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About September Hotwife



One Night Can Change Everything

When my husband suggests exploring our fantasies with another man, I’m both thrilled and nervous.

I never thought I could be a hotwife, but with Caleb’s encouragement, I embrace my wild side. In the presence of his charming coworker, I discover a confidence I never knew I possessed—all while begging for him to give me exactly what I need while my husband watches.

The dirty talk blows my mind, and by the end of the night, I’m going to know exactly why being a hotwife is so amazing.

September Hotwife is a sizzling tale of a reserved woman’s journey of self-discovery as her adoring husband encourages her to spread her wings and soar to new heights of pleasure.


Chapter 1



I settle into my favorite chair, phone in hand, eager to dive into the latest drama. I click on Debra’s most recent blog post. Debra, the wife of Vincent—one of Caleb’s college buddies—thinks she’s some anonymous crusader online. She’s not. We’ve figured out she’s writing them.

Her blog has become an obsession for our entire friend group, but not for the reasons Debra would hope. It’s less about her “exposing the dangers of the hotwife trend” and more about how hilariously out of touch she is. Every post is dripping with judgment, thinly veiled references to our friends’ personal lives, and pearl-clutching horror at the idea of open marriages.

I can’t help but shake my head thinking about how Debra’s holier-than-thou attitude is grating on everyone’s nerves. At our last get-together, I caught Olivia rolling her eyes so hard I thought they might get stuck. Even Debra’s husband looked uncomfortable and was probably wishing he could sink into the floor.

Still, I can’t resist reading—I’m addicted. I brace myself for whatever prissy, moralistic tirade she’s cooked up this time, knowing I’ll be texting my friends about it within minutes. Poor Debra, if she only knew how her secret blog was the laughingstock of our social circle.

Hotwives Unleashed: A Voyage into the Varieties of Vice

Oh, dear readers, I must confess, my research into the hotwife phenomenon has led me down a path of sinful intrigue. I find myself compelled to delve deeper into the depraved world of wife sharing, to explore the different types of hotwives and the lascivious activities they indulge in. Purely for educational purposes, of course.

First, there are the ‘Cuckoldresses’. These are not just hotwives but queens who demand their husbands watch as they take other men. Picture this: a wife, dressed in her finest lingerie, parades a well-endowed stud into the bedroom. Her husband, dutifully bound or caged, watches as she seduces this other man, her eyes locked onto her husband’s as she slowly descends onto the stud’s thick cock. She rides him, her moans filling the room, as her husband can only watch, his own desire growing but unfulfilled. It’s a power play, a humiliation, and these women revel in it.

Then, there are the hotwives who engage in solo play. Imagine a wife, dressed to the nines, stepping out alone to a bar. She flirts, teases, and ultimately goes home with her prize. Her husband is left to imagine the scene, to picture his wife being pounded by another man, her screams of pleasure echoing through a stranger’s bedroom. He waits, his cock aching, until she returns home, reeking of sex and another man’s cologne. She recounts her adventure, every filthy detail, as he strokes himself, his release timed to her wicked tale.

Now, let’s not forget the ‘Swappers’, couples who trade partners. Envision a room filled with writhing bodies, husbands watching as their wives are taken by other men and vice versa. The air is thick with moans, grunts, and the wet sounds of flesh slapping against flesh. It’s an orgy, a binge of marital infidelity, all under the guise of ‘swinging’.

And finally, there are the ‘Stag and Vixen’ couples, where the husband is the hunter, seeking out men for his wife. Picture him, prowling a bar, his eyes scanning for the perfect prey. He finds him, invites him home, and then watches as his wife unleashes her inner slut, taking this new man in every hole. The husband directs, instructs, his cock in hand as he orchestrates his wife’s debauchery.

As I explore these types, I find myself...annoyed. It’s wrong, yes, but also fascinating. What would drive a woman to want another man, and what sort of man would let his wife get pounded in every hole by multiple bulls?

These are mysteries I’ll have to ponder some more. Until next time, stay virtuous, dear readers.


I click away from Debra’s post as my heart races. Holy fuck, I didn’t expect to get turned on. The words, the images...they’re all swirling in my mind. I know people actually do these things—my friends are proof of that—but it’s hard to imagine doing it myself. Yet, I can’t deny how wet my pussy is getting. If all my friends weren’t talking about how it’s revitalized their marriages, I don’t think I’d ever consider doing it, but now...

Without consciously thinking about it, I find myself opening my dresser drawer in the bedroom where we keep the sex toys. Never once since I married Caleb five years ago have I used a toy while thinking of another man, but today my mind is a whirlwind of forbidden fantasies. I rest against the pillows, naked, and a soft buzz fills the room when I switch the vibrator on.

My eyelids flutter shut as I imagine myself in one of the scenes Debra wrote about. I’m in a dimly lit bar, feeling confident and sexy. I’m not the self-conscious Sara anymore. I’m someone who turns heads, who draws men in. I picture a stranger, faceless but enticing, approaching me. His eyes are filled with lust—for me.

My vibrator hums against my clit, sending pings of pleasure through me. I gasp, arching my back, as I imagine the stranger’s hands on me, his cock poised to push in while Caleb watches. I’m so lost in the fantasy, I don’t hear the bedroom door open.

“Well, this is a delightful view.”

My eyes fly open as Caleb’s husky tone sends a bolt of pleasure all the way to my toes. He’s home early!

I give him my cutest grin. “Hi, there.”

Every instinct screams at me to turn off the toy and snap my legs shut, but when Caleb focuses on my pussy with unmistakable interest, I force myself to keep going. The toy buzzes against my sensitive flesh, and I bite my lip, torn between embarrassment and arousal.

“Don’t stop.” His eyes never leave my pussy as he slowly unbuttons his shirt. The intensity of his stare makes me feel exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely powerful. I didn’t expect sex tonight, but a thrill courses through me. God, he should come home early more often.

Once Caleb is naked—how did he manage that so quickly?—he climbs onto the bed, and the mattress dips beneath his weight. He takes the vibrator from my hand and when his fingers brush mine, his touch feels electric.

“Tell me what you were thinking about,” he murmurs.

He makes slow circles against my clit with the tip of the vibrator, and pleasure zings through me, making my toes curl. Do I dare tell him? The fantasy feels like a guilty secret, something too taboo to admit out loud. But there’s a hunger in Caleb’s gaze—a hunger for me, for my thoughts, for my deepest desires. It both terrifies and excites me, urging me to bare my soul to him.

My heart pounds so hard I’m sure he can hear it. I take a shaky breath, gathering my courage. “I...I was thinking about being a hotwife,” I whisper. My cheeks burn with embarrassment, but there’s a sense of liberation that comes from voicing my secret fantasy. I search Caleb’s face, terrified of what I might see.

Caleb’s eyes widen, and he pauses the vibrator. The sudden absence of stimulation is almost painful. “Oh yeah, a hotwife?” He’s clearly surprised, but there’s something more in his expression—a spark of excitement that makes my pulse race even faster.

I nod, my entire body flushed. “I was reading one of Debra’s blog posts, and I started imagining...things.”

He smiles that slow, sexy grin of his that makes me melt. “What kind of things?” He starts the vibrator again, teasing my clit with it, and I moan.

“I imagined being in a bar, dressed in a skin-tight red dress. A stranger comes up to me and flirts. Then he says he wants me. He wants me so bad.”

I feel his hard cock against my thigh as he groans, “And what did you do?”

“I...I brought him home,” I confess. Caleb is engrossed in my fantasy, and I feel a spark that urges me on. “I let him fuck me while you watched.”

He groans again as he moves more insistently against my thigh. His cock is wet with pre-cum, and I can feel it painting my skin as he rocks against me. He increases the speed of the vibrator and presses it firmly against my clit. I cry out, my hips arching off the bed.

“You want me to watch you fuck another man?” he growls. “You want me to see you being used?”

My breath comes in short gasps. “Yes. Yes, I do.”

Caleb’s lips crash against mine in a fierce, passionate kiss. I can taste spearmint on his tongue; he usually chews gum on his way home from work. He devours me, as if he can’t get enough, igniting a fire deep within me. The kiss is a desperate clash of lips and tongue, each movement charged with a hunger that leaves me breathless. His scent, a mix of cologne and something unique to him, amplifies my lust as I lose myself completely.

When he pulls back, there’s a wildness in his expression, as if he’s close to losing control. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

He slides the vibrator inside me, and I moan. Fuuuck, I need to come. He kisses me again, his tongue mirroring the thrusts of the toy. The wet spot on my thigh grows with his pre-cum, and I reach for his cock and stroke him in time with the vibrator’s movements.

“Tell me more,” he murmurs against my lips. “Tell me everything you want me to see.”

Oooh, I like how dirty he’s being tonight. “I want to be on my knees while he face fucks me. You watch me sucking on him, knowing exactly how it feels to be in his spot.”

Caleb groans, his cock throbbing in my hand. He fucks me harder with the vibrator and asks, “What else?”

“I’ll bend over for him, and you can watch me offer myself up. You’ll see me scream in pleasure as he fucks me hard.” My mental picture is turning me on even more, and my head spins as I continue. “And when he’s done using me, I want you to fuck me while I’m full of his cum. I want both your cum dripping out of me.”

“Fuck.” Caleb’s eyes smolder with passion as he pulls the vibrator out and tosses it aside, climbing between my legs with a hunger that sends shivers down my spine. He slams into me, and I wrap my legs around him, drawing him deeper.

“You’re mine.” His tone is a low, primal sound that resonates in my core. Each thrust is more forceful than the last, hitting deeper, driving us both to a fever pitch. “You’re always mine.”

“Yes, yours. Always!” I cry out as Caleb hammers into me. I can feel his cock throbbing, and I know he’s close to coming.

He groans. “You feel so good. Imagine me watching you, stroking my cock while another guy fucks you.”

I can almost see it—and it sizzles my brain. I cling to his shoulders and meet him thrust for thrust.

“Yes,” I gasp. “I want you to be there, knowing that I’m yours, no matter what.”

Caleb groans, “Damn right you’re mine. And I want to see you wild and free, knowing that you’ll always come back to me.”

His words ignite something within me. I’m Sara, the hotwife, the woman who can drive men wild and still be cherished by her husband.

The pressure builds inside me, and I moan, “I’m close. I’m so close.”

He drives into me relentlessly. “Come for me. Think about being full of another man’s cum and I’m fucking it back into you.”

Oh. My. God. His command short circuits my brain and pushes me over the edge. I cry out, “I’m coming. Oh god, I’m coming!” as my body convulses with pleasure. Waves of ecstasy wash over me until I’m a quivering mess.

Caleb follows soon after. He groans deeply, his body shuddering as his cock pulses and he unloads deep inside me. His body trembles, and he collapses onto me, his head resting on my breasts. He’s still gasping as the aftershocks ripple through him.

We’re both quiet, and it’s difficult for me to gather my thoughts. Shit, I think he just fucked me senseless.

When Caleb chuckles, I look down at him. There’s adoration written all over his face as he says, “I love you. Always.”

I smile, feeling a warmth spread through me. “I love you too. And I think you should come home early more often.”

He laughs loudly. “Me too.”


Chapter 2



Caleb brings me breakfast in bed the next morning. He has a self-satisfied expression...he clearly enjoyed last night. I sit up, leaning against the headboard, while he adjusts the legs on the tray and sets it over my lap.

When he sits down on his side of the bed, he gives me an impish grin that only spells trouble... hopefully the type of trouble I want to get in on. “So...” His voice is casual, and he winks at me. “Do you really want to be a hotwife?”

Uh...oh god. What do I say? I blush and try to look busy with my cup of coffee. “I don’t know. I mean, the idea is exciting. I’ve been thinking about it because of our friends. But, I don’t know...” I peek up at him. “Do you want a hotwife?”

Caleb’s smile widens in excitement. “Well, I already have a hot wife,” he says, and gives me another wink. “But if you’re asking about the lifestyle, I’ve always thought watching you with another man would be hot. I just didn’t think you’d be interested. Last night was so fucking amazing. I’d love to see it for real.”

A flutter of eagerness stirs in my stomach. I need to be sure, to hear him say it again. “So, if I said yes, you’d want this?”

He nods. “If you want to, I’m game. It’s your call, Sara.”

I get a naughty zing of pleasure when I consider the reality of becoming a hotwife. “But how would we do this? How do people find a guy?”

Caleb chuckles softly, his thumb tracing circles on the back of my hand. “Well, your fantasy was you finding someone in a bar and flirting with them.”

I try to picture myself doing that, being that confident. If I were Olivia, maybe. But I’m not. “I don’t know...” I trail off as the weight of my insecurities settles in. “It’s fun to imagine, but I don’t know if I can go through with it.”

Caleb squeezes my hand. “Hey, it’s okay. We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with. We can figure something out together.” He pauses, thinking. “How about if I find someone I know? Someone I trust.”

This conversation is turning me on, and I have to force myself not to squirm. “Who are my choices?”

He laughs. “Oh, you want a say in this, do you? Well, you know my friends. Is there someone you’re comfortable with?”

The thought of choosing someone makes my stomach churn. What if they said no? I’d be mortified. I shake my head. “No, you pick. Someone you think would be right for this.”

Caleb’s smile grows, a mix of mischief and tenderness. “All right. I’ll think about it. But first, there’s something I need from you.”

A delicious tension coils in the pit of my stomach. “What’s that?”

His grin turns wicked. “Your mouth on my cock. Right now.”

Mmm, I’ll give him ten blow jobs if it means I can fuck someone else, but I can’t give in that easily. I pick up a piece of bacon and make sure it crunches as I take a bite. After I swallow, I give him my best cheeky grin. “But my food will get cold.”

“You brat,” he laughs and takes the tray from me and sets it on the floor next to the bed. “I’ll make you more food when you’re done.”

Oooh, I love it when he gets dominant like this. It doesn’t happen all the time, but whenever it does, I’m more than willing to give him whatever he demands.

“I guess I better get to work then. I have to earn my breakfast.”

“Guess so.” He leans back, and I snuggle against him, unzipping his jeans and taking his cock out. It’s already hard and wet with pre-cum.

He groans as my lips circle the tip and I apply suction. By the time I’m done with him, he’s going to agree to make dinner tonight as well.

[image: image-placeholder]

I’m on the phone with Olivia and filling my bathtub with water, as her excited squeals fill my ear. “Oh my god, Sara! You’re actually going to do it?”

I can hear the mix of awe in her tone, and I laugh. “Yeah, I think I am. Caleb and I talked about it, and...well, we’re going for it.”

“I can’t believe it,” Olivia sounds wistful. “You know, it’s all because of Debra’s blog. Those posts are turning us all into hotwives!”

“Right? Debra has no idea she’s creating an army of hotwives with her thirsty posts. At the next get-together, maybe we should joke about how some sexy hotwife blog posts someone is writing is making us want to do it. She’d probably die.”

Olivia giggles. “Oh my god, Sara, you’re terrible! But I love it. We should totally do that.” She pauses for a moment, then adds, “Hey, I’ve got to run. The band’s got a gig tonight, and I need to warm up my voice. Talk to you later?”

“Break a leg, Liv,” I reply, smiling. “Can’t wait to hear all about it tomorrow.”

As I hang up the phone, I sink deeper into the bubble bath, letting the warm, lavender-scented water soothe me. My conversation with Olivia lingers in my mind. She always seems to have it all together—gorgeous, outgoing, and living what appears to be a perfect life. I can’t help but feel a twinge of envy as I think about how she and her husband, Anthony, share the spotlight in their band. Their relationship seems so effortless, so in sync.

The sound of clattering pots and pans from the kitchen interrupts my thoughts. Caleb’s attempting to make dinner, probably wrestling with a box of mac and cheese. I smile to myself, imagining his determined expression as he tackles the ‘gourmet’ meal.

As the steam rises around me, my thoughts drift to our earlier conversation and the plans we’ve set in motion. The questions that have been swirling in my head all day resurface: Who will Caleb ask? Will they say yes? And most importantly, can I actually go through with this? Each time I consider the possibilities, a delightful tingle zips through me, making my pussy tingle with desire. Yeah, as scary as it might be, I want this.

A sudden knock makes me jolt, sloshing water over the edge of the tub.

“Dinner will be done in ten,” Caleb calls through the door. “You won’t want to miss my masterpiece.”

“Okay, love!” I call out and drag myself out of the bath.

As I towel off, I catch my reflection in the mirror. Not bad, Sara. The extra time at the gym is paying off—I’m curvier than I was in my twenties, but in all the right places. I wrap the towel around myself and pad into the bedroom, only to stop short at the sight laid out on the bed.

My breath catches. It’s my red lingerie set—the one that makes me feel like a total sex goddess—next to that daring red dress I bought on a whim but never had the guts to wear. What’s Caleb playing at? Is this his way of gearing me up to flirt with another guy? Then I spot the matching heels on the floor, and a different thought takes hold. If I’m getting all dolled up, he’d better have plans to peel it all off me later.

The lingerie slides on like a second skin, the bustier hugging my curves. I shimmy into the dress, loving how it clings to my body and shows just enough cleavage to be enticing without crossing into trashy territory. One glance in the full-length mirror confirms it—I look hot as hell.

The smell of...wait, I think he actually cooked something? My stomach rumbles insistently as I make my way towards the kitchen, half-expecting to find an empty pot on the stove and Caleb looking sheepish.

“Hey, beautiful,” he calls out from the dining room, making my heart skip a beat.

I round the corner, and my jaw drops. Caleb’s standing there looking sexy as sin in a blue polo, next to a table that looks like it belongs in a five-star restaurant. Candles flicker in the center, casting a warm glow over two steaming plates of chicken parmesan—yep, definitely not mac and cheese.

“Wow,” I breathe, genuinely impressed. “You went all out.”

Caleb grins, pulling out my chair. “I can do fancy sometimes. That blowjob deserved it,” he adds with a wink.

A wave of heat shoots through me as I settle into my seat. I can’t resist teasing him a little. “This looks yummy. And here I was expecting something from a box.”

His laugh sends warmth blooming in my chest. “I thought about that,” he admits, “but then I figured, why not make something that might lead to getting lucky later?”

My body tingles. Oh, he’s definitely getting lucky tonight, but I try to play hard to get. “You think you’re lucky enough for sex two days in a row on top of the blowjob?”

I don’t know whatever has gotten into him, but so far, this is a great weekend.

He gives me a slow smile. “That depends. After dinner, do you want to go out for a bit?”

I look at him, surprised. “I don’t know. It depends on what you have in mind.” I assumed this nice dinner was all he had planned—well, and sex because he didn’t leave this lingerie out for no reason.

“What would you say if I had a friend I’d like you to meet?”

I take a bite of my chicken and peek at him through the corner of my lashes as I chew, deliberately taking my time and then washing it down with a drink of water before answering. “Just meet, as in...say hello and we leave?” I ask. I was aiming for casual, but I can hear the slight tremor in my voice betraying me.

Caleb’s eyes sparkle with mischief. God, I love it when he looks at me like that. “No. As in meet and see where the evening takes us. No expectations.”

My stomach does a little flip. Is this really happening? After all our late-night whispered fantasies, are we actually taking this step?

“And who is this friend?” I manage to ask, my curiosity getting the better of me.

“A guy from work. He divorced his wife a year ago and was joking about how he needed to start dating again because his bed is lonely. He’s a great guy. Smart and kind.”

“And what does he look like?” The question slips out before I can stop it.

Caleb’s playful shrug only heightens my curiosity. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”

I bite my lip, considering. The lingerie suddenly feels more significant, like a promise of what’s to come. Can I really do this? The idea both terrifies and exhilarates me.

“Okay,” I say slowly. “I’ll go.”

The way Caleb’s expression lights up sends a warmth spreading through me. “Then let’s finish dinner and get out of here,” he says, and I can practically feel the electricity crackling between us.


Chapter 3



I gasp as Caleb pulls into the parking lot of a swanky hotel. My heart races. “We’re meeting him here?”

Caleb flashes me that wicked grin that always makes my knees weak. “I figured this way, there’s no expectations. We can meet him for a few minutes, and if you don’t want to do anything, we can leave.”

My mouth goes dry. “And if I want to do something?”

“Then we have a room available. But no pressure either way.”

“Wait.” I blink, processing. “You booked a hotel room?”

“I did.” His tone is challenging, daring. When I don’t protest, he continues. “If we decide not to stay, then we lose the cost of the room, which is no big deal. I’d rather have the option and not use it than regret not getting it.”

My mind whirls with possibilities, each more thrilling than the last. God, his preplanning is such a turn-on. He isn’t pressuring me, just...opening doors.

“Okay,” I manage, trying to keep the tremor of excitement from my voice.

As we walk hand-in-hand up the hotel steps, my stomach flutters with exhilaration. This is really happening. We’re about to do something wild, something that will change us forever.

In the lobby, I watch Caleb check in, hyper-aware of his body next to mine. I’m already getting wet just thinking about what might happen. With the key card in hand, he leads me to the hotel bar. My whole body thrums with anticipation.

That’s when I see him. A man at the bar, his back to us—broad shoulders, short brown hair, suit jacket slung over his chair. I can’t see his face, but something about his presence makes my breath catch. Is that him? God, I hope so.

Caleb stops, and I look at him questioningly. “Baby, do you want to meet him alone and live out your fantasy, or do you want me with you the entire time?”

I blink, confused. “But my fantasy is you watching.”

He pulls me close, his kiss soft and reassuring. “Oh, I plan on watching, but I could go wait in the room while you flirt with him and seduce him before bringing him upstairs.”

My stomach does a somersault. “Wow...” My mind is racing. Fantasy is one thing, but reality? That’s a whole different game.

Caleb’s gentle smile bolsters my confidence. I lean up to kiss him, drawing strength from his unwavering support. “Yeah,” I breathe, surprising myself. “Let’s see if I can seduce him.”

He gives my butt a squeeze. “You got this, baby. You’re smoking hot in that dress, and rumor has it he needs to get laid.”

“Ha ha, funny guy. Give me the room key and go stroke yourself while I do all the hard work.”

I take a deep breath as I watch Caleb walk out of the bar. I can do this. The thrill of the unknown makes me tingle. Sure, this guy at the bar understands the game, but that doesn’t mean it won’t be exhilarating.

I saunter over to the man in the suit, deliberately choosing a seat a couple of stools away from him. I feel the stranger’s gaze on me, and when our eyes meet, my jaw nearly hits the floor. Holy shit, it’s Mark. I struggle to keep my composure as a realization hits me. Mark is divorced?

Memories of company parties flash through my mind. I’ve seen him dozens of times over the years, but never like this. Gone is the slight paunch I remember; in its place is a broad, muscular frame that makes my mouth water. An image of being pinned beneath him flashes unbidden through my mind, and I feel a sudden dampness in my core.

Mark’s slow, sexy grin turns my insides to jelly. “Hello, Sara.”

I take a shaky breath. “Hi,” I manage, trying and failing to sound casual. The word hangs in the air, charged with possibility.

Mark’s gaze sweeps over me, lingering on my curves as a warmth fills me. “You look absolutely stunning,” he says, his voice low and rich. “What brings a woman like you to a hotel bar on a night like this?”

Oh, so he wants to play it cool? Two can play at that game. I lean forward, letting my dress fall open to offer a tantalizing glimpse of cleavage. “Oh, you know,” I purr, surprising myself with my boldness. “Just looking for some...stimulating company.” I run my tongue over my lower lip, watching his pupils dilate in response.

As we trade quips, electricity crackles between us. I can’t stop noticing his hands–those strong, capable hands. My mind wanders, imagining how they’d feel trailing across my skin. The air around us thickens with desire, and the scent of his cologne makes it impossible to think straight. I want to fuck him. It’s time to stop playing games.

“I should probably come clean,” I murmur. “This...isn’t exactly a chance encounter.”

A small smirk plays at the corner of his mouth at my confession. He leans in, his lips brushing my ear as he whispers, “I know, and it’s making me so hard right now”

Oooh, god. I suddenly become aware of how fast my heart is beating, and I squirm in my seat. “I’ve never...”

I’m uncertain what to say. I’ve never fucked another man while my husband watched? I’ve never imagined I could be this slutty?

His grin is positively wolfish now. “Don’t worry. I’ll show you what to do.”

My breath catches in my throat as I picture him controlling me. Shit, I want that. I don’t want him to just show me. I want him to tell me what to do.

I reach for my water glass, and the condensation is cool against my overheated skin. I take a sip of water, trying to steady myself, but I can’t hide the tremble in my hand.

“I think I’d like that,” I whisper as a deep longing courses through me.

“Then let’s get out of here,” Mark says, standing and offering me his hand.

I take it, a tingle of awareness with the contact. As I rise to follow him, anticipation coils low in my belly. This is really happening. I’m doing it. And it’s exhilarating.

The hotel room feels like it’s way too far away. He could press me against the wall and fuck me right in the lobby, but I keep my thoughts and hands to myself as we approach the elevator. Once we’re inside, he positions himself behind me, his hand stroking the small of my back. The touch ignites my skin, and I instinctively lean into him, craving more contact.

As I press the button for the second floor, Mark suddenly spins me around, pinning me against the wall. His face hovers inches from mine, his breath hot on my lips. “Tell me to fuck you,” he growls. “I need to hear you say it.”

Butterflies swirl in my stomach as I whisper, “Please. I want you to fuck me.”

His mouth crashes into mine, urgent and demanding. Our tongues dance as he presses his body against me, his arousal evident against my stomach. A whimper escapes me as I arch into him, savoring his hardness.

The elevator dings, doors sliding open. Mark pulls away, leaving me breathless and aching. He smirks, leaning close to murmur, “Your husband is one lucky bastard.”

A giddy smile tugs at my lips. I’ve never felt so daring, so alive.

In our room, the door barely clicks shut before Mark’s hands are on me again. This time, his kiss is achingly slow, deliberate. I melt into him, every nerve ending singing.

As we part, my eyes find Caleb. He’s perched on the edge of a chair, and the obvious bulge in his pants makes me wonder if he was touching himself while waiting.

My heart skips a beat as Mark commands, “Strip for us. Show me what I get to play with tonight.”

I can barely breathe. Oh god, someone other than Caleb just told me to take my clothes off. It’s so dirty, so forbidden. I swallow hard as my mouth goes dry. I step to the side of the bed so both men have a good view. The room is charged with a sexual energy that’s intoxicating, almost dizzying. I take a deep breath to steady myself, and my fingers tremble as I unzip my dress at the side.

As I pull it down, the cool air kisses my skin. The material slides off, pooling at my feet. I’m exposed now, standing in nothing but my red lace lingerie. Both men look like they want to devour me, and I feel an odd combo of vulnerable and powerful.

Caleb’s gaze is intense, while Mark leans against the wall with his arms crossed and a wolfish smirk on his lips. “You’re fucking hot, Sara.”

Heat blooms in my cheeks at his raw compliment. Is this real? Am I actually doing this, standing nearly naked in front of two men, one a virtual stranger?

When Mark steps toward me, his presence is overwhelming. I’m acutely aware of every inch of my skin. He reaches out, cupping my breast, and when his thumb brushes over the thin lace, I have to bite back a moan.

“You have beautiful tits,” he growls. “Take your corset off so I can see you properly.”

My fingers fumble with the clasp. As the corset slides off, I feel exposed, thrilled, and terrified all at once. My nipples tighten in the cool air, aching to be touched. When Mark’s thumb grazes one, a bolt of electricity shoots straight to my core.

His kiss is hungry, demanding. His hands roam my body, leaving trails of fire in their wake. When his fingers slip into my panties, I can’t help but whimper. He pulls them down slowly, and I’m acutely aware of Caleb’s sharp intake of breath.

I glance over and see my husband rubbing himself through his pants. The sight of him getting off on this—on me with another man—sends a rush of heat straight to my core. I never knew I could feel this wild, this free.

Mark’s voice is a low, sensual rumble. “Get on the bed and show us your pretty pussy.”

I crawl onto the mattress, hyper-aware that I’m the main attraction. As I spread my legs, exposing myself to Mark, I feel wanton and fabulously dirty. His low whistle of appreciation makes me clench with need.

“Touch yourself,” he commands.

My hand slides between my legs, and the first brush against my clit nearly makes me come. I’m so wet, so turned on it’s almost painful. The pleasure builds, coiling tight in my belly, as I start to rub slow circles. Mark’s dominance and Caleb’s hunger make everything more erotic. I never knew I’d love being controlled this much, but god help me, I do.

“Look at her,” Mark says to Caleb. “She’s so fucking wet.”

Caleb groans, and I can’t help but look at him. He’s stroking himself through his jeans, and he looks ready to explode. “Fuck her,” he moans. “She loves cock.”

Oh my god. A zing of pleasure runs from my fingertips to my toes. If they keep talking dirty to me, I’m going to come without getting a cock inside me first. I moan and arch my back, my fingers sliding over my clit. I can barely breathe. I’m so close to coming, but I want to wait for Mark. I want to come on his cock.

Mark smirks as if he can hear my thoughts and steps closer to the bed. “Does the sexy little slut need my cum?”

Oh fuck, did Caleb tell him I wanted to be full of two guys’ cum? My voice shakes with need as I whisper, “Yes.”

Mark’s eyes darken with desire. “Then first you’re going to have to work for it. Get off the bed and get on your knees.”

His tone is firm, commanding, and I’m eager to please him. I want this, I want him, and the thought of Caleb watching me, seeing me like this makes me quiver with desire.

I scramble to obey his command. The plush carpet is soft beneath my knees, grounding me as I look up at Mark, focusing on the growing bulge in his pants. There’s a yearning deep in my core as I imagine him in my mouth. I want to give him pleasure.

He unzips his pants, and I lick my lips as he pulls out his thick, hard cock. Fuck, he’s huge. I can’t stop the moan that escapes as I take in the sight of his massive erection.

He smirks down at me, his hand wrapped around the base of his cock. “You want this?”

I feel an intense surge of longing. I want to taste him, to feel him. “Yes.”

“Then ask me to fuck your mouth,” he commands, and I feel a buzz of excitement.

I swallow hard, looking up at him. “Will you please fuck my mouth?”

I’m not just asking for him; I’m asking for myself, acknowledging the depth of my own need.

He grins and nods in approval. “Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”

I do as he says, opening my mouth wide, extending my tongue. I close my eyes, waiting, the anticipation building inside me like a storm.

The first touch of his cock on my tongue sends a shockwave of pleasure through me. He tastes salty and warm, and the weight of him against my tongue is so erotic it makes my head spin. “Suck it,” he commands, and I obey eagerly, closing my lips around his shaft, flicking my tongue over the tip. I can hear his sharp intake of breath as I take him deeper, and it sends a thrill of satisfaction through me. I’m the one making him feel this way, and the power of that realization is exhilarating.

I bob up and down, sucking and licking every inch of his thick cock. His hips thrust forward, and he hits the back of my throat. I relax, opening my throat for him, and he moans, a deep, guttural sound that makes my pussy throb. Then he’s fucking my throat hard, and I gag on his cock, tears burning behind my eyes. But I take it, I take all of it, because I want this, I want him.

“That’s it,” he groans. “You’re a good little cocksucker, just like your husband said.”

Oh my god. Caleb said that? My pussy throbs at the words. I feel a surge of satisfaction from knowing that I’m pleasing him and that Caleb is watching it all. It’s dirty and raw, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I wouldn’t want to do this without Caleb.

Mark pulls his cock out, and I cough, wiping my mouth. He chuckles and lets me breathe a moment before grabbing the back of my head, guiding his cock into my mouth. “Touch yourself while I fuck this pretty little mouth.”

I take him deep. My pussy is on fire, and I slip my hand down between my legs and rub my clit. Oh fuck, I’m so wet. I look over to Caleb, and he’s got his cock out of his pants while he’s stroking it. Wow, he really went for it. He looks glazed with lust as he watches Mark’s cock slide in and out of my mouth. Fuck, this is so hot.

As Mark continues to use me, each thrust makes my mind go a little fuzzier. I’m so turned on I’m practically dripping onto my fingers as I rub my clit. I can feel his cock pulsing in my mouth as my orgasm builds.

He pulls out of my mouth again and grins at me while he strokes himself. His cock glistens with my saliva, and I can’t help but feel a pang of desire, wishing he was still using my mouth. “Time for you to get on the bed so I can see how good that pussy feels. Get on your back and spread your legs.”

I comply, my heart pounding as Mark kneels between my thighs. I expect him to slide inside me immediately, but he strokes his cock over my pussy, teasing me. Wait, what is he doing? He better not come until he fucks me!

I whimper, “Mark, please. I need to feel you inside me.”

He grins and slaps his cock against my pussy a few times, then slides the tip along my folds without pushing in. “Beg me to fuck you.”

I don’t hesitate. My voice shakes with lust. “Please fuck me.”

I try to reach for his cock, but he grabs my wrists and forces them above my head, pinning them down as he covers my body. His eyes are full of desire as he grins down at me. “You can do better than that. Beg me to fill you with my cum. Tell me how badly you need it.”

The tip of his cock is against my pussy, and I squirm underneath him, desperate to feel him inside me. He’s so close, yet he’s denying me what I need most. “Please, Mark. I need your cock. I need your cum. I want to be dripping with it. Fuck me hard. I need it hard,” I moan, feeling crazed.

He sounds amused when he asks, “Oh, the little slut wants it hard?”

Does he know what he’s doing to me when he makes me say all these dirty things? My entire body thrills from how much of a slut it makes me feel when I reply, “Yes. Yes, I want it hard.”

He chuckles and then slams into me. I scream in pleasure as his thick cock hits a perfect spot deep inside me. Oh god, he’s so much bigger and thicker than anyone I’ve slept with, and the sensation of him stretching me out is overwhelming. I can’t help but whimper in ecstasy, my pussy tightening around him as he pounds into me.

“Fuck, your pussy feels so good. You’re so fucking tight,” he grunts.

He fucks me hard, pounding me with all his strength, and I’m completely at his mercy. I can’t think, I can only feel, and the sensation of him using me for his pleasure is driving me wild. “Please, don’t stop,” I moan, wrapping my legs around him, urging him to fuck me even harder.

“You want to be full of two guys’ cum, don’t you?” he growls, thrusting deep inside me.

“Yes,” I whimper. Now I know Caleb really did tell him what I want.

Mark raises his voice. “Does she really want it, Caleb?”

Oh god, he’s asking Caleb? I squirm and glance over at my husband. He stroking his cock slowly, like he’s trying to make this moment last forever. The sight of his cock in his hand is so fucking hot.

“I think you better fill her with your cum,” Caleb says, his voice thick with desire. “I think she’s earned it.” My heart swells with love for my husband. He knows exactly what I need.

Mark rocks into me slowly a couple more times, as if he’s trying to decide what to do. It’s an exquisite torture. “No,” he finally says, “I think she needs to come at least twice more first.”

Twice? My mind races, panic setting in. It takes me forever to come a second time. Before I can complain, Mark pulls out and flips me onto my stomach.

“On your knees, slut,” he growls. “Get that ass in the air.”

I scramble to comply as he moves in behind me. When he shoves into me, I cry out, “Oooh, god,” as I feel the delicious stretch again.

He whacks against me hard, as if he’s chasing his orgasm and using me for his pleasure. It’s raw, primal, and so fucking hot. I’ve never felt like this before—like a sex doll who is just along for the ride. It’s wonderful.

My orgasm quickly builds again, the pressure growing with every thrust. His balls slap against my clit, and I’m mewling in pleasure every time he bottoms out.

“You like that, slut?”

“Fuck, yes!” I push against him, meeting his every thrust. My body is on fire as every nerve ending lights up with pleasure.

He pounds into me harder and faster, his hips slamming into my ass. I can’t hold on much longer. The pleasure is too intense. My fingers dig into the bedding as my thigh muscles quiver. I’m trying to hold on, to make this moment last just a little bit longer. But it’s no use. The orgasm slams into me as I tremble from the force of it. My pussy clenches around his cock, and he groans in pleasure as I milk him.

“Fuuuck,” he groans. “You’re a good little cumslut, aren’t you?”

A fresh wave of arousal courses through me even as I’m still trying to recover from my orgasm. He pulls out and flips me onto my back, pushing my knees to my chest before thrusting into my pussy. He leans forward, capturing my mouth in a fierce kiss. His tongue tangles with mine, and the room tilts from pleasure.

His thrusts are relentless, and I feel like a rag doll just there to pleasure him as he fucks me hard. The pleasure builds in layers again the longer he hammers into me. Oh shit, this next one is going to be massive.

“Beg for it,” he demands. “And then I’ll fill you full of cum.”

“Please. Oh god, please?” I whimper, my voice catching in desperation. “I need you to come inside me. I need your cum. Please?”

“Good slut,” he groans and slams into me one last time.

His cock twitches, and he unloads deep into my pussy, shaking from the force of his release. The warmth rushing through me brings me to the breaking point. A white-hot pleasure ripples from my core, and I scream as I convulse from pure ecstasy.

The world fades away as rapture takes me to a higher plane. I’m not sure how long I’m shuddering from pleasure, but I eventually come back to Earth when Mark pulls out. A rush of our combined wetness runs down the crack of my ass, and I shiver as I straighten my legs. God, this is so dirty. I love it.

Mark looks tired but happy as he climbs off the bed and gets dressed. Once he tucks his cock into his pants, he turns to me with a surprisingly tender expression on his face. “Thank you, Sara. That was incredible.”

My heart is still pounding as I give him a dreamy smile. “Thank you, too. It was...more than I imagined.”

He leans down and kisses me softly, a gentle touch that takes me by surprise. “You’re amazing,” he whispers before turning to Caleb. “She’s all yours. I hope she’ll be a good cumslut for you too.”

His words are playful, but there’s an undercurrent of respect that makes me blush and giggle as Caleb walks Mark to the door. I’ve always been a good little slut for my husband, but tonight I’ve taken that to new heights. I’m overwhelmed with longing, and I desperately need my husband. I’m so ready to have Caleb inside me, to feel both of their cum in my pussy.


Chapter 4



When Caleb returns, he doesn’t say a word and starts to undress. He watches me slide a hand to my pussy as I play with the wetness. I swirl my finger around my clit, knowing that some of this is Mark’s cum and some of it is me. The sensation is heavenly, a mix of my own desire and the evidence of another man’s lust.

He grins. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

“Yes, that was so fucking hot.”

He chuckles as he sets his clothes on the chair he was sitting in while he watched another man fuck me. “It was. I almost lost it twice. You were so sexy.”

Oooh, I like knowing he almost came, but I’m glad he didn’t. I bite my lower lip as I look down at his hard cock. The neediness is growing inside me again. “Now do I get your cum?”

He climbs onto the bed and rumbles, “Oh yeah, baby. I’m dying to fuck my slut.”

Mmm, nice. He settles between my thighs and presses his cock against my entrance. “Is this what you want?”

I moan, “Yes. You know it is. I need you.”

Caleb sinks into me slowly, letting me feel every inch of him. He’s not as thick as Mark, but his cock is long and hits all the right spots. Somehow it feels different with him now yet still the same. Oh god, this is glorious. I’m still so wet, and his cock is sliding in and out of me easily. I’m dripping with another man’s cum and my own juices, and it’s so fucking erotic. My pussy spasms, desperate for more as I get lightheaded from pleasure.

“Fuck, this feels good,” Caleb groans as he picks up the pace.

“Yes. God yes,” I cry out. “Give me your cum. I need it.”

He responds by pounding into me harder. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the hotel room. It’s so fucking hot, and I’m already close to coming again. I’m right on the verge.

“Oh fuck,” Caleb groans. “Are you ready, baby? Are you ready for my cum?”

“Yes, please,” I whimper as my thighs tense and I press my heels into the bed, meeting his punishing thrusts.

Caleb grunts right before his cock pulses deep inside me and I feel the warmth of his cum filling me, mixing with the remnants of Mark’s seed. The filthy thought spirals me over the edge. My climax rips through me as waves of pleasure wash over me. We cling to each other as we both shudder from the force of our shared pleasure.

When we finally come down from the high, he collapses onto me, and I feel his body tremble with aftershocks of his orgasm. “Fuck, Sara,” he murmurs into my neck. “That was something else.”

I wrap my arms around him, holding him close. “I love you so much,” I whisper. And it’s true. In a strange way, I feel closer to Caleb than I ever have in our entire marriage. I can still taste another man on my tongue and the scent of sex is heavy in the air—not all of it sex with my husband—but none of that matters because I love Caleb with all my heart.

Caleb gives me a tender look. “I love you too, baby,” he says, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “So much.”

We stay like that for a moment, lost in the intense connection. Then Caleb rolls off me with a groan, pulling me into his arms so that my head rests on his chest. I can hear his heartbeat, strong and steady, a comforting rhythm that lulls me into a state of pure contentment.

“You know,” I say, tracing lazy patterns on his chest with my fingertips, “I never thought I could feel this way. So...free. So alive.”

Caleb smiles, pressing a kiss to the top of my head. “That’s all I wanted for you. For us.”

A sense of peace washes over me. This is what it’s all about, I realize. Not just the sex, not just the thrill of the moment. It’s about growing, exploring, and discovering new depths to our desires and our relationship.

As I lie there in Caleb’s arms, I know that this is just the beginning. There’s so much more to explore, so much more to experience. And I can’t wait to see where this journey takes us...assuming my husband wants to share his cumslut again. But when I peek up at him, the utter happiness on his face tells me he will.

Like hotwives? Join my newsletter to get updates on new releases and get a bundle of hotwife erotic shorts. 
Find it at:
https://www.lacey-cross.net/hotwife


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


Freeuse Resort Series



If you like the idea of a woman being used at a resort full of men, check out my Freeuse Resort Series. Start with book 1, Used for Pleasure.
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When she’s offered a weekend at a freeuse resort, this hotwife embraces the pleasure.

I don’t know what Sabrina was thinking when she gave our group of friends a weekend to be pleasured by a bunch of gorgeous men, but I’m not going to pass this opportunity up. It’s almost too good to be true, yet here I am, ready to indulge in every sinful delight the weekend has to offer.

My husband doesn’t watch me play with other men, and he sends me off wet and ready to ride any guy who walks past. My husband’s hungry gaze as he loads the car for the weekend tells me that I’m going to be taking his load multiple times when I get home.

I’m hoping that I return to him overflowing with satisfaction after being with so many men, over and over.

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


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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