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Halloween Hookups Series

This Halloween, nine daring wives are stepping out solo for some tantalizing tricks and treats. Dressed to thrill at office parties and seasonal soirées, these adventurous women are ready to explore their deepest desires—all while their husbands wait at home.

From boardroom to ballroom, these contemporary tales of Halloween mischief will ignite your imagination. No magic needed—just a dash of courage, a splash of temptation, and a costume that begs to be admired.

Indulge in nine sizzling stories from hotwife authors who know how to turn up the heat. This Halloween, it's time for these wives to unmask their wildest fantasies.

Are you ready for a night of Halloween Hookups?

See the complete series at:

https://mybook.to/halloweenhookupsseries


HALLOWEEN PARTY HOTWIFE


At work, I have to be polite and reserved. Tonight, my husband wants me to let it all out.

It’s the spooky season of ghosts and ghouls, but nothing makes me more nervous than office parties. We’ve been married for ten years so my husband knows that I’d much rather stay home with a good book than go to his work’s Halloween event, but this year, he has a special suggestion.

Someone at the party is going to give me a special book to check out. When he finds me, I can do anything I want with him. Suddenly, this party is looking a lot hotter. Especially when the guy who finds me turns out to be a hot young stud who is half my age. And he’s brought a friend. And if I can’t be quiet, then someone might have to come find out what’s going on.

I’ve spent too long with my hair up, my blouse buttoned, and my pants work-appropriate. Tonight, I’m going to be the slutty librarian of someone’s dreams.

Hotwife Party Librarian is a scorching story about Meredith and her first night as a hotwife. This older vixen is going to be filled in every single way until she’s completely satisfied. The three men who use her are never going to look at their library cards quite the same way.
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My phone started to ring as I tapped the elevator call button at my husband’s office building. I glanced at the screen before picking up Nick’s call. “Hey, love, I’m on my way up.”

“Meredith, I’m so sorry, I’m stuck in traffic. I’m not there yet.”

A little curl of nerves started in my stomach. “Nick. What? You said to meet you at the party at 7:30.”

“I know, I’m so sorry. I’ll be there as soon as I can.” He paused. “Look, I had a surprise planned for you. I was going to be there and talk to you about it before, but now I’m stuck here.” 

“Nick.” I took a deep breath. I didn’t want to be at this dumb party. I wanted to be at home with a good book. Some stereotypes about librarians were true, after all. And while I liked all of Nick’s coworkers well enough, and I even enjoyed spending time with them outside of work sometimes, parties were not my natural element. At least, not since marriage. In college, I’d been a party girl, and I’d enjoyed myself with every man who looked my way. But those years were way behind me. I tried not to think about them much. Given the current state of my sex life, remembering how much fun I’d had in my slutty youth was not helpful. “Look, if you’re going to be late, why don’t I just head home?” 

“You can if you want.” I knew he meant it. But I also knew that his boss was on a team leadership kick and had decided to throw a Halloween party to boost employee morale. As a team leader, Nick was expected to be there. While I certainly wasn’t expected to be, he’d asked me to come along, and I’d agreed. “I get it. I know this isn’t your jam. But that’s why I arranged the surprise.” There was a pause, and then there was heat in his voice that I didn’t expect. “I think it’ll be worth it, Meredith. If you want to.”

I sighed. I’d gotten dressed up, after all. When Nick had asked me if I had a costume in mind, I had barely needed to think about it. My job at the library mostly involved wearing jeans and nerdy t-shirts, maybe khakis if I was feeling fancy. So, dressing up like every schoolboy’s wet dream of a librarian? Sounded perfect.

I’d had an amazing time finding just the right outfit. My skirt barely covered my ass, and my ruffled shirt was unbuttoned two buttons past the cups of my lacy bra. I’d put on a garter belt to hold up the old-fashioned hose with a seam down the back, but the only lingerie I’d been able to find that didn’t show under this skirt was a black lace thong. My long hair was up in a bun that was secured with a pencil, meaning it would take one quick tug to let my long brown curls loose around my shoulders. And when I’d looked at myself in the mirror, I’d been delighted at how good I looked. College me would have been proud.

“Okay,” I said. “How long do you think you’ll be?”

“I have no idea, honestly,” Nick said. “I really will understand if you don’t want to stay.”

“If I get bored, I’ll leave, but I’ll let you know.”

Nick chuckled. “I really don’t think you’re going to get bored,” he said. “But when someone comes up to you with a book? Take it.”

“What does that mean?”

“Just take it. And then decide what you want to do. Talk to you as soon as I can, Mer.” And then my husband disconnected the call.

The elevator dinged its arrival. I pondered its doors and the door to the building for a long moment. Nick was being weird about something, and there was a very large part of me that wanted to find out what…and plenty of me that wanted to bail.

And part of me wanted to strut into a room half naked in my high heels and watch every head turn and stare.

Really, I was lucky. I had an amazing husband. Nick was a great guy and a fantastic partner. He was my friend and my husband. And when we’d gotten together, we’d fucked so much and so well that I hadn’t even minded that I was signing up for one dick for the rest of my life. For a long time, it was more than enough, and I thought I’d left my slutty past behind.

But over the past few years, Nick had been climbing the ladder at work. He’d gotten busier, worked more late nights, and just generally not been as available. I knew neither of us would ever be unfaithful, but I also knew that my vibrator was getting a daily workout, and I was getting a little stir-crazy.

And, if I were being entirely honest, being around some of Nick’s team when I was horny and alone was more temptation than I needed in my night. The feeling of cool air on my backside and my cleavage kept reminding me that I was barely clothed, and if I so much as needed to bend over, my entire pussy was going to be on display. I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it while I was driving over to the building, and the truth was that it had made me more than a little bit wet.

I looked at the building door again. It was a night at home with a book and a cup of tea…and another session with my vibrator that took the edge off, but didn’t leave me satisfied. I ducked between the elevator doors before they closed. I’d never indulge in anything inappropriate, but at least I could collect some fresh fantasy material. There wasn’t any harm in looking.

When the elevator doors opened on Nick’s floor, I strutted out like I was the sexiest thing in the room.
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The office layout was simple. There was a big central area with an open floor plan, and then smaller offices circling that central area. Nick’s actual office was down a hallway, a little farther away from all the noise and bustle of the main floor. Tonight, the central area was full of people. Most people were in costumes. There were comic book characters, sexy devils, a couple of witches and warlocks, and a host of other creatures and fantasies. There was also a table with drinks and snacks laid out.

It wasn’t like a movie; everyone didn’t turn to look at me all at once. But once eyes were on me, they didn’t look away. I put plenty of sass in my hips as I walked to the drinks table. I picked up a soda can from a superhero and turned to the room, trying to guess what the hell Nick would have set up as a surprise.

I didn’t have to wait long. Ethan, one of the guys on Nick’s team, walked right up to me. “Hi, Meredith.” I shivered, just a little. Ethan was one of the newer interns on Nick’s team. He hadn’t even graduated college yet, which meant he was almost half my age. And he was drop-dead gorgeous. He was tall and built thick, with a barrel chest and huge hands. He wore his dark hair cropped close, and his dark brown eyes sparkled when he smiled at me. His gaze took in every bit of skin I was showing off, and he made no attempt to hide it.

It took me a minute to figure out his costume. Dirty khakis and a black belt, a white button down shirt that had clearly been through the wringer, and a brown canvas satchel. And then, with a giggle, I got it. “Nice,” I said, gesturing at him.

“More than nice,” he said, gesturing at me with a wicked smile. That shiver got bigger, and a rush of heat followed it. Was he seriously checking me out? Did he not catch that I was almost twice his age? “Is Nick here yet?”

“No,” I said. “He’s stuck in traffic. But he told me to come up, that he had some surprise waiting for me.”

Ethan looked conflicted for just one moment, but then his gaze buried deep in my cleavage again, and his grin got bigger. “Here’s your surprise,” he said. He reached into his satchel and pulled out a book with a plain brown cover. He held it out to me.

I stared at it for a minute. Nick had told me to take the book, but…god, what corny stunt was he pulling.

“Go on,” Ethan said, waving it at me a little. “Read the first page, and tell me what you think.”

I managed not to roll my eyes. I opened the book, turned to the first page…and found a note in Nick’s handwriting.

Hey, love.

Remember a few weeks ago, when you mentioned missing how we used to fuck all day and all night? Remember my suggestion?

My cheeks flared bright red. Ethan was watching me carefully. Did he know what I was reading? Because yes, I did remember Nick’s suggestion.

I do. And I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it since.

Neither had I. It had played in my fantasies over and over. The idea of fucking another man with my husband’s permission. Getting completely satisfied, and all I had to do was tell Nick all the details of what happened. We’d discussed it in theory, but we’d never finished the conversation. I hadn’t known how to bring it up.

If you want to be my hotwife, tell Ethan. He’s more than willing to participate. You can do anything you want. Just remember that I want to hear all about it.

Ethan was still watching me. He looked like he was trying to keep his face neutral, but he wasn’t succeeding. Of course, who would? I could be self-conscious about my age, but I also knew I’d worked damn hard to keep my body strong and healthy, and I looked like smoking hot sex in this outfit. Even if my bra was doing a lot of heavy lifting.

So, this is the surprise I mentioned. If you decide to go for it, then enjoy. Oh, and if you want to be daring? Tell Ethan to bring along a musketeer.

I stared at Ethan, who was doing his best to keep an expectant look off his face. “Is this real?”

He nodded. “I guess this was Nick’s backup plan. He called me a few minutes ago. He meant to talk to you before the party, he said, but he’d written this out already, in case he got nervous.” For just one moment, Ethan looked nervous. “And hey, if you’re not up for it, no harm. I’m not going to make it weird. But if you do want to?” His gaze traced every one of my curves, and he didn’t try to hide how much he was appreciating me. Those khakis weren’t doing much to hide him, and while he certainly wasn’t pitching a full tent, he was absolutely appreciating what he was seeing.

I took a long breath. Was this really something I wanted to do?

Yes. Yes, it was.

“Yes,” I breathed. “And hey. Bring the musketeer.”

Go big or go home, right?
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Ethan told me to go wait in Nick’s office. He said he needed to find someone, and then they’d join me. In the office, there was a little more space from the noise, and I could hear something other than my heart pounding. I sent Nick a text.

Interesting surprise.




So, what’s your answer?




Yes. Hell yes.




A long period of three typing dots, and then

I’ll be there soon. Enjoy yourself, Mer.




I’ll tell you all about it.




There was a light knock on the door, and I set my phone down. Ethan walked in, and another man followed. It took me a moment to recognize him. Cody, the newest intern on Nick’s team. He wasn’t any older than Ethan, but he was just as gorgeous. Blond and blue-eyed, the build slim and wiry. The kind of strong that didn’t show off. He was in fact wearing a costume that looked like one of the three musketeers, complete with pants that bunched at the knee and feathered hat. Most men would have looked goofy in it, but he was somehow making it work for him.

Cody stopped dead in the doorway, looking me up and down. “Holy shit. Ethan said you looked great, but. Damn.”

“Shut the door,” I said. Ethan reached behind Cody and swung the door shut. I reached up and pulled the pencil out of my hair, letting the loose curls fall around my face as I shook them out. I struck just a little bit of a pose, one hip cocked, and a sexy smile on my lips. “So, who wants me first?”

They moved together, like they’d planned it. Before I could gather myself to think, Cody was behind me, running his hands down my sides and cupping my breasts in his hands while Ethan pulled my hips against his, grinding his erection into me. I groaned, moving with them as best as I could. Cody yanked my shirt out of my skirt, and I heard it lose a button or two as it went, but I was beyond caring. He dipped his fingers into my bra and found my nipples, rolling them between his fingers and thumbs. I moaned, low and soft. And Ethan didn’t even need to adjust my skirt to run his hands up my thighs to cup my pussy in his palm.

“Did you come here planning to get fucked?” Ethan traced his fingers over me, teasing at the fabric that held the thong in place. “Because you look like a slut begging for a quickie up against a wall. I wouldn’t even need to take off any of your clothes to have my cock in you, would I?” His fingers spread my folds and dipped into the opening of my cunt. I moaned again, feeling my body clench with need. My clit was electrified, and I felt like I was going to catch fire.

“Such a needy slut,” Cody whispered in my ear, rolling my nipples harder and making me cry out. “I think she’s desperate to be used.”

“Certainly seems like it.” He worked two fingers into my cunt and thrust, a slow motion that made my knees weak. “I think if you keep playing with her nipples and I tease her like this, especially if I can…” His voice trailed off as he moved his fingers, finding just the right angle. He dragged his fingers out of me, finding the sweet spot that made me cry out. “There it is,” he said. “I think we need to show her how to take what she’s given.”

I felt Cody nod behind me. He pulled me gently, resting more of my weight against him. His fingers on my nipples moved harder, faster, lifting my breasts out of my bra so he could cup their weight. His mouth was on my neck, teasing at the spot just under my ear. I moaned again, my hips bucking on nothing.

And then Ethan worked a third finger into me at the same time he found a way to press this thumb on my clit and thrust his fingers. I bit back a scream.

“Do you need to be noisy?” Cody murmured in my ear. Ethan was working his way into my body, slow and steady, but I could feel need burning me up. I’d been alone with my vibrator for too long, and they barely had to touch me to make me come like a freight train.

“Yes,” I managed to gasp. My body was bearing down, squeezing on Ethan’s hand, meeting his every stroke.

“Want me to help you be quiet?”

“Please,” I whimpered. I could feel the pleasure tightening, feel my body tipping.

And then Cody’s hand covered my mouth. “Scream for us, slut.”

The words and the sensation tipped me over, and I did just what he said. I screamed into his hand as Ethan worked into my body hard, riding through the pulses of my cunt, then nursing me through the fading waves as my body sagged in Cody’s arms. I was vaguely aware of the velvet of Cody’s pants pressing into the back of my thighs.

“Oh my.” Ethan pulled his fingers gently out of my cunt with the sloppiest, filthiest sound. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”
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Ethan stepped back out of the way as Cody shoved me back against a wall. “You like this, don’t you? Being a pretty slut who takes what she’s given?”

“Yes.” I hadn’t caught my breath from the orgasm, and my knees were weak. Cody held me in place. “Fuck, yes.”

“I think you look like you went out to a bar to get used,” he said. His tone was almost conversational as he ran his hands down my body, hooking his thumbs in the sad excuse for a thong and working it down my thighs. “If you so much as bent over in that skirt, your entire body would be on display. Did you realize that?” He laughed, not giving me a chance to answer. “Of course you did. You were counting on it, I think.”

I moaned, moving with him to step out of the panties. He tossed them to Ethan, who tucked them into a back pocket. He pushed his velvet pants down and pulled out his impressive cock. He was long and thick, and my body gushed with longing. Cody pulled up one of my legs, wrapping it around his waist. “Did you plan ahead, hm? Did you know how exposed you’d be?”

“Yes,” I gasped, arching my hips as he lined his cock up with my entrance.

He grabbed my hands with one of his, lifting them up and pinning them above my head. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” He teased the head of his cock around my opening. I whimpered and tried to shift my hips to take him in, but he dodged me easily.

“Please. Please fuck me. I need it.”

Cody laughed just a little. “Then take it,” he said. He shoved his thick cock inside of me in one vicious motion. I choked back another scream, rolling my hips to give him better access. It was filthy, taking him like this, and in my husband’s office. Knowing Nick could walk in at any moment. See me getting fucked up against a wall, another man’s cock buried deep in my cunt.

Cody was thrusting fast and hard, splitting me wide open. He adjusted my leg, shifting until he found the spot where he could go the deepest. We both groaned as he plunged in just that little bit farther, and then the head of his cock slammed into that sweet spot that sent me wild. I shattered around him, my body quivering. And then it was Ethan’s hand covering my mouth. “Loud as you want, baby,” he said. “We’ve got you.”

I let loose, the pleasure shattering through me, screaming into Ethan’s hand. Ethan had stripped out of his costume, and his heavy cock was thick against my leg. My eyes went wide; I could feel how thick he was. Far bigger than Cody. He was going to stretch me so much that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to take him.

And then Cody let loose in me with a heavy grunt. I felt his cum spray into me in waves, thick and heavy, and the heat set off another orgasm. My body rolled with him, spasming around him and milking his cock for every drop of cum. “Fuck, Meredith,” he groaned in my ear. And then Ethan was pushing him back, guiding me down to my knees as my thighs shook.

“My turn,” Ethan snarled. And then that big cock was in my face. I opened up to take him, steadying myself on his thighs, planning to go slowly so I could get the feel of him. Take him into my mouth easy and let myself adjust.

Ethan had no such plans. He wrapped my hair into his fist and pulled me to the angle he wanted. He thrust deep into my mouth, forcing me to choke on his cock, fighting past my gag reflex. He let me adjust just enough to take him better, and then he pushed in again.

“Such a pretty slut,” he murmured, his voice tight. “Showing off your pretty cunt, your pretty tits. You knew this was what would happen. Men wanting you, craving you. Using you. You’d have done this even if your husband hadn’t told you to. Sluts need to be used. Isn’t that right?”

I tried to pull free to say something, but he didn’t let me. So, I choked the word “yes” out around his cock. He groaned, and he started moving faster, fucking my face hard and fast.

I felt Cody behind me. He’d stripped out of his costume, too, and he pressed up against my back. He worked the front clasp of my bra, and my heavy breasts fell free. For just a moment, I felt self-conscious. There were a lot of things I could take care of, but gravity was a bitch, and my breasts were definitely not perky anymore. But the way Cody groaned, cupping them in his hands and digging his fingers into the thick flesh, it drove my worries away. He ground his cock against my ass. Heat ran through me, electrifying my clit. A thought ran through me, far away. Two men. Two cocks. Two holes. I groaned as I thought of what they could do to me. If I could bring myself to ask.

And then Cody worked one of his hands down between my thighs, parting my folds and finding my clit. I cried out, the sounds choked off by Ethan’s cock. Ethan swore at the vibration, and he moved harder into my mouth, fucking my face while Cody worked my clit. I ground into his hand as Ethan forced his cock into my throat again and again. The pleasure spiked in a sudden rush, and I spasmed against Cody’s palm as the orgasm shredded me. Ethan cried out. I felt the first gush of his hot cum down my throat, and then he pulled back, shooting his thick load of cum all over my neck and tits. He painted me white with it, dripping down my bare breasts. The sensation made the orgasm grow, thick and heavy and pure need.

Ethan didn’t even begin to soften. He pushed me down so I was on my hands and knees, then lined his cock up with my still quivering body. “I don’t care if this hurts, baby, understand? I need your cunt, and I’m going to have it.”

“Please.” My body was still shaking, my arms weak as I worked to hold myself up. “Oh, god, yes, please.”

I’d had thick men before, but not like this. The head of Ethan’s cock started to spread me open, and I whimpered. I had to force myself to relax. He wasn’t even inside me, and he was already bigger than I’d ever had. My body burned as it spread for him.

“Don’t fuss, baby,” he said. “I’ve got you. I know you can take this. A slut like you can take my big fat cock.”

I groaned and let my body go softer, trying to make way for him, even as the pain spread like the most delicious fire. He worked his way into me with sharp, short strokes, and I started to rock backwards and make little moans, taking him further. When he finally sank all the way into me, as deep as he could go, he groaned. He ran his hand down my spine again, soothing my body. “You’re so good, baby,” he murmured. He fucked into me gently. “You feel so fucking good.” Another slow stroke, and I whimpered with need. He was so big that just taking him had my body on edge again, and I craved getting a hard, fast fuck from such a big cock. “If you’d said she felt this good, Cody, I never would have been this patient.”

Cody’s hands were working at my blouse and bra. “Get these out of the way,” he murmured. “I want to see these pretty tits of hers.” Ethan pulled me up for a moment, rocking into me at a different angle, and I groaned with the pleasure. His cock stretched my clit, rubbing it hard against his shaft, and pleasure swirled through me at the sensation. With my shirt and bra tossed to the side, Cody guided me up until my back was pressed against Ethan’s chest. He lifted my heavy breasts into his mouth, tugging at the nipples with his teeth and make me curse and whimper.

“Never figured you for a tits man,” Ethan said. His slow, steady pace was driving me crazy.

“How could I not be, with these in front of me.” Cody moved from one side to the other, groaning as he worked my tits in his mouth. He was rock hard, and I could see his cock, rock hard and leaking at the tip.

My head dropped back onto Ethan’s shoulder, giving myself over to them completely. My body swirled higher with every one of Ethan’s strokes, and the orgasm came in waves, irresistible and unending. “Yes, baby,” he murmured, keeping up the same motion as I whimpered and moved against him. His fingers moved down, finding my clit and working me in little circles. “Just like that. Just feel it, just let go, just take it.” Cody was groaning, his noises vibrating against my nipples, and it drove me higher. Each stroke sent pleasure through me, sweet like molasses, and when it finally broke, they needed to cover my mouth again to muffle my screams. They fucked me through the unending aftershocks, Ethan moving slowly in my cunt while Cody worked my nipples and groaned, but I still felt needy. Craving.

“You need more,” Ethan said, not letting up on that slow pace. I could hear a tightness in his voice. Like he wanted to slam into me until I was screaming his name.

“Yes,” I whimpered. I bit my lip.

“Tell us.” Ethan kissed the side of my neck, just below my ear, sending a little pulse of pleasure through me. Cody moved closer, teasing softly at my overly sensitive clit. I rocked for him, embracing the pain, loving the sensation. “We’ll give you everything.”

My gorgeous men. It was almost enough to tip me over the edge again. “I want both of you.” Saying it aloud made me gasp and moan. Ethan cursed, and Cody let out a long moan. “At the same time.” Just in case it wasn’t clear.

There was a moment where I felt Ethan struggle for control. His hand tightened on my lower belly, and his thrusts were shorter and faster for just a moment. And then he got control of himself again. “Call Nick,” he snarled. “Now.”
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Cody pulled his phone out of somewhere and tapped Nick’s contact. Nick answered immediately. Cody put the phone on speaker.

“Cody?” Nick’s voice sounded tight, worried. “Everything okay?”

“More than okay,” Ethan said. “I’m balls deep in your slutty wife. Tell him how much fun you’re having, baby.”

Ethan rocked into me hard again, squeezing my clit, and I cried out. I heard Nick swear.

“Cody’s here with me,” he continued, like he wasn’t pushing into me in a way that made me want to come on his cock for the rest of my life. “And we’ve both had her sweet cunt already. She’s got cum running down her thighs. And now she wants to take both of us at once. So, what I need to know is whether there’s lube in your office.”

“Top drawer, on the left,” Nick said, his voice hard. Desperate. If I’d had any worries that he was going to regret this, they vanished. That was the tone that happened when he was frantically shredding my clothes because he needed his cock in me more than breathing. I let out another low sound and rocked harder on Ethan’s cock. “Anything else?”

“You want to watch?” Cody asked, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

“Yes,” Nick said, no hesitation. “Let me pull over.”

“You want front or back?” Ethan’s question was directed at Cody, but I answered.

“Ass. Ethan. I want you in my ass.”

He pressed another light kiss against my neck. “You sure? I’m big, baby, and with Cody filling you too, it’s going to be a lot.”

“I want it. Please. I want it to hurt.”

I heard Nick moan, and I just wanted it more.

Ethan pulled out of me, and I cried out at the loss, the sudden feeling of emptiness. But Cody was there, urging me forward onto his cock, burying himself in me. I wrapped my legs around him and clung to him, riding him with a desperate need. “Slow down, sweetheart,” he murmured. “I want you to enjoy this.”

I slowed down, but it took work. My control was rapidly fraying. I needed this, needed them both buried in me, making me so full that I couldn’t breathe.

“Car’s stopped,” Nick said, his voice a little breathless. “Can I see?”

The pleading in his voice drove me a little higher, a little more desperate. Cody held my hips still, rocking into me just enough to stay fully hard.

Ethan was back then, and he tapped the button to switch to a video call. “This slutty skirt is finally in my way,” he said. “Let her up.”

They pulled me up far enough that they could get my skirt off, and then I was naked except for my garter belt, hose, and heels. Somehow, this was the sluttiest I’d been all night.

Cody buried his cock in me again with a low moan. I felt him tremble just a little.

“Going to need her to loosen up.” Ethan’s comment was directed at Cody now. I could see Nick in phone. His eyes were wide, and his arm was moving. I knew he had his cock out and was stroking himself. I loved my husband, loved that he was giving me this. “You going to be able to take that?”

Cody nodded. “Once or twice. But don’t worry. I’ll handle myself.” He pulled me closer to his chest and bent backward slightly, spreading my ass cheeks wide.

“Good,” Ethan murmured. “Nick, how often you play with this sweet little hole?”

“Not as often as I should,” Nick murmured. “Not as often as she wants.”

Ethan’s fingers probed my rim gently, teasing around. I groaned and whimpered, rocking my body to meet his fingers. “Slowly, baby,” he said. “I’m going to give you what you need, but you have to trust me. Understand?”

“Yes,” I said. “Okay. Yes.”

“Good girl,” he said. I felt the cold sensation of lube pressing into my ass, and then two blunt fingers were working into me, pressing past my tight rim. I howled, burying my face in Cody’s shoulder and forcing myself to stay still. What I wanted to do was bounce on them, bounce on them both. I was going to be so full, so perfect.

“Easy,” Ethan said. “Relax and take it.” He worked a third finger in, and I couldn’t take it.

“I need. Ethan. Please.”

He rocked his fingers into me, slowly. “Take what you need, baby. It’s okay.”

I let my body go wild, slamming into them both with heavy grunts. The orgasm overwhelmed me in moments, and I buried my face in Cody’s shoulder again. Cody grunted with every pulse of my body, but he kept his control. Before the pleasure subsided, I felt more lube, and a fourth finger working into my ass, moving and spreading me. I spasmed wildly, my body desperately clenching at everything. Cody swore, and his arms tightened around me. “Fuck, Meredith,” he said. “Fuck, you’re so tight. You’re incredible.”

I felt Ethan’s fingers pull back, but before I had time to complain about it, his cock was there. More lube, and then he was guiding the head into my hole. As spread and fucked wide as I was, it still burned as he worked himself into me. Cody stroked me, moving just enough to keep me soft and relaxed. The thick head of Ethan’s incredible cock spread me wider and wider, my rim spreading almost painfully—and then the head slipped past my rim and my body closed around his thick cock. I was full of them both, so full I thought I’d die. I didn’t care. I wanted this so much, and if I died now, it would be fine.

I could hear a steady stream of curses from Nick. Cody and Ethan settled themselves around me, moving me between them. I felt every pulse of their bodies, every twitch of them, and they made low, needy sounds at my every movement. “You ready for us, baby?” Ethan murmured in my ear.

“God, yes. Please.”

They moved in me once, one slow, steady stroke into my body, and then the door to Nick’s office opened. I recognized Andrew, Nick’s boss. “What the hell is happening—” he started, and then realized exactly what was happening.
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Andrew was older than me by years, and he was dressed in worn motorcycle leathers that had to be his. His shirt was torn off at the sleeves, and I’d never noticed before how strong his arms were. He had a rugged look that the leathers made almost dangerous. He took in the whole scene.

“Did I scream too loud?” I murmured. I shifted, taking both the men deeper inside me, and they let out matching groans. “I didn’t mean to bother anyone. I’m just so fucking full.” I was beyond shame, beyond nerves. And Andrew wasn’t looking at us with irritation or even upset. “Nick’s watching. On the phone. He would have been here, but he got stuck in traffic.”

“Fuck,” Andrew murmured, low and hard.

Ethan moved in me gently, experimenting, and I cried out, dropping my head back on his shoulder. As he pulled back, Cody rocked into me, and I screamed again. Andrew closed the door and studied the three of us again. Ethan and Cody drew back together again, and then rocked into me, filling me so full that I couldn’t breathe.

“I think she’s got another hole,” Nick said. He was clearly panting, clearly close. I couldn’t get my eyes to focus enough to look at the phone. “I think someone should make sure she’s quiet.”

Andrew laughed, low and dangerous. “You want your wife to be a gang-banged slut?”

“Yes,” Nick hissed. I heard him curse, heard his breath catch. I knew how close he was.

“You?” Andrew’s gaze was directed toward me. He was taking me in, from the cum covering my chest to the two men buried in my cunt and my ass, rocking slowly into me so that I was crying out and whimpering with every movement.

“Oh god, please. Yes. Fill every hole. Please.”

He didn’t wait. He dropped his fly and had his thick cock in my face before I said another word. I pulled him into my mouth eagerly, sucking him with need and desperation as be buried his hand in my hair. He groaned and rocked his hips into my mouth, but he let me control the pace at least a little. Ethan and Cody were thrusting into me harder now, finding a rhythm that left me screaming around Andrew’s cock, over and over. The rough leather of his pants against my cheeks and the scratch of his zipper on my skin just drove me higher and when I came, the pleasure rolled up from my toes.

It tipped Cody over the edge. He shouted as he released deep into me, painting my cunt with his cum again. He was vicious and hard with his last thrusts, my body milking him desperately. Andrew went next, pulling back and spraying my face and chest with his cum. And then there was Ethan. Ethan with his fat cock, stretching my ass past what I could take. Cody gathered me tightly to his chest again, leaning back so that Ethan could have the angle he wanted. “Give me that phone,” he snarled. Someone passed it to him, and he tapped the screen, adjusting it so that the image of his cock railing into my ass over and over was clear and visible. I could see it, peering over my shoulder, and I screamed again, another rush of need tearing me apart.

“This is what it looks like when a hungry slut gets what she needs,” Ethan snarled. “When she’s used and taken and filled. She’s going to finally be satisfied tonight. Finally have enough.” His voice was getting tighter and harsher. “I’m going to make her come one more time, then I’m going to claim this ass, and then you can have her back, soaked with the cum of three other men. And when you need her used again, fully satisfied? You call us, and we’ll take care of it. Understand?”

I could hear Nick, hearing him choking back desperate sounds. I knew how fast he was stroking. I knew he was on the edge.

“Ethan, please,” I said, loud enough for him to hear. “Please, fuck me. Please.”

I heard Nick shout as he spilled over his hand, whimpering my name and that he loved me. Ethan went wild in my ass, fucking me so hard and fast that my body exploded, a kind of pleasure I’d never felt before breaking over me. I screamed his name, begging him to keep going, and then he followed me, surging into my ass with a roar. I’d never felt such a huge wave of cum as what he shot into me, rope after rope of hot cum soaking me. It tipped me over the edge again, the heat sending me into a rush of small orgasms that lasted and played out until I was completely, utterly, totally spent.

Ethan slowed inside of me, and then there were arms around me, holding me, stroking me, telling me what a good girl I was. How well I’d taken it. Thanking me. For being so sweet and good.

And then someone passed me the phone. Nick was on the screen, panting as heavily as I was as he came down from his own orgasm. “Hi, love,” I managed to say. “Nice surprise.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” he said. There was a moment of nerves between us. “Want to do it again some time?”

“Desperately,” I said, almost before he finished talking.

“Okay,” he said. “Traffic’s finally moving. I should be there soon. Can you wait in my office for me?”

“Of course. Love you.”

“Love you too. Oh, and Meredith?”

“Hm?”

“Don’t clean up.”

I laughed as he disconnected the call. I’d never known he had this in him. But the hunger and the need in him—in both of us—I was pretty sure we were going to find a way to make sure we were both satisfied now.

Cody excused himself, going to clean up. Andrew brought me a soft, fluffy robe and a cloth to clean up. Ethan gathered me close to his chest, and the two of them stayed with me, holding me close until Nick came.


Up Next…

Don’t miss the next book in the series, Hotwife Party Doctor, by Hardison Parker

[image: A woman in a sexy doctor’s outfit holds a stethoscope. Text reads Hotwife Party Doctor: Hardison Parker.]


When Martin falls "ill" on the night of his office Halloween Party, Jessie senses it is the beginning of another spicy Halloween Hotwife adventure. It doesn't take long before she is arrested by a gorgeous stud of a cop and then asked to cure some other guests of uncontrollable arousal.

Find it here:

https://mybook.to/hardisonpartydoctor


DON’T MISS THE ENTIRE SERIES!
HALLOWEEN HOOKUPS


This Halloween, nine daring wives are stepping out solo for some tantalizing tricks and treats.

Dressed to thrill at office parties and seasonal soirées, these adventurous women are ready to explore their deepest desires—all while their husbands wait at home.

From boardroom to ballroom, these contemporary tales of Halloween mischief will ignite your imagination. No magic needed—just a dash of courage, a splash of temptation, and a costume that begs to be admired.

Indulge in nine sizzling stories from hotwife authors who know how to turn up the heat.

This Halloween, it's time for these wives to unmask their wildest fantasies.

Are you ready for a night of Halloween Hookups?

Check out all nine books:

Hotwife Party Kitten by Lacey Cross:

https://mybook.to/crosspartykitten

Hotwife Party Bunny by Alec Lake:

https://mybook.to/lakepartybunny

Hotwife Party Pirate by Alexa Sommers:

https://mybook.to/sommerspartypirate

Hotwife Party Princess by Hank Dolworth:

https://mybook.to/dolworthpartyprin

Hotwife Party Devil by Lillia Wett:

https://mybook.to/wettpartydevil

Hotwife Party Librarian by Grace Beaumont:

https://mybook.to/beaumontpartylibr

Hotwife Party Doctor by Hardison Parker:

https://mybook.to/hardisonpartydoctor

Hotwife Party Teacher by Sofie Young:

https://mybook.to/youngpartyteacher

Hotwife Party Cheerleader by Sierra Dumont:

https://mybook.to/dumontpartycheer


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.

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 get a sexy bonus story about what happens when Nick arrives after the office. After all, Andrew only got the chance to use Meredith’s mouth. What are the odds he’ll be satisfied, given his new focus on teamwork? Not high, I figure. Not high. Check it out here: https://books.gracebeaumont.com/hotwifepartyhalloween_bonus

[image: ]



Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!
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The Biker Bar Hotwife

My husband and I have been together for years. We're perfect together, but the bedroom part of our marriage has slowed down over the years. I'm as ready to go as I ever was, but my husband...less so. When he suggests that my birthday present is a roadtrip down the East Coast on our motorcycles, I'm over the moon. At least we'll be together, and maybe the road dust will shake up something hot in our marriage.

But once we're on the road, he confesses his own filthy fantasy. He wants to share me with other men in every dirty biker bar and rundown dive we can find. I'm self-conscious at first; I'm not a perky young thing anymore. But as soon as I walk into a bar, I find a hot young stud who is more than willing to take me, use me, and leave me screaming. Soon, this is our lifestyle. I'm a happy hotwife, and I'm never looking back.

The Biker's Hotwife is a bundle of five hotwife shorts published as part of The Biker Bar Hotwife series, including The Biker Bar Hotwife, Hotwife on Display, Hotwife in Demand, Bet on the Hotwife, and The Hotwife's New Belt. Each story is a scorching tale of a slutty vixen desperate to be used and the hot young stud (or studs!) eager to show her just how gorgeous she is. Her stag husband is there for the ride, enjoying every moment of his gorgeous wife getting exactly what she deserves.

https://mybook.to/BikersHotwifeComplete
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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.


Copyright © 2024 by Grace Beaumont

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
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