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FOREWORD


Three folders. One choice. A night I’ll never forget.

My husband and I have been married for more than a decade, and while our marriage is objectively perfect, all of the steam has left our bedroom. My husband is precise, careful, and utterly attentive as he sees to my every physical need, but even what’s super hot has become routine after all of these years. My best friends are suddenly all about the hotwife lifestyle, and I wonder if this is the way to bring the spice back to my marriage. I mention it to my husband—only to have him thank me for the suggestion and go about his day. 

So it’s a total surprise when he presents me with three different options: three different men with whom he’d be willing to share me. When I pick the man I want, I will have his complete permission to do anything I want. I’ll be bound, used, and completely undone, sated in every single way I can imagine. 

The Hotwife Untangled features Lizzie, an older vixen discovering her slutty side, and the sexy young stud her husband has picked to show her the ropes she’s only fantasized about.
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Iwas sitting at a table in my favorite yarn store with my very best friends in the world, trying desperately not to pout. Pouting would be ridiculous. Absolutely absurd.

But watching Dawn and Claire laugh and gossip with Emily, who had just convinced her husband to make her a hotwife, was getting under my skin. A few weeks ago, Dawn had told us all that being a hotwife was what had kept her marriage fresh for more than twenty years. The other women had been scandalized, shocked...and then gone home and gotten permission to fuck other men. Both of them had ended up with hot college guys who had railed them until they were screaming. And their husbands had encouraged it.

To be entirely fair, it wasn’t like everyone at the table had gotten what they wanted, except for me. Michelle and Nikki had seemed entirely unfazed by every one of these conversations. Neither one of them talked a ton about their relationships, though; they both seemed happy, but they were newer to our group.

“And what about you, Lizzie?” Claire’s eyes were sparkling, and I considered flinging a ball of yarn at her. “Have you and Joshua given this a try yet?”

“No,” I said. I tried to make the word clipped so they wouldn’t continue the topic.

No such luck. “But you looked so into it when Dawn first mentioned it,” Emily said. “I thought for sure you’d be jumping on the first man Joshua said you could.”

I took a deep breath. “I mentioned it. Joshua didn’t seem interested.”

The words stung to say. Joshua was my best friend, and I’d never regretted our marriage. My husband was an engineer, and he approached his entire life with careful precision. For years, that had meant him taking exquisite care to ensure that my every need was met in the bedroom, and he’d mastered the art of making me come again and again, as hard as possible. But once he’d known...he wasn’t creative. Our sex life was still technically amazing, but I could set my watch by when he’d reach for me, what he would use to make me scream, and how many times he would make sure I came before he let himself go. Even his own orgasms were precise.

Could a woman really complain that her every need was met, and that her husband made sure she came multiple times every time they got into bed? Honestly, it had surprised me how strongly I reacted to the concept when Dawn brought it up. After I’d thought about it, I’d eventually realized that it wasn’t so much that I was craving something new.

When I’d brought it up to Joshua, he’d taken his glasses off and studied me very carefully, like a particularly challenging Sudoku puzzle. “Sharing you with other men? Interesting.” He’d tapped the earpiece of his glasses against his lower lip three times, what he always did when he was thinking about something very carefully. “Thank you for sharing that with me.” And then he’d returned to his work without further comment.

I had no idea what to do with that. I hadn’t quite known how to bring it up again, and I certainly didn’t know how to explain it to my friends. There was no way I was going to try to explain to anyone that I’d become completely obsessed with the idea. Every time I saw a guy who was even remotely attractive, my brain spiraled into a whirlwind of hungry need, considering how he would use me, what he would do to me, and what it would like to not be able to anticipate what was going to happen next.

Michelle rather loudly asked a question about the colorwork she was doing and how best to cross the stitches when she came to them. It was a great distraction. It got me out of the hot seat and, almost more importantly, got Claire, Dawn, and Emily to stop looking at me with those sad faces. It was crystal clear that this was something both of them would have going forward. I was just going to need to live vicariously through them. Joshua obviously wasn’t going to indulge in this fantasy of mine.
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When I got home, I was officially down in the dumps. As I kicked off my shoes and dropped my knitting bag by the door, Joshua called my name from the dining room. I followed his voice and found him sitting at the large wooden table, several manila folders spread out in front of him. “Welcome home,” he said, smiling at me. “Did you have a good time?”

“Yeah,” I said. I leaned over and kissed him. He kissed me back precisely, his teeth dragging over my lower lip in just the right way to make me whimper into his mouth. I knew what would happen next. He would pull me into his lap, he’d tease me there, then spread me out on the table, make me come in his mouth, and then on his cock. It would feel incredible, and I’d come over and over. The fact that I knew it would feel incredible didn’t change the truth that I knew every single step. 

But instead of all of that, he pulled free of me with a low, happy sound. “Sit down, if you don’t mind?”

I did, trying to hide my surprise.

Joshua spent a moment precisely squaring the three folders in front of him. “I’ve been thinking about your suggestion,” he said. “That we arrange opportunities for you to fuck other men.” Normally, any kind of crassness in his careful tone was electrifying, but this time, fear chased the heat through my body. I had no idea what those folders were, and somehow, they made me nervous. “Is that something you’re still interested in?”

I had no idea what to do. I didn’t want to wreck my marriage, there wasn’t anything worth that—but if I started lying to Joshua now, our marriage would be on its way to ruin, no matter what. “Yes,” I said. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it.”

He nodded once. “Neither have I,” he said. “I find the idea...intriguing. Tempting. If you want to try it, I am absolutely willing.”

I blinked hard. Was he saying...?

Joshua chuckled. “Yes, Lizzie. I am absolutely suggesting that you fuck other men.” He pushed the file folders toward me. “These are my suggestions.”

“These...what?” I opened the first folder and found a picture of one of the hottest men I’d ever seen. I flipped open the other two; each contained a photograph, and several sheets of paper. I started flipping through. “Dating profiles?”

“It seemed most appropriate to make sure that I chose someone you would enjoy. That is how this works, isn’t it? I make the arrangements, and you...enjoy yourself?”

I stared at my husband. He’d taken his glasses off and he was studying me carefully, his expression soft and open. “Did you...conduct research on this?”

“You said that Dawn had brought this up originally, and that she and her husband had been engaging in a hotwife lifestyle for years. Jim seemed like he would be a good resource on the topic.” For just a moment, Joshua looked incredibly vulnerable. “Lizzie, nothing is more important to me than your happiness. If this is what you want⁠—”

“I don’t want it if you don’t,” I rushed forward. It was the utter truth.

Joshua grabbed my hand and pulled me toward him. I stood up and moved, let him pull me down into his lap. When he was completely rock hard, his cock pressing up into my ass. “I want this very much, Lizzie.” He pulled me close, nuzzling his face between my breasts and digging his fingers into my hip. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it. But I want you to tell me about it. I want to hear about it when you’re done.” He rocked his hips, grinding his cock against me. “That’s my only condition. You can have anything you want.”

I giggled and wrapped my arms around him. Suddenly, there was no script, and my body was flooded with heat. “As long as it’s a man in a folder?”

I saw nerves run across Joshua’s face. “If there’s someone else you have in mind⁠—”

I kissed him as fiercely as I could. He buried his fists in my hair and pulled me to him, harsher and harder than usually. I’d worn a skirt out that night, and he was pushing my thighs apart and teasing his fingers up between my folds. “Oh god⁠—”

“I want this, Lizzie. I don’t care who you choose.” I was soaked, but it still stung when he shoved two fingers into me. He never moved this fast, he was never this rough, and there was nothing I could do but cling to him and follow his lead. “I want to know that you’re fucking some other man, and that you’re happy, and that you’re getting everything you need.”

My mind flew to the folders, and the three pictures of gorgeous men I’d seen. A blond, a brunette, and a redhead, all young, all incredibly tempting. I thought about choosing. “What if I want more than one?”

Joshua’s vicious rhythm slowed down. “What do you mean?” His voice was quiet, curious, not upset.

My cheeks were scalding hot. “What if I want more than one of them?”

He groaned, and before I could track what was happening, his fingers were gone, his fly was open, and he was lining his cock up with my cunt. “You can have any of them, or all of them, one at a time, or all together. I don’t care. But you’re mine, at the end of it. You belong to me.” He slammed into me, harder and faster than he ever did. The sheer need that ran through him had me spiraling up into pleasure faster than I could keep track of. His fingers found my clit and worked me hard as he drove into me. “You’re mine,” he said again, and the possessiveness tipped me over the edge. I came on his cock, screaming his name. He followed me into the orgasm with a grunt, shooting his cum deep into my body with heavy, slamming strokes.

He gathered me tight to him while we both caught our breath. And then we tidied ourselves, picked up the folders that had fallen to the ground during our escapades, and I considered my options. With my body still throbbing from the sexist orgasm my husband had given me in years, I decided which man I was going to fuck.
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While Joshua made it very clear I could have all of them if I wanted to, the thought of being with so many men at once was intimidating. Eventually, I picked the redhead. His name was Declan, and the profile my husband had put together said that Declan was in his early 20s, liked mountain biking and swimming, and was well-hung. I’d blushed at that; when I asked Joshua how he’d collected all of this information, he looked at me over his glasses, raised an eyebrow, and watched me. He was right. I didn’t really want to know.

“And he knows what...this is?”

Joshua nodded. “That he’s going to fuck my wife every way he wants to while I watch in another room.” He smiled. “I would enjoy being in the room with you, I think, but if you’re going to experience this properly, I think it would be better for me to be somewhere else.” There was a long pause. “But I would like it very much if you fucked him on our bed.”

My body ran through with heat. “Why?”

Joshua nuzzled into my neck again. “Because every time we sleep there, I’ll remember this.”

It seemed dangerous, but it also seemed hot as hell. Fucking another man in my marriage bed. All while my husband watched. I shivered. “Okay. Yes. Let’s do this.”

Joshua nodded. “Let me make a few phone calls. I’ll arrange something for tomorrow night.”

Which meant I was going to spend 24 hours with my body on fire, trying to figure out what exactly I wanted, beyond the touch of a man I hadn’t met. Something new after many long years of a happy marriage. I wasn’t even sure how to think about it. I thought about texting one of my friends about it—either Claire, who had already done this, or Michelle, who had ignored the whole conversation—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t think I could handle Claire’s enthusiasm, and I was worried that Michelle would judge me.

Eventually, Joshua got off the phone. He told me that everything was arranged, and then we went up to bed. As we curled up together, all I could think of was how, the very next night, I’d be in this bed with another man’s hands all over my body.
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The next day flew by in a rush. I woke up horny and desperate, and it didn’t get better as the day went by. Joshua was at work, and I made ample use of my vibrator, making myself cry out over and over again, desperate for release. But none of the orgasms were enough; they just wound me up further. I’d never let myself think of how much I wanted something new in my life, even if I was satisfied with what I already had. Now that I was thinking about it, I couldn’t stop.

Joshua had told me that he and Deacon would come to the house around 7pm, and that I should be ready. I tore apart my dresser until I found just the right thing to wear. A white lace bra and matching thong, both of them barely more than scraps of cloth that made me feel sexier by pretending that they were hiding something rather than showing it off. I made sure my curly brown hair was just the right kind of tousled, and I put on enough makeup to make my eyes pop without looking like I was going clubbing. I wrapped myself up in a silk robe, the sort with a long tie that held it in place. It was just long enough to graze the bottom of my butt—but only barely. It didn’t leave anything to the imagination; in fact, it encouraged all sorts of fantasies.

I followed Joshua’s instructions and waited in our bedroom, splayed out on the bed. I kept my hands out of my panties through sheer effort. I was completely soaked just thinking about what was about to happen, and I was still alone in the house.

It felt like I was alone in the bedroom for hours before I heard our front door open. I heard Joshua talking to someone, pointing out where he could take off his shoes, and then there were two sets of footsteps coming up the stairs. I knelt on the bed, my hands in my lap, doing my best to look demure and sexy. But when the door opened and my husband walked into the bedroom with the man who was going to fuck me, I lost track of everything except how fucking sexy this man was.

I’d picked the redhead, and Declan’s picture had actually played down the color of his hair. It was a bright auburn, and paired with his green eyes and boyish grin, he looked like he was still in college. He was built like a swimmer, broad at the shoulders and narrow at the hips, and his bright green eyes drilled into me.

I bit my lip, not sure what to do next.

“Declan, this is my wife, Lizzie,” Joshua said. “Lizzie, this is Declan. The camera is there.” He pointed at the small black device clearly placed on our bureau. “It has a very wide lens, so feel free to use any part of the room you like. Just remember, I want to see all of it.” His eyes were bright, eager. “I’ll be in the other room.”

He turned and closed the door, and Declan and I were alone.
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There was nothing awkward about the moment, exactly, but I didn’t know what to do next. Trying to shake Declan’s hand seemed ridiculous, but I also wasn’t sure how to take the next step.

“Tell me why you picked me,” Declan said, breaking the tension. Or, at least changing it.

I bit my lip. “There was something that Joshua had written down in your profile.” I took a deep breath. It had been in the back of my head since I’d seen it, but I didn’t know how to even think about what it meant.

“Oh?”

I swallowed hard. “That you...sometimes enjoyed playing with rope.”

He cocked his head to the side and smiled. He took me in again, and the smile turned into a dark grin. “Hence the robe.” He walked toward me and slowly untied the belt of the robe. The robe fell open as he pulled the belt free, but he didn’t even look at my body yet. He pulled the belt tight between his hands, testing it. “And you want to be tied up and fucked while your husband watches. Is that what you’re thinking?”

My cheeks had to be scarlet. “I think so,” I said. “I don’t...”

He traced the silk down my skin, from my neck to my navel, making me shiver. “You’ve never done this before.”

“No.”

“But you’ve thought about it?”

“A little.”

He raised his eyebrows and nudged the robe open a little further. The scraps of lace that passed for a bra did nothing to hide my nipples, which were so hard and sharp that they could cut glass. “Maybe more than a little.”

“I’ll tie you up with this, if that’s what you want,” he said, his voice delightfully dark. “But you’ll need to be very clear with me about what you want. Understand?”

I nodded. “Yes. Please.”

He pushed the silk robe off my shoulders and let it pool at my feet. He finally seemed to notice the white lace. He ran his hands down my sides, testing the weight of by breasts in his hands and gently cupping my pussy for a moment. “You’re a pretty little thing.”

I gasped at the sensations running through me and arched my body into his hands. I couldn’t anticipate what he was going to do next, and my body was thrilling at the sensation of newness.

He worked the hook of my bra, letting my heavy breasts spill free. I felt a moment of worry; I was no perky twenty-something, and my body had felt the effects of gravity. But the way he groaned with pleasure drove my worries away. He pulled my breasts to his mouth and sucked on my nipples, dragging his teeth over them in a way that made me whimper. My body shook with need. His hands traced down my arms, found my wrists, and tucked them behind my back. “I’m going to tie your hands together now,” he said, kissing his way back up my neck. “You’re going to be helpless. I’m going to do anything I want to you. Understand? Anything and everything.”

“Yes.” I groaned, arching up into his mouth.

“Good.” His grip tightened, and he twisted me around so that my back was to him. He pulled the silk robe off my shoulders and dropped by bra to the ground. He wrapped the silk tie around my wrists—running his fingers around the cloth once to make sure it wasn’t too tight—then tugged at my wrists. “Try and get free.”

“What?”

“I want you to understand that you’re bound. Try and move your hands.”

I giggled and moved my wrists, humoring him—and realized I couldn’t. I couldn’t separate my hands. I struggled with them, trying to shift or get free, and it wasn’t possible. My heart started to pound—and then my body went soft. He was there, wrapping an arm around my waist and shifting so that my weight fell back against him.

“Your head getting fuzzy?” Declan’s voice was soft.

I nodded. My body felt a little drifty—except for my clit, which felt like it had been electrified.

He made a purring sound against my neck. I whimpered, moving. He’d lost his clothing apparently, because his big cock was pressed into my hands, and he was very hard. I turned, trying to stroke him and urge him on, but he dodged me. “Simple words, then. I’ll tell you what to do, baby girl. I’ll tell you how to move, and where to go, and what to do. You only have to listen. Understand?”

I nodded again.

“I’m going to need a few words from you. Green means you’re fine and everything’s okay. Yellow means you need me to slow down or pause. Red means you need me to stop. Understand?”

I nodded. Then realized I had to say something and mustered myself. “Green.”

“Good girl. You learn quickly.” 

The grip on my wrists tightened as he used the ties to move me to the bed. He pushed me onto the mattress and down on my knees. Without my hands to balance myself, my face was pressed into the duvet. I couldn’t turn my head far enough to see him. He held my hands in place, close to my butt, and stroked my back. “Still green, baby?”

“Yes,” I panted. I felt exposed. Helpless. My body was wide open. “Green.”

He nudged my knees wider, and my cunt spread more. I groaned. I was soaking wet, and I knew my pussy would be glistening with my arousal. “Look at you, baby,” he said. He ran his fingers through my wetness, teasing for just a moment at the opening of my cunt, and I whimpered. I would have tried to push back on him, fill myself with him, but his hands kept me helpless. “Soaking wet and begging to be used.”

“Tell me what your husband usually does,” he said, teasing me with another long stroke. “How does he fuck you?”

“He goes down on me first,” I managed to gasp out. Declan’s fingers were teasing my clit so lightly it was distracting. “Makes sure I come on his face. Then he fucks my cunt. Occasionally, he fucks my ass, too.”

“Does he make sure you come?” He circled my cunt with one finger, teasing inside of me again. I groaned, but before I could move more, his finger trailed back to circle my other hole, pressing ever so lightly inside. I cried out, my body heaving with need. “Hush, baby,” he said, stroking my ass again. “We’ve got plenty of time. I’m going to use you until you’re exhausted. Until you can’t take anymore. Understand?”

“Yes,” I said. “Yes. Okay. Green.”

“Good girl.” He went back to that light teasing that was making my brain short circuit. Joshua always used a firm touch, a steady hand. I knew exactly where the pressure was coming from and how he would apply it next. Declan’s hands were a mystery, new and fresh, and he was making me gasp and groan and whimper as he explored my body with feather light touches. I could feel an orgasm close in, the pleasure and need washing over me in waves. My body spasmed, craving him, desperate to be filled. He didn’t change the speed of his teasing, just drew out the pleasure like taffy, pulling me under the waves until I was panting.

“What a hungry slut you are,” he murmured. “I thought I’d at least have my tongue in you before you were coming for me. You’re needy. Craving being used, aren’t you?” His lips pressed on the back of my thigh, and I shuddered. “Or are you just such a rope slut that you can’t control yourself now?”

He was right. The silk tie wrapped around my wrists had unleashed something in me. My body was aching, desperate, made of need. I didn’t have to hold anything back, didn’t have to try and be anything other than this hungry slut that I’d always been.

Declan’s hands were on my hips, guiding me onto my back and helping me shift around so that my hands were above my head. He guided me to hold one of the bed posts. “If I knew you better, I’d tie you there,” he said, his face dark. “But I’m not going to do that tonight. So just be a good girl and hold on.” Then he spread his thighs and buried his face in my cunt.

I screamed at the sensation. It was new and bright and shocking. Joshua never complained about going down on me, but Declan ate pussy like it was his job. He moaned into me, the vibration tearing through me as he dragged his teeth over my clit and fucked me with his tongue. I rode his face, hungry and desperate and more than eager. Pleasure smashed through me, more than an orgasm, and when he worked his fingers into my cunt, I screamed again. I was pulsing around his fingers, my body milking them and still craving more.

“Such a slut,” he said, tearing his mouth away from me for just a moment, pumping his fingers into me in a fierce rhythm that kept the intense waves of pleasure stretching. “This is what you were always like. This is what you are. Coming on another man’s tongue while your husband watches. Tell him how much you like it.”

I struggled to find the words, but when they didn’t come, there was a sharp crack of pain as Declan slapped my breast with his free hands. “Words, slut, or I know it’s too much and I need to stop.”

“Incredible,” I gasped, still riding the pleasure. Declan buried his face in my pussy again, and I screamed, the pleasure twisting me up into a tiny knot. “Fuck. Fuck, Declan, oh god.”

He twisted his fingers deep in my cunt and I exploded, shattering on his face and his fingers, gushing all over him. He moaned at every pulse of my body around him, keeping his fingers moving as the aftershocks rolled through me. When my body finally relaxed a tiny bit, he was there, his cock pressing against me. “I need my cock in your cunt, Lizzie,” he said. Even the way he pronounced my name was new and fresh and exciting. “I’m big, and I’m going to stretch you. And you’re going to take it. Understand?”

“Green,” I gasped. “Fucking green.”

“Good girl.” He pushed forward, the head of his cock spreading me wide, and I cried out, arching at the sensation. I clung to the bedpost, arching my hips to give him a good angle as he drove his cock into me. The burn of it drove me higher, hotter, and as he worked his cock into me, I thought I would die from the pleasure. He made low, hungry grunts with every thrust, clearly loving how my body squeezed him. He was too big for me, so big I was going to split open, so big that I couldn’t possibly take him.

And then I felt him slide all the way home, his thick cock bottoming out in me, and he let out a low curse. “You’re so fucking tight,” he murmured. “I never dreamed a slutty girl like you would be this tight.”

I wanted to bury my hands in his hair and beg him to fuck me, no matter how hard it hurt. I forced myself to keep my grip on the bedpost.

“Try and get your hands free,” he snarled. “Fucking try it. See how it feels.”

I moved my hands, trying to pull my hands apart. All I managed to do was dig the silk into my wrists. I sank into the feeling, the sweet pain of it, and when he started to thrust into my cunt, I shattered. I wrapped my legs around his waist, tilting myself so that he could go deeper, and he swore. He was vicious with his movements, heavy and harsh, and every stroke made me cry out. Every stroke was thicker, harder, faster. I pulsed around him over and over, one unending orgasm that spread out into a million sensations.

“Yes,” he groaned. “Yes, just like that, baby, I love it.”

The words drove me over the peak, and I screamed as the pleasure finally snapped through me, everything tightening and then releasing in a spasm of ecstasy. I clung to the sheets, riding the pleasure as he fucked me through the waves and the aftershocks. He cursed with every pulse of my cunt around him.

When my body sagged, he grabbed my wrists and guided me up, turning me to face where the camera was. He got behind me and wrapped my bound arms around his neck. I felt his huge cock slide into me again, and the head pressed hard against that sweet spot deep inside me that drove me wild. “Your husband is watching you,” he murmured in my ear. I groaned, deep. “He can see just how it looks to have a big fat cock slamming into his wife’s cunt. Do you think he likes it?”

I remembered Joshua’s face when he handed me the folders. “Yes,” I whimpered. “Oh, god, yes.”

He thrust into me, one hand holding me steady while the other played with my tits, rolling my nipples between his fingers and slapping at them just enough to sting. “Look in the mirror, Lizzie.”

I forced myself to focus. I hadn’t realized; just past where Joshua had set up the camera, I could see the mirror on our dresser. From this position, I could see my naked body, see Declan behind me.

“Look how gorgeous you are,” he said. His hand moved down to my lower belly, holding me at just the right angle. “See how fucking good I look, slamming into you.”

I fixed my eyes on his cock, watching how he moved in me, fucking me like I was in my own personal porn film. He was huge, and seeing his thick cock disappear into my body over and over was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

“Do you think your husband is stroking himself, watching this?”

“I don’t know,” I gasped. I couldn’t look away from the sight of Declan’s cock. The aftershocks from the last orgasm had barely past, but I could feel my body spinning up again, tightening. I could feel his thighs bunching behind me, and he was breathing heavily in my ear. I didn’t know if he would survive me coming again. I didn’t think either of us cared. I needed him in me, needed him fucking me like this, needed it like I couldn’t have imagined.

“I think he is,” Declan said. “If he hasn’t come already, I think he’s close. I think he might be waiting for one more thing before he lets go.”

Declan moved his hand down and found my clit. My vision went white. I was full to bursting with his big cock, and at this angle, I was so stretched that I could barely feel him. He worked his fingers over the tight nub, making me groan and thrust back to meet him. His cock drove into that sweet spot, and I was so close it ached.

“Wait for me,” he said, but he didn’t slow down or ease up at all. “Wait for me, because I want your husband to hear me screaming your name when I come, and I want him to see what it does to you.”

“Oh god, yes, please.” I forced myself to breathe, to keep my body from releasing that final pulse of need that would tip me over the edge.

“Tell your husband you love him for this.”

Declan tugged hard on my clit, and I screamed. “I love you. Joshua, I fucking love you for this, thank you, fuck⁠—”

Declan let loose inside me with a roar, shouting my name and slamming into me. Feeling his hot cum shooting deep into my cunt sent me over the edge, screaming and grinding into him as my body spasmed over and over, milking his cock until his cum ran down my thighs. The heat of it set off another round of small shocks that tore through me, shredding me with pleasure, until I was sagging, drooping down in Declan’s arms. He moved me gently down into the bed as I gasped, trying to catch my breath.

“You can come in now,” he said, quietly. The little green light showing that the camera was active blinked off. As Declan untied my hands, the bedroom door opened. Joshua came in, and the flush in his cheeks made it absolutely clear that he had been stroking his cock, and he had come for me. Watching me get fucked by another man. Joshua came onto the bed and kissed the small marks the silk tie had left on my wrists.

“You,” he murmured, “are the sexiest fucking woman alive.”

I couldn’t manage any words that were going to matter, but I pulled off a big grin.

Declan pressed a soft kiss to the inside of my wrist. “We should do this again sometime,” he said.

“Next time, you could bring a friend,” Joshua said. “I think she’d like that.”

I thought of the folders on the dining room table. “Bring two.”

Both of them raised their eyebrows, then Joshua laughed. “Fine. Bring two.”

Declan nodded. “I’ll be in touch.” He leaned over and kissed my forehead, soft and gentle. “You were lovely, baby. Thank you.”

“See you soon?” My grin was sloppy, fuck-drunk and delighted.

“Very soon.”

“I’ll walk you down,” Joshua said. I let myself drift away for a little while.
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Idozed a bit while the men cleaned up and went downstairs, but I roused when our bedroom door opened again. Joshua closed the door behind him, crawled up onto the bed, and wrapped his arms around me.

“I’m all messy,” I murmured, but I didn’t object when he pulled me close.

“I know,” he said. He ran his hands over my breasts, my stomach, my cunt, all the places Declan had been. When he ran his fingers through my folds, which were soaked with cum and my own arousal, he moaned softly. I finally noticed that he was rock hard against me.

“Liked watching that?” I wiggled back against him, grinding my ass against his cock.

“Fuck, Lizzie,” he murmured. “I want you so much.”

“Then take me,” I said.

My careful, precise, tidy husband yanked his shirt over his head and threw it to the side of the bed. He didn’t even bother getting his pajama pants out of the way, just pulled them down far enough that he could sink his thick cock deep into me. We both groaned as he slammed into my soaked, messy pussy.

“You like fucking me all messy?” I wrapped my hands in his hair, urging him on.

“Yes,” he groaned. He slammed into me in a rhythm I didn’t know, hadn’t memorized. His fingers found my clit, aching and sore, and he plucked at it in a fresh motion. My body soared, wrapped around him.

“Like that,” I murmured, like I hadn’t needed to in years. “That feels so fucking good, Joshua, just like that.”

“More?” He dug his fingers in hard enough that I cried out. My body tightened around him, and he let out a harsh cry.

“Yes. Fuck, yes, like that.”

His thrusts were sharp, erratic, and I knew he had to be close. He held himself back tightly, clinging to all the control he’d gathered over the years. “Tell me how it felt,” he growled. “Tell me what it was like.”

“New,” I gasped, each word driving me closer to the peak I needed. “Sexy. Fresh. Stretched. It hurt. It hurt and I wanted it.”

Joshua cursed in my ear, and his fingers flew on my clit. I could feel his desperation, his need for me to come first. He always needed me to come first.

I forced myself to breathe, keep my body just on the edge of explosion. “I want to do it again. I want to be your hotwife. I want to fuck all the men you say I can. And you can watch, every time.”

I felt the moment he lost control, his orgasm ripping through him, his release slamming into me. The hot sensation, his fingers vicious on my clit, and the desperate knowledge that I had no idea whose cum would be on my thighs tipped me screaming over the edge after him. He clung to me as he thrust deep into me, over and over, his body wild and harsh in a way he hadn’t been in a decade.

We came down together, gasping and panting, clinging to each other. “Tell me you mean it,” he murmured into my hair. “Tell me you want to do this again.”

“Desperately,” I said. “This was amazing. I want this every time you’ll let me have it.”

Joshua laughed, pulling me back and twisting around so that he could claim my mouth in a fierce kiss. “How’s tomorrow sound?”

I laughed, kissing him back. We eventually made it into the shower to clean up. Before we got into bed, I saw him texting someone on his phone. He grinned at me before pulling me close to him and tucking us both under the sheets.

Apparently, I was in for some very busy nights. I couldn’t imagine anything better than this. I dipped into sleep in my husband’s arms. I’d never felt better in my life.

I couldn’t wait to tell my friends at our next knit night.


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. This is the third story featuring the Slutty Knitting Club. Find the entire series here.

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


[image: A woman in a black 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.

https://mybook.to/BikersHotwifeComplete


[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.

***

https://mybook.to/HotwifesNightOut
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