
  
    [image: Hotwife Secrets Volume 4]
  


  
    
      hotwife secrets volume 4

      SOME SECRETS ARE TOO HOT TO KEEP… AND TOO TEMPTING TO RESIST.

      
        HOTWIFE CONFESSIONS: QUICK SEDUCTIONS

        BOOK 4

      

    

    
      
        COCO LUST

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Published by Velvet Edge Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Coco Lust

      ALL RIGHTS RESERVED INTERNATIONALLY

      

      MATURE READERS ONLY (18+)

      

      LEGAL DISCLAIMER & READER AGREEMENT

      

      CRITICAL NOTICES:

      • Exclusively for consensual adult readers aged 18 and over

      • 100% fictional narrative with consensual content

      • No actual persons represented or implied

      

      LEGAL DECLARATIONS:

      - Entirely fictional work

      - Any person/event similarity is purely coincidental

      - Absolute fictional construct

      

      EXPLICIT CONTENT WARNING:

      This book contains:

      - Graphic sexual narratives

      - Mature thematic elements

      - Intense intimate descriptions

      

      INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY PROTECTION:

      Comprehensive legal prohibition against reproduction, distribution, or transmission in any format without explicit written authorization, excluding brief review quotations permitted under copyright law.

      

      Published by Velvet Edge Publishing

      First Edition, 2024

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ready to get dangerous?

          

        

      

    

    
      These pages are about to unwrap your deepest, darkest fantasies. The ones that make you blush. The thoughts you've hidden even from yourself.

      

      No judgment. Just pure, raw desire.

      

      Breathe deep. Things are about to get hot.
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CHAPTER ONE


          

          
            size surrender: how i became a cheating hotwife part 1

          

        

      

    

    
      One look at his massive cock, and I knew I’d betray everything for a taste — my marriage, my morals, all crumbling as I surrendered to the beast.

      

      It all started so innocently, or at least that’s what I told myself at the time. I was just a bored, neglected housewife idly scrolling through dating apps, wondering what else was out there. I never actually intended to cheat on my husband, I swear. But then… I saw it.

      

      A profile picture that made my jaw drop and my pussy clench. This guy was at least 6'3" and ripped like a Greek god, but that’s not what had me drooling. No, my eyes were locked on the massive bulge straining against his boxers. It looked like he was smuggling a fucking two-liter bottle down there!

      

      Before I even fully processed what I was doing, I clicked on his profile, hungrily seeking more pictures of that awe-inspiring cock. And boy did he deliver! Pic after pic of the biggest, thickest, veiniest monster dick I’ve ever seen. Just one shot of that huge slab of man-made meat had me squirming in my seat.

      

      I knew it was wrong. I’m a married woman, for fuck’s sake! But I couldn’t stop staring; I couldn’t halt the flood of filthy fantasies that consumed me. What would it feel like to surrender my tight little pussy to a beast that huge? To be stretched and stuffed to my absolute limits by a real man? How deep inside me would he reach? Would I even be able to walk after?

      

      The scary thing is, I realized I didn’t care about the answers. I just knew I had to find out. My very last shred of loyal wife’s willpower crumbled away, and I started shamelessly masturbating to this huge-cocked stranger’s nudes, plunging my fingers desperately into my soaked pussy, imagining it was his big fat dick splitting me open.

      

      “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” I came harder than I had in my entire marriage, gushing all over my hand just from fantasizing about his freakish size violating my needy holes. As I sat there, panting in the afterglow, sticky with my own juices, the magnitude of what I was considering crashed over me. Was I really gonna throw away my marriage vows for a beast with a battering ram between his legs? Risk destroying my whole life for a crazy fling?

      

      The scary thing is, I was. I needed that massive cock like air. I was going to have it. I was going to become a filthy, cheating, size-queen hotwife and milk every last drop of cum from those big, swollen balls. And nothing, not matrimony or morals, was gonna stand in my way.

      

      So there I was — a respectable married lady turned cock-crazed masturbation fiend overnight. I couldn’t stop thinking about that huge hung stud and his beautiful battering ram. It was seriously messing with my head and my pussy.

      

      I’d be folding laundry and suddenly find myself drooling over the memory of those obscene dick pics. Cooking dinner, my mind would drift to vivid fantasies of choking on that monster cock. During my husband’s pitiful little two-pump couplings, I’d be frantically rubbing my clit, desperately imagining I was being split open by a real man’s massive meat.

      

      It was official — I had become absolutely dick-matized by a cock I hadn’t even touched yet. This virtual stranger’s huge schlong had me in a trance. I was like Gollum with the One Ring; just replace “precious” with “monster cock.” I swear I spent more time feverishly frigging my pussy raw over this dude’s big dick pics than doing literally anything else.

      

      Part of me felt kinda bad about mentally cucking my husband 24/7, but that part was drowned out by my screaming hormones. They demanded I do something crazy, like actually meet up with Señor Humongous Dong and turn my depraved fantasies into reality.

      

      So in a horny daze, defying all common sense and decency, I sent him a message. Something to the effect of, “Hey there, stud, I’m absolutely mesmerized by your huge cock, and I desperately need you to wreck my little pussy with it. When are you free?” (I may have phrased it a bit more subtly. But not much.)

      

      To my shock and giddy delight, he actually responded! And he was totally down to dick me into oblivion! I swear my heart skipped a beat, and my pussy started dripping just from his reply. This was really happening. I was gonna cheat on my husband and become a dirty, cock-hungry hotwife, and I couldn’t fucking wait.

      

      In a lusty trance, I arranged a solo weekend trip, booking a hotel for the express purpose of getting absolutely pounded into sweet oblivion by this Grade A slab of prime penis. The whole time I was clicking “confirm,” some rational part of my brain was screaming, “WTF are you doing? This is insane!” But the wanton harlot in me, who was clearly running the show at this point, just said, “Oh fuck yes, gimme that D!”

      

      The weeks leading up to D-Day (Dick Day) were pure sexual torment. I was constantly horny, constantly aching for my marital bed to be invaded by the huge beast lurking in another man’s pants. My pussy was so swollen and tender from the never-ending masturbation marathon fueled by obscene fantasies.

      

      Every night, I tossed and turned next to my dozing husband, my faithless cunt throbbing with anticipation, soaking through my pajama bottoms as I mentally mapped out every inch of the huge cock I craved. How I’d worship it with my mouth and hands. How I’d impale myself on it balls-deep in every position. How I’d milk it dry and bear the sinful fruits of my infidelity dripping from my well-fucked holes.

      

      Finally, after an eternity of waiting and a three-hour drive that felt more like three years, I pulled up to the fateful hotel, barely remembering to put the car in park before I was stumbling out in a tizzy. This was it. The point of no return. In mere moments, I was going to cross a line I could never uncross. And become a filthy, fully-dick-matized hotwife.

      

      With a pounding heart and soaked panties, I rushed through the generic hotel lobby in a daze, trying not to look too much like a dick-drunk adulteress on a mission to get her needy holes absolutely annihilated. I probably failed, based on the knowing smirk the front desk girl shot me. Whatever. There was no shame in my game at this point. I was a woman possessed — possessed by the promise of the huge fucking cock that awaited me.

      

      The elevator ride seemed to take a year. I swear, I nearly fingered myself into another dimension right then and there, I was so goddamn horny. I couldn’t remember ever being this fucking wet and desperate, not even as a teenager. There was just something about the sheer wrongness and filthy depravity of what I was doing that had me uncontrollably aroused. Every proper wife instinct in me was soundly gagged and bound by my inner cock-starved harlot.

      

      Finally reaching the appointed room, my hands shook so much I could barely work the key card. It beeped angry red “access denied” — kinda like my poor husband. I giggled meanly at the thought. God, I was turning into such a huge bitch. A huge bitch in heat for some huge strange dick.

      

      The door finally clicked open, and I stumbled through, flushed and panting. There he was, sitting calmly in the desk chair like some kind of sexual deity made flesh. 6'3" of solid muscle and raw masculine power, with a dangerous glint in his dark eyes that made me weak in the knees. And of course, that magnificent cock, that massive fucking log of fuck-meat that had haunted my every waking thought and dirty dream for weeks, obscenely tenting his pants.

      

      “H-hi,” I stammered breathlessly, suddenly feeling a bit shy, a wave of “good girl” instincts washing over me. After all my big, filthy talk and impatient demands over text, actually facing the beautiful beast of a man I’d been ready to throw my whole life away for was…intense.

      

      “Hey there, hot stuff!” he chuckled darkly, rising from his chair to stalk towards me with a wolfish grin. “Glad you could make it. I was starting to worry I’d have to drag you here and dick you down myself.”

      

      I shivered and let out an involuntary moan at the thought and at the sheer dominance radiating off of him. He backed me up against the door, one huge hand cupping my face while the other grabbed my ass roughly. I felt my “good girl” facade crumble away, replaced by the panting bitch my pussy needed me to be.

      

      “Oh god, please do,” I blurted out, too turned on to be mortified by how desperate I sounded. “I…I need your cock so fucking bad. I can’t think about anything else. It’s ruining me. Please, just fucking wreck me with it already!”

      

      “Mmm, listen to you, so hungry for dick,” he said, grinding that huge bulge against me so I could feel every inch of it throbbing against my trembling tummy. “Such a needy little hotwife, so ready to cheat on your poor husband. You’re going to look so pretty choking on my big fat cock.”

      

      Any remaining shreds of wifely loyalty or dignity were incinerated by the five-alarm blaze of lust raging through me at his words. I needed him so badly that I thought I might actually die. I literally whimpered as he slowly unzipped his fly, reaching in to pull out the gorgeous monster that had blasted my boring married life to smithereens.

      

      I swear to God, music played and light shone down from the heavens to illuminate the majestic spectacle of his fully unleashed erection. It was somehow even bigger and more beautiful than I’d deliriously imagined. Just a perfect, massive column of throbbing hot man meat, engorged with lust for me, tipped by a fat, shiny head already drooling pre-cum.

      

      I fell to my knees without conscious thought, crawling towards that huge cock like the dick-drunk bitch I was. Nothing had ever seemed more vital than getting my lips around that throbbing sex god scepter. It was time to throw myself headfirst into a whole new world of ecstasy and sin.
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