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About



May Hotwife

My husband wants to watch me with another guy…and I'm more than willing to give him what he desires.

When my husband confesses his desire to watch me with another man, I’m stunned at first. As a devoted wife who enjoys being in control in the bedroom, I never seriously contemplated opening our marriage.

But my husband admitting this fantasy awakens something within me, and I embrace this new path of exploration. When he finds three guys to join me, there's no way I'm turning down this opportunity.

It's time to find out exactly how amazing it is to be a hotwife.

May Hotwife is a tantalizing tale of a woman’s exploration of her deepest desires, enabled by a loving husband’s support and her surrender to commanding strangers.


To those who appreciate the sensual dance between observer and observed, this tantalizing tale is for you.


Chapter 1



I take a sip of my chardonnay, savoring the crisp flavor as I relax on the plush sofa in my living room with my four closest friends. Our husbands are downstairs in the gaming room playing their monthly poker game while we enjoy our treasured girls' night upstairs. The conversation flows freely, punctuated by frequent peals of laughter and spicy details about our lives.

June's phone trills loudly and she hushes us with a grin and a wave of her hand. "Hold up, ladies, it's the babysitter."

I look over at my best friend Ana and we both giggle conspiratorially as June shoots us a playful dirty look and gets up from the overstuffed armchair, chatting animatedly with the babysitter. She's saying goodnight to her two young kids. This is also part of our monthly ritual, so I know that next she'll take the phone downstairs so her husband Mark can say goodnight to the little ones as well before rejoining the poker crew.

When June returns a few minutes later with a refilled wine glass, she plops down on the sofa and says in a stage whisper, "I think our husbands are up to something. When I walked into the room, they all completely stopped talking."

Ariel raises one perfectly-shaped eyebrow and leans forward. "Ooh, you think they're hiding some juicy secret from us?"

"Definitely," June confirms with a nod. "They only get super secretive like that when there's some really good gossip they don't want to say in front of us. I wonder what it could be this time..." She takes a long sip of wine, eyes sparkling mischievously over the rim of her glass.

I glance over at Ana, sitting cross-legged on the sofa next to me, and notice her cheeks are pink and she looks distinctly uncomfortable. She's picking nervously at a cocktail napkin and refusing to make eye contact with any of us. Hmm, I wonder what's gotten into her all of a sudden.

"Okay, Ana banana, spill it, girl. What scandalous thing is going on with you?" I coax teasingly, reaching over to poke her leg. "You look guilty as hell right now."

Ana takes a big fortifying gulp of wine, clearly nervous. She hesitates, tucking her hair behind one ear, before blurting out, "Um, well...I gave Max permission to tell the guys what happened on our trip to Cancun last month. I...I slept with someone else. And Max watched me do it."

Holy shit. Shy, sweet Ana is a hotwife now? I'm stunned. Right before her trip, she claimed she could never sleep with any other man besides Max. I feel a surprising twinge of jealousy deep in my gut at her unexpected revelation. So many of our friends are experimenting with the lifestyle these days, and I'm starting to wonder what the hell I'm missing out on.

"Oh my god!" Juliet squeals, bouncing excitedly on the sofa across from us. "What was it like? How did it even happen? I need all the dirty details!"

Ana fidgets with the stem of her wine glass. She has a small secretive smile playing as she remembers. "It was actually Max's idea, if you can believe it. He said he thought it would be really exciting and erotic for both of us. And honestly... it was incredible. A total rush. Scary but thrilling, like riding a roller coaster for the first time."

June scoffs, "Well, I'm guessing you aren't the home-wrecking slut that Debra was claiming when she saw you flirting with that trainer online, huh?"

Debra is the prudish wife in our larger friendship circle and she's been a mega judgmental bitch lately, slut-shaming all our friends who are dipping their toes in the lifestyle. She totally blew up at Ana a few weeks ago on our social media group page after seeing Ana posting some thirsty, flirtatious comments to a handsome male bodybuilder online.

Ana blushes an even deeper shade of pink at the memory, and grins bashfully. "Yeah, about that... Max was actually egging me on to sext with the other guy. He got really turned on watching me do it and telling me what to say."

Well, that's shockingly hot. My body hums in delight as I imagine my sweet, submissive husband Jackson doing the same kinky thing—encouraging me to flirt and sext with a hot, ripped guy online while he watches and gets off on it. There's no fucking way that would ever happen in a million years, but I still get a forbidden little thrill shooting up my spine at the naughty thought.

We all pepper Ana with more questions, fascinated by this peek into her newly adventurous sex life. But soon enough, we hear the men clomping up the basement stairs, the poker game apparently over for the night.

As our friends leave, Jackson stands in the open doorway with his arm wrapped around my waist as we wave goodbye to everyone. He exudes comforting strength, reminding me why he's so perfect for me. He and I have our share of problems and disagreements, just like every other couple, but we've been together since college and it's been a damn good ten years.

As Jackson and I get ready for bed, I can't stop thinking about Ana's confession. I wait until we're under the covers to bring it up.

"So, apparently Ana is now a hotwife," I say cautiously, gauging his reaction.

Jackson grins. "I heard the story. Ana seemed the least likely to go for it of all our friends–well, other than Debra." He snorts. "Can you imagine? Debra would probably complain the entire time and slut-shame herself."

My husband's blunt words send an unexpected yearning straight to my core. But instead of picturing Debra, I vividly imagine that it's me in the scenario—crying out what a dirty cock-hungry slut I am while some gorgeous mystery man with a huge cock rails me… with Jackson watching and stroking himself a few feet away. My entire body flushes with heat and I feel slick wetness between my thighs. Fuck.

I almost laugh out loud at myself and my outrageous fantasy as I pull Jackson closer, encouraging him to lay his head on my breast while I play with his hair. Jackson and I may not have a vanilla relationship behind closed doors, but we've never been open to anything wild outside the bedroom. We initially hooked up in college because I thrilled him by taking the dominant role. He was eager to be my sexy little toy and submit to me. It was never supposed to be a permanent dynamic, but we became addicted to each other and the incredible D/s sex, and well... here we are a decade later, still kinky as ever, and also very much in love.

I'm a switch when it comes to BDSM, and while I adore dominating my sexy submissive husband, over the years I sometimes miss the heady thrill of simply being told to get on my knees and worship a big hard cock—of obeying filthy commands and being used like a willing fucktoy. Occasionally, Jackson takes the dominant role, and I love him for doing it, but it's just not in his nature to do it often, and he doesn't fuck me as hard as I crave. I wouldn't trade my relationship with Jackson for the world, though. He's the peanut butter to my jelly, my perfect match.

We lay in comfortable silence for a few minutes, and all I can think about is the fantasy of Jackson watching another man fuck me hard while I surrender to the erotic bliss of being someone else's fucktoy. Jackson's shirtless, the comforter bunched around his waist, and I enjoy the view of his chest. Jackson could easily overpower me physically if he really wanted to, especially because I'm petite at 5'2" and not exactly Wonder Woman strong. But there's nothing sexier to me than bringing a powerful, masculine man to his knees and knowing that he's choosing to let me control and dominate him. The ultimate act of loving submission.

I'm too turned on to sleep and I boldly slide my hand under his pajama pants, heading straight for his semi-hard cock. He chuckles, his eyes crinkling at the corners, as I grab his hardening member and give it a possessive squeeze.

I caress his length and whisper, "Time to earn the privilege of making me breakfast in the morning, my sexy boy toy."

This is an erotic game we like to play on weekends. He always cooks me a delicious breakfast on Sundays, and I like to make him earn the right first. I lightly run my thumb across the head of his cock, massaging the bead of pre-cum into his shaft as it swells in my hand.

Jackson squirms, his breathing picking up. "What would you like me to do, my gorgeous Mistress?"

I trail my fingertips lower to cup and fondle his balls before running my short fingernails teasingly along the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. "First, my sweet slut is going to get naked and then I'm going to give you something to think about," I promise seductively.

I swear I've never seen him get up and scramble out of his pajama bottoms so quickly before. Someone is very excited to play. I stay in bed and shimmy out of my panties and remove my nightgown. I toss them carelessly to the floor. I'm going for maximum efficiency, and pesky clothing will just get in the way of ravaging my man.

When we're both naked and he’s back in bed, I give him my most devilish smile. It's time to test the waters and see what my kinky husband really thinks about so many of our friends trying out the hotwife lifestyle lately.

His breath catches as I wrap my fingers around his shaft and slowly start caressing him. His eyes roll back in bliss and he closes them, surrendering to the pleasure.

"That feels so good," he moans, his voice gravelly from desire. "Don't stop, please."

I still my hand, holding his cock against his stomach, and nuzzle his neck as I squeeze the shaft. Biting his earlobe, I whisper, "You're my sweet slut, and you're using such nice manners today. I think you deserve a reward for being so good."

In one graceful movement, I throw my leg over his broad chest and straddle him, pinning his upper body to the bed. I reach over to grab the hot pink fuzzy handcuffs from our toy stash in the nightstand drawer.

I give him a stern order. "Put your hands above your head, my sweet boy. Don't you dare move them."

"Yes, Mistress. Anything you say," he agrees breathlessly, his eyes shining with worship.

He obediently raises his arms, and I feed the fluffy cuffs through the wrought iron bars of our headboard and secure them snugly to his wrists, immobilizing him. I'm briefly tempted to scoot up and ride his talented tongue until I'm screaming in ecstasy, but the ache in my core tells me I really want to feel his cock inside me. I move back down his body until his shaft is trapped between his body and my wet, swollen pussy.

I glide my pussy along the length of his cock, savoring the delicious friction against my throbbing clit. Throwing my head back, I groan loudly in pleasure. "Fuck, that feels amazing, baby."

I undulate my hips, working myself up into a frenzy as I use Jackson like my own personal sex toy. But as wonderful as this feels, I'm ready to kick things up a notch and really blow his mind. First though, I need to tease him a little and see how he reacts to the idea of watching another man fuck me. I'm curious to see his uncensored reaction.

Leaning forward and bracing myself with one hand splayed on his chest, I dangle my tits enticingly in his face, the dusky pink nipples puckered and just begging to be sucked. I keep them maddeningly just out of range of his eager mouth as I roll and pinch one sensitive peak between my thumb and index finger. Jackson moans helplessly, straining against the cuffs, as I continue to slide my drenched pussy up and down his shaft.

"Tell me something, my sweet, slutty boy," I purr, finally bringing one nipple to his parted lips. He immediately latches on hungrily, sucking it and making me gasp. I let him worship my tits for a minute before cruelly pulling them away. "Have you ever fantasized about watching another man fuck me? Letting some hung stud rail your wife right in front of you?"

It's a risky, bold question, I know. He and I have never seriously discussed bringing another person into our bedroom before. But every time Jackson talked about our various friends exploring the hotwife lifestyle, he always sounded more curious and intrigued than disapproving or turned off.

His eyes widen in shock at my question, but I also see an unmistakable spark of hunger flare in their depths as he breathes out, "Jesus, Marcela. Do you... is that something you want to try?"

I grind my hips down harder against his cock in response. "I'm the one asking the questions here, slut," I remind him sternly, before letting my voice go all breathy and seductive again. "Have you ever imagined watching me get railed by a massive cock?"

"God, yes, I have," Jackson admits with a strangled groan as his face contorts in pleasure. "Someone who will fuck you hard while I watch. I want to see you fall apart on another man's cock, Mistress. Will you do it for me someday, please?"

Holy shit, what? I wasn't expecting him to admit it and then ask me to do it. Searing hot pleasure ripples down my spine at his confession and my entire body lights on fire. This is beyond my wildest dreams, and so insanely hot I can hardly think straight. But I know he and I need to have a discussion about this when his mind isn't totally fogged with lust.

I give my voice a singsong lilt. "Maybe I will, if you keep being such a good boy for me."

There's a hunger written all over his face as I move my hand down and grasp the base of his shaft. I slide it against my pussy lips, teasing the entrance and making us both crazed. He jerks against the handcuffs, flexing his hips upward, and I can tell my sweet slut is desperate to feel my pussy around his cock.

I line up the head of his cock in the perfect spot and sink down on him. The moisture between my thighs helps him slide inside easily, and I moan at the exquisite pleasure as my pussy molds around him.

He groans loudly once he's balls deep in my pussy. This right here is always my favorite moment. I enjoy it when my slut services me, but I get a bigger sexual thrill from watching him take pleasure.

I rotate my hips slowly, feeling every inch of his cock massaging my inner walls. "If I let you come, are you going to be a good boy and make me breakfast in the morning?"

He lifts his hips, trying to force me to ride him faster. "Yes," he pants. "Anything you want."

Bracing my hands on his chest for leverage, I start to bounce on his cock, angling my hips so he hits that magic spot inside me just right. My body thrums with excitement, and I close my eyes. The only sounds in the room are our combined moans and the squeak of the bed as we surge together. I can feel my orgasm building, and I know that he'll be a good boy and wait for me to come.

As I fuck him hard and fast, I imagine another guy in the room filling my ass. I'm so surprised at the double stuffed fantasy that it tumbles me into my orgasm.

I cry out, "Oh god, I'm coming!" as wave after wave of toe-curling pleasure crashes over me.

My vision swims as I quiver around his cock. My entire body is wired as I slam my pussy down and grind against him, seeking out the last bits of pleasure.

I take a few moments to recover, and when I can think again, I can tell how badly Jackson needs to come. He's still hard inside me, his shaft pulsing with the force of his denied release.

I kiss him slowly as I stroke his cheek, feeling so lucky that I married a man who lets me treat him like a sexual object when I want, and lets me love him tenderly when I don't. "Thank you for your service, my sweet boy."

His cock jumps with excitement as I move my mouth down to suck on the tender skin of his neck. I'm ready for him to fill me with his cum. I start to lazily rock my hips, squeezing my inner muscles around his shaft. His answering groan is music to my ears.

I tease him one final time. "Beg for it, my sweet boy. Beg to fill my pussy."

"Mistress," he gasps, his eyes snapping shut. I can tell by his expression he's on the brink. "Please, please. Let me fill you. Oh, fuck."

He's so sweet when he's begging, but I put him out of his misery and command, "Come for me."

"Fuck, Mistress! Oh shit, fuck yes!" he moans, his cock twitching inside me with the force of his intense orgasm.

I feel his warm cum bathe my insides and I keep rocking, milking his cock for every last drop. Knowing I gave him pleasure makes me feel sexy and powerful.

After he comes down, I free his wrists from the handcuffs and cuddle with him, enjoying the scent of our lovemaking. He wraps his arms around me and he's quiet for a long time. I smile to myself, knowing that the stronger his orgasm is, the longer it takes for his brain to work.

"Mmm, that was amazing as always, baby. You did so good," I praise him, enjoying the blissful afterglow. "Thank you for letting me use you like that. You're such a good boy for me."

Jackson pulls me closer, nuzzling his face into my hair. "I love being your good boy. You really do deserve whatever you want for breakfast."

I giggle and kiss his chest. "I'm a simple girl; bacon, eggs, and toast, please."

"Your wish is my command, Mistress. I love you so much," he murmurs drowsily.

I smile and hug him tighter, breathing in his familiar, comforting scent. "I love you too, baby. More than anything."

I'll wait until morning when we're both fully awake to discuss what he said during sex. It was probably just the heat of the moment, but I'm not going to complain if my husband WANTS me to fuck someone else.


Chapter 2



After a delicious breakfast the next morning, we're snuggled up on the living room sofa watching a TV show. We're relaxing today, and we planned to watch two back-to-back episodes, but to my surprise, he pauses the show after the first one ends, turning to face me with an unreadable expression.

"Is something up, baby?" I ask lightly, trying to keep the sudden unease out of my voice. My mind immediately flashes back to the erotic banter last night, my body warming up at the memory.

Jackson clears his throat, looking oddly nervous. "Um, yeah, actually. We need to talk."

Pasting on what I hope is a reassuring smile, I squeeze his knee. "What's on your mind, love?"

He takes my hand, threading our fingers together. I rub my thumb soothingly over his skin, trying to ease both our nerves as I wonder if this is it—the moment of truth. Is he about to admit that he was caught up in the heat of the moment and he doesn't want me to be a hotwife, or is he going to confess he really does? Am I going to be disappointed if he doesn't?

Jackson studies our entwined hands and the seconds tick by in silence. Finally, I can't take it anymore. I gently remove my hand from his and reach up to cup his cheek, forcing him to meet my eyes. "Jackson, look at me."

His eyes blaze with an intensity that surprises me, and he finally speaks. "I want to watch another man fuck you, but not just anyone," he admits.

Wow. Okay. I'm already nodding because it's an easy request. I don't want it to be just anyone either. If I'm going to fuck someone else, I want it to be mind-blowingly hot and memorable. And if I'm being honest, I'd like someone with a big cock. Not that Jackson is small by any means, but I've always been curious what it would feel like to be split open on a really massive dick, you know?

Mentally shaking myself out of my X-rated musings, I refocus on my husband, who is watching me closely. "I want it to be a guy who can give you what I can't," he continues urgently. "What I'm not giving you."

Wait, what's that supposed to mean? Does he think I'm not satisfied with our amazing sex life and he's not enough for me? The thought makes me feel uneasy.

"Baby, no. You make me happier than I ever thought possible," I rush to reassure him, stroking his stubbled cheek. "I don't need anything or anyone else."

To my relief, Jackson chuckles, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "I know that, sweetheart. Believe me, I do." He leans in to kiss me softly before saying sheepishly, "I didn't phrase that very well."

As if to prove his point, he takes my hand and places it on his denim-clad crotch. I can feel that his cock is already semi-erect and growing harder by the second. Holy fuck.

He grins at me. "That's not what I meant. What I was trying to say is... I've been fantasizing about watching someone dominant absolutely wreck you and do all the things to you that I'm not confident enough to do myself. I want to see the blissed-out, totally fucked look on your beautiful face when he's railing you and making you come so hard you scream. I just...fuck, I want to be there experiencing it with you as you're getting your mind blown by a real Dom guy."

I gape at him, completely speechless. He's been fantasizing about this? Like, specific, detailed fantasies of another man dominating the fuck out of me while he watches? Jesus Christ. A pleasurable shock zings through my body like an electric current, making my nerve endings sizzle and my pussy flood with moisture. My clit throbs in time with my racing pulse as I picture it—Jackson stroking his cock as he sits in a chair a few feet away, watching me get pounded into oblivion by a dominant stranger. The forbidden image is so searingly erotic that my brain shorts out for a minute, lost to the fantasy.

When I finally regain the power of speech, my voice trembles with need. "You've really been fantasizing about this?"

He nods, swallowing hard, and I can see a telltale flush creeping up his neck above the collar of his t-shirt. He's blushing. It's adorable and sexy as hell.

Emboldened, I start to slowly rub his stiffening cock through his jeans, feeling it twitch and swell. He groans low in his throat, hips shifting restlessly as I give him a firm squeeze. "Tell me, baby...have you been stroking yourself while imagining another man dominating me? Picturing him wrecking my pussy with his enormous cock until I'm a writhing, screaming mess? Is that what gets you off these days?"

"Yes," he rasps. "Sometimes when I'm watching porn, I imagine it's you in the video, practically cross-eyed with pleasure. I can't help it."

Fuck me, this is so deliciously dirty and unexpected. Who knew my sweet, submissive husband had such a filthy, voyeuristic side? The revelation makes desire swirl in my lower belly. "Mmm, you naughty boy. Did you stroke your cock faster when the man in the video started groaning as he got close? Did you imagine him blowing his big load all over me while you watched?" I ask breathlessly, rubbing him harder through his jeans.

Jackson's hands clench into fists at his sides and he squeezes his eyes shut, clearly fighting for control. His hips buck up into my touch and he moans, "Yes, Mistress. I did."

I click my tongue in mock disapproval even as my pussy grows increasingly wet. "Eyes open. Look at me when you're confessing your dirty secrets,"

He obeys instantly, staring up at me. "Good boy. Now, why the hell didn't you tell me about this sexy fantasy of yours sooner, hmm?"

Jackson shrugs helplessly, looking flustered. "I don't know. I guess it was just a private fantasy at first. I didn't think you'd actually want to do it for real."

My heart melts a little at his sweetness, even as my body screams at me to strip him naked and ride him until we both pass out. But first, we need to get a few things straight. Letting go of his straining erection, I put my hand under his chin instead, tilting his face up to mine and forcing him to maintain eye contact. I use my normal, everyday voice so he understands this is just me, his wife, talking to him, not his Mistress.

"Baby, listen to me. I would absolutely love to fulfill this fantasy for you. For us. But only if you're really, truly sure you want it too," I say seriously, holding his gaze. "I don't need other men to be satisfied, physically or emotionally. What you and I have fulfills me. You're more than enough for me, always. I need you to know that."

He smiles at me tenderly, his eyes going soft and warm. "I do know that, Marcela. I promise. You're all I need too. I want this because the thought of sharing you, of watching you come undone with another man, is a huge fucking turn-on for me. But only because I know at the end of the day, your heart belongs to me. I'm secure in that. In us."

If I wasn't ready to jump him before, I sure as hell am now. This man! Overwhelmed with love and passion, I surge forward and crash my lips to his in a bruising kiss, moaning into his mouth as I straddle his lap. He kisses me back just as fiercely, his strong arms wrapping around my waist and hauling me closer. We make out for several minutes until we're both panting.

Breaking away with a gasp, I roll my hips against the rigid line of his cock, seeking friction. "Well, in that case...start looking for a well-hung guy to fuck your wife, baby," I grin wickedly. "Because I'm all in."

Jackson grasps my gyrating hips, holding me in place. "Fuck yes," he groans. "Thank you, Mistress."

I kiss him one last time before reluctantly climbing off his lap on shaky legs. I'm tempted to pull his cock out and fuck him right now, but I resist… barely.

Smirking at his dazed, lust-drunk expression, I press one finger to his kiss-swollen lips in a shushing gesture as he opens his mouth to protest the loss of contact. "That's all you get until you find a sexy Dom to fuck your wife while you watch," I tease, tracing the seam of his lips. He nips at my finger, eyes dancing with mischief, and I tap his nose in reproach. "Be a good boy. Just think about how incredible it'll feel when I fuck you after you watch me get absolutely wrecked by a big, thick cock. The wait will be more than worth it, trust me."

Jackson mutters something that sounds suspiciously like, "Evil, cock-teasing succubus," under his breath, but wisely keeps any other complaints to himself. I know I have him exactly where I want him—horny as hell and willing to do anything to get some relief.

"So, you have your orders. Find me a stud to play with, and I'll give you the ride of your life afterwards. Now I'm going to get some water for the next episode."

I sashay out of the room with an extra sway to my hips, grinning like the cat that caught the canary. I have a feeling my kinky husband will have found the perfect guy to dom the hell out of me by this time next week.

This is going to be fun.


Chapter 3



I was wrong. He found someone the next day.

I work from home as a transcriptionist and when I take my first break on Monday, there's a text waiting for me.

Jackson
I got you a guy.



My body tingles from a zing of pleasure and my nipples harden.

Marcela


Oh? That was fast.




Grabbing a glass of water, some string cheese, and grapes, I settle onto the sofa. This conversation deserves my full attention. I smile and take a sip of water as I see the chat bubbles pop up as my husband is replying.

Jackson
I actually found three guys. You get your pick, or you can have them all at once.



His words make me suck in my breath, which turns into a coughing fit as I try to swallow the water down the wrong pipe. Holy fuck... Yes, please! I didn't even contemplate more than one man as an option. I mean, I've got three holes... I don't even know what to say, so I type without thinking.

Marcela


Do I want that many at once?




Jackson
I think you do.



Well, hell, if he wants me to have three cocks…

Marcela


You're right. I do. Who are they?




Jackson types out the details while I eat my snack. Victor, one of his work buddies, has always thought I was super hot. When Jackson joked with Victor about fucking me to see if he'd really want to do it, Victor said he had two friends he could bring along to show me a really good time. I guess the guys have done this before.

Fuck, that's slutty, and so damn hot. I type to my husband and tell him to set it up.

I can barely pay attention to work after that as I daydream about fucking multiple men. I love being domme for my husband, but my submissive side doesn't get to play much. This experience isn't just about fucking another man; the idea that I can really become a submissive slut is the best part.

Jackson keeps texting me and we discuss everything. He's checking with his coworker to find out when they're all free. The plan is to have them come over to our house, but after I agree to it, I almost wish we were going somewhere else. My filthy side wants to embrace the naughtiness of what we're doing and I'm not sure our house is going to make me feel like we're doing something illicit.

After lunch, I give up pretending I'm working. I try on some sexy lingerie, debating what to wear. I send my husband a photo of myself from the neck down. I'm topless with a sexy garter belt and lace black thong, and tell him to share it with the guys so they can see what they're getting. Now that I've embraced the plan to be a hotwife, I'm so turned on it's crazy.

As I put away the lingerie tossed in a pile on the bed, Jackson sends me another text.

Jackson
They just told me they're free tonight. Want to fuck them tonight?



I'm so shocked, I laugh out loud and dial his number immediately. As soon as I hear his voice, an idea comes to me. I don't care that I sound like a total slut when I tell him, "I want it to be at a cheap motel. Make it happen and text me the address and time. I'll meet you there."

My sweet, submissive husband confirms my request. "I'll have the room ready."

I hang up the phone and stare at the wall as my body buzzes. I guess I'm getting all my holes stuffed tonight in a cheap motel so I can feel extra dirty and used.

The idea thrills me to no end, but I'm suddenly overcome by the magnitude of this experience. Am I really doing this? I know it's something I want, but it still feels unreal. My head spins as I change into my sluttiest outfit. The black skirt I pick out is tight and barely covers my ass, and my blouse is a low cut V-neck that I'm practically popping out of. I forgo a bra and I can tell my nipples will pop against the fabric of my shirt. The last item of clothing is a sexy black thong. I decide to wear my long brown hair in a ponytail so it doesn't get caught on all the extra body parts.

I apply minimal makeup, knowing it will be a mess by the end of the night. Yep, I'm a practical gal. I slip on my four-inch fuck-me heels and practice walking in them for a few minutes. Hopefully, I won't be wearing them for very long.

I imagine showing up and stripping in the hotel room in front of everyone, and I shiver from longing. If someone had told me two days ago that I'd be fucking multiple guys tonight, I wouldn't have believed them.

Yeah, I'm really doing this. I'm about to become a hotwife.

Right before I leave, I toss a bottle of lube into my purse. I'm not sure if anyone will want to use my ass, but I'm going to be prepared. There's a certain thrill from knowing I'm not meeting Jackson at a fancy hotel for a romantic rendezvous. Nope, I'm going to a seedy motel where he and I are renting a room for the sole purpose of a hard pussy pounding. The anticipation is exhilarating. I just hope I can relax enough to lose my inhibitions. What if fucking people I don't know is awkward?

By the time I get there, I'm shaking with arousal and nervousness. I park my car, grab my purse, and hurry to the room, eager to get fucked.

I knock on the door, and Jackson opens it with a grin. "Hi."

"Hi." I smile back at him and he steps aside to let me in. We arranged for the guys to arrive after me, so we're alone right now. As the door closes, I scan the room, and it's exactly as I expected: shitty carpet and mismatched furniture, with an air conditioner unit rattling from the corner. It's perfect for the occasion.

Jackson touches my ass, and I glance over my shoulder and purr at him, "Like what you see?"

"Oh yeah," he laughs, and when I turn towards him, his gaze fixes on my chest.

My nipples harden and I almost giggle as I say, "My eyes are up here, baby."

He's vibrating with desire when he looks up, and I get a nice thrill from knowing he's turned on as much as I am. I press my body against his, sliding my arms around his neck and pulling him down for a kiss. When our lips touch, it's all fire and passion. He's so familiar and comforting, yet exciting at the same time.

When we come up for air, his eyes are clouded with lust. I give him a teasing pat on the butt and say, "Okay, hands off the merchandise. Save your energy for the main event."

There's a large mirror on the wall above a small dresser, and I notice my cheeks are extra pink and my eyes sparkle. Yeah, I'm a horny slut. I set my purse on the dresser and fish out the lube before looking at Jackson with a smirk. "Should I be naked when they get here?"

He doesn't have time to answer because there's a sharp rap on the door. My stomach jumps from excitement. My first foray into being a hotwife is about to begin.

Jackson rushes to the door and opens it to reveal three muscular guys. I swear, as soon as the men enter the room, my pussy grows even wetter. Oh my god, I'm getting dicked down in a seedy motel room by these gorgeous men?

Two of the men are white, one with blonde hair and the other bald, and the third guy is Black with dark hair. They're all extremely good looking and athletic. They're casually dressed in jeans and t-shirts, and I can already see impressive bulges underneath the denim.

Jackson clears his throat to get my attention. "Marcela, this is Victor, Daniel, and Shawn."

I quickly try to memorize their names. Victor is the blonde guy, Daniel is bald, and Shawn is Black.

All of them greet me with friendly waves and smiles, and I relax as I return the greeting. "Nice to meet you."

Victor seems to be the leader of the group, and he takes charge. He moves in close and cups my jaw, tipping my face up. My pulse races as I stare into his eyes.

"This isn't how I normally fuck other people's wives, so I need to hear you say you want it."

The fact that he's worried about consent makes my panties even wetter, and my voice is breathy. "I want all of you to fuck me."

He studies me, and apparently he's satisfied with my answer. A slow, devilish smile curves his lips. "Good to know. We're going to have fun toying with you."

His words and tone of voice immediately start making me feel submissive, and I can already tell this is going to be fabulous. It's been so long since I've felt the delicious mindlessness of being someone's fucktoy, and I'm ready to embrace my sluttiest side.

He takes my hand and leads me to the center of the room. My chest is heaving and I'm having a difficult time catching my breath as his fingers ghost down my throat. "One last detail to work out. Your husband wants us to dominate you and turn you into a wet puddle. What do you want?"

A deep longing grips me, and I almost forget to breathe. Holy hell, I'm already a wet puddle. Mission accomplished.

When I realize they're all staring at me and waiting for my answer, I say in a rush, "I want that. Dominate me. Treat me like a dirty slut who's only here to satisfy all of you." The longer I talk, the faster the words spill out, coming from deep within me. "Break me down until I can't think. Just fuck me senseless, please. I'll do whatever you want."

Victor shares a look with his friends. "In that case, slut, get on your knees and open your mouth."

I tremble with excitement as I awkwardly kneel next to the bed. My damn high heels are already getting in the way, but the struggle just makes me feel dirtier. Looking up at them ready to use me and knowing they could fuck my mouth all night and I wouldn't complain is the final piece that snaps me into my most submissive self. I'm completely ready to be used.

Jackson sits in a chair facing the bed, and the other guys remove their shirts. My gaze lands on their taut stomachs and chiseled chests. My body buzzes as I imagine how their skin is going to feel against mine. It's been over ten years since I've intimately touched a man other than Jackson, and I'm curious to explore the differences between the men.

My heart flutters when I hear a zipper lowering right behind me, and my scalp prickles as my ponytail is taken by a fist and my head is pulled back. I blink to clear my vision and focus. It's Daniel. He's leaning over me, his expression fierce.

"Do you know what a mouth is for, slut?"

I manage to murmur, "For sucking cocks."

"Show me, whore," he demands.

It's so hot to hear a stranger call me degrading names like that. He moves in front of me and guides his cock to my mouth. I shudder with pleasure as I lick the underside of his shaft.

Daniel's hands wrap around my head, and the pressure he applies intensifies when I part my lips to take him into my mouth. His steel rod slides past my lips and I curl my tongue around the tip before opening wider. His cock is bigger than my husband's and I daydream of how it will feel inside my pussy as I suck on him, swirling my tongue across his velvety skin.

I feel another man behind me and I hear the sounds of a zipper and the rustling of fabric. My heart races with excitement.

Daniel's grip on my head tightens as he thrusts deeper into my mouth. I can taste his pre-cum, and it makes me even more eager to please him. I moan around his cock, and the vibrations make him groan in pleasure.

Victor interrupts. "Let's put the slut on the bed. I need to use a hole."

Oh, wow. Daniel pulls out of my mouth and helps me to my feet. I kick off my heels in relief, and suddenly three pairs of hands are all over me, tugging and pulling at my clothes. It's like a whirlwind, and before I can blink, I'm standing naked while all eyes are on me. I feel a rush of vulnerability and I want to hide my tits behind my hands, but I force myself to stand tall and let the men examine me.

Victor takes charge again and pushes me onto the bed. "Get on your hands and knees."

I scramble to obey and position myself at an angle that gives Jackson a side view of the action. Daniel stands in front of me while I eagerly suck on him. I wasn't done with my treat.

Victor climbs on the bed behind me and grabs my hips, and his hard cock presses against my ass. I tremble with desire as he rubs the tip of his cock, poking at my asshole, teasing me. Shit, should I tell him to get the lube? Not that I really can, since my mouth is busy.

When the tip of his cock probes the entrance of my pussy, I relax—yeah, okay, that hole is nice and wet for him. He thrusts forward, filling me in one swift motion. I cry out around Daniel's cock as Victor starts to fuck me hard and fast.

Ooooh, he's not wasting time. I throw myself into the blow job as delight ripples through me from Victor's hard thrusts. I can feel myself getting wetter as the bliss swirls in my core. At this rate, I'm going to come quickly. Victor's cock is hitting all the right spots in my pussy, and the room spins from the pleasure.

I start to move my hips in rhythm with Victor, meeting him thrust for thrust. I can hear the sound of our bodies slapping together and it's so fucking hot.

Shawn moves in front of me, his cock already hard and ready. He grabs my chin and pulls me away from Daniel's cock. "It's my turn."

I eagerly open my mouth. He's bigger than Daniel, and it takes me a moment to adjust to his size as he slides in. I'm determined to please him, and I suck and lick his cock with abandon.

Victor is still fucking me hard, and I can feel myself getting closer and closer to my orgasm. Every time I moan around Shawn's cock, it makes him inhale from pleasure. Being used in two holes at once pings the part of my brain that loves being a fucktoy. I’m on cloud nine, and knowing Jackson is watching makes it so much better.

When Victor reaches underneath me to rub my clit while he fucks me, the sensation shoots me over the edge. My body goes rigid, and I come apart as I shake with pleasure. When my pussy seizes around Victor's cock, he hisses and pulls out before he comes.

My head is whirling from delight when Shawn pulls out of my mouth and lies down on the bed. I'm woozy from the pleasure of my orgasm as Victor and Daniel lift me up and set me down on Shawn's cock. Being moved around like a sex toy is so damn hot.

I moan loudly as I sink down on Shawn's shaft, his thick cock stretching me. His hands wrap around my waist and he thrusts up into me. Holy hell, he feels amazing. It's like he's pinging every nerve ending inside me and I mewl out little peeps of delight.

"Fuck her harder," Victor demands, and Shawn complies without hesitation. His hands tighten on my sides as he forces me to move with him and grind against the base of his cock. It's borderline painful, but it's a glorious pleasure. My husband picked some fabulous guys.

Daniel comes up behind me. "Get ready for some serious ass pounding."

He presses on my shoulder and I lean forward. Mmm, yes, please. I gasp as Daniel applies the lube to my ass, working it in with his finger before his cock slides into my ass. Ooooh, god. I've never had two cocks at once, and I moan as the pleasure threatens to overwhelm me.

Shawn grunts as he thrusts deeper into me, and a tingling sensation zips through me, straight to my pussy. How did I not do this in college when I was going through my slut phase and experimenting? It's sensory overload and I've never felt as full as I do right now.

"You're so fucking tight," Shawn growls, and Daniel agrees. "God, she is. I could fuck this ass all night long."

Out of the corner of my eye, I can see Jackson watching everything. He's stroking his cock over his jeans with a rapt expression on his face. Thank god he's enjoying this.

Victor kneels next to me, moving his cock towards my face. A delicious ache between my legs makes me almost smile. Mmm, yes… all holes will be stuffed. I open my mouth eagerly as he slides in.

My body is on fire and I'm lost in a haze of pleasure. This might be heaven right here—assuming it's filled with massive cocks. My heaven would be.

I moan and writhe with pleasure between the men as they fuck me. I'm their sex toy to use, just a bunch of holes…and I love it. Every part of me zings with euphoria and I feel like I'm going to explode as I'm barreling towards another orgasm. This one is going to be intense.

Victor grips my hair, pulling me closer to him as he thrusts into my mouth. I can feel his cock hitting the back of my throat, and I gag slightly, but I don't care. I want to please him and make him come as hard as his friends are about to make me.

Daniel's fingers dig into my hips as he fucks me harder, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside me. I moan around Victor's cock, my body shaking with pleasure.

Shawn's hands are on my breasts, squeezing and pinching my nipples as every thrust into my ass forces me down harder onto his cock. I'm lost in the moment, my body being used and pleasured by three men at once. It's everything I've ever fantasized about, and it's even better than I imagined.

Victor suddenly pulls out of my mouth, his cock glistening with my saliva. He strokes his cock, aiming the tip towards my face. Oh god, is he going to give me a facial?

When Shawn's cock hits a particularly pleasurable spot, I gasp and open my mouth. Victor rubs the tip across my lips. I try to lick on him and suck on the head of his cock, but he pulls it away.

I'm spiraling closer and closer to my orgasm, and I cry out as my body shudders, my pussy contracting around Shawn's cock as he pounds into me.

Daniel spanks me and the pain adds to my pleasure and tips me over the edge. I scream out with my orgasm and Daniel growls, "That's it, come for us. Such a dirty slut, letting all of us fuck you at the same time."

As I ride out the waves of my orgasm, Victor pushes his cock deep into my mouth. I gag on his cock again, but he doesn't pull out. Instead, he holds me in place, making me drool around his shaft as he fucks my mouth. Somehow, he knows exactly how much I can take. It's the perfect roughness, and I love it.

As my orgasm subsides, I'm left breathless and weak, but the guys aren't done with me yet. Daniel speeds up his thrusts into my ass, and the pleasure builds. There's no way I'm not going to want to do this again—maybe next time I can have a cock in each hand as well. Five at once… the ultimate slut.

Since I can think a little easier now, I try to focus on my husband and make sure he's still okay. He looks dazed, like his mind is fuzzy, but I can tell he's entranced by the scene. He probably didn't know how big of a slut he married. After this experience, I'm ready to take on an entire sports team.

When Jackson realizes I'm looking at him, he smiles at me and continues stroking his cock through his pants. If my mouth wasn't full of cock, I'd blow him a kiss.

I'm brought back to what's happening to me when Shawn sucks on a nipple. As he massages my other breast, a zing of pleasure heads straight to my clit. Having both guys in me, someone sucking on a tit, and a cock in my mouth is too much.

I explode.

The orgasm that rolls through my body is unlike any I've ever experienced before. My legs shake, and I'm overcome with waves of pleasure as I cry out. I'm suddenly in a place where I can feel everything all at once and my vision blurs from euphoria.

Victor pulls out of my mouth, but Daniel and Shawn keep going, driving me to another peak as my mind splinters from pleasure. Stars burst behind my eyelids as my orgasm seems to go on and on. A dark thrill winds its way through me and I know I'm just a fucktoy for them to use all they want. I'd give them anything. I don't know how much more I can take, but I know I don't want it to end.

I lose track of how many times I come. My mind is reeling, and my body is completely spent. I feel like I'm floating on a cloud, and I have a hard time focusing as they continue to use me.

Eventually, it's as if time speeds up, and everything happens at once. Daniel groans a moment before he blows his load in my ass. I feel his cum filling me, and the sensation is exquisite. I clench around Shawn's cock in my pussy and he hisses as I milk his cock for all he's worth. Shawn's entire body spasms as he comes deep inside me. Ropes of sticky cum coat my inner walls, and I imagine it gushing out of me when he pulls out. I've been filled in both holes, and I look around for Victor. Where did he go?

He's standing next to the bed, stroking his cock, and after Daniel pulls out of my ass, Victor pushes me off of Shawn and rolls me onto my back.

I've barely come down from the last orgasm before my pussy is being filled with Victor's cock. Oh god!

"You still like it hard, right?" Victor asks.

I nod and brace myself for his relentless pace as Victor pounds away at my pussy. Within moments, I can already feel another orgasm building. Can someone pass out from bliss?

I don't have time to think about it too much as Shawn climbs onto the bed and kneels by my head. He grabs my hand and wraps it around his shaft, and he moans as I stroke him. I love the way he's taking control and using me for his own pleasure.

Shawn's cock is wet from my juices, and it pulses in my hand as he gets closer to another release. I run my thumb over the head of his shaft and it's like flipping a switch. He shudders and explodes, aiming for my tits. Three shots of cum hit me.

I close my eyes and concentrate on the sensations. When Victor brings a hand down to my clit and brushes circles around it, I detonate. I cry out, my body writhing in ecstasy as the orgasm pulses through me.

I'm still trembling and twitching as the last drops of come drip down onto my chest. Victor groans and jerks several times. I can feel his warm cum filling me up and mixing with Shawn's previous load.

When Victor rolls off of me, I assume everyone is done with me, but Daniel walks out of the bathroom and he's hard again. He pulls me to the edge of the bed so my head is hanging off and he guides his cock into my mouth. I can tell he cleaned up in the bathroom as his shaft sinks into my throat.

He leans over me, bracing his hands on the bed while he uses my throat as his fleshlight. I've never been treated this way, and it's absolutely amazing. Someone at the other end of the bed spreads my legs and starts rubbing the cum dripping out of me around my clit. They aren't finger fucking me, they're just playing with the combined wetness between my legs. It's almost dirtier this way, and I moan around Daniel's cock.

The vibration of my moan sets Daniel off and he blows his load deep in my throat. When he pulls out, cum and saliva smear across my cheek and I almost giggle. I'm sure I look wrecked.

I glance down at the guy playing with my pussy and get a shock when it's Jackson. Oh fuck. My husband is playing with the cum in my pussy. When he sees me look at him, he smiles.

"You're so wet."

I'm too mentally fucked to do anything but moan in pleasure as he continues to swirl his fingers around my clit. My husband briefly stops playing with my pussy to pull me all the way back up onto the bed, but then he resumes his fingering as he talks to the guys. I close my eyes and I'm vaguely aware of the men getting dressed.

I can barely move a muscle, but I also feel more satisfied than I ever have in my life. I let out a contented sigh as the men gather up their things and leave with a collective, "Thank you."

The door shuts and I'm alone with my husband. I muster the energy to pat the bed next to me.

"Take your clothes off and come cuddle, baby."

I'm not sure what I have the energy for, but I desperately need contact with him. I need to feel him inside me and hear him say that he still loves me after watching me be such a filthy slut.

Jackson gets undressed and when he's next to me, I can't help but chuckle.

He raises his eyebrows. "What's funny?"

I grab his still-hard cock. "This. You still want me."

He smiles. "I'll never stop wanting you, not in a million years. How do you feel?"

My whole body aches in a pleasant way, and I don't want him worrying about that. This is now his time. I kiss his nose and squeeze his cock. "I'm sore in all the right ways, and I really, really love you."

His grin is so bright it warms my insides. His fingers trail up my arm and he moves them to my nipple, tweaking it. "I really, really love you, too. It was so hot, watching you get dominated."

When he massages the sticky cum into my breasts, I realize he's staring at his hands. He's definitely fascinated with the fluid. I can't blame him for it since I enjoy it as well. I moan as his hand returns to my pussy and his finger runs between my folds.

I hum with pleasure and murmur softly, "So you liked that?"

He chuckles. "More than I expected."

My pussy is getting too sensitive, and I give him a gentle order. "Stop toying with me and get your cock inside me. I need you."

He hesitates. "You're sure? I could wait. You've been through a lot."

My heart warms from how sweet he is. I can see how desperately he wants me, and I bet he'd wait if I asked him to.

"I want you, baby."

I open my arms to him and he covers my body with his. He's gentle as his cock fills me with one stroke, and I moan as he bottoms out. It feels different. I'm stuffed full of the other guys' cum, but Jackson's cock feels new. I need this, this connection with the love of my life after fucking other men.

"You feel so good," he murmurs against my shoulder as he slowly fucks me.

When he tries to kiss me, I hold his cheek to stop him. "You sure you want to kiss your wife after she sucked on two cocks?"

His nostrils flare, and I know I've turned him on with the dirty talk. His voice is gruff when he says, "That makes me want to kiss you even more."

The desperation in his voice is thrilling. I'm a slut, and it's sexy to be his slut. His lips descend to mine, and we kiss deeply, our tongues twining as we rock together. I love the way he makes me feel. It's like electricity crackling between us, and I can't get enough. The steady rhythm of his cock makes me sigh. I let go and float along, enjoying the moment. He's worshiping my body with his hands and cock, and it's lovely to feel like I've come home. He's mine and I'm his, and no one can ever take that away from us.

When his breath quickens and his moans get louder, I whisper to him. "You can fuck me harder. I need you to come."

Jackson kisses me and I arch my hips so he can fuck me deeper as his thrusting grows more urgent. He grasps my hips tightly with both hands and I wonder if there'll be bruises tomorrow. He's my gentle giant, so for him to be using such force means he's consumed with desire.

I can tell he's getting close, so I give him the command. "Come for me. Give me everything."

That's the breaking point. He comes hard.

His muscles strain and his hips buck. I'm wrapped around him, my fingers digging into his shoulders, and I can feel when his control slips and he surrenders to his release. He comes hard, crying out as he buries his face in my neck. I cling to him as he spills his seed inside me. I never want to let go.

His climax triggers a surprise orgasm for me, and I cry out as we both ride the waves of bliss. My mind blanks from pleasure and I'm not sure how long we stay locked together.

When my brain finally starts working, his face is still buried in my neck and his heavy breaths tickle my skin. I can't stop smiling. My heart swells as I run my hands along his back.

He lifts his head to give me a questioning look. "Is it bad that I want to do this again someday?"

I laugh as I push him off of me. "Maybe someday, if my good boy begs enough, I might let him watch other men fuck me again."

He just grins and starts licking the cum off my breasts. I shiver as he lavishes attention on my nipples. Yeah, he's definitely my good boy... but more importantly, a whole new world of opportunities has opened up for our marriage. If he wants to watch a train of guys dominate me and fuck me, I'm open to the idea.

Being a hotwife might just be the best thing that's happened for our marriage.

My friends are going to think this is hilarious. I can't wait for the next poker night to tell them.

The End

Like hotwives? Join my newsletter to get updates on new releases and get a sexy hotwife erotica story. 
Find it at: 
https://www.lacey-cross.net/hotwife


June Hotwife



The month of June is going to be a hot one…
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This soon-to-be hotwife has a busy life; a loving husband, a job, and kids… she's not expecting her husband's offer of a night of pleasure, nor who he offers to let her fuck. There's no way she's turning this opportunity down.

Don't miss June Hotwife.

Get more info at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/bookjunehotwife


The Hotwife of the Month Series



Don't Miss the Series!
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Twelve Couples…. Multiple Slutty Encounters.

A guys' weekend trip between college buddy gets the wheels turning for each couple. Explore what happens with each wife when they find out their husband wants to share them.

Find the series at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/hotwifeofthemonth


Hotwife Exploration Series



This hotwife ends up fucking her cat’s veterinarian and his technician multiple times. Don’t miss any of the five books with Erin, Ian, Jace, and Matt. Erin’s hotwife adventures is now complete.

[image: image-placeholder]

My husband’s filthiest fantasy finally comes true.

When my husband tells me he wants to share me, I’m not sure what to say. But the more I imagine being pounded hard by a bunch of sexy studs, the more willing I am to indulge his fantasy.

For my first time he tells me to choose the man and location with the agreement I tell him all about it afterwards. I don’t think he expects me to take him up on the offer with the sexy veterinarian at my cat’s appointment the next day.

The smoking hot vet offers extra services with him and his technician, and I jump at the chance to enjoy the ride as they bend me over the exam table and give me a thorough inspection.

For a little bit of praise and dirty talk, I’m willing to get on my knees for both of them at the same time. This hotwife is ready to embrace her sluttiest side.

Get all 5 books
Making Me a Slutty Wife
The Slutty Wife’s Vacation
Slutty Wife Unleashed
Slutty Wife on Edge
The Slutty Wife’s Desires

Check out the series here:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/amazonhotwifeexploration


More Sexy Hotwife fun



If you haven’t read my first 10 hotwife Miranda books, get the bundle of her first 10 stories.
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10-story Hotwife Erotica Anthology.

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://www.lacey-cross.net/amazonsharedinoffice


About Lacey Cross



Lacey Cross is a wife sharing erotica writer with over 100 short stories published since she started in 2021. Her stories emphasize the pleasure found from the wife living her best slut life and embracing the hotwife lifestyle. She explores themes of free use, submissive wives with dominant bulls, BDSM... and oh-so-many men.

Find her books, erotic shorts, and audiobooks on her website:
https://lacey-cross.com/

If you like romantic erotica BDSM, check out April Cross’s books at:
https://books.april-cross.com/
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