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The Hotwife of the Month Series



Don’t miss the entire series.
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A series where love knows no bounds and desire reigns supreme.

Each story invites you into the lives of a daring couple as they navigate the tantalizing world of hotwifing. Whether it’s a spontaneous moment or a calculated encounter, these stories are all about the pleasure found in being a hotwife with the husband’s full blessing.

Check out the entire series:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/amazonhotwifeofmonth


Chapter 1



I sink into the pedicure chair, and warm, lavender-scented water swallows my feet. The spa's music and bubbling foot bath are already working their magic, melting away the week's stress.

"Fuck, I needed this," I sigh, wiggling my toes.

Next to me, Olivia hums in agreement. "God, yes. Nothing like being pampered."

The spa workers set us up and slip away, leaving us to soak.

I close my eyes, but my brain won't shut up. Life's become a broken record—same job, same routine with Ryan. When did I turn into such a snooze-fest? Is this what being in your thirties is all about?

"So..." Olivia's voice cuts through my thoughts. "Wanna hear about my latest adventure?"

I peek at her, catching that mischievous glint in her eye. Oh boy, here comes the juicy stuff.

"Do I even want to know?" I ask, already knowing I'm dying to hear it.

Olivia leans in, her jasmine perfume mingling with the lavender aromatherapy. "Remember that gig last weekend? Let's just say I gave the birthday boy a very...special private performance."

My jaw drops. "Holy shit! You didn't!"

"Oh, but I did." She winks. "And it was fucking amazing."

She lowers her voice, practically vibrating with excitement. "Anthony waited with the rest of the party, imagining what I was doing. Birthday boy took me to the back room, pressed me against the wall..." She wags her eyebrows. "Let's just say he unwrapped his present thoroughly."

I squirm, suddenly feeling turned on. "But aren't you worried about jealousy? Or screwing things up with Anthony?"

Olivia shakes her head. "Nah. It's actually brought us closer. The trust, the communication—it's next-level shit."

As Olivia gushes about her hotwife adventures, my mind wanders to Ryan. I remember him joking about how hot it'd be to watch me with another guy. I laughed it off then, but now...

"Earth to Nicole," Olivia teases me. "You're actually considering it, aren't you?"

I feel my face burning. "What? No, I'm just...curious."

Olivia grins. "Uh-huh, and that's why you're redder than a lobster right now?"

I kick my foot and splash some water at her. "Oh, shut up. I'm just thinking, okay? How do you even bring that up? 'Hey babe, want to watch me bang another dude?'"

Olivia laughs. "Well, maybe not quite like that. But guys can be surprisingly into it. Has Ryan ever hinted?"

I chew my lip, thinking. "I mean, he's made jokes, but I thought he was just being dumb."

"Jokes are their way of testing the waters. You should just ask him straight up. Life's too short for what-ifs, you know? Maybe it's time to add some sprinkles to that vanilla sundae of yours."

Olivia's words keep bouncing around my head as we wrap up our spa day. I can't lie, the idea gives me a little thrill. Could I actually go through with it?

I try to shake it off. It's just a stupid fantasy, right?

But as I grab my stuff, my fingers linger on my phone. For a second, I picture myself texting Ryan about all our friends joining the "lifestyle." A shiver runs through me, and it's not from the AC. I shove my phone back in my purse. Not today. But...maybe soon.
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After I get home and change, I sprawl on the couch and put my laptop on my thighs. My mind’s racing from Olivia's story, and my fingers hover over the keyboard. Fuck it. I type "hotwife lifestyle" into the search bar.

The screen fills with blog posts and stories. My marketing brain kicks in, analyzing the raw language. It's hot as hell. Heat pools between my thighs as I picture myself spread out, a stranger fucking me while Ryan watches.

I end up on Debra's secret blog about the "dangers" of open marriages. Debra, our group's morality police, is the wife of Ryan's college buddy. I smirk at her latest post. For someone so against it, her writing is surprisingly...detailed.

"Dios mío," I mutter, tingling as she describes a guy bending a woman over a table and pulling her hair as he fucks her. Debra should write hotwife erotica instead of pretending to be scandalized.

I giggle, imagining her secretly getting off on this stuff. It distracts me from my own mess of feelings. I was born in Spain and my parents moved to the States when I was six. That Spanish fire in my blood burns bright. The passion, the urge to live fully—it's there, even if I've played it safe most of my life.

I need to stop torturing myself. I'm happy. I have a wonderful husband. That's enough.
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Hours later, the smell of paella fills our dining room. Ryan and I sit down to our usual late dinner—a habit from my Spanish roots he's embraced. I sip my wine, steadying my nerves.

"Cariño," I start, voice shaky. "I need to talk to you about something."

Ryan swallows his mouthful. "What's up, love?"

I take a deep breath. "You know how our friends are trying new things in the bedroom?" I watch his face carefully. "Well, Olivia's joined the club. She's a hotwife now."

Ryan's eyes light up. "Wow, that's what—nine of our friends now?"

"Eleven, actually," I blurt. "Not that I'm counting."

Ryan chuckles. "Sure you're not. Well, not everyone will jump on that train. Debra would probably burst into flames if she tried."

I laugh, relaxing. "God, can you imagine? She'd die from the scandal alone."

We both take a few bites, lost in thought, before Ryan speaks up.

"So," he says seriously. "Have you been thinking about being a hotwife?"

A dirty thrill courses through me, making my skin flush with longing. "I...I'm curious. I've gotten the feeling you might be into it. Am I right?"

Ryan's eyes darken. "The thought of watching you with another man is hot as fuck. But only if it's what you want."

"What if it screws us up?" I blurt out.

"We can handle anything, baby. If you want to explore this, we can talk about it."

His words make me buzz with delight. "Really? You wouldn't get jealous?"

Ryan's smile turns wicked. "Jealous? Hell no." He pauses. "Imagining you lost in pleasure, knowing I gave you that freedom...it's crazy hot."

Heat floods my body. A soft moan escapes my lips.

"Fuck," I breathe. "I've fantasized, but hearing you say it..."

Ryan smiles. "I want you to explore your fantasies."

I meet his gaze, nervous and excited. "I'd only do it if you were there. Olivia was alone while Anthony waited, but I'd need you watching. I wouldn't want to do it without you."

He laughs. "Good, baby, because I wouldn't agree unless I could watch…and tell you what to do.”

Electricity shoots through me. My husband is a soft dom in the bedroom, but I never imagined he’d want to dominate me with another guy in the room. "You'd like that? Telling me how to please another man?"

"Mmm, yes," Ryan groans. "Watching you follow my commands, being my good little slut..."

My entire body ignites with desire, and my lips part in surprise. I want to be his little slut—no, I want to be his filthy whore being pounded by another guy’s cock while he watches.

He grins. "Too much?"

I shake my head, cheeks burning. "No, you know I like it when you talk dirty…you could even be dirtier."

“Hmm, I'll have to remember that,” he teases with a twinkle in his eye that makes my mind churn with slutty thoughts. My husband is always up for a challenge when I tell him I want something, so I bet I’m going to get more dirty talk soon.

As we discuss it further, setting boundaries and daydreaming about how we’d work my first hotwife experience, the anticipation builds. It’s scary as hell to imagine embracing this wild side but also so fucking hot. I could do this—we could do this.

Later, in bed, my mind races. I think about those blogs, our friend’s adventures, even Debra's secret smut. I imagine myself in those scenarios, feel ghost hands on my skin. But always, Ryan is there—watching, guiding, loving me through it all.

I turn to look at my sleeping husband, heart full. Whatever happens next, we're in this together. And that thought, more than anything, is what makes it difficult to fall asleep as I daydream about fucking someone else with my husband’s permission.


Chapter 2



I smooth down my blue dress, admiring how it hugs my curves as Ryan walks into the bedroom. His blue eyes twinkle with that mischievous look that makes my heart skip a beat.

"Ready for this, baby?" He pulls me close, his hand on my lower back. "Remember, it's just dinner with an old friend. But if you want to test the waters and try a little flirting, go for it. Only if you're comfortable."

My stomach does a flip. I nod, not trusting my voice. When Ryan first suggested inviting Kevin over as a testing ground for flirting with someone safe, I was curious but nervous. Now? I'm a mess of butterflies and what-ifs.

The doorbell rings, and my heart jumps into my throat. I smooth my dress one last time, hyper-aware of how it shows off my body. My hands are clammy, and I try to steady my nerves. Ryan, cool as ever, strolls to the door and swings it open.

And there's Kevin, looking like he stepped out of a damn magazine. His button-up and jeans fit him perfectly. It's been years since we've seen him in person. His cocky smile and those green eyes hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck. Kevin was supposed to be safe to flirt with, but this feels anything but.

As he steps in, I catch a whiff of his cologne—all woodsy and masculine. It goes straight to my head.

"Nicole." Kevin leans in to kiss my cheek. His lips barely touch me, but it's like he lit a fire inside me. His scent wraps around me, making me dizzy. "You look lovely. It's been too long."

"Thanks," I mumble, praying I don't sound as flustered as I feel. "Welcome back." I catch Ryan watching us, a little smirk on his face. The bastard's enjoying this.

We sit at the dining table, and I can't stop staring at Kevin. His voice rumbles through the room as he and Ryan fall into their old frat boy banter. I laugh along, but honestly? I'm too busy watching Kevin's mouth move, imagining what those lips could do to me. Ryan squeezes my hand under the table, giving me a knowing look.

"So, Kevin," I manage to say, "what made you come back after all this time?"

Kevin's eyes crinkle as he sips his wine. "Well, as much as I loved working overseas, it was time to come home. Got offered a job with a nonprofit here that I couldn't pass up."

Ryan nods. "Always the globetrotter. Remember when you almost missed graduation because you were stuck in Thailand?"

"How could I forget?" Kevin chuckles. "You were freaking out, thinking I'd never make it back in time."

"Hey, my idea to book you on three different flights saved the day." Ryan grins. "Just another example of my brilliant problem-solving skills."

I laugh. "You? The idea man? Well, I guess you do have your moments, cariño."

The pet name slips out, and Ryan pulls me closer. "Oh, come on, baby," he teases, his breath hot on my ear. "You know I'm always coming up with great ideas...and I think you're enjoying one of my ideas right now."

Kevin's laugh fills me with warmth. "Your husband's definitely got a knack for creative solutions."

A thrill runs through me as my heart pounds in my ears. I’m enjoying myself tonight—the tantalizing tease of another man combined with the freedom to flirt makes my head spin.

I can't take my eyes off Kevin. His stories of far-off places and his quiet confidence make him even sexier than I remember. I catch his eyes roaming over me, and there's heat in that look that sets my skin on fire. I glance away, but not before I see his lips quirk up. Fuck, he knows I caught him looking, and that just makes it hotter. Ryan notices the exchange. Instead of jealousy, I see excitement in his eyes. I think my husband is kinkier than I realized.

The night drags on, and the sexual tension is so thick my panties are a wet mess. Kevin's hand brushes mine as we both reach for a napkin, and I swear I feel it in every nerve ending. I'm caught between wanting to jump him and feeling like the worst wife ever for lusting after my husband's friend. It's driving me crazy. But then Ryan catches my eye, gives me that warm smile of his, and I remember this is all part of our journey together.

"So, Nicole," Kevin says, his voice dropping to a sexy rumble. "Ryan tells me you've been exploring some new...interests lately."

I choke on my wine. Fuck. "Oh?" I squeak, trying to play it cool. "What exactly has he told you?"

Kevin's eyes sparkle, like he’s enjoying teasing me. "Nothing too wild. Just that you've been...broadening your horizons."

I shoot daggers at Ryan, who's grinning like the cat that ate the canary. My heart's going a mile a minute. How much does Kevin know about our plans?

"Life's an adventure," I mumble, hoping the guys will drop it. They do.

After dinner, Kevin scrapes his chair back. "I should get going," he says, his voice low and husky.

I look up, and his green eyes burn into me. My breath catches. "Of course," I murmur.

He moves closer, and suddenly the room feels like a sauna. My skin prickles with heat. He reaches for my hand, and time slows to a crawl. His fingers brush my palm, sending an electric current through my body.

"Thanks for dinner, Nicole," Kevin murmurs, his thumb tracing circles on the back of my hand. My pulse races like I've just run a marathon.

I swallow hard. "Anytime. Nice seeing you again."

He squeezes my hand, and my face flushes. Our eyes lock, and the look he gives me turns my knees to jelly. The moment stretches on forever. I’m dizzy when he lets go.

"Night, Ryan," Kevin calls out. With one last smoldering look, he's gone.

I stand there, frozen. What the hell just happened? And why am I so turned on?

The door clicks shut, and I let out a shaky breath. I can't even look at Ryan without giving myself away, but Ryan notices. "Someone's all worked up," he teases, backing me against the nearest wall. "Did Kevin get you hot and bothered?"

I open my mouth to deny it, but Ryan's smirk says he knows. He slides his hands under my dress. When he rubs my pussy through my panties, I spread my legs and arch into him.

"Tell me," he growls. "How bad do you want him?"

His finger slips under my panties and brushes my clit. Pleasure jolts through me, and the truth spills out. "So fucking bad, Ryan. His hands, his mouth...god, I'm sorry—"

Ryan cuts me off with a kiss that leaves me gasping. "Don't apologize. Beg me to let you fuck him."

My pussy throbs. The idea of fucking Kevin short-circuits my brain. Even though we're just playing a twisted game, I give it my all.

"Please," I beg, grinding against Ryan's hand. "I need it. I need to feel Kevin inside me while you watch. I want to be your dirty slut. I need to taste him, to do all the things you tell me to do. Please, let me be your naughty slut. Please," I moan.

Ryan growls and crushes his mouth to mine. We tear off each other's clothes. His hands are everywhere, rough and demanding. The cold wall presses against my back as he pins me with his body.

"Admit you're a fucking slut for wanting Kevin," Ryan commands, his fingers sliding into my pussy, teasing me with slow strokes.

"I am, I'm a slut for wanting to fuck your friend," I choke out. "Oh god, I need your cock inside me. Now, Ryan."

He slaps my pussy lightly, and I yelp in surprise.

"I'm going crazy. Please fuck me!"

Ryan lifts my thigh and thrusts into me. He's relentless, fucking me like an animal. Wet slapping sounds and our grunts fill the room.

"You're so wet, baby," Ryan pants. "You love the idea of being a slut, don't you?"

"Yes," I moan, digging my nails into his shoulders. "Your dirty slut. Only yours. Telling me what to do. Please…"

My words send us both into a frenzy. Within moments, we're spiraling together. I cry out, "Ooooh fuck!" as I come, my body shivering against him. He explodes inside me, and the rapture is so intense, I cling to him as waves of bliss turn my mind to mush.

At some point, he picks me up and carries me to the bedroom. When I finally come down from my high, we're on the bed and my head is on his chest while he strokes my hair.

He murmurs, "I've got a confession. I was hoping you'd want to fuck Kevin."

I prop myself up. "What?"

"I thought Kevin would be perfect for your first time."

My head spins. "You want me to actually fuck Kevin?"

"Only if you want," Ryan says. "I trust him. He'd treat you right. And after seeing you two tonight..." He smiles.

My body lights up with pleasure. Jesus, my husband is amazing. I can't keep the happiness from my voice. "I'm agreeable to fucking Kevin."

He laughs. "How about this—we book a weekend getaway and invite Kevin to join us in the hotel room?"

My heart races. "Okay," I whisper. "Let's do it."

As much as the idea of being a hotwife scares me, I also have an overwhelming need to explore this new, naughty side of myself.

It's time to see what being Slut Nicole is like.


Chapter 3



I step out of the car, and cold mountain air hits my lungs. Holy shit, those peaks are something else, snow-capped monsters against a clear November sky. I squeeze Ryan's hand, my stomach doing backflips.

"Damn, it's gorgeous," I say. Ryan plants a kiss on my temple.

"Not as gorgeous as you," he smiles. "C'mon, let's check in."

The lobby's all rustic chic—warm wood, stone, and this huge-ass antler chandelier. Ryan handles the check-in while I fidget like a teenager before prom night. My heart's racing, and I can't decide if I'm more excited or terrified.

"What d'you think?" Ryan asks once we’re alone in the hallway and heading to our room.

"It's amazing," I gush. "Like we've stumbled into a fancy mountain hideaway."

Our room's towards the back of the lodge, and sweet baby Jesus, it's incredible. The carpet is thick enough my feet sink into it, and the king-size bed looks so plush I want to dive in face-first. The floor-to-ceiling windows show off the wilderness.

"Ryan, look at this view!" I'm practically glued to the windows. He wraps his arms around me from behind, and I melt into him.

"Pretty sweet," he agrees. "But wait'll you see the deck."

He leads me out, and there it is: a sunken hot tub, steam rising like it's begging us to jump in. The view of the snowy mountains is unreal. I can already picture us soaking while the sun sets.

"This is perfect," I breathe, turning to face him.

His blue eyes are sparkling with that 'I'm about to get lucky' look. He pulls me in for a kiss that makes my toes curl. When we come up for air, he rests his forehead on mine. "How're you feeling about all this?"

I take a second to really think about it. "Excited," I admit. "Kinda scared, too. It's getting real now." I pause, gnawing on my lip. "Are we crazy for doing this?"

Ryan rubs my back, and it's like he's smoothing out all my worries. "We don't have to do anything, okay? You can change your mind at any moment. This weekend's about having fun, but only if you're one hundred percent down for it."

God, I love this man. I shove my doubts aside. "I know, and I am down. I want this. I want to see what it's like, with you right there with me."

I really want to see what Slut Nicole will do. I’m hoping I can relax enough to let her out. But I keep telling myself that even if I can’t fully relax, tonight will still be fun. No one said the first time had to be the best.

We unpack, and with every minute that ticks by, the tension ratchets up. Kevin will be here soon, and just thinking about it makes me tingle all over. I'm hanging up a dress when Ryan calls out, "Hey, baby? Got you a little something for tonight."

I turn around and he's holding a gift box, grinning like the cat that ate the canary. Inside is the sexiest bikini I've ever seen, deep red with gold bits that'll look amazing against my olive skin.

I run my fingers over the silky material. "Wow, it’s gorgeous.”

"Thought you might wear it in the hot tub later," he says, his voice a low, sexy growl.

The idea sends a jolt straight between my legs. "Hell yeah."

I duck into the bathroom to try it on, and when I catch my reflection, I barely recognize myself. My cheeks are flushed, my eyes wide and bright. When I step out, Ryan's sharp intake of breath is all the validation I need.

"Damn, I love it," I purr, doing a little spin. "You chose well. You sure you want to share me?"

Ryan's eyes are all over me. "Oh yeah, you look fucking edible. Kevin's gonna lose his mind."

We laugh, and there's this electric undercurrent between us, a new excitement that wasn’t there before. That more than anything is going to make tonight worth it.

Let the hotwife fun begin.


Chapter 4



The hot tub is ready for us, and I've thrown on a silky robe over the bikini. I'm hyper-aware of how little I'm wearing underneath. My heart's pounding so hard I swear Ryan can hear it.

Just as the sun starts to dip behind the mountains, there’s a knock on the door. Ryan and I lock eyes, having one of those silent conversations. This is it. The moment of truth.

I take a deep breath and move to answer the door, Ryan right behind me. My hand hovers over the handle for a split second before I turn it, revealing Kevin in all his rugged glory. My heart does a little flip. He's all lean muscle and charm, those green eyes roaming over me like I'm a snack he can't wait to devour.

"Well, hello there," Kevin drawls. His voice hits me low in the gut. "Don't you two look cozy?"

Ryan's hand finds the small of my back. It's grounding, reminding me we're in this together. The warmth of his touch makes my skin tingle.

"Come on in, man," Ryan says, casual as hell, but I can tell by his voice that my husband is just as excited as I am.

Kevin steps inside, and that same cologne he was wearing the other night engulfs me—woodsy and sexy. We hug, and his hands linger on my hips. I'm suddenly all fluttery hands, trying to cover my nerves by offering drinks.

"Gracias, Nicole," Kevin winks, taking a glass of ice water. The Spanish makes me melt a little.

We’d previously decided to not drink tonight, despite the idea of some liquid courage helping. But Ryan said if we can’t do this sober, we shouldn’t be doing it, and I have to agree with him. Tomorrow morning, I want to know that I made all my choices tonight without anything dulling my senses. Somehow that makes what I’m doing naughtier.

We chat, and it feels weirdly normal. But I can't ignore the king-sized bed looming in my peripheral vision. A constant reminder of why we're really here.

"So," Kevin says, eyes darting between us. "I hear there's a hot tub with our name on it."

My stomach does a somersault. This is it. I look at Ryan, finding nothing but love and encouragement in those blue eyes of his.

"What do you say, baby?" Ryan asks. "Shall we show Kevin the view?"

I nod, not trusting my voice. We step out onto the deck, and the mountain air makes me shiver. The hot tub bubbles invitingly, steam rising into the twilight.

Kevin whistles low. "Now that's what I call a setup." He turns to me, gaze intense. "Care to join me, Nicole?"

I untie my robe with shaky hands, letting it pool at my feet. The lust in Kevin’s eyes as he takes in the red bikini gives me a zip of pleasure.

"Damn," Kevin murmurs, eyes dark with desire. "You're a lucky man, Ryan."

"Don't I know it," Ryan replies, voice thick.

The men change into swim shorts, and all three of us slip into the four-person hot tub. I'm hyper-aware of every point of contact. Kevin's thigh brushes mine, sending sparks through my body.

For a moment, we just soak in silence, tension building like a rubber band about to snap. Then Kevin's hand finds my knee under the water, and I gasp.

"Is this okay?" His voice is husky.

“Yes.”

Once he has my permission, his hand traces circles on my thigh, driving me crazy. I turn to Ryan, seeking...something. He smiles softly, nodding. In that silent exchange, I see his complete trust and love.

That's all it takes. I turn back to Kevin, and suddenly his lips are on mine. The kiss is nothing like Ryan's familiar touch. Kevin kisses like he's trying to devour me, his tongue demanding entrance. I moan into his mouth, hands tangling in his hair.

Kevin's hands roam my body, cupping my breasts through the thin bikini top. My nipples harden under his touch, and I arch into him, wanting more.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," Kevin growls against my lips. He pulls back, eyes wild. "I want to taste you. All of you."

Part of me is shocked at how different he is from Ryan. But a larger part of me is thrilled, eager for the chance to explore something new.

Kevin lifts me out of the water, setting me on the edge of the hot tub. The cool air hits my wet skin, making me shiver. But then his hot mouth is trailing kisses down my stomach. The contrast between the cold deck and his warm lips is dizzying.

"Lean back, baby," Ryan commands, and I shoot a glance at my husband. Oh fuck, he did say he wanted to tell me what to do. When I obey, Kevin's fingers hook into my bikini bottoms, slowly peeling them off.

Kevin spreads my legs and admires the Brazilian wax I got in preparation for this weekend. He hums in appreciation as he pulls my pussy lips apart, and I try to embrace the vulnerability of being exposed. It’s a heady feeling.

It's been years since anyone but my husband has touched me like this, but that's what makes this so amazing. Kevin buries his head between my legs, and his tongue laves my clit. I moan with delight and rock my hips. Oooh, even his tongue feels different. It's broader, and when he licks, it's like he's tasting every inch of me.

"So sweet," he murmurs, and then he's licking me like he's a starving man.

A soft pleasure radiates throughout my body as my head spins. There's nothing I can grab to keep myself grounded. I fist my hands in my hair and rock against his face as the bliss swirls in my core. Oh god, oh fuck, I wasn't expecting him to go down on me. His tongue works me into a frenzy, and all I can do is moan continuously as he increases the pressure of his tongue.

When he slides two fingers inside me and massages my cave wall, electrical shocks run through my body. The pleasure coils in my stomach as my thigh muscles quiver. I'm going to come soon.

I'm dimly aware of Ryan watching us, and the knowledge that my husband is seeing me like this, spread out and wanton under another man's touch, only heightens my arousal.

"Oh, Dios mío." My hips buck against Kevin's face. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

Kevin chuckles against me, the vibrations sending shockwaves through my body. "I'm going to make you come like this. You want that, don't you? To come all over my face while your husband watches?"

I love the dirty talk, and it pushes me closer to the edge.

"That's it, baby," Ryan says, his voice thick with arousal. "Let go and come for us."

It's Ryan's encouragement that finally does it for me. I come with a cry that echoes around the deck, my body convulsing with delight as my pussy clenches around Kevin’s fingers. Kevin doesn't let up, lapping at me until I'm trembling and oversensitive.

As I come down from my high, Kevin pulls me back into the hot tub, cradling me against his chest. The warm water envelops me, soothing my over-sensitized skin.

"Wow," I breathe, still shaky. "That was..."

"Just the beginning," Kevin finishes for me, his voice promising so much more.

Ryan clears his throat, amusement in his eyes. "As hot as that was, maybe we should take this inside before the neighbors call down to reception and complain."

We all laugh, breaking some of the tension, even as my face flushes beat red. Oh no, was I really that loud? As we climb out of the hot tub, I catch Ryan's eye. In that moment, a thousand words pass between us silently. I see his love, his desire, his complete acceptance of what's happening. But I also catch a flicker of something else—a hint of possessiveness, perhaps? It fills me with a warmth that has nothing to do with the hot tub.

Kevin wraps me in a fluffy towel, his touch lingering on my shoulders. "Shall we continue this party inside?" he asks, voice low and seductive.

I nod, more eager now to get his cock inside me—if it's even possible to be more eager. As we step back into the hotel room, I feel a shift in the energy. The initial nervousness is gone, replaced by pure lust. The time in the hot tub and my orgasm opened the floodgates of desire.

Kevin wastes no time. As soon as the door closes behind us, he's on me, his lips crashing against mine in a searing kiss. He pulls my bikini top off as his hands roam my body, leaving trails of fire in their wake. I moan into his mouth, pressing myself against him.

Ryan takes a seat in the armchair by the bed. There's something incredibly erotic about having him watch, knowing he's getting off on seeing me with another man.

When Ryan speaks, I'm almost surprised. "I want to see her suck your cock."

My heart skips a beat at his command, and I drop to my knees in front of Kevin. Mmm, I’ll suck his cock for my husband. I look up at Kevin through my lashes as I pull his swim trunks down slowly. HIs cock is thick with prominent veins that make my mouth water.

I lean forward, my lips parting. I stop when my mouth is almost touching him. Teasing, I blow a stream of air on the tip, and Kevin groans. He moves his hands into my hair and forces me onto his cock. God, why do I love being controlled so much? As he slides into my mouth, I swirl my tongue around the head. He tastes salty and earthy, and I moan at the flavor. It’s been so long since I’ve sucked a cock that wasn’t Ryan’s I was afraid I wouldn’t like it…but news flash, I’m just a slut for cock.

I look over at Ryan, and our eyes meet. A bolt of lust shoots through me when I realize he’s got his cock out, his hand wrapped around the shaft, stroking slowly. He didn’t say he would touch himself while he watched, but I’m 100 percent down with this. Oooh, maybe I can suck on him while Kevin fucks me and call it a threesome?

"That's it, baby," he encourages, his voice strained with arousal. "Show him what that mouth can do."

Fueled by Ryan's words, I take Kevin deeper, hollowing my cheeks as I suck. Kevin's hands tangle in my hair, guiding my motions. I relax my jaw, allowing him to set the pace, to use my mouth for his pleasure. Spit leaks out the corners of my mouth, and as Kevin's cock hits the back of my throat, tears well up in my eyes. A gurgling sound comes from my throat, but he doesn't let up. He fucks my face with a single-minded intensity, chasing his own release.

When my gaze connects with Ryan's again, he's got a hungry look in his eyes and a need for control. If we’re being honest, I crave him telling me what to do tonight, even if it means Kevin treating me like a whore. It's taboo and hot as fuck, and my entire body buzzes. I’m ready for whatever they want to do to me.

Eventually, Kevin pulls out of my mouth. "Lie back on the bed," he tells me, "and spread your legs. I'm not done with you yet." He looks up at my husband. "I'd say she's more than ready. Can I?"

Ryan growls. "Make her scream."

I whimper as Kevin cups my breast and plays with my nipple, pinching and rolling it between his fingers. He teases and explores my body, getting to know every curve and dip. While Kevin plays with my breasts, Ryan stands by the bed, his hand pumping his length at a slow, steady pace, his eyes never leaving my body.

I'm panting, squirming as Kevin works me over, and ready to beg him to fuck me by the time he finally settles between my legs. He positions himself at my entrance, rubbing the tip of his cock along my wetness.

Just when I think he's about to enter me, he stops. "You want this?"

"Yes," I breathe, arching my hips. "Please. Fuck me."

With a groan, Kevin presses inside me—and oh my god, the stretch is sublime. I moan and roll my hips, encouraging him to move. He starts a slow rhythm, his strokes deep and deliberate.

I plant my feet on the mattress and try to rock against him to get him to fuck me faster. I want him to pound into me and use me. If this is my only chance at fucking another guy, I want it rough and wild.

At some point, Kevin reaches between us, and his thumb finds my clit. He rubs it in tight circles in time with his thrusts, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. Ryan catches my gaze again, and the heat in his eyes is overwhelming. He's completely hard, and his movements are precise and measured. I can tell he's edging, drawing out the pleasure, savoring the sight of me writhing under Kevin.

"My slut is such a good slut," Ryan groans, and my stomach clenches at his words. Oh fuck, my husband is debasing me, and I love it. “My little whore likes to hear how pretty she looks taking another guy’s cock, don’t you?”

The word “whore” sizzles my brain. I didn’t know he had it in him. I can only moan in response as he continues.

"Her greedy hole needed to be filled. If you hadn't fucked her, she would've begged me to bring someone else back to the hotel. Isn't that right, my sweet little whore?"

My pulse speeds up, and the tension in my body builds. Who is this man and what did he do with my husband? If this type of experience brings the filthy side out in Ryan, I’ll fuck a whole football team while he watches. Maybe in the future, he'll tell me to dress up like a slut and go find someone to bring home. As I contemplate the possibility, my toes curl.

My moans grow louder as Kevin fucks me furiously. I’m trembling as he jackhammers into me. My head swirls, and I get the insane thought that I’ve never felt so alive or so free while being controlled by my husband and fucking another guy.

The thought is enough to make me come. “Ohhh, fuck,” I scream out, not caring if the room next of us can hear, as pure joy ripples from my fingers to my toes.

Kevin doesn’t stop his relentless thrusts, and grunts, "She is a hungry little slut, isn't she?"

Ryan sits down on the bed next to my head, his hard cock level with my mouth. "She is. And I'm going to feed her until she's full."

For some reason, I’m not surprised he needs me to suck on him, and I’m vibrating with happiness that I get to take both men at once. I open my mouth, and he guides his length inside. Mmmm, delicious. The familiar taste and scent of his cock fill my senses, and a jolt of bliss runs through my body as Ryan holds on to the headboard so he can drill into my mouth.

Watching me suck on my husband makes Kevin go wild. He speeds up, pistoning in and out of me. Having both men using me, sends shockwaves of ecstasy rippling through my body. I’m their fucktoy to use.

"You're such a little whore," Ryan breathes. "Look at how wide you're spread. Taking two cocks.” He doesn't expect an answer—not that I could respond with his cock in my throat. "Such a pretty slut."

As Ryan's movements become more erratic, I know he's close. His eyes are locked on where Kevin is stretching me. A sense of power engulfs me and my body ripples with pleasure from knowing that they want me—and that even though they’re the ones using me, I gave them permission. I’m really the one in control.

"Fuck, Nicole," Ryan groans. "I'm going to come." His cock twitches, and then he's filling my throat with his warm cum. I moan around his cock, greedily swallowing every drop.

When he's finished, I keep sucking, desperate to get every last drop. I love the taste of his cum. So delicious. He leaves his cock in my mouth until it starts to soften. When he pulls out, I open my mouth, sticking out my tongue to show him and Kevin that I swallowed everything.

Kevin suddenly stops fucking me and pulls out. Wait, he didn’t come yet? Jesus, he’s a machine.

He rolls me onto my stomach, and even though I’ve had multiple orgasms, the anticipation for more pleasure makes me moan. A moment later, his cock is pressing against my entrance again. He drapes his body over mine, his weight pinning me to the bed. I can smell the musky scent of our arousal as he slides into me.

His thrusts are shallow at first but quickly gain momentum. With each thrust, the head of his cock bumps against a pleasurable spot deep inside me, and I mewl with delight. Holy fuck, I’m going to come again!

I chant, “Yes,” as waves of ecstasy crash over me. The pings of bliss shoot from my core all the way to the tips of my fingers and toes. Kevin keeps fucking me through my orgasm. The only sounds in the room are the soft squeak of the bed, my moans, and his harsh breathing as he chases his pleasure.

Ryan is sitting next to me on the bed, and he leans down, whispering, "Such a good girl.” His lips brush the spot behind my ear that he knows I love. "Taking two cocks like a filthy fucktoy." The words make me whimper and clench my pussy tighter.

Kevin slams into me harder as his movements become more urgent. "I'm so close," he grunts, pounding into me. "You're so fucking tight. Your pussy feels incredible."

All I can do is moan and push back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust. When his cock swells, he lets out a strangled groan as he spills his hot seed deep inside me. A few more whacks against my pussy, and then he collapses on top of me.

For a moment, the room is silent, save for the sounds of our labored breaths. Then Kevin stirs, propping himself up on his elbow. "Fuck, that was great. You’re wonderful."

A lazy, satisfied smile curves my lips as Kevin rolls off me, and I stay splayed out on the bed, relishing the bone-deep satisfaction that comes from multiple orgasms. Ryan kisses my cheek softly. "Such a good little fucktoy. Now just relax.”

The filthy words make me smile in my post-orgasmic haze. I am a good fucktoy.


Chapter 5



When I wake up, my head is resting on Ryan's chest and sunlight is filtering in through the window. A quick glance at the clock on the nightstand tells me it's a little past eight a.m. But a hot tub, numerous orgasms, and a good night’s sleep did wonders for my energy levels. I'm ready to face the day and fuck my husband. I need his cock.

As I cuddle against Ryan, I realize Kevin is gone. He must have left after I fell asleep. I trace lazy patterns on Ryan's chest and watch his cock stir. Is he awake? I peek at his face. His eyes are closed but his breathing is uneven. Oh yeah, he's awake and he's waiting to see what I do. Well, he can wake up a happy man.

Ryan's cock is now fully erect, and I like the idea of riding my sleepy husband. After last night, I want to service him. I slip out from under his arm and straddle him. Ryan groans, and I bite back a smile. Once I position myself over his cock, I slide down easily, taking him fully inside me in one smooth motion. His length stretches and fills me, and it feels so deliciously naughty to have my husband's cock in me again after fucking someone else last night. Slowly, I start to move, rolling my hips in a steady rhythm, savoring the sensation of his familiarity as he slides in and out of me.

"Baby," Ryan murmurs, his voice rough and his hands reaching to grasp my hips, guiding me as I rise and fall. "I...fuck."

"Just enjoy," I whisper, leaning down to plant a soft kiss on his lips. His mouth moves against mine, a low moan rumbling in his chest. Shit, he feels so good. Just the right amount of stretch, his rhythm, everything is perfect. It's more than just the physical sensations though. There's a deeper connection between us.

After a few moments, I lean back and increase my tempo, bracing my hands on his thighs as I grind down harder, taking him even deeper. My breasts bounce with each movement, and I'm aware of the delicious friction building between us, coiling in the pit of my stomach.

"Good girl," he pants and grasps my hips. “Ride my cock.”

I let go and surrender to the pleasure that's coursing through me. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the room, punctuated by our gasps and moans. We're both hurtling towards the edge.

Finally, Ryan's hips buck up, and he pulses inside me, filling me with ropes of sticky cum. I imagine it mixing with Kevin’s from last night, and I explode. I ride the waves of bliss, crying out, “Oh, my god, oh, my god” over and over. The ecstasy seems never ending.

When I finally collapse onto his chest, I’m breathing hard. Ryan wraps his arms around me, holding me close. "Good morning," he says softly, a smile in his voice.

“Good morning,” I echo him, my heart so full. "I love you," I whisper, looking up at him. "Thank you for last night."

"Anything for you," he replies, his eyes shining with sincerity. "I love you too. I'm glad this was a good experience."

"Um..." My body hums with pleasure, and I blush at what I'm about to ask. "Would you ever want to do this again?"

Ryan's eyebrows lift, and he licks his lip. "Let you fuck another guy, or have a threesome?"

"Hmm, both?" I'm almost afraid of his answer in case it’s not what I want to hear.

Ryan nuzzles my hair. "Honestly, I've never been as turned on as I was last night. You know how I feel about seeing you come. But you taking another man's cock...shit, it was incredible.”

My body lights up at his words as he continues. “It was so hot hearing your adorable, slutty noises. Seeing your pretty lips stretched around his cock like a hungry slut. Because that's what you are, aren't you?"

"Your whore," I whisper, giving myself a thrill at calling myself a whore.

He pushes me onto my back and covers me. He’s hard again, and as his cock sinks into me, he asks, “Hmm, tell me. Did his cock feel good in this tight cunt of mine?”

Holy fuck, my filthy-talking husband is back. His words make me shudder, and I cry out, “Yes!”

As he fucks me harder, I know two things for certain: one, we’re spending the day in bed, and two, at some point, I’m going to fuck another guy again.

I love my life.


Chapter 6



My phone screeches, shattering the peaceful Monday morning. I groan, pawing at the nightstand. Ryan grunts and burrows deeper under the covers. Lucky bastard.

I blink at the screen. Three-day weekend, thank fuck. No work today. But it's Debra calling. Just what I need after a mind-blowing weekend of sexual exploration—a heaping dose of judgment.

"Hello?" My voice comes out like sandpaper.

"Nicole! Oh, thank God." Debra's voice hits that pitch only dogs should hear. "We need to talk. It's an emergency."

I bolt upright. "What's wrong? Everyone okay?"

"No! I mean, yes, but our friend group...it's imploding!" Debra wails. "Did you hear about Olivia? She's gone to the dark side too! It's just you and me left, Nicole. We're the last bastions of morality in this cesspool!"

I bite my cheek, choking back laughter. If only she knew what Ryan and I had been up to all weekend. My pussy aches at the memory.

"Anyway," Debra barrels on, "I've found the solution. Sanctity of Marriage convention next month in Vegas. We should go. Show solidarity in our commitment to traditional values. You in?"

I glance at Ryan's sleeping form, his face buried in his pillow. The weekend changed everything. "About that, Debra..."

“What?” Her voice has an edge that tells me she suspects what I’m about to say.

"Well..." I drawl, unable to keep the smirk out of my voice. "Let's just say I had a very...educational weekend."

I swear I can hear Debra's brain short-circuiting as the silence stretches.

"Nicole, please tell me you're kidding."

"Nope." I pop the 'p'. "Turns out, I'm quite the slut. Who knew?"

Debra makes a sound like a stepped-on squeaky toy. "But...but...you were supposed to be the good one! My partner in righteousness!"

I lose it and have to cover my laughter with a coughing fit. So much has changed in the last few days. She’s quiet until I can speak again. "Sorry to burst your bubble, Deb. But damn, the view from the dark side is fucking spectacular."

"This is a disaster," Debra moans. "What am I supposed to do now? I can't go to the convention alone."

A wicked idea hits me. "You know, if you're curious about the lifestyle..."

"I’m not,” she insists. “Vincent and I are perfectly happy with our van—I mean, traditional...oh, forget it!"

The line goes dead. I stare at my phone before dissolving into giggles.

Ryan stirs and rolls on his side. "What's so funny?" he mumbles, voice thick with sleep.

I curl up against him, still chuckling. "Oh, nothing. Just enjoying being a bad influence on Debra. And thank fuck for long weekends, right?"

As Ryan pulls me close, his morning wood presses against my ass. I wiggle against him to tease him, and I can't help but wonder how long before Debra's curiosity wins out. After all, if I can embrace my inner slut in one weekend, anything's possible.

The End
Want a free hotwife story? Check it out on my website:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/hotwifeofthemonth


Don't Miss December Hotwife



From marriage crusader to snowed-in player.
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Karma has a wicked sense of humor, and my private crusade for the sanctity of marriage is about to come to a screeching halt.

When a snowstorm derails my righteous journey to a convention on the topic, I’m left stranded at a remote inn with an entire sports team of twenty-something athletes. As the only woman among a dozen flirtatious players, my secret fantasies are becoming harder to deny.

One phone call to my husband later, and it’s game on. Looks like I’m about to score more points than any championship game—and discover exactly why my friends couldn’t stop raving about their hotwife adventures.

December Hotwife is a playful tale of resistance turning into surrender, featuring a not-so-innocent blogger, her knowing husband, and a team of athletes eager to help her change her stance on traditional marriage.

Find it on Amazon at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/amazondecember


The Freeuse Plaything



Want some MMMFM fun? Read the story of hotwife Miranda at a Freeuse resort.
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The Four Lawyers surprise hotwife Miranda with an amazing Christmas gift.

When my bosses gift me a weekend of mindless pleasure at a freeuse resort, I’m shocked and delighted. Life has been dull lately and they think I deserve a weekend to play with multiple men.

My amazing husband is totally on board with sharing, and he’s coming with me so he can watch them dominate me as I become an object for anyone who wants me.

When this trip is over, I’m going to be filled and overflowing with satisfaction.

I’m ready to relinquish control and be the ultimate toy for the weekend.

Find it at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/amazonfreeuseplaything


More Hotwife fun



If you haven’t read any of Miranda’s books yet, get the bundle of her first 10 stories. Book 1 is Servicing the Senior Partner where Miranda has fun with her boss, Mr. Jacobs.
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10-story Hotwife Erotica Anthology.

Enjoy the first 10 stories of Miranda’s hotwife journey.

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, her bosses, and various friends as she becomes their birthday gift.

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
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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 BDSM erotica, check out her April Cross books at:
https://april-cross.com/
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