
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Hotwife Hotel: Collected Hotwife Stories

        

        
        
          Laura Steam

        

        
          Published by Laura Steam, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HOTWIFE HOTEL: COLLECTED HOTWIFE STORIES

    

    
      First edition. October 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Laura Steam.

    

    
    
      Written by Laura Steam.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Bull Breaks My Wife
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“I LOVE YOU,” MY WIFE said. “This isn’t going to change that.”

“I know, baby,” I reassured her, then squeezed her shoulder. Vera was trembling, but she screwed up her courage, turned around, and dropped to her knees.

Pierre was waiting for her. He was more than ready, in fact. His cock was rising up right in front of us like a rocket headed to orbit.

Vera laughed nervously. “It’s so big,” she murmured. She reached out, but then stopped. “Can I — can I touch it?” she asked, looking first at Pierre, then at me.

Pierre only grinned. He was already planning for her to do a lot more than touch it, I imagine. As for me, I couldn’t say no either. Vera and I had decided long ago that we could explore her darker desires, and the last few years had been a real adventure together.

But we’d always done things together. Spanking. Pegging. Hell, I still remembered the weekend we spent pouring melted wax over each other. But we’d shied away from involving anybody else.

She always said that she didn’t want another man. That she didn’t need one. Until recently. I’ll be honest, when she first confessed how she fantasized about a night with a bull like Pierre, it was hard to listen to.

But the more we talked, the more I realized how much she really needed this — and how turned on I was getting myself. There was something undeniably arousing about the thought of my cute little wife, otherwise so straight-laced and shy, getting ridden by a big black guy. Thus here we were, ready for Pierre to fuck Vera silly.

“Touch him,” I said. “Stroke it. Kiss it.”

Her eyes flared, and a smile flickered over her face before she turned back to Pierre. I fired up my phone, since she wanted me to record everything. She wasn’t the only one.

She stretched her hand out tentatively, like she was reaching for a snake, but when she touched him, her gasp wasn’t one of shock or fright. It was the sound somebody makes when they’re getting what they had wanted. What they had needed.

Her fingers barely encircled him, Pierre was so thick. Vera made a fist around him and started to pump him up and down, giggling as she went.

“Unbelievable,” she murmured, her eyes gleaming.

I took a couple of photos and then switched to video. We were going to want this on film, for sure. I was just about to suggest that she get closer, that she maybe give it a kiss, when I realized that she was moving way beyond me, and fast.

My little wife, so pale and petite, pointed Pierre’s rock-hard cock at her face, leaned forward, and took that black monster right into her mouth.

“Holy fuck,” I muttered. I managed to keep her in frame, recording every second, but I was in shock.

Vera had dropped her jaw open like she was going to scarf down a banana whole, but she was still struggling to get Pierre between her lips. He was just too big. It looked like she was trying to go down on a wine bottle.

And still, I knew my wife. I knew when she was comfortable with something, when she was enjoying herself, when she was getting turned on. And as she struggled to keep Pierre’s cock in her mouth, fighting to take in more than a couple of inches, I could tell. She was loving this.

She had closed her eyes and taken him in both hands, one guiding his shaft across her tongue, and the other cupping those heavy balls below. Pierre seemed to be enjoying it too. He had dropped his hands to her head, pulling her forward, fucking her mouth with a sinful grin on his face.

“She sucks good for such a small woman,” he said to me. “You’re lucky.”

I could only nod. My wife had slobber dripping from her chin now, and she gagged a little as she took him too deep, but she recovered and kept going. She took that thing practically into her tummy, and kept going.

I was entirely dazed now. She had never sucked me with half as much passion. She’d never been anywhere near as eager to have my rod between her lips. And she wasn’t done yet, either.

Vera slowly backed him out, her saliva like a slippery sheet on him, and she jerked him as she looked up at Pierre. “Time to put this in another hole,” she said, kissing the tip once more before he helped her to her feet.

My wife didn’t even look at me now as she crawled up onto the bed. It was almost as if she were entirely alone with him. “I want it from behind,” she told him, as she settled onto her belly. “I want it hard.”
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