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“No, really. We really tried it.”

My best friend Claire’s statement was met with hoots and hollers from around the table. We’d gathered for our weekly knit night, just like we always did. The week before, the topic of hotwives had come up. All of us were married, all of us were in our early forties, and all of us had marriages that were absolutely amazing...outside of the bedroom. Claire had been having a particularly tough time, and when the matriarch of our little group, Dawn, had mentioned that hotwifing had been amazing for her marriage, I’d seen how quiet Claire had gotten. I knew she’d been thinking about what it might be like.

Apparently, she’d done more than think about it. Apparently, she’d gotten permission from Alan to find someone to be with. Before the end of the week, she’d been getting railed by a hot guy she’d met right here, at Sew Knotty.

Now, having confessed her escapade, the entire group was in an uproar, laughing and cheering for her. Honestly, she looked better than she had in months. Calmer, and with more of a smile on her face. But at this exact moment, her pale skin had turned cherry red. She stared at me, her eyes wide. “Emily, save me!”

The group laughed. I carefully set my knitted lace down on the table and leaned forward. “So,” I said, “Where’d it happen? Was it good, and are you going to do it again?”

More laughter and cheering. Michelle, the owner of Sew Knotty, appeared in the doorway of the small room at the back of the store that we used for our knit nights. She tried to give us all a stern glare, but I knew she’d been laughing too. Still, we quieted down.

“It was good,” Claire said. “It was...amazing. And we’re absolutely going to do it again.”

Last time, Lizzie had been absolutely fascinated by the concept, and she was leaning forward again, her eyes eager. “I need to know details, Claire!”

If Claire got any redder, she was going to pop. Dawn interrupted the conversation, very pointedly bringing up a new pattern designer she’d found, and we all deliberately started fawning over the patterns, giving Claire a chance to collect herself. But I made a mental note to grill her later. After all, I’d noticed that she had skipped over the where it had happened. Lizzie wasn’t the only one of us who needed details.
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All my friends had similar problems; their husbands were busy, or getting older, or they didn’t feel confident about their bodies anymore. I had it better, for the most part. My husband Victor and I had a great marriage. He was older than me, but he treated me well, and our sex life was good. He didn’t have the stamina for marathons anymore, but he made our sprints absolutely worthwhile. And he was just a good guy. I’d never regretted my marriage.

But I’d never stopped being attracted to other men. It seemed likely a silly complaint, but I’d been such a slut in college, and it had seemed like marriage would help me settle down. It had not. I’d never cheated on Victor and I never would, but I was also horny all the time. I missed those marathon sessions. When I’d finally pinned Claire down and gotten her to tell me more about what had happened, she’d described getting railed by a guy half her age who had stamina for days. It had sounded incredible. It sounded like exactly what I’d missed. And I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

One afternoon, I got off work early. I messaged Victor to tell him, hoping he’d be able to come home early too, and maybe I’d be able to work off some of this desperate neediness. Unfortunately, he messaged me back that he was going to be working late. I’d sighed; there was nothing to do about it but wait it out.

After a minute, I decided I could at least do something to satisfy myself. I grabbed the romance novel I was reading, put on my favorite two-piece bathing suit, and headed out to the pool in our backyard. I could at least enjoy the sun and a good book.

As soon as I opened the book, though, I realized my mistake. Within ten pages, the book was getting explicit. It was my favorite sort of sex scene, too rough, where nobody quite gets their clothes off before he’s buried in her, and they both know they could get caught if they’re too loud. My cunt was gushing, reading about it, and my clit felt like it was electrified. My nipples were standing at attention in my skimpy bikini top.

I couldn’t help myself. As I kept reading, I slipped my fingers into my bikini bottoms and found my clit. I played with myself, doing to myself what the hero was doing to the heroine. When his cock slammed home in her, I buried three fingers in my desperate cunt, and then I had to drop the book and use both hands, one thrusting into me, hard and fast, while the other circled my clit in a vicious rhythm. I came like a freight train. I made a vague attempt to be quiet, but my neighbors all worked during the day. There wasn’t anyone home to hear my indiscretion.

I was still panting, my cunt clenching greedily on my fingers, when I heard the voice. “Hi, Mrs. Wilson.”

I almost screamed for a completely different reason. I yanked my fingers out of my bikini bottoms, my eyes wide. There was a handsome guy resting his elbow on the tall fence between my house and my neighbor’s. He was cute as hell, with dark brown hair and eyes and an easy grin. The look in his eyes was absolutely filthy, and he wasn’t bothering to try to hide his expression as his eyes ran up and down my body. Of course, it wasn’t like I could hide what I had been doing.

Or the thrill of electricity that ran through me, wondering if he’d been listening. Watching.

And then my brain caught up to the present moment, and my jaw dropped. “Matt? Matthew Davis?”

Matt grinned and spread his arms. “In the flesh. How’re you doing?”

Matt was my next-door neighbor’s son. It had been a few years since I’d seen him, and he’d done some growing since then, apparently. Instead of the scrawny kid I remembered, a young man was standing in front of me, his shoulders filled out and wearing a confidence he hadn’t had before.

I wanted him to have been watching me. Shit, I wanted him to be watching me again. Oh, I had to get out of here immediately. “Fine,” I said, trying to keep my voice from squeaking as I snatched up my towel and book, trying to get up from the deck chair without injuring myself. “Home from school, I take it?” God, I sounded like an idiot.

“Mmhm.” His eyes were absolutely glued to me. I felt a flush climbing up my neck. I’d worked hard to keep in shape as I’d gotten older, but I wasn’t twenty anymore. My middle was softer than I loved, and my breasts didn’t stand up on their own anymore. But Matt’s gaze was taking me in like I was any co-ed he might have wanted. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

Oh, he had seen everything. “Nice to see you again,” I said, rushing into the house and trying not to actually slam the door. Inside, I leaned on it, panting. All I wanted to do was touch myself again, imagining him watching me.

I needed to talk to Victor.
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It turned out that Victor brought it up first. I was a flustered mess by the time Victor got home, but the moment he came through the door, he had me up against the wall and his fingers buried in my cunt. I screamed for him twice before he even got my pants off, and when we got upstairs, he railed me he wanted to fuck me through a wall.

Afterwards, he pulled me close to his chest. “I want to talk to you about something.”

My heart started to beat too fast in my chest. “What’s up?”

He ran his fingers down my body, tracing a nipple, then making a path down to the soft, well-kept curls between my thighs. He pressed a finger down to my clit, moving ever so lightly, and I opened my thighs to him with a sigh. “I was talking to one of the guys at work,” he said. His touch on my clit was delicate, soft, and just right to drive me to desperate whimpers. He worked my body in a slow, steady rhythm that he knew would make me crazy. “And he was talking about how he and his wife had tried something new to keep things fresh in the bedroom.”

“Oh?” My hips were rocking with his movements, my breath coming in heavy gasps.

“Have you ever heard of hotwifing?”

He pushed his fingers into my cunt, and I howled, my body exploding hard and fast. He groaned, pumping his fingers into my aching cunt as I shuddered around him.

When I’d come back down to earth a little, he was chuckling gently. “I think maybe you have heard of it.”

“Yes.” My body was still trembling with the aftershocks. “Funnily enough, one of the women at my knit night mentioned it.”

“What did you think?”

My heart almost stopped. The way he’d said it... “It sounded intriguing,” I hedged.

“It sounded hot as hell,” he said. “You can say it.”

“I’d never cheat on you,” I said, quickly. He leaned down and pressed his lips against mine, slow and steady, reassuring.

“I know,” he said. “I promise. And this wouldn’t be cheating. We’d agree beforehand.” He ran his hand over my body again, finding my nipple and teasing it, twisting it until I whimpered. “And you’d tell me every detail of what happened after.”

“Oh god, yes.” I moved with his hand, my cunt soaked and desperate all over again. “Please.”

Victor looked at me carefully. He knew me so well. “You already have someone in mind,” he said. “Some hot young stud who’ll use you for hours, is that what my pretty slut wants?”

I hesitated for just a second. “Yes.”

He laughed. “Well, then. Why don’t you stay home from work tomorrow. I know someone who I think will be just what you need.” He nuzzled into my hair, pressing kisses against my throat. “And then when I get home after work, you’ll tell me every detail. Agreed?”

I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him as close to me as I could. “Absolutely agreed.”
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The next morning, Victor left for work. He didn’t tell me what to expect or what to do, just said that someone would be by later. I did my best to make myself busy, but I couldn’t focus. I got dressed in loose jersey pants and a tank top over my favorite lacy lingerie. My body was aching with need, but I didn’t want to play with myself. The anticipation was going to make me crazy.

When someone knocked at the front door, my heart leaped into my throat. When I opened it, my jaw dropped. Matt Davis was standing there, and he was even better looking without a fence between us. He hadn’t just broadened in the shoulders, he’d filled out all over. He had a thick, barrel chest and big hands, and no one in the world would think that he was gawky.

“Hi, Mrs. Wilson,” he said. His dark hair was flopping in front of his eyes in a way that was so desperately adorable that it undid me. “Your husband stopped by before he went to work. He said you needed some help with something?”

I studied him, trying to figure out whether Victor had been coy about what I needed or if Matt was trying to be delicate. “Come in,” I said. “But you don’t have to call me Mrs. Wilson. After all, you’re grown now.” I held the door open and tried not to stare too much at his ass as he walked by. “And after yesterday. Definitely, you can call me Emily.”

Matt turned slowly as I closed the front door. “We don’t have to talk about yesterday if you don’t want to,” he said. “I clearly interrupted a private moment. I’m never going to tell anyone...what I saw.”

Saw my neighbor’s wife pleasuring herself and screaming so the whole street could hear. Kind of him to phrase it differently. “I didn’t do much of a job of keeping it private,” I said. “I definitely didn’t manage to keep it quiet.”

I watched his face carefully. There was a little movement to how his eyes skated over my figure. I would bet money that he’d been thinking about me just as much as I’d been thinking about him. “Still,” he said. “I could have just...not said anything.”

I stepped closer to him, and he didn’t back away. “Why didn’t you?”

He cleared his throat, but his eyes were locked on me. Specifically, on my breasts. He was several inches taller than me, and the bra I was wearing was a godsend when it came to pretty cleavage. From his angle, he could almost certainly see everything there was to see. “I couldn’t,” he said, after a moment. “You were so fucking beautiful. I’d never seen anything so gorgeous. The way you looked, coming like that.” His voice trailed off, his tone like someone who had seen a deity come to earth in front of them.

I ran one finger from the hem of his t-shirt down to his pants, hooking in the front of his jeans and tugging on him just a little. He swayed towards me. I let my weight fall into him and looked up at him. “Would you like to see it again?”

His eyes went wide. One of his hands went to my waist, his big fingers splayed over my back. My mouth opened and I leaned into the touch for a moment before I could refocus on his face. “What about your husband?”

I laughed. “Why do you think he sent you over here?”

“What?”

I tugged a little harder at his pants. Both of his hands were on my waist now, and his fingers were digging in just a little. “He wants you to use me,” I said. “He’s good in bed, but he...can’t keep up anymore. I need...”

“More,” he finished. His fingers were digging in so hard that I thought he was going to leave bruises. “Emily...”

“Say no if you don’t want to,” I said. I wrapped my arms around his neck and looked up at him, batting my eyes just a little. “But I’d really love it if you stayed.”

He made a low sound, and then we were moving so quickly that my back was pressed up against the wall. He wrapped one of his hands in my hair and pulled my head back so I was staring at him; the other cupped my breast. The bra did plenty of push-up work, but the cup itself was thin lace; he found my nipple and tweaked it hard enough to make me cry out. “Do you understand that I spent the night thinking about you?” He pulled my hair harder, tilting me back, and crushed his mouth to mine. I wrapped my arms around his neck and clung to him. His fingers moved hard and fast on my nipple, leaving me aching and urgent against him. “I stroked myself raw, thinking about how good it would feel to sink inside of you until you made that face. That gorgeous face you made when you came.”

“Then do it,” I said.

“I’m going to wreck your fucking house,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you on every surface I feel like. If we do this, then I’m claiming every single bit of you. Every inch.” He hesitated for just a moment. “Every hole. Understand?”

“Please,” I said, clinging to him just a little more. “Yes. Everything.”

He ground his hips against me, and I could feel just how thick and hard he was. I moaned; he was bigger than Victor, by a lot, and it was going to be work to take him. There was a moment as he looked around the house. His hand still in my hair, he led me away from the doorway and down the hall to the dining room. He bent me over the table and shoved my pants and delicate lace panties down to my knees. “Showing off like a slut in the backyard,” he said, his voice harsh. “Did you hope someone would be watching?”

“I didn’t think⁠—”

I heard the zip of his pants, and then the thick head of his cock tracing through my wet arousal. I pushed my hips back, desperate for him, desperate to be filled. He put a hand on my back to hold me in place. Heat ran through me, burning me up. “No, you didn’t think. You didn’t think about what would happen if someone heard you.”

“I didn’t think anyone was home.” His cock slid through my wetness again, teasing at the opening of my cunt. My body was going wild, so hungry for this. His harsh movements, his dark tone, and the sheer belief that it didn’t matter if he fucked me hard and fast now. This would go on as long as he wanted it to. He’d use me until I was exhausted. My body was all electricity and need.

“But I think you hoped someone was there.”

My cheeks flushed hot, and I didn’t answer. It was true, wasn’t it? I hadn’t thought about being heard, but I’d been reading about the risk of being found, and I loved that sort of scene.

“I was there, Emily.” His voice caressed my name. “I heard everything.”

And then he slammed his cock into me. I screamed at the pain and the pleasure, all tangled up. He was far too big to actually push into me in one stroke, but the feeling of him pushing through my body’s resistance, pulling back and slamming forward again, sent me into a frenzy. I tilted my hips to meet every thrust, and he seemed to just know the spot deep inside me that would break me. I was quivering with pleasure before he was buried inside me, and when he bottomed out in me, the cool fabric of his jeans pressed against my ass, he whispered, “There now. Isn’t that just what you wanted?”

My body shattered around him; I screamed as my cunt gripped him, harsh and sharp. He bit off a curse of surprise as I worked my hardest to push myself back on him, even though he had me held in place.

When my body sagged just a bit, he ran one hand down my spine. “Such a needy slut,” he said. “Now it’s my turn.”

He thrust into me in a vicious rhythm, harder and faster than I could meet. I held my hips at the angle he wanted and took every single heavy stroke into my body. I felt him close, felt his tension where his fingers were touching me. “All night? You stroked your cock all night, thinking about my pretty pussy.”

He cursed, and his pace sped up. He was wild, and he was piercing me on his cock so fast and hard that it hurt, but I didn’t care.

I managed to turn my head just enough that I could see him with my peripheral vision. “Does it feel as good as you hoped?”

He groaned. “Better,” he spat out, his control clearly fraying. “Better. Fuck, Emily, fuck you feel good. So fucking tight.” He laughed. “I’ll fuck that out of you today. You’ll take my cock beautifully by the time your husband gets home.” And then I felt him let loose. He made a loud, heavy sound, and his cum shot into me, hot and hard and painting my insides with bright white streaks. The heat of him sent me into moaning little shivers as he clung to my hips, stroking into me again and again as he rode out his release. “This is just the beginning,” he said, his body sagging. He caught himself on his hand and pet my back again. “This is just the beginning.”

I shivered with relief and anticipation.
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Ididn’t take him to the master bedroom. Victor hadn’t put any limits on this, but it would have been too much for me, to fuck another man in the bed I shared with my husband. At least, not without Victor there to share his enthusiastic consent. I led Matt up to the guest bedroom. He turned in a slow circle, taking the room in, then turned to me with eyebrows raised.

“What?” My pants had been abandoned on the dining room floor, and I suddenly felt very exposed, standing there in just a light t-shirt.

Matt smiled, just a little. “Nothing. This just seems a little conservative for a woman who got caught with her fingers buried in her cunt by the neighbor. Especially when we’re here because your husband decided to share you with a man half your age.”

My breath caught in my chest. “Is that...a problem?”

He laughed. “Fuck, no. You’re gorgeous. You’re...confident. Experienced. You know how to wrap yourself around my cock and fuck me back. I dream of women like you.”

My body went soft and very, very wet. “So I’m your dream?”

“Oh yes. Absolutely.”

I went to him and worked the button of his jeans. “Let’s see how accurate your dreams are.” He helped me with his jeans, working them down his hips, then pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it into a corner of the room. I took a long moment to admire him. He was tall, and his broad shoulders were matched by the barrel chest and thick thighs that came from lifting heavy and doing manual work. His cock was long, thick, and very, very hard. And this time, I could see just a little bit of nervousness in his eyes. I gave him my very prettiest grin as I kissed my way down his body, landing on my knees with my hand wrapped around his fat cock. “Is this what you were thinking about, Matt?”

“Yes.” The word was a hiss. His hand stroked my hair, tangling in the strands just a bit. “Fuck, yes.”

I pressed a delicate kiss to the tip of his cock, and he drew in a fast, hard breath. “And what about that?” His hips jerked a little, and the head of his cock pressed against my lips for a moment. “Mmm.” I studied him carefully, moving my hand gently over his length and watching his reactions. “I don’t think you’ve ever had someone do this for you correctly before.”

His eyes went wide, and he started down at me. “What? I’ve⁠—”

I shushed him with a kiss to his cock. He let out a low sound and tightened his fingers in my hair again. “I’m not saying that you haven’t gotten an occasional blowjob from a co-ed, but I doubt you’ve had one from someone who really enjoyed it.” I leaned forward and wrapped my mouth around the head of his cock, pulling him into my mouth, then letting him out with a pop. “From someone who craved it.”

He swore when I wrapped my mouth around him again, bobbing lower on him. He was absolutely huge, and even going slowly, my jaw hurt from trying to take him all the way in. “Do you?” His voice was choked tight.

I pulled back again, stroking him with my hand. “Crave this thick cock?” Another light kiss to the tip, and this time his hand was tighter in my hair, pushing me down. I didn’t let him move my head, but the push made my body burn with heat. “Desperately.”

“So, show me,” he said. “Show me what it’s like.”

I braced myself on his thighs and took as much of him as I could in one long gulp. He groaned, and when his hand went tight in my hair again, I let him hold me in place for a moment. His hips shifted against me, thrusting into my mouth. I had to work to open my throat enough to take him, and each little motion of his cock made me groan and whimper. The sounds echoed through him, and his hands tightened more. Every thrust of his cock brought a wave of salty pre-cum on my tongue, and I lapped it up greedily. He was desperate for the attention, needy and hungry and wanting.

He moved faster, and I let him guide the rhythm, taking what he needed from me. He held me in place while he fucked my mouth, just as hard and vicious as he’d been in my cunt. There was nothing I could do but take it. His thighs were rock hard under my hands, and I could feel him holding back.

“Going to come down your throat if you keep this up,” he snarled, his voice tightly controlled.

I pulled back just enough to speak. “Come anywhere you want.” I shoved myself back down on his cock, forcing myself down until I was choking on him, and he exploded in my mouth with a roar. I swallowed him greedily, drinking down every thick rope of his cum and feeling it coat my insides. 

He dragged me to my feet and tossed me easily on the bed. He followed me, hooking my knees over his shoulders. “I want your fucking ass,” he snarled. “Can you take it?”

My hips rocked up toward him, and I groaned with need. Victor hardly ever wanted to play with my ass, and sometimes I craved that more than I craved anything else. “Yes,” I said. I wasn’t entirely sure, he was absolutely huge, but I wanted it so much. We’d figure it out.

“Need you looser,” he said. And then he buried his face between my thighs, his teeth dragging over my clit and making me squeal before he settled into my pussy with intention. I groaned and rocked against him, every stroke of his tongue over my body dragging me farther down into the pleasure I was craving. He latched his mouth on my clit, sucking hard as he buried his fingers in me, thrusting in time to his movements. I screamed at the feeling, my body arching off the bed and into his mouth. He let out an unholy sound of pure pleasure, and that enough was almost enough to tip me over the edge into oblivion. I was soaking wet, gushing all over his face, but I needed something more to push me all the way into the pleasure that was threatening to black out my vision.

And then I felt another finger pressing against my other hole. He moved slowly, gently, easing his way forward with one slow finger. He pressed pass the tight rim of my ass, and my brain shut off. It was barely anything, but I was deliciously full in the filthiest way I knew. When he thrust his fingers into both of my holes, I screamed, pleasure exploding through me. I rode his face, and every arch of my hips and convulsion of my cunt pulled another groan of need from him. It made the pleasure extend and expand, tearing me apart over and over.

When my body finally sagged, he eased himself free, then climbed up my body. His cock was rock hard again; I rolled my hips and groaned, my body desperate for him. “Can you take me in your ass? Or do you need to come again first?”

It wasn’t even a question of if, just how. He was as greedy for me as I was for him. “I can. Please.”

“Lube?”

“Nightstand drawer.”

He raised an eyebrow at me.

“Do you want to question it, or do you want to fuck my ass?”

He chuckled slowly. “Such a good little slut. Laying out all your toys.”

“Yes.” I was aching so much that I wanted to stuff myself full with my own fingers just to get the pressure and relief I was craving. “Please.”

The bed shifted as he grabbed what he needed, and then there were cool fingers probing at my hole. He moved more slowly this time, much slower than I wanted him to. I rocked my hips with him, urging his fingers deeper, desperate for him to give me more. I didn’t care if it hurt, I needed him in me.

“Hush,” he said. “Slow down. I’m not going anywhere.” He glanced at something. “Your husband won’t be home for another hour. Let me take care of you.”

The words made me go liquid. I moaned, slow and soft, and then he was satisfied I was open enough. The head of his cock teased at my opening for a long moment, and then he pushed forward. The burning mix of pleasure and pain almost swept me under immediately. The press of his thick cock, knowing that he was cramming himself into my ass, made my body go taut with need.

He chuckled again, the sound darker. Deeper. “Here,” he said. “Focus.” I heard the mechanical buzzing just a second before he pressed the tiny vibe directly onto my clit. I howled, my body shaking with sudden, explosive need. He pushed forward, opening me as my body roiled with pleasure. He let me take the vibe, and I moved it in slow circles that I could breathe through, edging myself as the head of his cock spread me wider and wider, until I thought I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Relax,” he murmured, his fingers stroking down the side of my face. “You don’t have to hold back. Remember? I’m not leaving until I’m done with you. Do you want to come for me, beautiful?”

“Yes.” The vibe was pressed directly against my clit, and my ass was spread so wide I thought I might die.

“Then do it.”

The words unlatched something deep inside me, something that wanted to obey and do what I was told. I came like a freight train, and as I did, he pushed forward that last little bit, the thick head of his cock sliding past the tight rim of my ass. I screamed as he filled me, my body clenching hard on him.

“That’s right.” His first movements into my ass were slow, steady, like he was getting his bearings. Finding the ways to torment my body just right. The pleasure burning through me spread and spread. I kept the vibe on my clit, stretching it all out as long as I could, only yanking it away when the pleasure turned to pain. I groaned, and my body collapsed into the delight of it all.

Which was when Matt decided he should really fuck my ass. He moved hard and fast in me, each stroke followed by a heavy grunt. “Slut,” he snarled. “Playing with yourself in the backyard where anyone could see. Stuff your cunt with your fingers.”

The viciousness in his words made my body heat up again. I did what he said, groaning as I worked two fingers into me. He was so big that I was tighter than was comfortable.

“More.” His voice was hard. He moved faster in me, my ass spreading so wide for him. I crammed another finger into my greedy cunt and started to work them into me at the same pace he was setting. My clit was electrified, and every stroke drove me higher. “Is this what you thought would happen when you fucked yourself like that?”

I shook my head. I was beyond words. My body was spasming over and over, more than an orgasm, and I could feel him getting harder, moving faster, his body starting to shake.

“Is this what you deserve, you filthy slut?”

“Yes,” I whimpered, and my body shattered around him. He followed me over the edge with a roar, slamming into my ass hard and fast as he shot his cum deep into me. I could feel the heat of him coating me everywhere—my cunt, my ass, my throat—and the sensation sent me into a frenzy. I fucked myself as hard as I could with my fingers until I tipped over into pleasure again, jerking my hips up to meet every one of his thrusts, even as he started to slow down. He nursed me through the last of my orgasm, then tipped gently to the side, pulling me over to snuggle against his chest. I curled into him, letting him pet me and soothe my aching body.
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When we’d both caught our breath, I pulled him into the shower with me. He fucked me again while we cleaned up, my back pressed against the tile while he wrapped my thighs around his waist and used me until we were both screaming. As we toweled off, I glanced at the time. “We should get dressed,” I said. “Victor will be home soon.”

“And?”

I blinked at him. “I...didn’t he...?” 

Matt gave me a dark smile. “He didn’t tell me to be gone when he got home. Do you want me to go?”

I really didn’t, but I couldn’t bring myself to say it.

Matt gestured at my phone. “Find out when he’ll be home.”

I bit my lip, but I opened my contacts and sent Victor a message.

How long until you’re home?




Maybe five minutes. Everything okay?




I glanced at Matt.

“Tell him you’ll be waiting for him by the pool when he gets here,” he said. “And follow me.” I went to grab my clothes, but he swatted my hands away. “No. Just as you are.”

I sent the message and followed Matt down the stairs. He led me out to the pool, and my cheeks were bright red by the time we were there. Despite my actions the previous day, I was generally pretty conservative in the backyard. I never went skinny dipping in the pool, and I mostly relaxed and read a calm book.

Matt guided me over to the chair where he’d caught me playing with myself. He stretched out in the deck chair and pulled me over to straddle him. I reached between us and stroked his hard cock, enjoying how he threw his head back and bucked into my hand. “How many girls have you fucked in the ass, Matt?”

He arched into my hand as I moved over him, slow and steady. “No one could take it.”

My body burned. “So I was your first.”

He nodded, his eyes closed and focused on what I was doing to him.

I leaned forward so I could whisper in his ear. “Good,” I said. “Don’t ever forget me.”

He made a low sound, then reached down, grabbed my hips, and bodily lifted me so that I was lined up with his cock. He pulled me down onto his cock, and I cried out as he speared me open. It didn’t matter how many times he fucked me; he was so big that it would always stretch me. I groaned and rolled my hips, looking for the angles that would make me explode here. “Your husband’s going to find us here,” Matt said, his voice level.

I froze. His hands were on my hips, urging me into movement.

“You told him to come out here. Told him where to find you. Do you think he’s expecting this?”

Matt moved, fucking up into me, and I threw my head back with the pleasure. I moved with him, feeling his cock drive deep into me. We’d been at this for an hour, and he wasn’t even beginning to slow down. He could fuck me as long as he wanted to, as long as I wanted him to. The heat of the thought surged through me, and I rode him harder.

“You can just ask him, I suppose,” Matt said. “He’s right here.”

I didn’t slow down. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Victor watching us. He’d clearly come straight to the backyard; he still had on his work shoes and slacks. “Hey, love,” I said, then cried out as Matt slammed into me, driving his cock directly into that sweet spot that was like an electric shock. “Is this what you wanted?” I was gasping, panting, chasing the orgasm that I could feel. Victor’s eyes were locked to my heavy breasts as I bounced on Matt’s cock. “Seeing me fucked by a man with the stamina to go all afternoon?”

“Yes,” Victor said, his voice low. “Oh, fucking yes.” His work slacks did nothing to hide that he was rock hard.

“Did you know that your wife likes to be a double-stuffed slut?” Matt asked. “That she likes to come with ass full?”

Victor let out a low moan. He took one step toward us, but the look on Matt’s face made him stop.

“You can sit there,” Matt said, with a jerk of his head. “And watch while your wife comes harder than you knew she could. If you want to stroke your cock, go ahead, but you’re not touching her until I’m done.”

Victor groaned, and he fell into another deck chair, working his zipper so fast that I thought he’d rip his pants.

And then Matt’s fingers found my other hole, and my brain stopped entirely. After taking his cock, taking two, then three fingers was nothing. I was so soaked from him fucking me that I didn’t need anything else. He pulled me forward just enough to have a good angle, then moved my hips to show me the speed he wanted. I moved with him, letting him guide me, lost in the sensation of being crammed full, so stuffed that I thought I was going to tear apart.

“If your husband was better,” Matt said, his voice tight with his own need. “I’d let him come over here so you could suck him off while I fucked you in both holes. After taking me, it would be easy to take him, wouldn’t it?”

I nodded frantically. My body was tightening, brightening, and I could feel the biggest orgasm of my life bearing down on me.

“But I think you’d like being a gang-banged whore, wouldn’t you?”

My entire body was flushed, so the extra surge of embarrassment didn’t show on my cheeks. I’d never confessed that to anyone. My body must have stuttered, though, and Matt groaned. “Say it.”

“Yes,” I made myself say, and the words sent a roar of need down my body. “Yes, I want that.”

“Then stuff your fingers down your throat,” he snarled. “Turn yourself into a one-man gangbang.”

I did what he said, and my body seized as I worked my fingers into my mouth. The pleasure spiked, sending me higher and higher. Matt groaned underneath me, slamming his fat cock deep into me.

“Yes,” he snarled. “Yes, just like that. Scream my name when you come. Tell your husband who is doing this to you.”

The pleasure snapped through me, and I screamed. It was a garbled sound, coming out around my hand, but it drove me higher. I heard a heavy grunt as Victor let go into his hand, but then Matt was roaring, shooting his cum deep into me with his release. I was soaked by him, painted so hard that cum was dripping down my thighs, and my body spasmed around him over and over. He nursed me through the aftershocks, slow and sweet, and when my body collapsed gently forward, he wrapped his arms around me and held me to his chest. “Good girl,” he murmured. “Such a good girl.”
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After that, Matt took a moment to clean up while I lounged in the deck chair. He and Victor shook hands, and Matt gave me a little kiss. He told me that any time I needed someone to watch me play with myself in the backyard, I should absolutely give him a call. Victor laughed and told him that we’d keep it in mind. And then he guided me up to our bedroom; he stripped, pulled back the sheets, and bundled us both up inside.

“You’re incredible,” he said.

“No, you.” I kissed him on the tip of the nose, and he laughed. “That was.” A little shiver of pleasure ran through me, thinking of how it had felt, getting fucked while my husband watched. “I loved that.” It was nerve-wracking to say. What if Victor had hated every second of it?

But the way his cock was stirring against my thigh took away my worries. “That was fucking gorgeous.” He nuzzled into my neck, kissing his way down my body until he caught one nipple in his teeth. “Do you want to do it again?”

“Absolutely.” No hesitation. No worry.

He groaned against me, then pushed me over onto my back. “Are you sore?”

I laughed and wrapped my legs around his hips, tugging him forward. “Desperately. I want you anyway.”

Victor cursed. His cock fit against me easily, and he pushed into me with one swift, steady stroke. “Tell me,” he said, his voice already taut. “Did he really fuck your ass?”

I rocked my hips to meet each of his thrusts. He knew exactly where to hit, exactly what angle I needed. My body was soaring for him. “Yes. It hurt so much, and it felt so good. I lost track of how many times I came for him.”

Victor moved in me hard and fast, chasing his release. “I need you to come for me, Emily. Please.”

I worked my fingers between us and circled my clit as he pounded my cunt. He slammed into that spot deep in me, and I screamed as the orgasm rocked through me. He followed me over the edge with a heavy grunt followed by a flurry of short, hard thrusts as he shot his cum deep into me. I hadn’t cleaned up after that last time with Matt. I didn’t know whose cum was leaking out onto my thighs, and the thought set me off again, my body clenching hard around Victor’s cock. He nursed me through it with his fingers, and when we were both exhausted, he collapsed next to me. I snuggled into him, relishing in the feeling of my husband’s arms around me. I didn’t have to ask, as I drifted off to sleep. I knew we’d be doing this again.


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 also get a free copy of five steaming hot hotwife stories.

[image: ]


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


[image: A woman in a black leather jacket and black bra stares sexily into the camera. Text reads “The Biker’s Hotwife Complete Series” and “Grace Beaumont”.]


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.


[image: A woman in a black dress is kneeling and looking at the camera. Text reads The Hotwife’s Night Out / Grace Beaumont.]


The Hotwife’s Night Out

For my 41st birthday, my husband, Mike, gives me a present I never dreamed of: a no-holds-barred night with a man half my age. All I have to do is tell him all about it in the morning.

But it turns out that this man who is about to use me until I’m completely sated is going to have a first of his own. He’s already talented with his mouth and his hands, but there’s one thing more he needs to know about how to pleasure a woman. He needs a little gentle guidance, but if he pays attention, I'll make sure to teach him everything he needs to know.

This is going to be the best birthday of my life.

***

Read The Hotwife’s Night Out.


[image: A woman in an unbuttoned white blouse stares over her glasses in mock displeasure]


Hotwife Party Librarian

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.

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.


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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ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Grace Beaumont is a woman of a certain age who is happily married and likes to daydream. She loves coffee, cats, and the big city. Yes, she has several tattoos.
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