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THE HOTWIFE DOUBLED


When my husband’s out of town, I get needy…good thing he wants me to be happy.

Watching all my friends get turned into hotwives has me craving the chance to try out the lifestyle. My husband travels for work constantly, and while I love him dearly and would never cheat on him, our bed gets cold at night. When he finds out about all my friends’ wild exploits, he takes it upon him to offer me the dream: A free pass to sleep with any man I want, as long as I tell him all the slutty details. 

I know just the man I want. My best friend’s son has just come home from college, and he looks so hot he has my mouth watering. Of course, having him is nothing more than a daydream…until he says he wants me too.

I don’t expect him to take me in public. I don’t expect him to make me choke back screams of pleasure as he uses me. And I definitely don’t expect an accidental audience.

But the more the merrier, right? Looks like it’s time for double the fun.

The Hotwife Doubled is a fun, sexy short about Nikki, a slutty older vixen who is ready to be used by two hot young studs who have filth on their minds. She signed up for an afternoon of tennis, and she’s going to be bounced between them without any kind of net. She’s never going to be able to look at a tennis racket again without blushing.


1




“No, seriously, he was like this.” Claire held her hands an improbable distance apart as she described the guy she’d been with the previous night. Everyone laughed and fired questions at her. Where? How? How many? Was Alan really okay with it? She looked delighted as she answered. Emily and Michelle, who’d both given this a try over the past few weeks, shared more details about their exploits. Even shy Ruby quietly told us that her husband had arranged for a man to help them get pregnant. It seemed like all of my friends were becoming hotwives. I suspected that our knitting group was going to have a reputation soon, as the slutty knitters club. Of course, there were worse things.

I was having a different problem. I’d wanted this since the first night that Dawn, our unofficial matriarch, had described how being a hotwife had kept her marriage of almost thirty years fresh and new. Getting railed senseless by some hot guy with no consequences? Sign me up. 

I’d been a complete slut before I got married. I’d lost track of the number of men I’d fucked over the years. Of course I’d settled down when Ryan and I got married, but I’d never stopped craving other men. But he was creative and fun in the bedroom, and I would never have done anything to hurt him, so I’d stayed faithful all these years. It had never been much of a problem—until two years ago. Ryan had taken a new job that offered him twice as much money, but also required him to travel constantly. It had been balanced at first, but the past six months, he’d been gone more weeks than he was at home. I’d done okay at first, but his constant absence was wearing thing. There’s only so much a person can do with a vibrator, and I was getting…itchy.

“What about you, Nikki?” Dawn was watching me carefully, grinning. “Ryan definitely seems like he’d be fine with something like this.”

Suddenly everyone was looking at me. I cleared my throat carefully. “He probably would be. But it’s not something I want to talk about over the phone. And he’s not going to be home for two more weeks. Maybe three.”

“I doubt he’d mind,” Claire added. “He clearly cares about you.”

He did. And the truth was that if I found out he’d taken some hot chick home from the bar, I wouldn’t have been mad about it, as long as I heard it from him. People had urges, and I didn’t imagine that his hand was any more satisfying than my vibrator over the long term. But having such an important conversation with thousands of miles between us just seemed wrong.

“As soon as he gets home,” I said. It was a promise to my friends and to myself. I could wait until then. Of course I could.

But I sent a text. Video call tonight? I want to see your face

It wasn’t his face I wanted to see, but he’d understand. I picked up my knitting and tried to think about something other than how much I needed a good deep dicking.
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Ryan was panting, a constant groan as he strained his hand over his cock. “Baby, move the camera,” he said. “I want to see you fucking that sweet pussy.”

I whimpered with need. My body was thrumming with desire. Ryan had called like I’d asked him to, but I hadn’t had the courage to bring up the hotwife thing. If he said no, and I couldn’t ask him to hold me or reassure him that I didn’t care, I wanted him more than anything—that just felt like it could get really bad. And I didn’t want to have anything bad between us.

We’d talked about our days—he was in meetings, I’d been working remotely. I’m mentioned my plans to go play tennis tomorrow with Claire. He’d asked how Claire and Alan were doing. And I hadn’t been able to think of a thing to say.

And then, out of nowhere, he said he needed me. That he’d missed me, that he wanted to fuck me. That he wanted to see me fuck myself. We’d never done anything like this before, but after just a few minutes of awkwardness, it had felt natural between us. Just like it always did. Now I had a close-up view of his hand squeezing the length of his cock with one hand while he toyed with his balls with the other. I shifted the camera so he could see the vibrator plunging into my cunt. The low moan he made when he saw it made electricity run through my body. “Oh god, Ryan⁠—”

“Yes, baby,” he said. “Yes. Do it. Come and let me see it. Please.”

The pleasure swamped me. I let go and let it take me under, whimpering his name as I thrust the vibrator into my greedy cunt over and over, riding out the pleasure of it. I heard him come with a heavy grunt. I forced my eyes open and watched him spill all over his hand. I thought of how hot his seed was when he came in me, and it sent my body off into another small aftershock of pleasure. I felt my inner walls shaking, desperate for more of the vibrator’s stimulation—and then, all of a sudden, it was too much, the overstimulation tipping over and leaving me squealing as I turned off the device. I left the vibrator in place, letting my body pulse around it, as I picked up the phone and lifted it so that I could see Ryan’s face.

“Thanks for calling me for that,” I said. “Instead of…you know.” 

He smiled, and there was something so gentle and so soft in it. I knew how much he loved me, and I understood why he traveled so much for his job. I just missed him. “I like ‘you know’-ing with you, Nikki. Always.” 

“But sometimes you don’t,” I said. “I mean. You’re at other companies for weeks sometimes. You can’t tell me some cute interns aren’t shaking their butts where you can see.” 

He got quiet. “What’s bugging you, love?”

I sighed and flung myself back on the pillow. I pulled the vibrator free, wiped it off, and tossed it to the side of the bed. “Nothing. Nothing much. Not really. I just…I miss you.”

He smiled again. “My pretty slut. This job is hard on you.”

I shivered a little. He’d never ever said that word in a way that made me feel dirty—or at least, not in a bad way. Ryan loved how much I loved sex. He knew I’d behaved myself for our fifteen years of marriage, so I was his slut. That was what he needed. But what he said was true. This job, and all the travel, was hard on me. “It’s what we need,” I said.

“It’s what I need,” he corrected. “What do you need, Nikki?” I was quiet, trying to think. “You’ve never mentioned the possibility of women throwing themselves at me before. That’s the only reason I’m curious.”

I struggled for a long time, trying to figure out what to say. Ryan waited patiently. I loved that about him. He always let me take my time to make sure I was using the right words. “I miss you,” I said, eventually. “I’m glad this job is good for you, and it’s good for us, but I miss you.” I chuckled. “And I really miss sex. This was the hottest night I’ve had since you left.”

“Do you wonder if I’d ever cheat on you?”

“Never,” I said. “I know you wouldn’t.”

“I know you wouldn’t either.” He was quiet again for a minute. “I want to make this easier on you, Nikki. I know what you’re getting isn’t enough. Is there a way I can make this less difficult?”

I bit my lip. I could ask him now. He’d brought it up, so it wasn’t as weird as if I just tossed the question out into the air with no warning. Somehow, playing like this tonight was just making it crystal clear that I did need something more. Just playing by myself wasn’t enough for me. Even if I didn’t end up cheating, I would start resenting Ryan, and I didn’t want that. But I was still nervous. What if he still said no, what if he was hurt?

“Who is he?”

I snapped back to the present. “What?”

Ryan’s face was carefully neutral. “Who is he? Who are you thinking about right now?” His voice was calm. He wasn’t accusing me of anything. But the question was still firm.

“I’m not thinking about anyone in particular,” I said, truthfully. I took a deep breath and kept going. “But I’ve been lonely. And I would never want to cheat on you. But I…”

“You want permission to play around?”

I expected him to be angry, for him to see this as some kind of betrayal. Instead, he looked amused. Entertained, even. “I mean…”

“Nikki, I want you to listen to me very closely.” I leaned into the phone like that would somehow make it easier to hear him. “There is nothing in the world that I can think of that is hotter than hearing you tell me about how some hot bull railed you senseless while you were screaming.”

I blinked. This was…surreal. Knit night come to life. Dear Knitter’s Magazine, I never dreamed it could happen to me. “I’m surprised.” True.

“I didn’t think about it much before. But I was talking to Alan the other weekend, and he mentioned some things. It got me thinking.” He pulled the camera back, aiming it so I could see his lap. See how he was raging hard again. He ran his hand over his cock, showing me how rigid and thick he was, how swollen. “This is what it does to me to think about you getting fucked by another man, Nikki. So, if you want to, do it. Just tell me about it.” His eyes closed and he looked lost in some filthy thought for a moment. “Tell me every single detail.”

I wanted to do it just to make him make that face again, holy shit. “What if I want to?” I asked carefully. “What would the rules be?”

He stroked his cock again in one long, slow motion. “Do anything you want,” he said. “Everything you want. Just tell me about it. That’s what I want. I want to hear about it.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off his hand. “Every bit?”

“Every. Single. Touch.”

I picked up my phone and leaned back on my pillows. My body was humming, and my fingers slipped down, parting my folds and finding my clit. “How filthy would you want me to be with this person, Ryan?”

Ryan groaned softly. “I want you to do everything. Anything you can think of. Anything you want.”

His words made my body flush with heat. I moved my fingers faster, my body arching. He was fucking his fist brutally, and I could see the tip of his cock starting to glisten with precum. “I want to get fucked filthy,” I said. The words were a filthy rush, and I fought to keep myself steady. Ryan was breathing heavily, his hand a blur. My body was spiraling up, tightening. I closed my eyes and imagined some man shoving me up against a wall, pushing down my pants, and slamming his cock into me before I was ready to take him. Would I even need to know his name?

The thought of it being a nameless stranger, just some guy I picked up in a bar, sent me over the edge with a cry, Ryan’s name on my lips as I pulsed hard against my fingers. He followed me a moment later, one long and low grunt as he spilled again. As we both panted our way back down to earth, I realized that I couldn’t remember the last time we’d both come like this, so quickly.

If being his hotwife would get me this kind of sex? Then absolutely. No question. I’d do anything he wanted.
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We talked about the logistics a little, but we were both exhausted. We said good night and hung up. I drifted off to sleep.

My dreams were full of filthy men doing raunchy things to my body. I woke up with my clit humming and my fingers already between my thighs. I was biting my pillow to keep from screaming before I was all the way awake. And then I lay back, panting. If I was waking up like this, it was going to be a long day.

Because…now I had permission, which was great. But what was I going to do? It had been more than a decade since I’d gone on a date. How was I going to find some man who wanted to do this? Because what if we tried it once and it turned out that Ryan hated it. I’d have lost my one shot at…whatever this could be.

I did my best to push it out of my head. Fretting about it wouldn’t make a gorgeous blond hunk fall out of the sky and land on my lap. I was just going to have to figure it out.

When my phone ring and I saw Claire’s number, though, I groaned. I’d mentioned it to Ryan last night, but I’d still managed to forget. Claire was part of a tennis club in town, and she’d harassed me into joining her for a doubles game today. I desperately did not want to play. I’d gotten into tennis in college mostly because the super short dresses made it easy to have a quickie in the bushes, but I’d never been good at the game. Of course, I could ask her advice on how to find some guy who’d want to rail a married woman. She seemed to have knack for it, if her knit night stories were even a little true. We’d planned on having lunch before we played, so maybe I could talk to her then. Ask her advice on…I didn’t even know the right words, not really. I picked up the phone as I flopped on my back. “Hi,” I said. “I haven’t forgotten about the game.”

“Good,” she said. “Because Miranda is being a complete bitch about who raised the most money for the event, and I really need to beat her with my new volley.”

“Sure,” I said. And then I tried to think of what to say. “Can we grab lunch before we play?”

I don’t know what she heard in my voice, but she got quiet. “Of course, Nikki. Absolutely. I’ll meet you at the club at 11?”

“Yes. Great.”

We hung up, and I went to find my tennis skirt.
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Claire’s eyes were open wide as she clutched her metaphorical pearls. “Thank god, Nikki, you scared the shit out of me.” 

I tried not to be offended. “This is a serious question.”

“Of course it is, I’m sorry.” She schooled her expression into something more serious. “Honestly, I was surprised that you and Ryan hadn’t worked something out already.”

“I know, he’s been traveling a lot.” I was starting to feel like a broken record with this.

Claire was quiet, tapping one nail gently on her glass of club soda. “It’s not just that, though, is it?”

“What?”

“You and Ryan have been slowing down for a while. Just like Alan and I were. There’s no shame in it. Men get older, and they slow down, women get older and…” she gestured at both of us.

“What, we embrace our inner slut?”

“If the thong fits.”

I groaned and dropped my head down on my hands for a moment. “And I cannot tell you how much I want to do this. It sounds amazing. And it’s clearly working for everyone we know. But how do I even…find someone?”

“You just do,” she said. “You know how you’re always seeing some random cute guy, and you’re like ‘oh, I wonder what would happen in the alternate universe where I can just go say hi’?”

“I have the general idea, yeah.”

“Well, welcome to that universe.”

I studied her, watching her sip her soda. “It’s really that simple?”

She nodded. “Look over there.” She gestured just a little with the tip of one finger. I tried to be casual as I glanced over my shoulder. There was a man watching us. He was young—in fact, he looked like he was barely out of college. He was broad shouldered and barrel chested, and he looked like he could put me anywhere he wanted and hold me there. He was utterly delectable.

I turned around, facing Claire, my face scalding hot. “And what, I just go over there and…”

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. The next sip of soda was to cover her wicked grin. “He’s coming over here.”

I took a deep breath and tried to keep from completely and totally panicking. The last time a guy had approached me, I’d been in college. I frantically tried to remember what I’d done back then. Tossed off a sultry look to capture their attention? Acted like a distant ice princess to intrigue them? I had no idea, which meant that I ended up almost huddled into my coffee, telling myself that they were coming over to talk to Claire, who was almost stretched out in her seat, her tennis skirt riding all the way up one thigh. “Hello,” I heard her say, her voice just a touch more than casually friendly.

But instead of something sexy and naughty said to Claire, I heard “Mrs. Davis?”

My eyes went wide. I knew that voice. I tried to calm myself before turning with a wide smile. “Caleb! Oh my goodness, it’s been years. You’ve definitely grown up.” Oh my god, I was such an idiot. But then, I was frantically trying to cover for the fact that I’d just been ogling one of my best friend’s kids. I was a complete perv, and I was utterly ashamed of myself.

Dawn, the one who’d kicked off this hotwife discovery process with her stories, had four kids. Caleb was the oldest, and I’d known him for years. But I’d last seen him right as he headed off to college, when he was scrawny and pimply and sulked like an average teenager. This man standing before me—I could see the shades of that long-ago kid in his eyes, but that was all. Everything else—his filled-out frame, his direct gaze, and his sparkling eyes—was new and…tempting. That was the only word for it. He looked like every naughty woman’s daydream about a college guy gone wild, and I was apparently a very, very naughty woman.

I’d worn a basic tennis dress, complete with the short skirt and the zipper front. I was still wearing a regular bra—I’d planned to change before we played—and it was doing a ton of heavy lifting. My cleavage was absolutely on display. It had made me feel pretty and sultry at home, but I was suddenly worried that it was all too much. That I was humiliating myself. I glanced up at Caleb—and realized that his gaze was absolutely glued to my cleavage. More than that; from the angle he was at, he could see directly down my shirt. Wetness surged between my legs. Was this twenty-something guy, practically half my age, seriously staring down my shirt? He could have any girl he wanted. Why was he watching me?

“You look as gorgeous as ever,” he said. And sounded like he meant it. This was surreal. He dragged his gaze up to my face, and there was heat there. Holy shit. He wasn’t just checking out a decent pair of tits, he wanted me. Very much. He was standing in such a way that his pants were loose in the front; was he hard, studying me? I still felt absolutely filthy—my best friend’s son!—but at least I wasn’t the only filthy one in the room. My cheeks flushed and I tried to keep my cool. This was all well and good, but Ryan and I hadn’t worked out any real details. What was I supposed to do? Just…tell Caleb? That I had permission from my husband and could do what I wanted? And if I did, how would I ever look Dawn in the face again?

My body didn’t care. My body wanted the kind of sex I got with a built twenty-something who probably had stamina for days.

I glanced back at Claire, trying desperately to keep some kind of composure. “Did you…?” I hissed, trying to pretend I was being subtle.

She shook her head. “I had no idea we’d see anyone we knew here. But you know? Miranda can win her stupid feud. I don’t actually want to play.” She finished her soda, set it down on the table, and stood. “I’m going to go scratch us from the competition.” I watched her survey the bar and grin. “And maybe find someone to scratch an itch. Have fun, kids.”

Caleb took her chair without hesitating. The table was small, and his knee bumped mine as he sat down. My cheeks flared red again, but it wasn’t just embarrassment now. I couldn’t pretend he wasn’t looking at me like I was a tasty treat. “So, how’s your mom?” I blurted, feeling like a complete idiot.

“Fine,” he said. His voice was smooth and unbothered. “But I feel like I should be honest with you, Mrs. Davis.”

I wanted to curl up in the way he said those words, but I wanted more. “Nikki is fine.”

“Nikki.” The way he lingered over the sounds, stretching out the vowels and making the sharp consonant sound like a kiss, went directly to my cunt, and I had to hide a little gasp. “I did overhear her talking last night.”

“Oh?”

“Mmhm. She was giggling about how she’d gotten everyone in her knitting club to start exploring the hotwife lifestyle. And how much fun you all seem to be having.”

“You know about that?” The embarrassment was back…but another surge of need followed it. If he knew what was going on, was it possible he was approaching me on purpose?

“I’ve always known what my parents were up to. Obviously I never wanted any details, but it was very clear that Mom’s nights out made them a happier couple. And when she mentioned the knitting club?” He reached out and ran a single finger over the back of my hand. I couldn’t hide the gasp this time. “I remembered who was in her knitting club.”

He stroked his finger over the back of my hand again and I didn’t dare to speak. I wanted to moan, to spread my thighs and beg him to finger me under the table. But I needed to stay composed.

He must have seen something in my face. He shifted his chair closer to mine, glanced around the room to make sure no one was watching us, and then ran his fingers over my thigh. “You are in her knitting club.”

“And you found that interesting?” I tried to add a laugh into my tone, but I couldn’t concentrate. His fingers were tracing little patterns on my thighs, gently working their way farther up. He was teasing the hem of my skirt now. I forced myself to look around the room, make sure that no one could see us. And then I let my thighs fall open. I didn’t care that he was my best friend’s son. I didn’t care that he was practically half my age. I needed to be touched so badly that it didn’t matter. And I needed him to be the one who touched me.

“I’ve been hot for you for ages,” he said, and this time he was laughing just a little. “But you were married, and it obviously wasn’t appropriate to bring it up. Of course, since all her friends are apparently hotwives now, it only seems sensible to ask.” His fingers ducked under the hem of my skirt, practically at the join of my thighs. “Are you a hotwife, Nikki?”

“I haven’t been with anyone. Not yet. But Ryan and I…” His fingers traced the top of my mound, and I covered my mouth to hide the whimper.

“Have an understanding?”

I nodded. I wanted this so much. I’d never noticed Caleb before, but now? He was smoking hot, and the fact that he was my best friend’s son just made this dirtier. Hotter. Made me want it even more.

“Do you want me to touch you, Nikki?”

“Yes.” My voice was a whisper.

“Can you stay quiet when I do?”

What? “I—I think so?”

“Good.” And then his fingers were pushing my panties aside, working me open, parting my folds and finding my aching clit. I choked back a desperate noise. My body was aching, and even that tiny touch had me spiraling up with need. “Hush, baby,” he said. “Or I’ll have to stop.”
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The words were almost enough to tip me over on their own. He didn’t stop. His fingers started slow, taunting circles around my clit. My hips bucked against him, desperate for more, and he chuckled softly.

“You want this?” His fingers ducked down farther, teasing my opening. I nodded hard, not trusting myself to speak. “Not yet. You’re barely standing what I’m doing to you already.” He leaned closer to me, pressing his lips against my ear. “Does it turn you on to know that all these people could see you, if they were paying attention?”

Oh god it did, it really did. If I didn’t behave myself perfectly, hide every reaction to his touch, we’d be found out. The knowledge, the sheer potential humiliation, sent electricity through my body. My fingers dug into the arms of the chair as I forced myself to stay quiet. To let him do whatever he wanted to me.

“Just like that,” he murmured, his fingers back to circling my clit. “Just like that, baby.”

The word. The way he said it. It tipped me over the edge into oblivion. My body clenched and soared, pleasure roaring through me. He turned my face, pulling me into his neck to muffle the desperate little sounds I couldn’t hold back. When I came back to earth, my cunt pulsing. I wanted something inside me so bad that it ached. 

“Want more?”

“Please.” My voice was barely more than a gasp.

“Do you need to tell Ryan anything?”

Did I? Maybe I should. I snagged my phone out of my purse. Caleb was still doing tantalizing things to my clit, dipping down to the opening of my cunt. I fought every instinct and made myself stay quiet. I’d never thought of myself as loud during sex, but the past 24 hours were making me reconsider various things about myself. My hands were shaking as I opened the texting app.

“Call him.”

I almost dropped my phone with surprise. Caleb glanced around, and then his fingers dipped into my cunt, making me stuff the heel of my hand into my mouth to keep from crying out. “What?” I managed to gasp.

His fingers pushed into me slowly, just a little, then dragged out again. I wanted to moan, to buck, to fuck his hand. I didn’t care that he was my best friend’s son. I didn’t care that I was in public. I wanted to get fucked so hard. But it wasn’t just his fingers I wanted. And Ryan hadn’t explicitly agreed. I didn’t want to hurt my husband. I needed to know this was okay.

I managed to tap Ryan’s contact and collect myself just enough. Caleb was still taunting my cunt, and another pleasant ache was starting to build. I closed my eyes, trying to keep the need at a distance. Trying to distract myself.

The call connected, and then I heard Ryan. “Hey, babe.” He was using the overly pleasant tone that I knew from when I called during the middle of his workday and someone was nearby. I hardly ever called him at work, so he always picked up when I did. “Everything okay?”

“I found someone,” I managed to say. Caleb pushed his fingers into me just a little farther, and my cunt gripped at him greedily. I whimpered, just a little. I wanted Ryan to hear me. To know what was happening. There was some mean part of me that wanted him hard at work, knowing what I was doing.

“Someone?” Caleb dragged his fingers out, tapping my clit with his thumb as he did so, and the whimper almost turned into a scream. Caleb’s fingers were working in me now, driving me into tense spirals. I could feel everything tightening, my body so close to release

I heard Ryan swallow. “Oh, I see,” he said. “Thanks for calling. I completely understand. Just remember, I want to know every single detail. I’ll talk to you later.”

The call disconnected, and as my hand went limp, Caleb started to move his fingers faster. I couldn’t keep my hips still and stay quiet, so I let myself move on him, riding his fingers and soaking up the sensations. I couldn’t control myself. I was inches away from an orgasm, and I didn’t think I could stay quiet, not if he sent me like this. “Caleb⁠—”

He drew his fingers out, dragging a choked little cry from my throat. My body didn’t want to be empty; it wanted to be achingly full. I wanted so much more. I wanted his cock in me. From the heat in his gaze, I knew he wanted that too. But where could we go? Back to my house? It seemed so far away.

“Come with me,” he said. He stood and took my hand. My legs were shaking when I stood, and he wrapped an arm around me. I’d honestly forgotten that I’d worn high heels to lunch with the plan of changing into tennis shoes before we went out to play. His eyes flared when he ran his gaze over my legs. He wrapped my hand in his and led me out of the restaurant. My cheeks were bright red; I didn’t know if anyone was looking at us. I wondered if someone would tell Ryan about this. What he would say if they did.

I decided I didn’t care.

Caleb led me down a hallway and into a small room with lockers and benches. I could see a showering area, and a bathroom. And then I wasn’t paying attention to anything other than Caleb shoving me up against a wall. I whimpered as he pinned my wrists above me with one big hand. The other ran under the hem of my short tennis dress. “I think I was here.” He nudged my legs apart, his fingers tracing my inner thighs. He hooked a thumb in the side of my panties and shoved them down enough that he could work his hand between my thighs. It was filthy and I loved it. In my sluttiest days in college, I hadn’t bothered to wear panties to tennis games. It had been so long since I’d been had like the dirty slut I loved to be. I opened my mouth to say something, and then Caleb’s fingers worked between my folds. Time stopped. He’d barely been teasing me before, and now he moved like a man with a mission. Whatever words had been in my head turned into a long, low groan.

“Baby, you sound so good.” He held me in place with the bulk of his weight while he worked his fingers in farther, circling my clit. My knees turned into water as I rode his hand, bucking with the electric sensations as he stroked me, finding just the right rhythm to make me cry out with every press and motion of his fingers. I was making desperate, greedy little sounds. When he worked two thick fingers into me and nipped at my neck, I had to choke back a scream. My body was dancing on the edge of explosion, and the spread of his fingers was the only thing holding me back. When he moved his fingers into me, bumping my clit with his thumb, I was smashed by an orgasm that started in my toes. He held me in place while I thrashed and gushed all over his hand, my inner walls pulsing around him as he carried me through every pulse of the orgasm. His bulk held me still, and all I could do was ride it out. It was glorious.

“Just like that, baby, yes.” He murmured in my ear, stroking my inner walls as my body shivered again and again. “Take it all. Every bit of pleasure.”

“God, Caleb.” I tried to stand, but my knees wouldn’t hold me. “Please. I want you to fuck me.”

He chuckled. “Don’t worry, baby. That’s the plan. But first, I want you on your knees.”

I didn’t hesitate, just dropped to my knees on the cold floor. Caleb worked his zipper and freed his cock. God, he was gorgeous, thick and veiny, and he was absolutely going to be the biggest I’d ever taken. I leaned forward and wrapped my mouth around the head of his cock, just to see how he fit. He let out a long, heavy moan and stroked my hair with his hand. I grinned, opening my mouth to take him a little deeper, feeling him harden more as I worked myself down on him. Each stroke of my mouth let me pull just a little more of him into me, and he let out a low moan as every motion bottomed out. His hips rocked into my mouth, pushing me open. I moved one of my hands to his thighs to give myself a little balance, holding him steady with the other as I started to suck him with intention. I could taste his pre-cum on my tongue, and it made me hum with need. My cunt was wet again, and I desperately wanted to finger myself while I sucked him. But he was so big that I needed to focus. I pushed down as far as I could, pushing past my gag reflex, feeling him stretching me open. I moaned, and the vibration seemed to ricochet through him.

I could feel him lose patience with my slow and steady pace. He wrapped his fist in my hair and thrust his cock deep into my mouth, hard and fast. I tried to keep up with him for a moment, meeting his strokes, but his movements were almost vicious. All I could do was balance myself on his thighs and try to keep up as he fucked my face.

“Slut,” he cursed through clenched teeth. “Begging for my cum. Do you want it? Want me to cum down your throat like a nasty slut?”

He pulled me off and tilted my head up at him. “Yes,” I said. “God, please.”

He didn’t say anything, just shoved me back down. He fucked my face hard and rough, letting out a string of curses as he made me choke him down. I felt his thighs tighten sharply, and then he was gushing cum down my throat as he came, painting me in thick white ropes. I sputtered, trying to keep up and swallow him down, but cum leaked out of my mouth and down my chin.

The feeling of him deep in me made me shiver with delight—and just a little sad. Was it going to be over so soon?

He must have read my concern in my eyes. “Don’t worry, baby,” he said, his voice steady and entertained. “We’re just getting started.”
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Before I had a chance to think about what was going to happen next, he grabbed me and carried me into the bathroom area. He popped my ass on the sink counter, my back pressed up against the mirror. “Lift,” he commanded me, and I arched enough that he could pull my panties off my thighs. “I need you to come again before I can stuff you with my cock,” he said, almost to himself. “But I’m keeping these as a trophy.”

The image of him stuffing my panties into his back pocket was nearly enough to make me scream again. I’d be thinking of that and playing with myself for the rest of my life.

And then he pushed my thighs wide, hooked my knees over his shoulders, and buried his face in my cunt. The world whited out for a second when his tongue found my clit. And then I was wild need. Ryan hated going down on me, and while he did it, it was always reluctant. Caleb made filthy, delighted sounds as he moved between sucking on my clit and grazing it with his teeth. I rode his face, clutching desperately at the counter to try and keep myself steady. I was quivering with need, rocking on his mouth and tongue. He worked those two fingers into me and I let out a curse. I needed to be so full. He knew it. The sharp burn of him adding a third drew another cry out of my throat. Pleasure started to gather in my belly, and every movement of my hips became desperate. Urgent. I needed to come on his face, come just like this. A filthy slut getting eaten out by her best friend’s son, practically in public. Someone could walk in at any time. His fingers curled, looking for that sweet spot deep in my cunt. I cried out when he found it, arching up into his mouth. He moaned, the vibration ricocheting through me like a rocket, and then he sucked hard at my clit. I exploded, gushing onto his tongue as I came. He fucked me through each movement, each desperate surge of my body, and the moment my body gave at all, he was standing, lining his cock up with my entrance, and pushing into me.

The burn was immediate. The head of his cock was huge, and even though I was loose and soft, he was needing to push to work himself into me. I clung to his neck as he urged me to the best angle, moving in slow, sharp little thrusts. Each motion drove him a little deeper inside of me, and I whimpered and cried out at every movement.

“Just like that, baby,” he murmured in my ear. “Don’t complain. A loose slut like you can take it. Can’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. He hooked one of my knees up higher, shifting the angle so that he could drive into me deeper, faster. I clung to him and to the counter, desperate. My body was pulsing hard, and I needed to be full. “Please fuck me.”

He shifted a little more and found just the right angle. With one smooth thrust, he forced his cock all the way into me, bottoming out deep inside me. I screamed with the joy of it. The burn was incredible. I was spread wide around him, and I was so full I could taste him at the back of my throat. “Fuck,” he murmured, the word drawn out and slow.

And then he started to move in me.

The first thrust drove a moan out of my throat, and it just kept going. My body was swirling with need, and he’d found exactly the right angle to drive the head of his cock against that sweet spot in my cunt over and over. Pleasure was slamming through me with every movement, and I clung to him, tightening as the sensations swam over me. I came hard and fast, my body clenching at him in steady pulses. He groaned with them, moving faster into me, dragging out the orgasm until I thought it would kill me.

“Well, isn’t this a fun show?”
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Igasped and jerked so hard I almost fell off the counter. Caleb grabbed me, but he didn’t pull out of me; in fact, he kept moving his cock in me in slow, lazy thrusts. When I tried to shift or pull free, Caleb pinned me in place with one hand. Embarrassment shot through me, but it was chased by naked need. I moved against Caleb’s cock, meeting his thrusts, and he tossed me a grin. 

The other man was tall and lean, with broad shoulders and narrow hips. He was wearing gym shorts, and he was clearly rock hard. As I watched, the man’s hand dropped to his cock, palming himself through his shorts. When I yanked my eyes up, he was grinning. He’d absolutely seen me looking.

“It is,” Caleb said, his voice conversational. He worked a hand between us and started circling my clit with his thumb as he moved in me. I tried to hold back, to act like we should stop, but he felt so fucking good in me. And being watched. Shit. I hadn’t known this was a thing for me, but I could imagine this guy watching us, jerking off while he did, and I wanted it so much that my cunt clenched again and I arched against Caleb. “And I think she’s enjoying being watched. How’re you doing, Mark?”

I didn’t know how he was fucking me so thoroughly and holding up a conversation like it was nothing. “Fine,” Mark said. “You sharing?”

Caleb glanced at me. He grabbed my hips and pulled me down off the counter, turning me so that I was facing the mirror, and then slamming home in my cunt again. “Look at yourself,” he commanded me.

I did. I’d been a pretty picture, all set to be seen at the club, when I left home. My makeup was perfect, my hair was just so, and I’d looked like I could be in the club’s promotional pictures. Now, my makeup was smeared, and my hair was a mess. I looked like I’d been fucked rough. And when Caleb rocked into me, my eyes rolled back in my head at how fucking good it felt. In the mirror, I could see Mark drop his shorts enough to get his cock in his hand, stroking slowly while Caleb kept up the slow pace into my cunt. Sensations were gathering in me, hard and fast, my clit zapping full of electricity.

And then Caleb’s fingers were circling around the opening to my ass. “I wonder,” he said, slow and careful. “If you want me to share this hole.” My body was so soaked with my own juices that his finger pushed into my ass easily. I groaned, my arms starting to shake where I was balanced on the counter. I loved having my ass played with, loved it so much, but Ryan never did it. 

“I think she does,” Mark said.

Caleb worked another finger into me, pushing past the tight rim of my ass, spreading me gently. He started to thrust in slow time, fucking my cunt and my ass together. “You want this, slut? You want to be filled by two men?”

Oh god. My dirtiest fantasy. The one I’d somehow never fulfilled. There was one more surge of humiliation. This was my best friend’s son. I was in a tennis skirt and high heels, his cock buried in my cunt and his fingers working my ass, with another orgasm barreling towards me fast and hard. “Caleb⁠—”

I didn’t know what I was going to say. He pushed another tight finger into that hole and the orgasm slammed into me like a freight train. I went wild, shoving myself back on his cock and his fingers fast, even though it hurt. I needed it, I needed to be full. So full.

“Please,” I gasped, even as my cunt was pulsing around him. “Please, I want it.”

The moment he could pull free from me, he did. I mewled at the sudden emptiness, but he swatted my ass lightly. I went silent with shock. He turned and balanced me on the counter again, shoving his cock into me with a low growl. “You’re going to get it,” he said. He turned us so that he was leaning back on the counter. He hooked my legs up high. My ass was completely exposed. “Lube’s in the pocket of my jeans,” he told Mark. There was no hesitation. A moment later, I felt the cool gel spreading me, working into my ass. I groaned and pushed down, trying to get Mark to go faster. Caleb dug his fingers into my flesh hard enough to make me whimper. “Be still, baby,” he said. “Your little slutty heart is going to get everything you want, but if you aren’t patient, you’ll ruin it.”

“I can be patient.” I gasped as Mark worked two, and then three fingers into my ass. Caleb had opened me up well, and I could take him. I dropped my head onto Caleb’s shoulder and tried not to bounce on his cock. I was so eager to feel him tighten, to feel him release deep in me. And then I felt Mark lining his body up, and then Caleb lowering me onto his cock. I cried out as the head of Mark’s cock spread my ass open. That little circle was screaming, aching as he pressed into me. I was so full of Caleb’s huge cock that I suddenly didn’t know if I could take more. If there was even room inside me for more.

And then the head of Mark’s cock slipped past the tight rim of my ass, and I was full of them both. I groaned as they shifted, balancing my weight between them, and then they started to move. They bounced me between them, filling my cunt and my ass together as I screamed. The pleasure roared up from my toes and tore me apart, surging around both of them. I was every inch a filthy, destroyed slut, and when I caught sight of myself in the mirror, it tore another scream from me. I clung to Caleb, but I wrapped an arm around Mark’s neck, and he snarled in my ear. “Fucking slut,” he murmured.

“Please. Oh god, please. Yes.”

They railed me together, slamming into me while I screamed again and again. I knew someone might hear, knew someone might come, knew and didn’t give a shit. The pleasure was unending, and it was all that mattered.

I felt Mark get close, felt his thrusts go rough and sharp, and then he shot his cum deep into my ass with a series of long, low grunts. I felt the thick heat of him as he let go, felt his cock pulse with short thrusts as he rode out his orgasm.

He pulled out of me, his hands steadying my hips while Caleb shifted my weight. I cried out at the sudden sense of emptiness, but then Caleb snarled, and I stopped thinking. He spun us, shoving me up against a wall so that I was pinned in place by his bulk. I could see myself in the mirror from where we were, and I couldn’t take my eyes off us. I was completely ravaged, clinging to a man who was working his hand into my top to maul my breasts, roll my nipples between his fingers and make me whimper and scream. I came again and again, surge after surge of pleasure that left me unable to breathe.

Caleb shoved his cock into me, harder and faster, and I felt him start to shake as his own orgasm closed in. “You’re mine,” he snarled. “This wasn’t a one-time thing. I’m going to fuck you again. Over and over. Like the filthy slut you are. Understand? I’m going to use every hole until you can barely walk.”

“Yes,” I gasped, feeling his body tense. “Please. Make me yours, Caleb. Claim my cunt.”

He came with a roar, his release shooting deep ropes of cum into me, coating me. The heat sent me again, my body clenching and milking his cock as he fucked me through the aftershocks of his orgasm and mine. When his body sagged and released, he carried us gently down to the ground. He pulled me into his lap and stroked my hair. “That was fucking incredible.”

“Yes,” Mark agreed. “Sorry I only got to see the end.”

“Show up earlier next time,” I said, my breath slowly coming back. “Stay for the whole show.”

“Or stick around for fifteen minutes,” Caleb said. “And we can go again.”
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Itexted Ryan when I left the club, still messy and without my panties. I’d put myself back together as best as I could, but there was only so much a person could do with a pocket hairbrush and make-up wipes. I looked exactly like what I was. A slut with two different men’s cum drying on her thighs.

As soon as I got home, I threw myself on our bed and played with myself, driving myself to another orgasm just thinking about what had happened. And then I drifted off to sleep, completely overwhelmed by everything I had just done.

When my phone jerked me awake, it was starting to get dark outside. I blearily tapped the button to answer Ryan’s video call.

“Hey, love,” he said. “I’ve been stuck in meetings all day.” I could see a boring wall behind him; he was definitely back in his hotel, then. “How did your day go?”

His voice was carefully neutral, and it made me giggle. “How much do you want to know?”

He loosened his tie and leaned back against his pillows. “Strip,” he said. “Let me see you.”

I did what he said, setting the camera so that he could watch me take off my shirt, my bra, and my skirt. I made sure he caught that I didn’t have any panties on.

“God, Nikki,” he said. “What happened?”

If I’d worried about him being jealous, that faded. His voice was harsh, hungry for details. When I looked at the phone, I could see that he was stroking his cock. “I went to Claire’s club. I met Dawn’s son, Caleb. He’s back from college. And he’s fucking gorgeous.”

Ryan laughed. “He’s practically half your age.”

“I know,” I said. “He had the stamina to prove it.”

Ryan groaned, and I watched his hand speed up a little. “More.”

“He came in me twice,” I said. My fingers drifted down, circling my clit. “Once in my mouth and once in my cunt.” I watched Ryan take it in, watched his hand move. “But he wasn’t the only one.”

Ryan’s eyes snapped open, and for just a second, I worried that he’d be upset. But his eyes were greedy, hungry for details. “And?”

“Another guy. Don’t know who he was, actually. Caleb called him Mark.” I paused, let the moment drag out. “They both had me at once.”

Ryan cursed, and his hand started moving fast. I matched his speed, feeling my body surging with sensations as I enjoyed my husband, so turned on by what a slut his wife was.

“Caleb came in my cunt, and Mark fucked my ass,” I said. “Caleb kept my panties as a trophy.”

Ryan let out a strangled sound as he came, shooting high in the air. I worked my clit hard and fast and followed him over the edge. And then we lay there together, gasping.

“So, it was a good day,” I said. I took a long breath. “I definitely want to do that again.” 

“Good,” Ryan said. “Oh, good. Yes. Because. God, Nikki. Yes.”

I laughed at my wonderful husband, too fuck-drunk to talk. I wanted him here next to me, to pet me and cuddle me and fuck me. And maybe, next time, to come with me when I fucked some hot young stud until I was screaming. “I love you,” I said.

“Same,” he said back. “Absolutely the same.”

We talked until we both needed to curl up and sleep. And made plans for the next time.


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 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!
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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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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


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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