

THE HOTWIFE’S PRIVATE LESSON


THE SLUTTY KNITTING CLUB
BOOK 1


GRACE BEAUMONT



CONTENTS


Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Afterword
The Biker’s Hotwife
The Hotwife’s Night Out
About the Author



1




“I’m telling you,” Dawn said, setting her knitting down on the table. “Becoming Jim’s hotwife put all the spice back in our marriage. For the first time in years, I’m getting my needs met, and when I tell you it turns him on to hear about it—I am underselling it.” She fanned herself dramatically. “If you think Alan would be willing to try it, Claire, I highly recommend it.”

My cheeks were bright scarlet, and I was tempted to bury my face in the pretty lace cowl I was knitting. I wasn’t shy about sex—far from it, I’d been quite the happy slut in college—but my sex life with my husband, Alan, had died down over the past few years. He had finally earned the corner suite in his company, and he was always busy. When we did find time to have sex, it was great, but there was so little time. Plus, after we’d turned 40, my libido had ramped up to eleven while his had dialed back to a two. I was on my third vibrator this year, and it wasn’t even the end of the summer.

The good news was that, even though my venting about my frustrating about my lack of sex life had started this conversation, none of my friends were looking at me anymore. There were five of us, six including Dawn, who was our unofficial group leader. We gathered once a week at Sew Knotty, our local yarn store, to talk, knit, crochet, have snacks, and just generally be together. We’d been doing this for a year, and we were the best of friends. Until tonight, I would have sworn I knew everything there was to know about my friends.

“Okay,” Lizzie said, leaning forward. She was in her early 40s, like me, and had her dark brown hair pulled up out of her face. “I get the basic idea here. But explain to me how this works.”

Dawn laughed. “Sometimes he picks a guy, sometimes I do. And then I go out on a date with him. We fuck each other’s brains out. It’s incredible. Then I go home and tell Jim about it and get railed all over again.”

Dawn was in her 50s and had grown children. I’d heard her swear at her knitting plenty of times, but something about the way she said the word fuck in relation to the actual act made me blush a little.

“And he’s not jealous?” Lizzie continued.

Dawn shook her head. “Not at all. I was really worried about it at first, too, but I think he gets off on knowing he’s not there. That it’s happening without him knowing.”

I bit my lip. “Okay, but like. How did you find someone who you wanted to do that with?”

Suddenly, everyone at the table was looking at me. I tried not to hide. I’d told enough stories that everyone understood who I’d been in college, and that I had no shame about it, but I’d always been pretty clear that I was happy with Alan. Even if I was frustrated about the sex stuff. Alan was such a good husband, and even if I missed the kind of sex I’d had in college, he was a good man. He never had and never would cheat on me, he was kind and attentive whenever we were together, and he was still a wonderful lover.

But a woman had needs, and I was going to start crawling the walls. I was positive he would never go for something like this, but still. A new fantasy would still be nice for my quality alone time with my vibrating best friend.

Dawn took me absolutely seriously, and I loved her for it. “Sometimes they’re men I know, and sometimes they’re friends of Jim’s. It depends. Sometimes I see the same man more than once, and sometimes it’s just a one-night stand.” Her tone was careful. “The biggest thing is that we’re both comfortable. Sometimes Jim has told me to go out and find someone, and sometimes he’s told me that someone will be waiting for me to come home. We talk a lot, and we work out what we want.”

“Interesting,” I said. I wanted to ask about a million more questions, but I kept them to myself and turned back to my knitting. The other women kept talking about it, sharing stories of their own slutty college days, but I couldn’t stop mulling over this idea. Of Alan giving me a free pass to enjoy another man. To get this itch scratched without hurting him.

It was never going to be more than just a fantasy, but I was absolutely going to enjoy the fantasy for as long as I could.
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Alan was home when I got back from my knit night. He got up from his desk and wrapped me up in a hug. “Hey beautiful,” he said.

I leaned into him and smiled. He felt warm and soft, and being touched made my body run through with heat. But I tried not to think about it too hard. There was no point in getting wound up when I wasn’t going to get any satisfaction from it. I’d just end up frustrated. “Hello, husband.”

“Good night?”

“Mmhm.” I pulled back from him just enough to give him a light kiss. I expected him to kiss me quickly and then pull back, but instead, he pressed his mouth harder against mine. I whimpered and opened my mouth to him, and he tugged me against him, grinding my hips against his. I could feel him rock hard in his pants, and my body surged with electricity. “Alan,” I murmured.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said. “Want to go upstairs?”

“No,” I said, and then before the hurt could flash in his eyes, I kissed him again. “I want you to fuck me up against the wall. Like I’m the slut you met in college.”

Alan groaned, rocking his hips and grinding his cock into my belly. “Happily,” he growled. He shoved me backwards. I bounced just a little as my back made contact with the ball, but he was pressed up against me, one hand working the zipper of my pants and the other reaching up my shirt to find my nipple and roll it between his fingers. I whimpered, moving with him, arching my back to give him better access. He got my pants open just enough to slip his fingers inside my panties and find my clit, circling it with his fingers. My body knees went weak, and he shifted a little to catch my weight and let me drop into the sensation.

“You going to come on my fingers, you slut?”

I groaned and rolled my hips, trying to get the little bit of extra friction I needed. I loved it when Alan called me a slut, it made me boiling hot. “Please,” I whimpered.

He chuckled to himself just a little. “Happy slut.” He shoved my pants down far enough that he could work his fingers into my cunt and start thrusting them into me. I groaned and clung to his neck, fucking his hand as hard as he would let me.

And my brain slipped to what Dawn had talked about. About Alan sharing me with another man. Going out and finding some other guy to fuck. Who might take me back to his apartment, or a hotel, or fuck me up against a wall, just like this. I could feel my husband’s fingers, and I was imagining another man’s cock buried into me while he grunted into my neck.

The thought tipped me over the edge, and I screamed as I came, the orgasm smashing me into pieces around Jim’s fingers. He groaned as he fucked me through the aftershocks, while I whimpered and clenched around his fingers. When I came back to myself, he steadied me on my feet, then snagged a handkerchief to clean off his fingers. I fastened my pants and tried to catch my breath. I could see how hard he was in his pants, but when I reached for him, he batted my hand away gently. He led me into the living room, and we curled up together on the couch.

“What did you think of there, at the end?”

My cheeks went hot. “Just you. And me. It’s been a while, and you felt so good.” All of it was true.

It didn’t stop him from pulling back enough to get a clear look at my face. “Claire,” he said. His voice was gentle but firm. “We’ve been together for twenty years. Please don’t lie to me.”  I bit my lip, and he kissed the tip of my nose. “There’s no fantasy you’re going to tell me that’s going to upset me, and neither of us would ever do anything to hurt the other on purpose. So spill. What’s up?” He wiggled his eyebrows. “Who knows, maybe it’ll turn me on, too.”

I had to bury my face back in his chest before I could say it. “So Dawn got to talking about her and Jim tonight.” Alan had met all my friends at various points, and he certainly heard me talking about the women at my knit night often enough. “And she told us something I’d…never heard of before.”

“Oh?”

“She said she’s…his hotwife?”

Alan went completely still. “Is she?” A long pause. “Huh.” Another long beat. My throat was so tight it was hard to breathe. “And what did you think about?”

I couldn’t say the words.

“Is that what you were thinking about when you came screaming on my fingers?”

“Yes,” I murmured. Just thinking about it again made me wet, sent fire through my body and made me feel hungry and desperate.

A long pause, and then Alan took a very deep breath. “Is that something you’d ever want to do?”

It was like my brain frizzed out for a minute. I sat perfectly still and tried to figure out why he was asking. “You mean, in real life?”

“Mmhm.” He pulled me closer, and I realized that he was hard. Rock hard, even harder than he’d been before. “You, going out and fucking some other guy. Then coming home and telling me about it.”

“I would never cheat on you.”

“I know.” He kissed the top of my head. “But this wouldn’t be cheating. You’d have permission.” He laughed, quick and harsh. “Fuck, Claire, you’d have my blessing.” He shifted his hips, grinding his cock against me and letting me feel just how much he loved the idea of this.

I shifted so I could look deep into his eyes. “Do you really mean it?” If he said he was just teasing me now, I wasn’t sure what I’d do, but I had to ask.

He moved so that he was sitting up, then tugged me over so that I was straddling him, his cock notched up against me. “Desperately. I want this.”

I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him as hard as I could, then set a speed record for how quickly I could get naked and show my husband exactly how much I wanted to be his hotwife.
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The problem was figuring out the logistics. Alan said he’d let me know if he found someone that he thought was appropriate, but that if I found someone I wanted, all I had to do was send him a text so he’d know. Which sounded great on paper, but it left me a little lost. How was I supposed to find a guy who wanted to do this with me? I definitely wasn’t going to approach someone at work, and waiting for Alan to find someone seemed unnecessary. He’d definitely gotten a filthy look in his eyes when he suggested that I find someone on my own.

But every time I thought of being railed up against a wall by some stranger, I had to contemplate some serious private time. The idea turned me on so much it was hard to breathe. It made me nervous to think about indulging in this. What if Alan changed his mind? What if it screwed up our marriage? I didn’t want that.

The idea of being used until I was screaming, though, absolutely wrecked by a man, like I hadn’t been in years? I was willing to risk it.

Late in the afternoon, Alan texted me that he would be stuck in meetings after work and wouldn’t be home until well after dinner. I sighed. I thought of going home by myself and sitting down with a book and a glass of wine. Instead, when I left work, I headed toward Sew Knotty. I could at least stop by and chat with Michelle for a little bit before heading home. I really didn’t feel like heading home alone.

When I walked into the store, though, Michelle wasn’t there. Behind the cashier counter was a tall man, broad through the shoulders and barrel-chested. He was drop-dead gorgeous, from the dark brown hair that was flopping gently in front of his dark eyes to the easy smile that flashed across his face when I walked in. He had the fresh-faced look of a guy who hadn’t quite graduated from college, so when he looked me up and down, I told myself he was just taking in a stranger. I had worked to stay fit as I got older, but I wasn’t a perky twenty-something anymore, and a guy like that was probably dripping in arm-candy, if he wanted it. He wouldn’t be checking out a woman in her early forties.

“Hi,” he said. “Can I help you find anything?”

A guy who wants to fuck me so I can tell my husband all about it? Yeah, that wasn’t going to work. “Thanks,” I said. “But I’m just going to look around for a minute.”

“Sure,” he said.

I felt stuck. I could wander around the store and pet the yarn—no matter how many times I was here, something always felt new and fresh—but I hadn’t realized how much I needed to vent to one of my friends until they weren’t here. I sighed. Maybe I could call Lizzie or Emily and ask them to meet me at the house?

“Tough day?”

It took me a moment to realize that it was the guy behind the counter who’d spoken. “It’s fine,” I said, flashing him a bright smile. “Is Michelle here, though?”

He shook his head. “She’s sick. Nothing serious, but she couldn’t make it in. I’m a friend of the family, I said I’d fill in.”

“That’s kind,” I said. “I’m Claire.”

I stuck a hand out and he shook it. He held my hand for a moment longer than strictly necessary, and when he let go, his fingers traced over the pulse on the inside of my wrist. It sent an electric shock directly to my clit, and I gasped. My body was primed, given the filthy thoughts I’d been having for days. “Nice to meet you,” he said, and I forced myself to listen to his words instead of thinking about all the ways someone could do dirty things to my body while I screamed and begged for more. “I’m Deacon.”

“Hi,” I said. My voice was breathy and a little awkward. Suddenly, I knew. I wanted him to be the one. The man who used me.

I shifted my stance so that my hip was cocked a little to the side, and my breasts were just a little more visible. I’d been dressed fairly conservatively for work, but my slacks were well-tailored, and my blouse clung to my breasts nicely. I had always preferred push-up bras, and this one was doing god’s work and giving me cleavage for days. There was one moment where I thought I was about to make a total fool of myself, but then Deacon’s grinned, and his gaze traced my body much more obviously. I reached up to pull the clip out of my blonde hair, letting it fall around my shoulders, and I didn’t bother to hide it as I unbuttoned one more button on my blouse. Two little steps to go from work-appropriate to work slut.

“Has it been busy tonight?” I walked over to the counter and leaned on it, letting my arms push my breasts together. Deacon didn’t bother to hide that he drank in my cleavage for a long moment before bringing his gaze back to my face.

“Not at all,” he said. “I haven’t seen anyone but you in hours.”

“I see.” I reached out to touch his cheek with a finger. He let out a low sound that made my body run hot. “I’m sure Michelle wouldn’t mind if you closed the store early, then.”

He laughed a little, then shot a pointed glance at my left hand. Specifically my ring finger. “Sure that’s an offer you want to make?” His eyes skated over my body again, and then he cupped my chin in one big hand. “Because I’m going to take you up on it.”

I choked on the whimper that desperately needed to escape. “I need to send a text first.”

“Then sent it,” he said. His voice was a little more than a snarl, but not much. He grabbed the key from the cashbox and headed for the front door of the store while I pulled out my phone.

Hey, love. Still okay with me doing what we talked about the other night?




Alan’s reply only took a moment.

Yes. Just remember the one rule.




Tell you all about it?




Yes.




I promise.




“All set?” Deacon’s eyes were bright and dark at the same time.

“Yes,” I said.

“Good.” He studied me for another moment, then crooked a finger at me. I followed him obediently into the room at the back of the store that Michelle used for classes. When I was inside, he pushed the door shut. When he turned to me, his expression was the kind of dark that made me crave all kinds of things. “Your husband knows you’re here?”

He stepped close to me, and I backed up slowly, until I was up against the wall. “Yes,” I murmured.

His hand traced down my blonde hair, over my shoulder, and down to my breast. Even through the thick fabric, I could feel his thumb tracing over my nipple. It made me whimper, my body gush. “He doesn’t mind?”

“He likes it,” I said. Deacon undid another button on my shirt so that the top edge of my bra was exposed. He cupped both of my breasts and traced his thumbs over the sensitive tops of them. “He wants to hear about it when I get home.”

“We’ll have to make sure you have plenty to tell him.”

Deacon bent down and caught my mouth in a searing hot kiss as he plunged his hands into my bra to circle my nipples with his thumbs. I hissed, my mouth opening, and he dove forward, licking into my mouth as he dug his fingers into my breasts, hard. I whimpered and went up on my toes, and he laughed just a little.

“Do you like it when it hurts?”

“Yes,” I gasped, and he dug his fingers in just a little harder.

“Like this?”

“Yes, fuck.”

“Good,” he said. He kissed me again, pulling his hands free and running them down my sides to cup my ass. “Are you going to be a good slut for me?”

I groaned as he tugged my hips tight against him. I could feel the hard heat of his cock through his pants, and I knew he was big. It had been a long time since I’d been with someone who made me stretch and burn, and my body craved it. “Yes,” I whimpered, rolling my hips against him.

“Have you been craving some hot college cock to shake up your dreary life, hm?” He pulled me against him again, hard and sharp, and I cried out. “Get on your knees.”
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Idropped as quickly as he let me. He worked the fly of his pants for me, and I got his cock free. He was big, huge, and I swallowed hard. It was going to be work to suck him off, but I wanted this. I wanted to choke on his huge cock. I steadied myself on his thighs and licked the head of his thick, veiny cock. He cursed and closed his eyes for just a moment, and when I wrapped my mouth around the head, he moaned a little.

“Yes,” he said. “Suck my cock like a good slut.”

I had to force myself down on him. He was so thick that it hurt my jaw to take him. I pushed past my gag reflex to make enough room for him, swallowing hard and trying to work him well. He buried his fist in my hair and guided me at the pace he wanted. It was faster than I could have taken on my own, but he didn’t care; he used my mouth and forced me to keep up. My cunt was aching, gushing, and I was desperate for some friction between my legs to send me screaming.

“Such a hungry slut,” he said, his teeth clenched tight. “How long have you needed this, hm? How long have you been desperate for a cock like mine?”

I couldn’t make anything more than gagging sounds around his cock; he pulled me off and watched me gasp. “Always,” I said.

“You like choking on a big fat cock? Like a goddamn size queen?”

The dismissive tone in his voice undid me. If I’d had any kind of pressure on my clit at all, I would have come screaming. He must have seen it; he laughed, and then his cock was stuffed into my throat again. He slammed into me over and over, fucking my face harsh and hard. I could taste his salty precum with every thrust, and every time I managed to take more of him, he shoved harder and faster. Tears were streaming down my face as I fought to breathe.

I had no warning that he was on the edge, just a heavy grunt, and then a spray of hot cum into my mouth. Before I could swallow, he pulled out, spraying his load over my neck and tits, ruining my blouse, and leaving heavy ropes of cum dripping down my body. Cum dribbled out of my mouth, but I swallowed what I could, loving the thick feeling of him inside of me.

There was a tiny sparkle of disappointment. This had been wonderful, but I’d hoped for⁠—

He raised one eyebrow. “You don’t think we’re done, do you?”

I blinked. “What?”

He laughed. “I don’t know what kind of loser your husband is that you think you’re done after one blowjob. I’m not done with you until I’ve used you every way I want to—and I haven’t even had your cunt yet.” He wrapped his fist in my hair and pulled me to my feet, giving me just enough control that it didn’t really hurt. He spun me around, pressing my face and breasts into the wall. He held me still with his weight at my shoulders. “I hope you knew what you were getting into when we came back here,” he said. “I hope you knew that I was going to take you back here, fuck you until you were screaming, fuck you until I was satisfied, then send you home to your husband, wrecked and messy. Is that what you want?”

I groaned and rocked my hips, grinding on air, so desperate that my brain had shut off entirely. “Please,” I whimpered. “Please.”

“It’s cute that you think I care.” His voice was calm and cold, and it was an electric shock to my entire body. “It’s nice that you want it. It means that you’re not going to fight. But I’m going to take what I want. What you offered. It’s mine. Understand?”

That last word was just a little softer. It was my escape hatch, my chance to tap out. To ask for something softer, or maybe to leave all together.

“I understand.”

He snarled in my ear. “Good girl.”

He got the rest of the buttons on my blouse undone and untucked it from my pants. His hands over the smooth skin of my belly made me whimper, especially as he taunted under the waistband of my pants and the bottom of my bra. When he finally worked the front clasp of my bra and let my breasts fall free, I groaned. I felt self-conscious for just a moment; my breasts were heavy, and it had been a long time since they were perky and cute. But then he was rolling my nipples between his fingers, and I could feel his body pressed up against my ass. He was as hard as he’d been when he was in my mouth. He loved what he was feeling.

My body clenched on air, and I whimpered with a tiny rush of pleasure that left me gasping.

“Such a hungry slut that you’re close to coming already?” He laughed. “Let’s take the edge off for you, hm?”

He got my pretty work trousers unzipped and slipped his hand into my silk panties. He parted my folds and found my clit, circling it and taunting it as his other hand teased at my nipple. I cursed and moved between them, lost in the sensations.

“Don’t worry,” he murmured in my ear. “I’m not some two-pump chump who’s going to leave you needy. You’re going to come over and over until I say I’m done with you. Until I’ve wrung every single drop of pleasure out of your body. So you can let go. Feel good. I’ve got you.” His fingers moved just a little faster, found just the right spot and speed and hung there, and I was soaring, screaming, coming apart at the seams. My knees buckled and he caught me, his fingers still moving fast and hard, even when my body was shivering through aftershocks of the pleasure, until I squirmed and tried to get away.

He laughed and pulled back enough to work my pants and panties down my hips, helping me kick them to the side, then pushing my thighs wide. He’d kicked off his pants at some point; I felt his thick thighs and his heavy cock pressed against my ass. “Mmm.” He made a low, pleased sound as he stroked my ass with his hand. “Another day, I’d stuff my cock into your ass while you cried. But I want your cunt so badly. And I think you want it more. Don’t you, sweetheart?”

“Oh god, please.” I pushed back against him, feeling his cock against me.

“I’m big,” he said. “Even a slut like you is going to need to work to take me.”

“Please. I need it. I need your cock.”

He turned me so that my back was against the wall and I was facing him. He’d tossed his shirt off somewhere, and he pushed my shirt and bra off my shoulders. I flushed red for just a moment, naked in front of this gorgeous man, but the way his eyes lit up when he took me in banished my nerves. “You’re so fucking hot,” he said, running his hands over my body. He didn’t shy away from any of my curves. His cock was pressed into my belly, and I could feel him leaking just a little at the tip.

“Come here, baby,” he said, tracing a hand down to grip my ass and help me wrap a leg around his waist. He adjusted so that his cock was lined up with my cunt, and then pushed forward.

I whimpered at the sensation, the head of him pressing my cunt open, and then the burn followed as my body stretched wide to accommodate him.

“Don’t fuss,” he said, his voice sharper. He eased back a little, then fucked into me again, pushing farther and just a little harder. I gasped at the sensation, at how full I felt, even when he was barely inside me. “You can take it, baby, I know you can.”

“Fuck, Deacon. Oh, fuck.”

He grabbed both my wrists in one big hand and pinned them above my head. “Squirm as much as you want,” he said, pulling back the tiniest bit and then thrusting forward again. “This is what you get. You’re going to take every inch of my cock, and then you’re going to bounce on it until I’m satisfied. Understand? This is what you deserve.” He pressed another boiling hot kiss to my lips. “This is what a sexy-as-hell woman deserves.” 

I groaned hard and rolled my hips to meet his thrusts, relaxing as he pushed deeper into my body. He let out a low sound when he was finally seated deep in me, buried all the way. I rocked against him, urging him forward, and he started to move—but slowly, steadily, dragging his cock in every thrust. “More,” I whimpered. “Please, more. Harder.”

He laughed. “No. Trust me, baby. Let me take care of you.”

“Deacon, please, I need it. I need to come on your cock.” I needed it more than I’d ever needed anything. His slow, steady strokes were glorious, hot and sexy, but they weren’t enough.

“Don’t worry, baby. You will. Over and over. But you’re going to need to take what I give you. And I’m in no rush.” With the next stroke, he found that deep spot in me that felt like heaven. I cried out, forcing myself down on him, doing everything I could to urge him on. “There it is,” he said, his voice mild and calm. He twisted his hips just right and fucked into me, driving himself into that spot over and over. I felt the pleasure and tension building until I couldn’t stand it. When I tried to move, to fuck him back, he pinned me down with his weight. “I’ll fuck you rough when I want to. Enjoy this. Relax. Take it.”

It was one more stroke to undo me. I screamed as I came, clenching around his cock. My back arched off the wall, but he held me in place. He fucked into me slow with every stroke, forcing me to take every single spasm of pleasure my cunt would give.

When my body finally sagged, he chuckled a little. “Good girl,” he said. He grabbed my other leg and shifted me around so that both my legs were wrapped around his hips. He pinned me in place against the wall and shifted so that he was buried all the way into me. “Now you can have that rough fuck you want so badly.”

There was no build up, no gentle shift into movement. He moved fast and hard, slamming into me hard and fast. My body burned as he forced me open, stretching me on his cock. I had no leverage against him; he held me in place, and I took his cock. Every one of his thrusts was paired with a heavy grunt. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled. “I didn’t think a hungry slut like you would be tight like this.”

“I’m not tight,” I choked out; his cock was buried so far into me I thought I could taste him at the back of my throat. “You’re just that fucking big.”

He let out a low, hot sound, and I could feel his body pulse hard into me before he got control of himself again. I grinned.

“You like it when I talk dirty?”

“Yes,” he snarled. “Do it.”

“I’m so full of your cock it hurts.” I whimpered with every thrust. “You’re splitting me open, you’re so big.”

“Biggest you’ve ever had,” he said. His thrusts were harsh, almost vicious.

“Yes. Ever.”

“You want my cum in your cunt, slut?” His voice was tight as a steel cable. He found just the right angle, slamming into that deep spot, and my body was tensing and clenching around him.

“Yes. Deacon, please, fuck, yes.”

“Take it,” he snarled. He came with a roar, his cock spasming deep in me. The wave of his cum swept me up and sent me over the edge, screaming as my body pulsed around his thick cock, milking him. He fucked me through all of it, and he was so thick and heavy that cum was running down my legs.

He pulled free and set me down, steadying us both for a moment. I was gasping, aching, and trying to catch my breath. “Fuck,” I murmured. “That was⁠—”

“Not done,” he said. He wrapped his hand in my hair and pushed me over to the table in the middle of the room, guiding me to bend over it until my chest was pressed down on the tabletop. “There’s a hole here I haven’t played with.” His fingers traced the crack of my ass, pausing for a moment over the tight hole there. He teased at it for a moment, running his finger around my rim. I groaned heavily. My body was wet and loose and so very eager. He dipped one finger just a bit inside and I cried out. “Like that, slut?”

“Fuck, yes.”

“Does your husband do this for you?” Two fingers now, circling the rim and then pressing just the tiniest bit inside, just enough to make me needy.

My cheeks flushed red. “No.” Alan didn’t like any kind of anal play. He wasn’t rude about it, and sometimes he’d fuck me while I had a plug in my ass, but he never let me have his fingers, much less his cock.

“Are you a pretty anal slut, Claire?”

The words drove me wild. His fingers were still teasing lightly at my rim, and I rocked my hips, trying to take him inside me. “You are,” he murmured. “Your pretty cunt has soaked your ass so much, but not enough to take my big fat cock. But maybe…” He went back to just one finger, pressing it in a little further. I whimpered, my cunt clenching on nothing, my clit electric and needy. I rocked with him, and he thrust his finger slowly, pushing deeper into that hole. It wasn’t enough. I wanted so much more. But without…

“There’s lube in my purse,” I whimpered. I’d tossed it in on a whim not long after Alan and I had that first conversation. It had felt silly at the time, but it was sure as hell convenient now.

“Stay here,” he said. He disappeared for a moment, and I took a second to breathe. To feel my body. I’d come so hard, and I was still so desperate and needy. I knew what I needed. I needed to come when I was so full there was no room left.

My purse landed on the table next to me. “Grab what you need,” he said. “And grab your cell phone. We’re going to make a little call.”

“What?” I reached into my purse and pulled out the little packet of lube. I passed it to him. I pulled out my phone.

“Call your husband.” His voice was dark, deep. I could feel his cock hard against me, pressed against my pussy. He ran the head through my arousal, coating it. “He’s going to hear what’s happening.”

“He’s in a meeting…” Deacon teased his cock at the opening of my cunt, and my body went totally boneless. I stopped thinking. All I wanted was his cock, buried in me. Anywhere he wanted to put it. I was desperate.

“I don’t care,” Deacon said. “It doesn’t matter. Understand? It’s completely irrelevant. He should know that another man is balls-deep in his wife. Dial.”

I groaned, trying to collect myself enough to unlock my phone and find Alan’s contact as Deacon swirled his cock around my opening, taunting me. I tried to shift, to push him in, but he avoided me easily. I managed to get the phone ringing, then let my forehead fall to the table. I couldn’t think with Deacon so close to spearing me on his cock again.

I heard Alan pick up. He sounded confused and maybe a little concerned when he said “Hello?”

I started to say something—anything—but then Deacon slammed his cock home into me in one long, vicious stroke, and it was everything I could do not to scream. Deacon slammed into my cunt at a brutal pace. I clung to the table, trying to grip something so that he wouldn’t fuck me right off the edge. I heard Alan say, “Excuse me for a moment, gentlemen,” and then the sound of a door closing. “Claire?” He sounded curious now. I was soaked, and Deacon’s cock slamming home into me was making filthy, unmistakable sounds. I was vaguely worried that Alan would be upset, this hadn’t been our deal, but I was far too gone to care. I could feel another orgasm spiraling up through me, and my body was desperate for more.

Deacon plucked the phone out of my hand without any ceremony and tapped the speaker button. “Do you like the sound of another man fucking your wife?” His voice was calm, almost conversational. “Because I’ll tell you, she feels really good wrapped around my cock like this. Say hi to your husband, Claire.”

“Hi, honey—” Another vicious thrust cut off my words.

“She’s already come for me twice,” Deacon said. “And I’m sure she’s got more in her. The way she’s clenching around me right now, I think she might be close. If you don’t want to listen, hang up.”

Alan didn’t hang up. I heard the creak of his old chair as he settled down in his office.

I could almost hear Deacon grin. “I’m going to stuff her ass. She says you won’t, so I’m going to take care of her like you don’t.”

I groaned, and when I felt the cool gel spreading onto my ass, the sensation on my delicate skin was almost enough to tip me over the edge. Then his fingers were spreading me open, pressing past the tight rim of my ass and filling me up. Two, and then three, and then I was screaming as he slammed into both my holes together, splitting me open over and over.

“I think she likes it,” Deacon said, his voice heavy.

I heard a heavy moan from the other end of the phone. I knew that sound, knew Alan had his cock out and was stroking to the sound of me getting fucked by another man, and it was enough to tip me over the edge. I screamed as the orgasm tore through me, leaving me screaming and sobbing with pleasure. Deacon didn’t even slow down. Every thrust into me was a thick grunt as my cunt squeezed him, tried to pull him along with me.

“She’s not done,” Deacon said. “She’s not done because I’m not done, and I’m using your wife until I’m through with her. Isn’t that right, Claire?”

I tried to organize myself enough to say something, but I was full of pleasure and cock and fingers, and my brain was absolutely gone.

Deacon laughed. “Can’t think of anything to say? Fine. Stuff your mouth with your fingers, then. Turn yourself into a gang-banged whore while I make you scream.”

I did it without thinking, stuffing three fingers into my mouth and fucking my face with them in time to Deacon’s vicious thrusts into my cunt and my ass. I could feel the pleasure tightening my body, threatening to shred me into ribbons, and I wanted it so much.

“Wait for me,” Deacon snarled. “You’re going to come while I’m spilling into your cunt, you hear me? You wait, slut.”

I forced myself to stay relaxed, to keep the pleasure from twisting me up like it wanted to. Tears were streaming down my face as I tried to keep myself under control.

“I’m close, slut.” Deacon’s voice sounded strained, and he was railing my body so hard I thought he might break me. I didn’t care. “When you come, you’re going to scream my name, understand? Scream my name like it’s my cock in your mouth. Scream so your husband knows who’s fucking you tonight. Tell me you understand.”

I knew what he wanted. I forced the words out around my fingers without slowing down. The sounds were garbled, choked, and he didn’t care.

“Then do it,” he snarled. “Come for me like the slut you are, baby.”

Pleasure roared through me like he had commanded it. I came harder than I had all night, my vision going back and stars. I choked out his name around my fingers, and I felt him slam home in me as he released, shouting my name. Short, sharp little thrusts into my cunt as he spilled his hot white cum deep into me, painting me inside. The heat set off another wave of pleasure, leaving me whimpering and panting.

He rocked into me as my body spasmed and shook until the aftershocks passed. He guided my fingers out of my mouth. “Blow your husband a kiss, baby,” he said. He held the phone close to my face, and I managed a weak little mwah sound. Deacon laughed. “I’m going to send her home dirty,” he said into the phone. “I hope you enjoy your wife wrecked.”

He disconnected the call before Alan responded. He gathered me gently into his arms, pulling me close and petting my hair with a clean hand as my body gradually calmed. I ached everywhere, and it was glorious. “Thank you,” Deacon murmured into my hair.

“I’m really glad Michelle was sick tonight.”

He laughed. “Same here,” he said. “You’re incredible.”

“Thanks.” His hands roamed my body gently, stroking me and washing away the sensations that were too much. I clung to him for a little while longer. When I could stand steadily, I cleaned up in the bathroom enough that I wouldn’t ruin my clothes, then gave Deacon one last kiss and headed home to my husband.
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When I opened our front door, Alan was waiting for me. He slammed the door behind me and grabbed my hand, pulling me up to our bedroom before I could even get my shoes off. I giggled just a little; he hadn’t acted like this since we were in college.

In the bedroom, he yanked his clothes off and stripped me efficiently. He pulled me into his arms and dragged us down to the bed. He was rock hard against my thigh, and his little grinding motions against my hip made my body awaken with heat and need again.

“I didn’t clean up,” I said.

“Good.” He rolled onto his back and pulled me to straddle him. “Tell me. All of it.”

I lifted myself so he could line his cock up with my body, then lowered myself onto him. He cursed and slammed up into me. “He came in me twice, Alan,” I murmured, moving on him and meeting his thrusts. “I’m soaked in his cum.”

My husband groaned, fucking up into me harder. He knew just the right angle, just the right spots to hit to make my body respond. My clit was humming with a different sort of need. “More.”

“He fucked me up against a wall.” I shivered, thinking of how much it had hurt when he bounced me on his cock, and how much I had loved it. “He filled my ass and my cunt and made me scream.”

Alan cursed. He slammed into me, yanking me down onto his cock. His thighs were tense enough to shake under me. “I’m close, Claire,” he growled. He worked a finger between us and curled it so that every time I took his shaft, his finger dragged over my clit. My body shivered and tightened. I was just as close as he was. “Tell me more.”

“I loved it,” I said. I rocked my hips to get that last bit of friction. I could feel my body on the edge, tightening to a pinpoint. “I want to do it again.”

He came hard and fast, his body jerking into me, holding my hips in place as he railed up into me. I tipped over the edge with him, screaming as he shot hard and fast into my cunt, his cum mixing in me until I was so full I was leaking out onto his thighs. I rocked on him, letting the pleasure play out as he finished. He pinched my clit viciously, and one last wave of need tore through me. The orgasm was small, compared to everything else that had happened, but it was sharp and harsh, and just what I needed to finally, fully, let go. He nursed me through it, then gathered me close to him.

“You mean it?” he asked, when I’d finally caught my breath.

“What?”

“That you want to do it again.”

“God yes,” I said. “That was so fucking hot.” I bit my lip. What if he didn’t want to?

He snarled into my neck and yanked me close to him, his cock half hard against my thigh. I chuckled just a little to myself. Apparently there was no risk of that.

“What are you laughing at?” He nipped at my collarbone and I groaned, wrapping him up and holding him close.

“That Dawn’s never going to believe we tried this.” Or Lizzie, for that matter. She’d seemed so fascinated when we’d been talking at knit night. I wanted to make sure she knew just how good this felt.

Alan led me into our shower. We cleaned up, and then crawled back into our bed. He snuggled me close and kissed my hair. “My lovely wife,” he murmured.

“Your lovely hotwife,” I said, wiggling myself just a little closer.

He laughed quietly. “Yes, love. My lovely hotwife.”

I made a soft, happy sound, and let myself sink into him. This was where I belonged, and I loved every second of it. I couldn’t wait to do 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 get a collection of 5 sexy stories about the older vixens and the sexy young studs who give them exactly what they need.
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon! Keep reading for snippets of more of my favorite hotwife stories.


[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.
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