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FILLING THE HOTWIFE


This year, I’ve watched my friends at my knitting group turn into hotwives, one after another. They’ve all chosen hot young men to bend them over and leave them completely sated, with only one rule—their husbands must be told the dirty details. And of course they’ve come back to our weekly group and shared all their sexy stories. They’ve all been satisfied, and it’s supposed to be my turn. But there’s a simple problem. For the past year, my husband and I have been trying to start a family, with no luck. So there’s no way he’d agree to share me with another man.

But when I slip up and tell him about all the erotic fun my friends are having, he shocks me by suggesting that we give it a try, too. After all, if he can’t plant the right “seeds” in my garden, maybe we’ll be able to find someone who can help us get this fertile ground flowering. At a friend’s recommendation, we find a hot young guy who is more than willing to take over, tend to all of my needs, and leave me filled with everything I could possibly want.

And hey, if it takes more than one round…I guess we’ll just have to enjoy the journey.

Filling the Hotwife is an erotic short featuring Ruby, an older vixen who is desperate for one thing, and the hot young stud who is going to make sure she is filled and her fantasies are fulfilled. And if it doesn’t catch this time? She’ll just have to try again.
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Isighed and stared at my knitting. At this point, it’s starting to seem like just another Wednesday. Another knit night, another one of my friends happily announcing that her husband turned her into a hotwife, and she spent the week have wild, sweaty sex with a guy who was hung like a horse and had stamina for days. Of course I was happy for them. We’d been gathering for years, and we’d shared all the ups and downs of our lives together. Frankly, if there was anything weird about this, it was that it had taken Dawn so long to tell us that the secret to her three decades of happy marriage was being a hotwife.

I did my best to smile and nod along. Somehow, I hadn’t been able to bring myself to share the trouble in my marriage. Hotwifing wasn’t going to fix my problem.

“Ruby!” I looked at Emily and made myself smile. “Come on. You must have talked to Tony by now.”

I faked a grin and shook my head. “It’s not for us. I’m so glad for you, though, babe, you look amazing.”

And she did. She looked radiant and glorious—like she’d just been railed by her next-door neighbor’s kid, who was all grown up. I turned back to my needles—but I saw Dawn, our unofficial matriarch, studying me carefully. I gave her my well-practiced easy grin, but I wasn’t sure she was buying it.
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As soon as I walked in the door, Tony was on me. I dropped my purse and knitting bags by the front door as Tony pushed my shirt up and buried his face in my breasts. His hands skated down my body, pulling my jeans down low and pressing my thighs apart as much as the stiff denim would allow. I shrieked when his tongue lapped over my bare folds, desperate for his touch. “Tony,” I groaned, and he laughed.

“Trying to get pregnant doesn’t have to be boring,” he said. He stripped his own shirt off and pushed me into the living room. We stripped as we went, and by the time we made it to the couch, we were completely naked. Tony pushed me down, spread my legs, and buried his face in my pussy. I groaned, rocking against his face and encouraging him to find just the right spot. When he did, I felt my body start to shudder. He crammed two fingers into my aching pussy and stroked that deep spot that unraveled me. I screamed, coming on his mouth and tongue. He moaned low, fucking me through the orgasm and driving my pleasure higher as I spun out. I had barely caught my breath when he was sitting on the couch and pulling me into his lap. “Ride me, baby,” he said. “Please.”

He shifted me so that his cock was lined up with my opening, and I drove myself down on him. I cried out as he was sheathed in me in one long stroke, his body pressing mine wide open. He made a low, hungry sound and shifted my hips, showing me just the rhythm he wanted as he fucked up into me. “Ruby,” he moaned. “Fuck, you’re incredible.”

We’d been married for fifteen years, and I still believed he meant it every time he said it. I shifted the angle just a little so that my clit was grinding on his shaft and cried out from the sensation. He pulled me against him, pressing his forehead to mine as he rolled his hips again and again. I felt the pleasure gathering him, felt my body pulsing around him with every stroke. He groaned with every thrust, and we circled up together. He held back until I shattered in his arms, burying my face and my scream in his neck, and then followed me over the edge, shooting his cum deep into me. The heat made me shudder, setting off another rolling spasm. Tony groaned, holding me tight as my cunt milked his cock for every drop of his precious cum. We panted together, our bodies stuck together with a light sweat as he softened in me.

I tried to remember that this was just another night. Yeah, it was the beginning of my ovulation window—trying to get knocked up made sex so clinical—but there was no reason to believe this wouldn’t be the night it worked. The night that all the stars aligned and sometime in the next two weeks, the little stick would turn blue.

But every month, it was getting a little harder to buy it. After a year of trying, we’d both gone to our doctors. It turned out that the problem was probably on Tony’s end, an injury he’d gotten during college soccer games doing something to his sperm count. So we had a good idea why we were running into trouble conceiving. The problem was that any of the available treatments cost a fortune, and while we had money enough to raise a child without worrying, thousands of dollars of medical bills just trying to get pregnant weren’t going to be feasible. And we’d quickly learned that adoption was a lot more complicated than it looked in the movies.

So there was nothing to do but…this.

Tony did his best to make sure it never felt like a chore for either of us, but my brain had been invaded by words like “basal body temperature” and “egg white fluid” and it just…made it harder to feel sexy. And if Tony felt any guilt about it, he kept it to himself. I wouldn’t have blamed him if he’d been upset or concerned that it made him less of a man, not being able to have a child in the typical way, but if it bothered him much, he didn’t tell me about it.

When we were both sagging and sated, he pulled me down onto his chest, gathering me tight against him.

I knew what we both wanted. And I knew the truth. If we were going to conceive on our own, the odds were that it would have happened already. It had been more than a year. I told myself that this might be the night. The night that we would conceive, and two weeks from now, that magic line would turn blue.

But I’d stopped believing it. Despite what my friends seemed to think, there were some marriage problems that being a hotwife just couldn’t fix.
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Tony was quiet as we went about our evening. We ate dinner, then curled up together to watch a movie. Part way through, he brushed his hand against me in a way that made me sigh with need, and I ended up on my back, my legs splayed, while he ate my pussy and fucked me with his fingers. He made me come screaming twice. But he didn’t fuck me, because he was supposed to…give himself some time to recharge during our trying period, to improve our odds.

When we got into bed, I snuggled up tight against him. He was rock hard against my ass, and I tried not to squirm. I didn’t want to make this harder for him. I knew he didn’t even jerk off during this week, and given how much we had both always loved to fuck, I just felt lousy about the whole thing.

“What if we stopped trying,” I said.

“What do you mean?” His voice was soft, quiet, and just a little nervous.

“What if we decided that it didn’t matter. That if it happened, it happened, but that all of this tracking and charting and whatever…that it just wasn’t worth it.”

Tony tugged on my shoulder, turning me so I was facing him. He grabbed my hands and pulled them up to kiss them. “I have a different idea.”

“We can’t afford any of the treatments,” I said, trying to stop the discussion before it really got started. “We looked into everything.”

“Not everything,” he said. “There’s always the old-fashioned way.”

“Isn’t that what we have been trying?”

Tony was quiet for a long time. It was like he was trying to decide what to say next. “With me, yes. But this wouldn’t be with me.”

I stared at him for a while, then reached back and turned on the lamp on my side of the bed. “What are you talking about?” I tried to keep my voice neutral. I had a good idea what he was talking about, and the truth was that it made a thrill run through my body. All of my friends had tried this, and so many of them were so happy now…

“I’m talking about you, with another man.” He sat up next to me and leaned close to me, nuzzling into my neck. I sighed happily at the sensation, and when my body softened, my thighs fell apart, and he pressed his fingers up against my pussy. “Fucking another man in our bed.”

His fingers pressed into me, opening my cunt. I groaned, rolling my hips and spreading wider so that he could move deep in me, fuck me with three thick fingers. “Tony, are you⁠—”

He laughed gently. “I heard it was the hot new thing at your knitting club.”

My eyes flew open, and then he twisted his fingers so that every thrust rocked his thumb against my clit, and I stopped paying attention to silly little things like seeing. “I don’t need…” I groaned as his fingers hit a particularly good spot. It didn’t matter how many times I came, my body was always craving more pleasure. More fucking. I did need. Desperately.

“But you want,” he said. A long pause, nothing but the thick sound of his fingers working into my cunt and my breath, moving faster and higher. “I do too,” he said. “And not just to get you pregnant.” He pushed my shirt up and sucked my nipple into his mouth, torturing it with his tongue and teeth. I cried out, arching into him and fucking his fingers eagerly as he worked in me. “It gets me hard to think of you with another man,” he said. “Look at me.”

I forced my eyes open. Tony was leaning over me, his erection raging hard and weeping at the tip. I pulled away from his hand and wrapped my mouth around his cock. He groaned heavily, falling back onto the bed. “Ruby, we⁠—”

I moved back, working him with my hand so I could look him in the eye. His hips rocked, fucking my fist. “If we do this, I get to fuck some other man, and I get to go back to giving you head until you’re groaning and coming down my throat.” I bobbed on his cock again, moaning with pleasure and loving how he responded with curses every time he touched the back of my throat. “I want that, Tony. I want that.”

He snarled, wrapped his fist in my hair, and pushed me down on his cock, fucking my face hard. He came in a handful of strokes, roaring in a way he hadn’t in ages. He was barely done pulsing into my mouth when he shoved me down on my back, buried his fingers in my cunt again, and stroked my sensitive inner walls. I choked on a scream, moments away from my own orgasm. “Say it,” he growled. “Tell me what you want.”

“Breed me,” I gasped. “Breed your slutty wife. Please.”

“Okay,” he said. The word released something deep inside me. I came hard and fast, surging around his hand while I screamed.

And then we sagged down into the bed together. He pulled me against him, both of us panting. But the air was charged and electric.

This was going to happen.
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When I woke up, I had a brief moment of worry that Tony would have changed his mind about what he’d suggested in the middle of the night. Instead, he woke up just a minute after I did. He pulled me close, grinding his morning wood into my ass. “The best thing about this,” he murmured, reaching around to finger my clit and get me wet enough for him, “is that I can go back to fucking my wife whenever I want.” I groaned as he entered me. We fucked hard and fast, and then went again in the shower. It was like we were kids again, just a constant flurry of mouths and hands and orgasms.

At some point, we wore ourselves out, and we started talking about logistics. The most sensible thing I could think of was to call Dawn. I had a feeling she would know how to find someone who would suit our needs. And we talked about where. I had suggested that I could go to a hotel or something with a guy—going over to his place would feel weird—but Tony was clear. He wanted me knocked up in our house. In our bed, if possible. There was something extra filthy about getting fucked by another man in our marriage bed, honestly. The thought of it made me wet enough that I started to wonder how much of this was that I wanted to get pregnant, and how much of it was…something else.

The truth was that I hadn’t been with many men before Tony and I had started dating, and I hadn’t been with anyone else since then. All of my friends had had plenty of sexual adventures before they got married. I hadn’t. I’d never minded. Tony treated me well in bed, and I’d never looked at anyone else.

But with his permission…the idea of more was…electrifying.

“You’re thinking about it,” Tony said with a smile. “How does it feel?”

I bit my lip. “Would you be upset if I said it seemed really hot to think about?”

He shook his head. “No. Because I can’t think of anything hotter than you, completely free, utterly sated and totally satisfied. I know I make you happy. But if something else also makes you happy, that’s okay.”

“Okay.” I cleared my throat. “Because, you know. Even when couples aren’t dealing with, you know, challenges, sometimes it takes more than once. To make the magic happen.”

Tony burst out laughing. He grabbed my hand and pulled it into his lap. He was rock hard. “I’m not joking, Ruby. I want this as much as I’ve ever wanted anything.”

I tried to pretend that my flush was embarrassment, not just heat. “Call Dawn,” I said. “Set something up for tonight if you can.” I did my best to look innocent. “After all, it is in the appropriate time frame.”

Tony tossed me back on the couch and buried his face in my pussy until I was screaming his name again. And again.
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Dawn did know someone, and after a few more phone calls, she let us know that he’d be by our house around 7pm. He knew exactly what was happening, so there wasn’t going to be any awkward conversation. Just…us.

My belly did flips thinking about it. I wasn’t nervous thinking about Tony anymore. I was getting more and more excited thinking about what this was going to be like. About seeing another man’s cock. What would he want to do? Would it be quick and clinical, or more…erotic? I was hoping for more erotic, I realized. I wanted to feel good. To feel sexy and hot.

I wanted to come on another man’s cock.

The thought made me whimper. It made me very, very hot. I was starting to picture all the ways I could have this stranger, and I wanted more than anything to come. But Tony had decided to go on a last-minute shopping trip for something, and somehow, masturbating on my bed thinking of a man I didn’t even know sounded…filthier that I wanted to deal with at that exact moment.

Tony was still out at 7pm. I’d texted him to find out what was going on, but he hadn’t responded. I was sitting on the couch, fretting. What was I supposed to do if this guy showed up? I had just picked up my phone to call Tony when the doorbell rang. I briefly contemplated hiding in the bathroom, but I collected myself and went to the door.

“Hi,” I said, opening it. “You must be…”

And then I trailed off, because what was standing in front of me was the most solid, sexy piece of man-cake I’d seen in my life. The guy was several inches taller than me, putting him over six feet. He was built like a bear, with a thick barrel chest and big hands. He was broad through the shoulders. And he was young. He looked like he’d been out of college for maybe ten minutes, which meant he was at least fifteen years younger than me. He had blond hair tied back in a tidy bun, bright hazel eyes, and he smiled as soon as he saw me. “Logan,” he said, sticking his hand out to shake. I wasn’t a small woman, but it felt like my hand was being wrapped up in a paw. I had absolutely no doubt that this man would be able to put me wherever he wanted me to be and keep me there.

A flush stole over my entire body and then centered in my clit. I had no idea that I could feel this kind of physical need.

“Dawn said you’d be expecting me,” he said, instead of some version of ‘the way you’re staring at me is creepy,’ which I thought was kind.

“Yes, of course,” I said. “Come on in. I’m sorry, I was a little distracted. My husband, Tony, went out for a few minutes, and he’s going to be back soon. But. Um.” Logan had stepped into the house, and I closed the door behind him. “I suppose we could get started without him?”

Logan chuckled. “Directly to the point? I like it.” He stepped close to me. He smelled like sandalwood and cedar, and another flush of longing ran through me. “Whatever you want is fine,” he said. “I know what my role is here, but this happens the way you want it to.” He grinned and touched my cheek with one finger. I fought not to lean into the caress like a cat. “If you ask my opinion, though, I want to make it hot for you.”

“I doubt you’ll have a problem with that.” I jumped a little at Tony’s voice. I’d been so focused on Logan and that one bright point of contact between his fingers and my cheek that I hadn’t even heard him come in. “She clearly likes you. And she’s been thinking about this for a lot longer than she’s let on, I think.”

Logan chuckled. He traced his finger down my cheek, my throat, and into my t-shirt, where the deep v-neck exposed the tops of my breasts. He ran that one finger over the sensitive flesh and felt me shudder. “I hear it’s all the rage.” He leaned over and brushed his lips against my ear. “So what do you say, pretty girl? Where do you want to get fucked?”

“Upstairs,” I breathed. “In our bed.”

Logan pulled back and grinned. “Slutty. I like it.”

Tony held out a paper bag; I recognized the logo from the fancy lingerie store in the next town over. I raised my eyebrows. “Something special,” he said. “Go get dressed. Logan will be up in a few minutes.”

I took the bag and managed not to scurry up the stairs. My heart was throbbing in my chest, my panties were soaked, and my nipples were sharp enough to cut glass. I didn’t know how to react to any of this…but I knew that it felt fucking good, and I wanted more.
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Iwasn’t sure the items Tony had bought me really constituted lingerie; they definitely were not clothing. There was a lot more empty space than there was fabric. The pretty teddy was bright red and completely sheer. The bra didn’t have any cup; it was a scrap of wire and lace that ran under my breasts, lifting them up and pushing together, putting me on display like a cake in a bakery window. The panties were a scrap of lace that pretended to cover my well-trimmed mound and a few strings to hold it in place.

I looked absolutely filthy, and it gave me a courage I hadn’t had ten minutes ago. When the bedroom door opened, I didn’t try to cover anything up. I put my hands on my hips, posed, and gave Logan the dirtiest smile I could. “Hi,” I said. “I hear you’re here to breed me?”

He wore the same filthy grin he had downstairs. His gaze roved up and down my body, and I held the pose, letting him take in my thighs, my stomach, and my breasts. His eyes zeroed in on the scrap of lace over my mound. “I’m not even going to need to strip you to fuck you,” he said, his voice low and deep. “Fantastic.”

The words gave me a shiver. The nerves kicked up in my stomach again. I was wet and eager, and I had no idea how to take the next step. Did I kiss him? Did I pull him into his arms and lead him back onto the bed? I looked past him at Tony. Tony had come into the room and was sitting down in a chair far from the bed. His eyes were glued to me, and I could see that he was hard. I gathered my courage.

And then Logan closed in on me. He caught my hair in his fist and pulled my head back so that I was looking up at him. “Pretty girls who want to get knocked up have to behave themselves,” he said, stroking a finger down my cheek. I shivered. “Do you want my cum, pretty girl? Do you want me to knock you up?”

“Yes.” My voice was wispy, almost delicate.

“Say it.”

“I want you to cum in my cunt and fill my belly with a baby,” I said. I looked him right in the eyes and grinned. “Fuck me and breed me, please. I’ll do anything you want to get your cum.”

“Knees,” he said, with a snarl. “Let’s see what you can do with your mouth.”

He guided me down on my knees, then worked his belt buckle and zipper. His cock was big, way bigger than Tony’s, and I licked my hips in nervous anticipation. I loved giving Tony head, but after all these years, I was accustomed to him. I knew just how to please him, how to make him feel every single sensation. Logan was brand new. That was a thrill all on its own.

I had to open wide to take his big cock, straining to position my mouth well. He was bigger than I’d thought, just looking at him, and I had to work to take him even halfway. I worked the bottom of his shaft with my hand, forcing my mouth down farther and farther. I groaned at the sensation; Tony was never this far back in my throat. Logan let out a curse at the sound. I tried it again, letting out a low noise when he was as deep in my throat as I could get him without choking. He wrapped his fist around my hair. “Don’t be a tease, pretty girl,” he snarled. “You keep that up, and I’m going to show you how it feels to have your face fucked.”

I rolled my eyes up at him, managed a grin with his thick cock in my mouth, and made that same noise again. Logan swore, and then I knew what he meant by fucking my face. He held me in place and slammed his cock into my mouth, thrusting faster and harder than I could have done. All I could do was balance myself on his thighs and try to keep up, try to breathe enough that I wouldn’t choke. I felt waves of salty pre-cum on my tongue, and I knew without a doubt that he could cum straight down my throat like this.

But he wouldn’t, would he? He was here for something else…

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m not going to waste my cum in your mouth. But you’re going to be a good girl and behave, aren’t you? So that you get my cum where you want.”

He pulled me off his cock, his fist still buried in my hair. “Yes,” I gasped. “Anything you want.”

“Good,” he said. He guided me up to standing again, then shoved me back onto the bed. I could see Tony, over my shoulder. He was palming his cock through his jeans, his eyes glued on us. “I think I’m bigger than you’re used to, aren’t I?” He tossed a glance over his shoulder. “A lot bigger.”

I blushed. I couldn’t bring myself to say it, but I guess my silence said it all. Tony moaned gently, and his hand sped up. God, I was so glad he was watching. It felt so good to know he was enjoying this just as much as I was.

“Then I need you good and loose to take my cock.” Logan pulled his shirt over his head and dropped his pants and boxer briefs on the floor. “After all, I don’t want to hurt you.”

I whimpered at the thought. At my cunt, straining to take his big cock just like my mouth and throat had. The sensation flew through me and left a trail of fire behind.

He laughed softly. “Little bit of a size queen, hm? Then I think you’ll be thrilled by what I have for you.”

He followed me up onto the bed, spreading my thighs. I waited for him to crawl up me, fuck me—and then he buried his face in my pussy. I cried out, my hips arching up to meet him. Tony going down on me was amazing, but Logan was eating my cunt like it was his job. The scrap of lace was shoved aside, and there wasn’t anything else to the tiny panties. He dragged his teeth over my clit and made me scream, then worked my clit with his tongue in slow, rolling strokes that made me whimper and cry. “Oh god,” I murmured. “Oh god, Logan…”

“You can come as many times as you need to, pretty girl,” he said. “You just need to do what I say, and what I’m saying is to take every single drop of pleasure I can give you. Understand?”

I managed something that passed for a yes as he buried his face in me, working my clit twice as hard and guiding two thick fingers into my cunt. I couldn’t hold still; my hips bucked against him as I started to shake, an orgasm swarming up on me. I clung to the mattress as I exploded, screaming with the pleasure of it. He worked me through the orgasm, dragging out every last bit of pleasure until I was a quivering mess on the bed.

He pulled back with a grin, his face shiny with my juices. I reached for him, eager to pull him to me and bury his cock in me. I wanted to know what it would feel like, being split by someone so massive. He dodged me easily. He worked those same two thick fingers into me again, and I groaned. He rocked them into me, watching me. I distantly heard the sound of a zipper. Tony had his cock in his hand and was stroking himself, watching his wife being bred. I cried out in a rush of heat.

“Yes,” Logan said. He curled those two fingers in me, exploring my inner walls and looking for the places that made me moan and rock my hips for him again. “The problem is this. You’re still tight around my fingers.” He spread his fingers just a little, and a light burn in my cunt made me hiss. “So you’re definitely going to need to relax more before you can take this fat cock and have me fill you with my cum.”

“Tell me what to do,” I gasped. Everything in my brain was focused on getting fucked and getting knocked up. I was desperate and eager.

“Take what I give you,” he said. I felt a third finger pressing at my entrance, working slowly into me while I whimpered and moaned. “Relax and let me take care of you.

“More,” I gasped. “Oh, god, more.” I’d never felt so full, so needy. The burn faded, and the stretch it left behind was incredible.

“Not yet,” Logan said. He started to thrust his fingers in a rhythm, working me up to a steady burn, leaving me rocking on his fingers, chasing his hand. He turned his hand so that every thrust bumped my clit against his thumb and I cried out. “Play with your pretty nipples, let me see what you like.”

I did what he said without thinking, letting him take care of my desperate cunt while I teased and flicked at my nipples. Tony was never as harsh as I wanted him to be. I squeezed them hard between my fingers, scraping them just a little with my nails. And then Logan hit some glorious spot deep inside me and I shattered again, screaming as I came on his hand. “Just like that,” he murmured, working a fourth finger in me and spreading them, setting off another set of fireworks behind my eyes. My body was shaking as I came down, him fucking me through the pleasure and the need. When the pleasure finally let me loose, he pulled his fingers free with a wet, slutty sound.

“Hands and knees,” he said. “Let’s see if you can take this cock yet.”

I moaned as I shifted, pointing my ass up for him. I was wildly vain about my ass, and when he slapped one cheek just a little, I let out a low moan.

“Good to know,” he said. “But tonight, I’m going to stay focused.” I felt him behind me, felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my opening. He seemed bigger than he’d been in my mouth, and just a tiny thread of nerves woke up in me again. Then he was pushing inside of me, and there was no room for anything but his cock.

God, he was massive. So much bigger than anyone I’d ever taken. I howled at the stretch, at the feeling of being spread open and laid bare. He couldn’t have used one stroke to bury himself in me, I was far too tight. Somehow, even after coming on most of his fist, I was still too tight. The thought made me moan. He ran his hand down my spine. “Take me, pretty girl. Let me in.”

He worked his cock into me bit by bit, making me shiver and gasp as he spread me open. His fingers kneaded into my ass and my thighs, calming me even as he forced my body open. And then there was a slick, sweet sensation when he was fully inside me. He groaned deep, his body seated deep in me. “I’m all the way in you. You’re so close to having my cum.” He rocked into me with one slow, torturous stroke. “Still want it?”

“Fuck yes, Logan.” I groaned. “I want you to fill me with a baby. I want your cum.”

“Mmm,” he said, his voice low. “Good.” Another thrust. He was so big, I was so tight, that every motion of his hips sent his cock moving against deep, sweet, gorgeous spots in my cunt that made me desperate. “I’m going to make you work for it.”

It was all the warning I got. He slammed into me so hard that I fell onto my forearms. It changed the angle of his cock driving into me, pushing him deeper, and I screamed with need. An orgasm flashed through me, hot and burning, but it didn’t slow him down at all.

“Hungry slut,” he growled. “This is what you wanted. A stranger to fuck you, fill you with his cum, put a baby in your belly. That’s exactly what you want, isn’t it?”

“Yes.” I could barely get the words out. He was fucking me hard, fast, and I could feel his cock swelling, stretching me more with every brutal thrust.

“Here.” His arms closed around my chest; he pulled me up until we were both on our knees, my back pressed up against his front. “Look.”

I forced my eyes open. I could see Tony out of the corner of my eye. His hand was a blur on his cock, his hips bucking with every single stroke of his hand. But more importantly, I could see myself in the mirror on the back of our bedroom door.

“Look at yourself.” Logan was still buried in me, his cock stretching me. He rocked into me, balancing both of us. I stared into the mirror, my eyes locked on the place where we were joined. His thick, veiny cock spreading me wide open. “Look at you being bred.”

I groaned. Part of me was embarrassed to see myself like this—but more of me was fascinated by this slutty side I hadn’t known I possessed. I loved that Tony was stroking to me fucking another man. I wanted to be bred, I wanted to be knocked up—and I wanted to watch this thick cock buried in my cunt over and over. And not just this one. I wanted every cock I could have. I whimpered, trying to rock back against him, find some purchase to grind against him.

“No,” he said. He wrapped one of my arms back and around his neck. “Hold on if you need to.” His hand moved down my front and found my clit. “Let go for me, Ruby. You’re going to take my cum, you’re going to take my baby, so let go and let me take care of you.” My body was so stretched that he had to grind into my clit for me to feel it, but when he did, I screamed. I felt my cunt clench, felt the orgasm building up in me. “Scream my name, girl. Scream my name and then you’ll get my cum.”

The orgasm washed over me, swamping me in sensation. Logan moved in me, fast and hard, keeping up with my desperate movements. The pleasure stretched and stretched. My throat hurt, so I knew I was screaming. I was doing what I was told. I heard a heavy grunt as Tony let go, knew he had spurted over his hand.

Logan let out a snarl and tossed me onto my back, burying his cock in my cunt without any hesitation or resistance. “I want to see you.” His voice was tight as iron. “See you when I breed you.”

“Do it,” I gasped. “Please. Fill me with your baby.”

He let go with a heavy roar, and his hot cum burst into me, painting my insides white and filling me. The heat sent me flying again, screaming his name as he fucked me through his release and mine. I felt him spurting into me again and again, my cunt milking him for every precious drop. He thrust into me, deep and slow, one last time, and then lowered himself down next to me. “Fuck.” His voice was low, soft, a little reverent. He pet my hair gently and kissed my cheek. “Thank you,” he said. “You’re amazing. That was fantastic.”

I managed a sloppy grin. “You weren’t half bad yourself.”

He laughed. He ran one hand down my body, gently tweaking a nipple and then cupping my pussy softly. He looked back at Tony, who was wiping his hand on a cloth. “If it doesn’t take…”

Tony grinned. “Oh, we’ll call you again.” He stretched out on the other side of me, petting me gently. “In fact, it may be worth trying again this week. If you want.”

I groaned softly. My poor body was used and sore and completely sated…but the idea of being that full again, that gloriously stretched. Yes please. “Sure. Absolutely. Yes. That one.”

Both the men chuckled. “I think she likes your cock,” Tony said. There wasn’t a hint of jealousy or upset in his voice.

“I think she does.” Logan pressed one more light kiss on my temple. One of the men threw a light blanket over me, and I dozed while they both cleaned up, and then Tony walked Logan downstairs. I roused when Tony came back into our bedroom. I reached for him, and he pulled me into his arms. He was in an absolute frenzy, and I moved with him as fast as I could, tearing off the slutty lingerie and pulling him deep into me. He was rock hard and already groaning. “Fuck, Ruby. Holy fuck.”

“It felt so good,” I said, wrapping my legs around his hips to let him slam into me deeper. Taking him was easy now, and knowing that he was fucking my cum-soaked cunt was making the heat spiral through me again. “Thank you. Thank you for giving me this.”

He was pounding into me so hard that it hurt, but I urged him on. I needed him, I always needed him. “Ruby.” His voice was taut, and I knew what he needed. I worked my fingers between us and found my clit, circling it hard and fast. I could see the place we were joined, his cock driving into me, and I remembered how hot it had looked to see Logan sinking into me over and over. The pleasure caught me, dragged me under, and I arched up into Tony as I screamed his name. He let go moments after me, shooting his seed deep into my cunt, soaking me all over again. I pulsed around him, dragging every bit of pleasure out of him with my eager cunt, and then held him as he dropped down next to me. I curled up in his arms and he pulled me tight.

“If it doesn’t work…” I hesitated.

“Then we’ll keep going until it does. As long as you want.”

I bit my lip. “And if it does?”

He pulled back enough to study me carefully. “We’ll keep going. As long as you want.” I started to say something else, but he put a finger over my lip. “That was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life,” he said. “Any time you want that, all you have to do is ask. We’ll find someone. I want that.”

“You want me to be your bred hotwife?”

He gave a little shiver in my arms, and I could feel his cock stirring against my thigh again. “Yes,” he said. “Absolutely.”

I curled up tighter in his arms. He held me and stroked my hair while we drifted into sleep.


AFTERWORD


Thank you so much for reading! I hope you like these stories as much as I enjoy writing them (which is a lot).

A great way to thank a writer for their work is to leave them a rating or a review. This helps other readers find stories they love, especially as Amazon seems dedicated to cracking down on stories about heat and lust. Looking for more books in the Slutty Knitting Club Series? Find them all here: https://books.gracebeaumont.com/sluttyknittingclub

Want to keep up with what I write and get notifications about new books? Follow me on Amazon.

If you sign up for my newsletter, you’ll not only stay up to date with any new releases, you’ll also hear about sales and freebies when I partner with other authors to bring you amazing stories you’re going to love. When you sign up, you can get five super sexy hotwife stories all for yourself. https://books.gracebeaumont.com/5hotwivesRM
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!


[image: A woman in a black dress smiles into the camera. Text reads The Professor’s Hotwife by Grace Beaumont]


The Professor’s Hotwife

My husband and I have been happily married for years, but now that he's finally made tenure, our nights have gone from scorching hot to barely lukewarm. I'm only 41, and my libido is raging; I'm not ready to slow down. So for my birthday, my husband gives me a very special present: a hot night shared with one of his teaching assistants. Jake is barely half my age, but he knows how to use his hands and mouth, and before I know it, he is giving me everything I need.

But there's one little lesson Jake has never learned, and I'm the lucky slut who gets to teach him. We embark on an incredible adventure while he gets to experience everything for the first time. When I'm too lost in pleasure to show Jake how to use me, his friend Xander steps in. I'm caught between two men who are going to use me in every way until I'm completely sated.

This is the best birthday present I've ever had, and I love being my husband's hotwife.

The Professor's Hotwife is a bundle of five previously published stories exploring Anna's adventures as an older vixen desperate for a hot young stud to give her exactly what she needs. This includes The Hotwife's Night Out, Waiting for the Hotwife, The Hotwife's Challenge, The Hotwife's Extra Credit, and The Hotwife's Final Exam. The last three stories include two men eager to use Anna in every way.

https://mybook.to/professor_complete


[image: A sexy woman in a red dress looks into the camera. Text reads The Hotwife’s Private Lesson by Grace Beaumont.]


The Hotwife’s Private Lesson

When my husband has yet another late night meeting, I need to find some way to fill my time…

My husband and I have been married for more than a decade, and he's my best friend. But he's been busy with work, and my needs just aren't getting met. I didn't think there was much to do other than take care of myself until one of my best friends mentions how her husband turned her into a hotwife, and how good things are now in her bedroom. I left my knit night intrigued...but I didn't think there was any way my husband would ever go for it.

But when I get up the courage to bring it up, it turns out that he's more than into it. He is hungry for me to go find a man who is going to use me the way I need to be used. A late night trip to my local yarn store turns into the evening of my dreams when a gorgeous, much younger man is behind the register. He's more than happy to step up and show me just how much a woman like me can give. Before I know it, I'm getting a private lesson in pleasure—and I know I'm never going to give up being a hotwife.

I hope my husband is ready to listen, because I have a lot of story to tell.

The Hotwife's Private Lesson is a flaming hot story of Claire, an older vixen with needs and the man who is more than ready to meet them. She's never going to walk into the private room at the back of the store again without blushing. And it will be worth every second.

https://mybook.to/HotwifesPrivateLesson


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Grace Beaumont loves writing stories about slutty older women getting exactly what they need from the hot young men who will worship they like they deserve—all while their husbands watch and enjoy, of course. She plays with themes of bondage, spanking, and denial, and the smallest soupçon of submission.

Follow her on Amazon to see all of her latest releases.
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