with dark, hungry eyes. “I... I don’t know if Lawrence would...” The words lodge in my throat.

		“You’d be surprised,” she says with a salacious giggle. “Men have needs–filthy urges. The key is unlocking them. It’s not for everyone, though. I’m just grateful Eddie wanted it. Whatever James told the guys about Marilyn being a hotwife got them all riled up.”

		I laugh because it’s true. Every year, our husbands take a trip to Lake Aspen, staying at James’s family’s huge-ass mansion. No wives allowed. Probably so they can drink and play poker all night, pretending they’re still in college and aren’t middle-aged men. But this time, James shared sordid stories about letting other men plow his wife Marilyn and how it’s reinvigorated their sex life. Fuck. The thought alone has me dripping and craving something so wrong but so delicious.

		My pussy throbs as I hang up the phone, Felicity’s words echoing in my mind. The idea of being a hotwife, of having Lawrence’s blessing to fuck any man I want, sends shivers straight to my aching clit. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to ease the growing need.

		Closing my eyes, I let the fantasy consume me. Strange hands roaming my body, pinching my nipples, spreading my legs. A hard, muscular body crushing me into the mattress. The delicious burn as a thick, unfamiliar cock sinks into me. I gasp, rubbing my thighs together again as my imagination runs wild.

		I whimper under my breath, so turned on that I’m almost desperate. If Lawrence knew the filthy things I picture when I touch myself sometimes. How I use my biggest sex toy and pretend it’s another man’s cock. How I moan as I come over and over again to thoughts of new lovers taking me in every hole.

		I’m so lost in my daydreams, I don’t hear Lawrence come in until his deep voice snaps me out of it.

		“Hey beautiful.” He sets his briefcase down and eyes me. “What’s got you all hot and bothered?”

		I blush, knowing my face is flushed and my nipples are poking through my thin shirt. I’m hyper aware of every nerve ending in my body.

		“Oh, nothing.” I lie breathlessly, forcing an innocent smile. “Just gossiping with Felicity.”

		Lawrence chuckles, his eyes twinkling with mischief as he walks over. He plants a soft kiss on my forehead and I shudder at his touch against my fevered skin.

		“You sure, baby?” he murmurs. “Cause you look like you’d come if I rubbed up against you.”

		Oh God. If he keeps talking like that, I just might come without him even touching me. I’m so fucking turned on I can barely think straight. I want to blurt out all my fantasies, beg him to let me be the slut I crave to be. But I chicken out.

		“Hah, you’re so full of shit.” I laugh, trying to will my body to calm down. “I’m just hungry. Let’s eat.”

		Lawrence smirks knowingly but lets it drop. He has no idea what I’m imagining. How badly I need to be filled and fucked senseless. My whole body is vibrating with pent-up arousal.

		Someday, maybe I’ll work up the nerve to tell him. But for now, I’ll have to settle for my wild imagination and a drawer full of toys to satisfy my cravings.

		We decide on grilled chicken and pasta for dinner. I can’t keep my eyes off Lawrence as we move around the kitchen, preparing our food. His broad shoulders strain against his shirt, and that dimple in his cheek when he grins sets me on fire. Six years of marriage and I’m still crazy for him..

		As I watch him chop vegetables, all I can think about is Felicity’s confession. The idea of getting fucked by a stranger with Lawrence’s permission has me dripping into my panties. I shift on my stool, the seam of my jeans rubbing my swollen clit. Am I a slut for craving this? Would Lawrence be disgusted if he knew about my depraved fantasies?

		“You’re awfully quiet, baby,” Lawrence sounds worried as we sit to eat. “Everything all right?”

		Fuck it, I need to tell him. I suck in a breath, my nipples pebbling to stiff peaks. “I’m good. Just thinking about something wild Felicity told me.”

		Lawrence quirks an eyebrow, fork pausing halfway to his full lips. “Oh? What has Edward done now?”

		I can tell by his tone that he thinks Edward did something bad. I laugh and choose my words carefully. “Well, apparently, she and Edward have been experimenting. In the bedroom.”

		“Experimenting?” He takes a bite, chewing slowly, and then licks his lips. Fuck, I want that tongue on my clit.

		I nod, feeling the desire simmering in my core. “Mmm hmm. She’s been fucking other guys while Edward watches and gets off on it.”

		Lawrence chokes on his water, slamming the glass down. When he recovers, he sounds amused. “Jesus. This is James and Marilyn’s fault for starting this hotwife shit.”

		I shrug and my tank top strap slips down. He eyes my bare shoulder and I keep my tone light. “Come on, it’s not like they’re forcing anyone. If people are exploring, it’s because they want to.”

		He shoots me a speculative look, his blue eyes narrowing. “But why the hell would any sane man want to watch his wife get fucked by someone else?”

		“Maybe it turns them on,” I suggest, playing with the rim of my glass.  Imagining Lawrence stroking his cock, watching me get split open on another man’s dick. “It’s taboo. Risqué. An exciting way to spice up a marriage.” I peer at him over the glass rim as I take a sip. “They’re both getting off on it.”

		Lawrence barks out a laugh. “I bet SHE’S the one getting off.”

		Shit. This isn’t going how I’d hoped. Time to be direct. “I know it sounds wild, but Felicity said it’s brought them closer than ever. That it’s the best thing they’ve done for their relationship.”

		Silence stretches, his jaw twitches. “Well, good for them, I guess. Whatever works.”

		Fuck. He’s not jumping on the idea like I’d fantasized. But did I really expect him to? I shrug again, twirling pasta on my fork. “Yeah. Have you ever fantasized about trying new things? Spicing up our sex life?”

		A blush creeps up Lawrence’s neck, and he clears his throat. “I mean, sure, who hasn’t? But there’s a big difference between fantasies and actually fucking other people in reality.”

		Yeah, okay. Time to change the topic. “Of course,” I agree, reaching over and squeezing his hand. “I’m not saying we should run out and find a stranger who wants to fuck me. But maybe we should roleplay, or talk dirty, or share our fantasies.”

		I gaze up at Lawrence through my lashes, a hunger coursing through my veins. His eyes darken with lust as he leans in close. “You holding out on me, baby?” he growls. “Got some naughty fantasies you haven’t shared with your husband yet?”

		Fuck. A moan escapes my lips. “Oh, the filthy things that run through my mind.” My voice is a silky purr. “You have no idea how I think about being used like a slut.”

		Lawrence pulls me out of my chair and into his lap. He slants his mouth over mine, his tongue delving deep. I melt against him, my body on fire. His roaming hands ignite sparks across my tingling skin.

		“Tell me,” he commands between kisses. “Every detail. Because I’m going to make all those nasty fantasies come true.”

		Oh God. Promises, promises.

		When he makes a move to slide his hand up my shirt, I push him away and stand up. “Last one naked has to go down on the other!”

		He’s up from the table in a flash and chasing me to the bedroom. A trail of clothing litters the hallway behind us. We’re both naked by the time we tumble onto the bed, laughing. I’m not sure which one of us won, so we call it a draw.

		He covers me with his body and he trails kisses down my neck to my tits. “So what are Felicity and Edward up to?” he murmurs, sucking a stiff nipple into his mouth.

		Oh? Someone wants details, does he? He looks up at me and I flash him a coy grin. “Apparently, she had a night with two of his gym buddies. Said it blew her mind...” I moan in bliss as he positions himself between my legs and presses the tip against my entrance.

		“And what did you say after she told you that?” Lawrence asks as he rubs the swollen head through my slick folds.

		“Mmm, not much.” I moan louder as his cock slides inside me. “I just listened. Though I must admit...” I arch against him and rock my hips, dropping my voice to a seductive lilt. “The whole idea is hot.”

		Lawrence groans and speeds up his thrusts. Pleasure ripples from my fingertips to my toes and I convulse beneath him, every nerve ending alight. Holy hell, what’s got into him? This is fantastic.

		“You like the idea of some other guy fucking you?” he growls, his words make me quiver in delight.

		“Yes! Fuck, yes.” I whimper. He rams deep in one swift thrust, and I nearly come on the spot.

		Pinned beneath him, I’m lost in ecstasy. His heavy balls slap my ass as he pistons into my pussy. I lock my ankles around him, pulling him deeper. Harder. Faster.

		“Want to pretend I’m some random guy dominating this prime piece of ass?” His words make me clench tight around him.

		“Uh huh,” I pant. “Be rough. Use me like a fucktoy.”

		He pulls out, and as soon as I unhook my legs from around him, he flips me over onto my knees. I cry out as he slams back into me. I don’t know what is making my husband so crazed right now, but I love it.

		Grasping my hips, he rails me into the mattress and the headboard bangs against the wall. I surrender to the forbidden fantasy. He’s not my husband but some well-hung stranger. He’s a large, tattooed guy, fucking me with his powerful strokes. Ruthlessly pounding my slutty cunt into submission.

		My mind goes blank, overwhelmed by the obscene pleasure. Tension builds with each hammering thrust as I rush towards my orgasm.

		I dig my fingers into the bedding and my thigh muscles quiver with every thrust. His cock is hitting all the right places, and I’m so close, dangling on the edge. I moan and gasp as the joy intensifies with each passing second. This is a wonderful fantasy.

		He holds my hips steady while he drills into me. My clit throbs and every thrust hits the magical spot deep inside me that sends tendrils of bliss up my spine.

		“God, you feel so good. Don’t stop,” I moan as I feel myself about ready to explode.

		He slams into me harder and rumbles, “You’re a dirty little slut who likes it rough, don’t you?”

		When he reaches beneath me and rubs my clit, the delight makes me cry out, “Yes, oh yes!”

		I’m amazed he’s talking dirty to me, and the surprise skyrockets me into my climax. I moan loudly, and my clit pulsates from a zing of delight

		The fantasy of another guy fucking me is still playing out in my mind—it’s another man thrusting into me as his cock slides in and out of my wet pussy. I can feel his hard length stretching me, filling me completely. Lawrence’s pounding becomes the rhythm of that other man’s relentless thrusts. When Lawrence finally comes, it’s someone else filling me and coating my pussy with his hot, sticky cum.

		When my body finally stops shaking from the pleasure, Lawrence rolls off me and lies on his back, panting. I snuggle against him, sighing contentedly as he wraps an arm around me. He’s my husband again. The man I love. Jesus, I think I enjoy roleplaying.

		We lie there quietly for a while, basking in the afterglow. When my heartbeat finally calms, I break the silence. “That was intense.”

		He laughs. “Is it wrong that I enjoyed imagining you fucking someone else?”

		“Not at all. It’s sexy as hell.” I grin as I kiss his cheek and rub his chest.

		Lawrence props himself up on one elbow, his blue eyes questioning as they lock onto mine. “What if I wanted it? You know, you being with someone else.”

		My breath hitches, arousal spiking through me. I don’t want to sound too excited, so I try to aim for casual. “Oh?”

		He nods. “I thought it would make me crazy, picturing another man touching you. But it’s like a switch was flipped on in my brain, and now I want it. I want you to fuck someone else and come back to me so I can prove to you, over and over, that no one can make you feel as good as I can.”

		Affection for my husband warms me. “You know you have nothing to prove. I’m yours, always.”

		“I know, baby. But something in me still wants to stake my claim.” His wandering hand dips lower, and I buck against his skilled fingers as they find my still-sensitive clit. “I want to ruin you for anyone else.”

		“Yes,” I hiss, grinding shamelessly against his fingers. “I’m yours, only yours.” He can ruin me like this any day of the week.

		His mouth crushes down on mine in a searing kiss as his fingers bring me to the peak again. I’m still quivering through the aftershocks when he pulls back, something unreadable in his expression.

		“I want to try it. At least once, just to see.”

		It takes my pleasure-fogged brain a moment to catch up and I need to make sure he’s serious. “You mean me actually sleeping with someone else for real and not roleplay?”

		Lawrence swallows hard, his eyes searching mine. “If you want to. You can fuck someone else and then I can remind you who you belong to.”

		He shudders, and I feel the evidence of his arousal twitch against my thigh.

		I can hardly dare to believe it. “Are you sure you’d be okay with that?”

		He kisses me again, hot and hungry. When he breaks it off, he says, “More than okay. In fact, I want you to choose the guy. If you could fuck one other man, just once, who would it be?”

		Holy fuck, he’s serious. “I... oh wow, I don’t know,” I hedge, my mind reeling. “That’s a big question.”

		“I know. You don’t have to decide right now.” Lawrence pulls me into the curve of his body, spooning me from behind. “Just tell me when you do. Because the second you pick him...” He nuzzles into my neck, his cock hardening against the cleft of my ass. “I’m going to spend hours fucking you until you forget any name but mine.”

		God, that’s hot. I press back against him with a needy whine. My head is spinning from the conversation. This is a massive step, one that could change our marriage irrevocably. But my wonderful, doting husband wants to share me and then reclaim me afterwards–how can I possibly say no to that?

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 2

		

		A few days pass and all I can think about is choosing someone to fuck. It’s St. Patrick’s Day, and I have to go to the gym and run some errands before we meet up with friends tonight at a pub. Maybe when we get home later, I’ll get him to roleplay with me again.

		I’m just about to head out the door to the gym when my phone rings. It’s my friend Debra, and from the tone of her voice, I can tell she’s got something juicy to dish about.

		“Oh my God, have you heard about Felicity?” she blurts before I can even say hello. “Apparently, she’s sleeping with other men while her husband watches! Can you believe it?”

		Ugh, this might take a while. I wander into the kitchen and put her on speakerphone as I start unloading the dishwasher. “Yeah, she mentioned it to me the other day. Sounds like she and Edward are exploring some new things together.”

		“Exploring?” Debra scoffs. “More like fucking up their marriage! I can’t imagine Vincent ever letting me sleep around like that. It’s just wrong.”

		I bristle at the judgment in her tone. “Is it though? I mean, if they’re both on board and it’s making them happy, who are we to criticize?”

		She argues, “Oh, come on. This is just an excuse for them to cheat.”

		I don’t enjoy her slut shaming, so I choose my words carefully. “Every couple is different, Deb. What’s right for you and Vincent may not be right for me and Lawrence, or Felicity and Edward.”

		“Fine, but I still think it’s weird,” she grumbles. “Anyway, did you see the drama going down on the group’s social media page with Ana and Max? I swear, some of our friends are crazy.”

		Ugh, I need to call Ana and find out what’s going on. I don’t want to hear it secondhand. I’ll call her tomorrow.

		As Debra launches into the latest gossip, I tune her out as my mind drifts to thoughts of me choosing a guy. Debra would throw a fit if she knew I was going to be a hotwife as well. I’m not going to tell her and will just imagine being pleasured by other men while Lawrence waits to fuck me afterwards.

		Heat floods me and I feel my skimpy spandex shorts I’d thrown on for my workout growing damp. I’m so lost in my fantasies that I don’t hear Lawrence come in until his arms are wrapping around my waist from behind. I startle, nearly squeaking in surprise as his lips find the sensitive spot behind my ear.

		“Hey, I gotta run,” I say hurriedly to Debra. “Talk to you later, okay?”

		I end the call without waiting for her answer and spin in Lawrence’s embrace, my breath catching at the intensity in his blue eyes. “Well hello there,” My voice drips with honey as I loop my arms around his neck. “To what do I owe this pleasant surprise?”

		His hands skim down to my spandex-clad ass, and he kisses my neck. “Couldn’t resist. You’re sexy when you’re fired up and passionately defending our friends.”

		Shit, how long had he been watching? I mold against him, tilting my head to give him better access to my neck. “Mmm, you like seeing me get all worked up, huh?”

		“You know I do,” he groans, sucking on my pulse point. “Especially when you’re worked up in more ways than one.” He presses his hand against my pussy, rubbing me through my shorts.

		Hmm, do I have time to convince him now? I don’t want to wait until later. He kisses me deeply as his tongue delves into my mouth, staking his claim. I wrap my arms around him, and calculate how long it will take to get his cock inside me.

		We’re breathless when he finally stops kissing me. “I’m going to fuck you so hard once you choose a guy.” He punctuates his words with another firm rub against my pussy.

		I shudder from longing, and my body is disappointed that he’s not bending me over the kitchen table. “I guess I better decide who I want to fuck, then.”

		Lawrence holds my gaze a moment longer before stepping back, smoothing his hair. “Yep. Now I need to mow the lawn, and you get that sexy ass to the gym before I decide to keep you home and remind you who you belong to.”

		Wait, is that a threat? I almost try to be sassy and get him to fuck me, but I decide to be good because the pleasurable pain of waiting is giving me a nice buzz.

		“Yes, sir,” I give him a sassy salute and twitch my ass at him as I grab my bag and saunter out the door. His responding groan makes me smile.

		Jesus, I don’t even need to fuck someone else. How possessive Lawrence gets by just thinking about sharing me is amazing.

		I definitely can have some fun with this tonight when we get home from the pub.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 3

		

		While I’m at the gym, I realize who I want to fuck when my thoughts keep drifting to Heath, Lawrence’s devastatingly handsome boss. As I move around the circuit, I can’t shake the image of his chiseled features and those piercing blue eyes that seem to see right through me whenever I talk to him at one of my husband’s work parties.

		Hmm, I wonder if he’s got a huge cock. I snort to myself. Well, he’s got a massive ego, so at least something of his is big. He probably isn’t even that great in bed and expects the woman to do all the heavy lifting while she worships him. But maybe he’s got something worth worshiping?

		When I’m done at the gym and back home, I try to distract myself by scrubbing the bathtub, but all I can think about is how my husband would respond if I told him I wanted to fuck his boss. I need to stop fixating on someone off-limits. I doubt Lawrence would be happy to share me with Heath. Yet, I still can’t shake the thought.

		I’m wound up and horny when it’s time to get ready for our night out. Lawrence and I rarely go to the pub since we don’t drink anymore, so this feels like a special occasion. I’m excited to chat with our friends and relax before coming home and fucking my husband’s brains out.  

		When I select my black lace panty and bra set, I have a brief daydream about someone other than Lawrence removing them. When that person turns into Heath, I shake my head to dispel the vision, determined to think of anyone else. It doesn’t help. Yep, I’m a dirty girl.

		I take extra care getting ready, slipping into a curve-hugging black miniskirt and an emerald green blouse. A pair of sky-high stilettos complete the look, making my legs look a mile long. I feel sexy and desirable.

		The pub is packed when we arrive, a sea of green with everyone already well on their way to a good time. The air is thick with laughter and lively Irish music. We easily find our friends at a round table in the back, and Lawrence and I order sodas to go with our fish and chips.

		When the server brings us our drinks, I sip mine, feeling restless. I’ve been turned on all day, and I can already feel my panties getting damp just from my slutty thoughts of fucking someone else. What would happen if I told Lawrence I wanted to fuck his boss? Would he pull me into the bathroom and take me against the wall in a fit of jealousy? Mmm, that sounds good to me. Maybe I should find out.

		Lawrence rests his hand on my knee under the table and I force myself to stop fidgeting as I lean into him, my lips brushing his ear. “I have a confession to make,” I murmur, emboldened by my buzzing pussy. “I’ve been thinking about who I would fuck.”

		Luckily, the pub is noisy enough that no one else can overhear what I’m saying. Lawrence’s eyes sparkle, his fingers tickling up my inner thigh. “Oh really? Who does my slutty wife want to fuck?”

		I’m about to answer when a familiar figure catches my eye across the room. It’s Heath. He looks yummy in a fitted green button-down shirt with his sleeves rolled up to reveal his toned forearms. My mouth goes dry at the sight of him. Holy shit, what are the chances of him being here?

		My mind freezes and all I can think about is fucking Heath. Right now.

		Lawrence follows my gaze, and I can tell the moment he figures out what’s going on because his body goes taut. “My boss? You want to fuck Heath?”

		I swallow hard, my heart hammering. This is it, the moment of truth. “Yes, but only if you agree to it. I want to see if I can seduce him tonight and fuck him somewhere private.”

		Lawrence is silent for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a sexy grin spreads across his face. “You naughty minx. Do you think you can?”

		I’m about to answer him when he leans in close, his breath warm against my ear. “I want you to do it. Bring him to his knees. But you have to promise to tell me every detail afterwards.”

		His words make me even more aroused.  Wow, he’s agreeing to this! I give him a quick, hard kiss before standing on shaky legs. “I promise. Now watch me, babe. I’m about to make you proud.”

		Ignoring the butterflies rioting in my stomach, I undo the top buttons of my blouse as I make my way to the bar where Heath is waiting for a drink. I sidle up next to him and give him my best flirty tone. “Fancy meeting you here, stranger.”

		Heath's eyes widen as he takes me in. “Mia, wow. I almost didn’t recognize you. You’re stunning.”

		I preen a little under his appreciative gaze, leaning forward to give him a better view of my cleavage. “You don’t look so bad yourself. Green really brings out those baby blues.”

		He chuckles. “Just getting into the holiday spirit. What’re you drinking?”

		“Oh, I’m not here to drink,” I reply, holding his gaze meaningfully. “I’m more interested in the company. Especially tall, dark, and handsome company.”

		Heath’s brows shoot up at my forwardness, but I don’t miss the way his gaze dips to my cleavage. He shifts closer and murmurs, “Is that so?”

		“It is. I was actually thinking about you earlier, and now here you are. It’s like fate.”

		He looks amused. “Were you now? And what were you thinking about?”

		I lean in closer and coo at him, my voice soft and inviting. “Well, I was wondering if your cock is as big as your ego.”

		Heath barks out a laugh and I can tell he didn’t expect my response because his eyes widen in surprise. There’s a flicker of desire in them as he responds. “Mia, I’m flattered, but you’re Lawrence’s wife. I’m not going to fuck you.”

		I give him a coy smile, placing my hand on his arm. “Are you sure? Lawrence and I have an arrangement. He’s okay with it. Just look at him.”

		I tip my head towards where my husband is sitting. Heath’s eyes dart over to Lawrence, and Lawrence gives him a small nod of approval.

		This is so damn filthy to be propositioning Heath while my husband watches. I’m so turned on, I’m practically dripping.

		I trace my fingers along the neckline of Heath’s shirt, my voice sultry. “So what do you say? Are you going to satisfy my curiosity? Just one fuck. No strings attached.”

		My pussy throbs and I struggle to suppress the urge to press up against him.

		His gaze smolders. “If that’s what you want, I’m going to make you come so hard, you’ll be begging for more.”

		A sudden surge of excitement courses through me as I slip my hand into his. “Then take me somewhere private,” I breathe, my eyes sparkling.

		Without another word, he rises from his seat. His touch is firm as he guides me out of the pub. My inner slut is ready for whatever happens.
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		The cool night air nips at my flushed cheeks as Heath leads me around the back of the building. Distant streetlights cast a faint glow over the area, but it’s mostly cloaked in darkness. The rhythmic click of my high heels echoes off the concrete walls, sounding overly loud, like it’s announcing to the world that I’m about to get fucked in an alley.

		A thrill races up my spine as I follow Heath deeper into the shadows. I can’t believe I’m actually doing this—sneaking off to fuck my husband’s sexy boss while Lawrence waits inside and imagines what I’m doing. It’s so wrong but feels so deliciously right.

		Heath stops and turns to face me, the sharp angles of his chiseled features outlined by the faint light. The shadows make his expression difficult to read.

		“Mia, are you absolutely certain about this?” he asks, his deep voice is tinged with longing. “If we cross this line, there’s no going back.”

		I gaze up at him, my pulse racing as a reckless hunger overtakes me. For days now I’ve fantasized about fucking someone else, craving another man’s touch, his kisses, and his thick cock. Now that it’s within reach, I refuse to let anything stop me from taking what I want.

		“I need this. I need you. Please?” My voice is breathy but certain. “Give it to me rough and tell me how slutty I am.”

		I blush at how I’m demanding he talk dirty to me, but it’s something that Lawrence isn’t always comfortable doing. I need more of it. If I’m going to fuck someone else, I want it to be different from what I can get from Lawrence, or else there’s no point.

		My stomach flutters when he gives me a slow, wicked grin. “Well, in that case...” He leans in close, his minty breath caressing my ear. “Get ready to be thoroughly fucked, you naughty little slut. I’m going to wreck you for any other man,” he promises darkly. “By the time I’m done, your greedy cunt will only crave my cock.”

		Mmm, yes. He takes direction well. His words make me shiver as he walks me backwards. The rough brick wall presses against my shoulder blades through the thin silk of my blouse as his tall, muscular frame cages me in.

		He grabs my chin, his grip firm as he tilts my head up. His mouth claims mine in a searing kiss, his tongue delving past my parted lips to stroke against mine. The taste of mint makes me whimper into the kiss, my fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. Desire pulses between my thighs, and I can tell my panties are soaked.

		He trails kisses along my neck. “Mmm, you taste so sweet,” he murmurs against my skin. “I could devour you.”

		“Please,” I breathe. I’m desperate for his hands on me, his cock inside me, to be filled and used for his pleasure. “Fuck me. I’m yours tonight.”

		He chuckles, the low sound vibrating against my throat and making goosebumps prickle my overheated flesh. “Just wait. I’ll give you exactly what you need.”

		The cool air soothes my fevered skin as he shoves my skirt up around my waist. His fingers dig into my inner thigh, his grip just shy of painful as he hitches my leg up and around his waist. He groans appreciatively as he rubs his fingers over the damp lace of my skimpy black panties.

		“Fuck, Mia. Did you wear these for me?” he asks, voice a low rumble. “Did you hope I’d rip them off and stuff that pretty little pussy full of cock?”

		I moan at his words, my head falling back against the bricks. Oh god, did I? I didn’t know he’d be here tonight, but when I was getting dressed, I thought about him and how it would feel to have another man peel these panties off me besides Lawrence.

		Instead of answering him directly, I push against him and beg. “Fuck me, please. Don’t make me wait.”

		“Dirty slut,” he says approvingly, eyes flashing with lust. “I’m going to wreck you.”

		The delicate lace of my panties disintegrates beneath his powerful hands. He carelessly tosses the scrap of fabric aside, and I gasp at how quickly it happened. A new rush of wetness floods my core as I roll my hips forward, seeking more friction against my aching clit.

		He presses two thick fingers against my slick, swollen folds, circling my entrance and making me whine.

		“You’re absolutely dripping.” There’s a hint of masculine pride and satisfaction in his voice. “So wet and ready for my cock, aren’t you?”

		Slowly, maddeningly, he circles my clit with the rough pad of his thumb. Pleasure streaks through me like lightning.

		“Heath, please!” I practically sob, my nails digging into his broad shoulders. “I need you inside me. I can’t take it.”

		“Since you asked so sweetly...”

		He sinks his fingers into my tight channel, and I cry out, clenching around him. He starts pumping them in and out, finger fucking me hard and fast. Obscene wet sounds fill the alley as his thumb rubs circles on my clit and he slams his fingers inside me.

		Pressure builds low in my stomach, coiling tighter with each thrust. My thighs start to shake as I rapidly approach my release, his fingers driving me closer to ecstasy.

		“Such a good little slut,” he murmurs, his voice strained.

		Just as I’m about to fly apart, he withdraws his fingers. I almost scream in frustration, my hips rocking helplessly as the delight from the stolen orgasm fades.

		“Not yet, my greedy girl,” he admonishes with a wicked grin. “I want to be deep inside this hot cunt when you cream on my cock.”

		Jesus, his dirty talk is filthy. I love it.

		He spins me around to face the rough brick wall and uses his foot to kick my legs further apart, making me present my ass to him. The bricks scrape my palms as he bends me over, manhandling me into the position he wants. The minor pain only heightens my raging desire.

		I hear the telltale rustle of clothing and the clink of a belt buckle behind me. I know he’s freeing his cock. My heart pounds wildly in anticipation, and I groan when I feel the broad, swollen head of his cock against my soaked entrance. I push my hips back in silent invitation, begging him to take me.

		“I’m going to fuck you so hard, you’ll still be thinking about me tomorrow,” he promises savagely.

		His sinful words echo in my pleasure-hazed brain as he slams forward, impaling me on his thick cock in one brutal stroke. I scream, the sound reverberating off the bricks. Oh god, his ego isn’t the only thing that’s huge. He’s splitting me open, stretching me to the limit. The sweet burn of it is exquisite. Shit, I wasn’t expecting him to be this big, and my body struggles to accommodate him.

		He sets a punishing pace, pulling nearly all the way out before driving back in balls deep. The sheer force of his thrusts rocks me forward, the coarse bricks digging into my cheek. His pelvis slaps obscenely against the globes of my ass as he rails me, grunting with the effort of fucking me so savagely.

		“Fuck, your cunt feels like heaven. So tight and wet. Is this what you needed? To be fucked in an alley so you’d know how much of a slut you are?”

		“Yes,” I mewl shamelessly, too lost in the sensations to care how debased I sound. “Don’t stop!”

		His fingers bite into the flesh of my hips hard enough to bruise as he roughly yanks me back onto his cock. He’s hitting spots deep inside me that I didn’t know existed, sending shockwaves of pleasure radiating through my entire body. My inner muscles ripple around his shaft as I rapidly spiral towards my orgasm.

		His harsh breaths mingle with my high-pitched keens, and anyone walking past the alley would know exactly what we were doing in the shadows. The thought of being caught is almost enough to make me come, and my thigh muscles quiver from the impending explosion.

		“Play with your clit,” he demands. “I want to feel you come.”

		I obey mindlessly, snaking a hand between my legs to rub frantically at the swollen nub. The tension coils tighter and tighter as he pounds into me.

		“Come for me, Mia,” he commands, his deep authoritative tone sending shivers to my toes. “Now.”

		His order pushes me over the edge. I detonate with a silent scream, colors bursting behind my eyelids as my pussy spasms almost violently around him. Delight crashes through my veins, and my entire body quakes from my orgasm.

		To my surprise, Heath doesn’t stop his relentless thrusting, hammering into my pussy without missing a beat.

		“You didn’t think you were only getting one measly orgasm, did you?” he taunts. “Oh no, you’re going to come again so you can tell your husband how much of a slut you were for his boss’s cock.”

		Fuck, that’s hot. His words only turn me on more as he pulls out and flips me around to face him. My back collides with the rough bricks once more. I barely have time to register the position change before he’s pushing my thighs further apart and sliding his thick cock back inside my slick channel.

		I close my eyes and moan as he fills me again, fresh waves of rapture making my mind blank. He lifts me effortlessly, hands cupping my ass as he encourages me to wrap my legs around his waist. I cling to his broad shoulders, fingers clutching at his shirt, as he fucks me again.

		The new position allows him to sink even deeper, the head of his cock knocking against a pleasure point with each powerful thrust. All I can do is hang on for dear life as he sets a relentless pace, his hips crashing against mine again and again.

		“How does that feel, Mia?” Heath asks, his voice husky. “You like having your pretty little pussy stuffed full of my cock?”

		“Oh god, it feels amazing,” I gasp, my hips bucking against his in response. “Please don’t stop.”

		Heath’s fingers dig into the soft flesh of my ass as he grunts, “I’m not stopping until you come on my cock at least one more time like a needy slut.”

		Each drive of his hips is harder than the last, and the small of my back scrapes against the rough bricks with each thrust. I know I’m going to be deliciously sore tomorrow, but I don’t care. The minor pain only enhances the pleasure. All that matters is the feel of Heath’s thick cock sinking into me and the buzz I’m getting from being a slut.

		He changes the angle of his hips slightly and grinds against me, stimulating my clit with the base of his cock. The added friction sends jolts of delight through my body. I can feel a second climax rapidly building, my slick inner muscles clenching around him. I cling to his shoulders as I hurtle towards another release.

		His grunts fill my ears, driving me closer to coming. “Say my name. Let everyone hear what a filthy slut you are for my cock.”

		Imagining people hearing me sizzles my brain, and I cry out, “Heath! Oh god, fuck me!”

		It feels wrong to call out another guy’s name, but this is what I wanted—what Lawrence wanted.

		“That’s it, Mia,” Heath pants harshly against my ear. “Squeeze my cock with that sweet little cunt. Milk me dry. I want to fill this pussy with my cum.”

		I come undone in his arms, my pussy clamping down on his shaft as wave after wave of dizzying rapture crashes over me until I’m limp and boneless.

		My spasming pussy triggers Heath’s release. With a low, guttural moan, he buries himself to the hilt one last time as he pulses inside me. I can feel the hot spurts of his seed coating my inner walls as he empties himself, each twitch of his cock prolonging my bliss. He rocks his hips almost lazily, fucking me through the lingering aftershocks.

		Eventually, he carefully lowers my feet back to the ground. He keeps me pinned against the wall, his softening cock still nestled inside me, as we both struggle to catch our breaths in the aftermath. I feel wrung out from delight. I love it. This is easily one of the top five sexual experiences of my life, and I’m married to the most remarkable man ever to give me the opportunity to do this.

		When Heath finally slips out of me, I feel the warm trickle of his cum slide down my inner thighs, and it makes me feel like even more of a slut. He helps me straighten my clothes with surprising tenderness as he smooths my skirt back into place.

		He sounds satisfied when he speaks. “That was incredible. You’re a goddess.”

		I practically glow at the praise and grin at him. I feel like a goddess, powerful and sexy. When more of his cum drips down my thigh, I almost laugh. Yeah, okay, I’m a dirty goddess, but it’s wonderful.

		“You weren’t so bad yourself,” I tease, reaching up to straighten his collar. “Thank you for making my first hotwife experience so amazing.”

		I can tell he wasn’t expecting me to say it was my first time when his eyes flicker slightly. “Glad to be of service. This was a pleasurable surprise.”

		“It was.” I giggle because he’s right.

		As we make our way out of the alley, I’m energized. I’ve taken control of my own desires, and it feels glorious. I’ve embraced my inner hotwife, and there’s no going back now.

		

	
		
			
				
				
				
			
			
					
					
					
			

		

		

		Chapter 4

		

		As Heath and I make our way back into the pub, a grin spreads across my face. I’ve just fulfilled a fantasy I never thought I’d have the chance to experience. My heart is still racing, but now it’s not just from the excitement of what I did or possibly being caught, but from wondering how Lawrence is going to react.

		The noise of the pub hits me like a wave, and I take a deep breath, steeling myself. I can’t let anyone know what just happened, so I need to pretend everything is normal. I glance over at Heath, and he gives me a wink, as if he knows exactly what I’m thinking.

		I desperately need to talk to my husband and I want to do it without Heath, so I turn to him. “Thank you for satisfying my curiosity. That was memorable.”

		He laughs. “It’s going to make the company picnic this summer a little more enjoyable. You know I’ll be thinking of you.”

		My nipples harden as a dark thrill zings through me. Oh shit, I didn’t even think of that. There’s no way I won’t be thinking of what just happened every time I see him.

		“Well,” I give him a saucy smile. “Nothing wrong with good memories. It’ll be our little secret.”

		“A very pleasurable secret.” He winks at me, and I say goodbye to him as we part ways.

		When I get back to the table, Lawrence’s eyes glitter with lust and I get an illicit rush. He knows what I did, and he’s turned on by it.

		I slide into the chair next to him, and he immediately wraps his arm around me, pulling me close. I can feel the heat radiating off him, and I know he’s just as desperate for me as I am for him.

		“Did you have fun?” Lawrence murmurs into my ear.

		I turn to him with a smile. “Oh yeah, you’re going to love hearing this story.”

		He leans in, capturing my lips in a kiss that sends a jolt of electricity straight to my clit. The kiss leaves me breathless, and before I know it, we’re saying goodbye to our friends and he’s pulling me towards the exit. My heart races, and I can feel the wetness of Heath’s cum mixed with my juices between my legs as we make our way out of the pub. The cool night air makes this all seem more illicit.

		I just fucked his boss behind the pub. I’m such a slut.

		We make our way to the car, and I can feel the tension between us growing with every step. Lawrence opens the passenger door for me, and as I slide into the seat, I notice the bulge in his pants. I lick my lips in anticipation. Oh yeah, he’s going to fuck me hard.

		As soon as Lawrence is in the driver’s seat, he turns to me, his eyes flashing with a burning fire. His voice is low and husky. “Tell me everything.”

		I bite my lower lip, my mind racing as I try to think of where to start. “Heath was amazing,” I begin, my voice barely above a whisper. “He was so dominant, and he knew exactly what he was doing.”

		Lawrence’s hand slips between my legs, inching its way up my inner thigh. “What did he do to you?” he asks, his voice strained.

		I close my eyes, remembering the feeling of Heath’s hands on my body, his lips on mine. “He fucked me against the wall of the pub,” I say, my voice breathy.

		Lawrence’s fingers reach my pussy and his hand stills a moment as he realizes I’m not wearing my panties. Yeah, they’re in the alley somewhere. I almost giggle, but it turns into a gasp as he slips his fingers into my wetness to brush against my clit. “Did you like it?” he asks, his voice thick with lust.

		“Yes,” I moan, my hips moving in time with his fingers. “It felt so wonderful.”

		Lawrence’s fingers move faster, and I can feel myself getting closer to another orgasm. Jesus, I’m insatiable. His breathing gets heavier, but without warning, he pulls his fingers away.

		I whimper in protest, but he silences me with a quick kiss. When he pulls away and starts the car, my mind whirls. Holy shit, he really is turned on by me fucking his boss.

		The car ride is a blur. All I can focus on is Heath’s cum dripping out of me and the desire radiating off Lawrence. I’m going to get fucked so hard when we get home.

		Before I know it, we’re pulling over to the side of the road on a deserted street. Wait, this isn’t home.

		Lawrence turns the car off and looks at me with lust. “I need you. Now.”

		Without waiting for a response, he gets out of the car and comes around to my side. He opens the door and pulls me out, and runs his hands all over my body. He’s crazed, and I love it.

		He pushes me backward up against the hood of the car, his lips crashing down on mine. I can taste his need for me, and it only serves to fuel my own desire.

		His kiss is demanding, and I reach down, fumbling with his pants. I need him inside of me. He groans as his cock springs free.

		Lawrence lifts me up onto the warm hood of the car, spreading my legs and positioning himself between them. I put my hands flat on the hood to stabilize myself. He thrusts into me hard, and I cry out in pleasure. The feeling of him inside of me, combined with the thrill of being out in public, is erotic and I almost come right then.

		“Tell me everything,” Lawrence growls into my ear, his breath hot against my skin.

		I moan as he fucks me, my mind racing as I try to remember everything. “He took control immediately by pushing me up against the wall and kissing me.”

		Lawrence’s thrusts become more frenzied as I continue, his cock pulsing inside of me as I tremble from pleasure. “He made me come so hard my legs were jelly.”

		Lawrence’s hand finds its way to my throat, his grip firm but not tight. “Say it. Tell me how much you loved another man’s cock inside of you.”

		The dirty talk only serves to heighten my delight, and I can feel myself getting closer and closer to my climax. “I loved it,” I gasp. “I loved him coming inside of me, filling me up.”

		Lawrence’s grip on my throat loosens as he explodes, his body shuddering. I follow right behind him, my orgasm crashing over me in waves. It’s like a never-ending roller coaster of rapture as Lawrence rocks against me, unloading ropes of sticky cum inside me to mix with Heath’s cum.

		When we both finally come down from our highs, he gives me a gentle kiss. “I love you,” he murmurs against my lips.

		“I love you too,” I reply, my heart filled with love and gratitude for this man who has let me fulfill my fantasies.

		My mind is still reeling from the intense connection I feel with my husband, and it creates an overwhelming sense of euphoria.

		“So, what do you want to do next?” Lawrence asks.

		I raise an eyebrow, feigning innocence. “What do you mean?”

		He chuckles, shaking his head. “You know exactly what I mean, Mia. Do you want to explore this more?”

		“How does next weekend sound?” I tease him.

		When he replies, “We’ll see,” pleasure pulses through my core.

		We climb into the car, and it hits me. Holy shit, I really am a hotwife now. I’m flying high and eager to sing it from the rooftops. Maybe when I call Ana tomorrow, I’ll tell her how much of a slut I am.

		This is fucking awesome.

		The End
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