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“What are you looking at?” I leaned my head onto my husband’s shoulder to see what he was checking out on his phone. He had a look that made my belly tingle; it was the look he’d started to get the past few weeks when he had found a new spot where he thought I’d find a man I could fuck.

I’d turned 43 this past year. While most men would get their wife some boring gift, my husband Eli had decided that what I really needed was to spend the summer touring the East Coast on the motorcycles that had been gathering far too much dust in our garage. After just a few days on the road, he’d confessed his deepest fantasy. He wanted to share me with other men and hear all about my adventures.

He wanted me to be his hotwife.

I’d been nervous at first, but now? After we’d experimented a few times, I was as turned on by the prospect as he was. He’d had to work hard to convince me to settle down and marry him, committing myself to just one man for the rest of my life. Having a hall pass every once in a while was exactly what I needed to ease all my aches. I loved Eli more than anything, but our sex life had slowed down as we got older…but my sex drive hadn’t.

This was the perfect arrangement.

I leaned over his shoulder expecting to see the webpage for a bar or club nearby. Instead, he was looking at a social media group for a big poker tournament happening in the next town over from where we’d holed up for a few days. I swallowed a little bit of disappointment. Eli loved to play poker, and he was pretty good at it. I couldn’t expect him to spend every single moment thinking about my pleasure. He deserved to have fun on this trip as well.

Although he’d certainly enjoyed every single one of my adventures. I’d never seen my husband as turned on as he was when I told him about the men who used me. The different ways I’d been used were turning him on more and more.

“Looks like fun,” I said. “We should go.”

He glanced at me and kissed me on the cheek. “You don’t like poker very much.”

I shrugged. “It’s okay, I can go to cheer on my man.”

He laughed and wrapped an arm around me. “Thanks, Cait. You’re always my best good luck charm.”

I snuggled into him. “Happily, love.” And, privately, I wondered if I might find someone else there who wasn’t quite so into a poker game, and who might want to slip away from the tables for a bit. Maybe Eli and I could both have fun tonight.
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The poker tournament was being held in a small building in the center of town, the kind of community center that would serve as many different purposes as the town needed. There were three different men helping to set up card tables and poker chips. One was absolutely huge, broad through the shoulders and barrel chested, with dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. He’d introduced himself as David when he shook Eli’s hand. There was a slimmer, much younger man who’d been introduced as Rich; he had curly brown hair that was just a little long. The third was Tim. He looked like the star of a college swim team, broad through the shoulders and narrow at the waist. He was also the only one who deliberately and visibly checked me out, his gaze tracing from my breasts to my ass and back again without any shame.

“Sorry,” David said to Eli, though I didn’t think he was all that sorry. “Local players only. This is for fun, not for some out-of-town card sharp to come in and fleece everyone here.”

I laughed a little, and all four of them glanced at me. “He’s not that good at poker,” I said.

David lifted an eyebrow. “Yeah, and I’m sure you’re not that good at playing pool, right up until a man doubles down and then leaves with an empty wallet.”

Ouch. That stung. In part because it was pretty true.

Eli shrugged, resigned to his fate. “Thanks anyway,” he said. “Best of luck to you.”

I followed him out to the parking lot and wrapped my arms around him in a hug. “Sorry,” I said. “I know you were looking forward to some fun of your own.”

“It’s no big deal,” he said, even though it clearly was. “We can find something else to do.”

I took a long look back at the plain, unassuming building. All of the places he’d sent me to have my fun were bars that were just this side of seedy, just a little dark and dim, and just a little naughty. This place was different. Community-oriented.

But there was nothing community-oriented about a poker tournament.

“What do you say I go back and see if I can convince them to let you play?

Eli’s eyebrows went up. “You can be very convincing.”

“Let’s see what I can do.”
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Before I walked back into the community center, I tugged my top down lower to show off my tits better, let my long hair out of its braid, and put a little extra sashay in my hips. My skinny jeans had the potential to be awkward, but they did make my 43-year-old ass look absolutely amazing.

David saw me walking back in and moved to intercept me. “I said your man can’t play, and neither can you.”

I stepped into his personal space, leaning up against him just a little. I was tall in my boots, but I still had to tilt my head up to look him in the eye. “That’s fair,” I said. “I understand your rules. But I was wondering if I could convince you to bend them just a little.” I traced one finger from the collar of his shirt down his thick chest to hook in the buckle of his pants. I gave just a little tug and put as much purr in my voice as I could. “I’d do anything you wanted?”

His face stayed impartial, but he didn’t hide the long look he took at my cleavage. With my top pulled down, my push-up bra was doing double time, and he could see practically see my nipples. “I don’t know,” he said. His voice was neutral, but his eyes were not. “I’d take a lot of convincing.”

I could feel Tim and Rich looking at us now, too. “I bet your friends would also need to be convinced,” I said. “A lot.”

Tim cleared his throat. “And how does your husband feel about this?”

I laughed. “Who do you think sent me back in? Call him, if you want. He loves to watch.”

Alex let out a low curse.

“You want to take all of three of us at once,” David said.

“In a row. All at once.” I gave another tug on his belt buckle. I couldn’t have moved him if I wanted to, but he let himself sway closer to me. Even through his jeans, I could feel how hard he was, and when I palmed his cock through his jeans, my mouth went a little dry at how big he clearly was. “Whatever you want.”

“And what if we decide he still can’t play?”

I shrugged. My body was hungry, and my panties were already soaked. Tim and Rich were moving closer. Oh god, I wanted this so much. “I don’t care,” I said. “I just want to get fucked.”

David laughed, and the desire I could feel in his cock finally showed in his face. “Oh, I think the three of us can manage that.” He nodded at Alex. “See if he wants to come in and watch his wife get wrecked.”

David wrapped his fist in my hair. I let out a happy little his as he used it to turn me so that my back was to his front. “What do you think, Tim?”

Tim studied me carefully, almost analytically. “She’s wearing way too many clothes to decide.”

David nodded. “Fair. Let’s solve that.”

They pulled my t-shirt over my head, and David held me still while Tim worked my jeans down my legs. My boots were gone. When I was standing there in my bra and panties, Alex walked back in with Eli behind him. I shivered, my nipples pebbling hard against the cool air. David reached one big hand inside my bra and kneaded my breast, his fingers rolling my nipple in a way that made me whimper and groan.

“Enjoy the show,” he said, his voice clearly directed at Eli.

Eli didn’t say anything. He pulled a chair away from one of the tables and dropped into it, his legs wide. The first time we’d done this, he’d watched me, and other times he’d heard me on the phone as I came screaming someone else’s name. But this was different somehow. I knew these three men were going to use me mercilessly. They were talking about me almost like I wasn’t there. It soaked my cunt, made me want to beg.

“Put her on the table,” Tim was saying. “I want to see my cock in her mouth.”

I wasn’t sure when they’d gotten naked as well, but when I glanced at him, he was completely nude, and his thick cock was jutting out from his hips. I wanted it in my mouth more than anything, and I started to drop to my knees.

David’s hand in my hair pulled. “He said the table.” He boosted me up so that I was sitting on the table edge, then guided me around so that I was laying down, facing up, my head hanging off the edge of the table. I wasn’t sure what was going to happen until Tim’s cock took all of my attention. The thick head tapped at my lips, and I opened for him, ready to suck him like the greedy slut I was. I’d never taken a man like this, but as soon as he pushed into my mouth, I could feel how different it was. I groaned as he shoved past my gag reflex, swallowing him hard. At this angle, when he pushed hard, I couldn’t breathe. I gripped the edge of the table to hold myself steady. I gasped as he pulled back, sucking in air hard before he slammed forward again. He was big, and it would have been work to take him on my knees. Here, all I could do was open my mouth and relax my jaw and trust that he’d let me breathe again. My cunt twisted with eager need, and I clung to the table. With every thrust, his sack slapped into my forehead. I whimpered over and over again. Asking three men to fuck me was slutty and gorgeous; this was humiliating.

And I liked it.

Hands shoved my knees apart, and I felt my panties slip off my hips. With no other warning, two thick fingers were splitting my cunt. With Tim’s cock and sack filling my vision, all my attention focused on timing my breathing as he started to thrust faster into my mouth, I had no idea who was there. I heard someone calling me a hungry slut, and then wet heat closed over my clit. It didn’t matter that I could barely breathe around the cock in my mouth; I screamed. My body was so tight and eager that two quick trusts combined with the harsh suck on my clit sent me tumbling over the edge into an orgasm. Tim cursed and yanked his cock out of my mouth. As I arched my back, riding the pleasure, he stroked his cock harshly for just a second before his cum spilled all over my face and chest. The hot sensation set me off again just as the orgasm had been waning. My body clenched on those tight fingers again and again. “Fuck,” I murmured.

“And that’s just the beginning,” David said. “Let’s see how full our little slut can be.”

The hot mouth stopped torturing my clit, and I was pulled to sitting. I saw Alex there, his face wet with my juices and his fingers still buried deep in me. He was naked, too, his cock hard and eager. His was short but thick, veiny and dark red. My eyes went wide, staring at him.

He laughed. “Worried you can’t take it?”

I swallowed hard. The cum was cooling on my skin, going sticky, and my cunt was soaked. My nipples were hard enough to cut glass. “No, just worried it’s going to hurt.”

“Worried, or excited?” He twisted his hand, and instead of two fingers buried in me, there were four. I cursed and rocked my hips, seeking him even as his fingers split me open.

I felt someone behind me—Tim. He tugged me backward just a little, my back resting on his chest, giving Alex a better angle to slam his fingers into me. Tim lifted my breasts out of my bra, kneading and twisting them to make me cry out. When Tim reached down far enough to press a finger against my clit, spinning in lazy circles, I bucked my hips. I was pinned between them and barely had enough leverage to do anything, but my body demanded movement. Pleasure was spinning through me, hot and needy, and I chased my orgasm like the hungry slut I was.

“This is obviously not your first time,” Alex said, his fingers driving into me, the ache chased by sparkling pleasure with every thrust. “I’d think you’d be loose and sloppy now. But no, you’re still tight enough that I really think it is going to hurt when you take my cock.”

I whimpered, and with the little leverage I had, I rocked my hips, trying to take his fingers deeper. Behind me, I could feel Tim’s cock stirring again as my back moved over him, offering pressure and friction. He wasn’t hard again yet, but I knew he would be. I knew he wasn’t done with me.

The first burst of tight need started to spin through me, and Alex’s fingers disappeared. I screamed at the loss, but before I could do more, he’d yanked me to the edge of the table, and his thick cock drove into my cunt. I was tight, so tight that it hurt. He didn’t go slow or give me time to adjust. The orgasm slammed back into me, bowing my back and driving me down hard enough that he swore. I split around him, aching and crying as he fucked, fast and cruel.

“Pretty slut,” he said as I started to circle back down to earth. “I knew you could take it.”

I whimpered, sagging against Tim. My body felt loose and soft, tired, and I knew they weren’t even close to done with me.

“Aw,” I heard David say. I distantly wondered where he’d been all this time. “And I haven’t even had my turn.”
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“Ithink we’re going to need to slow down for just a moment,” David said. “As much as I hate that. But I want her to feel every single moment of what I have planned.”

Alex slowed down, but he didn’t pull out. He stroked me just enough to stay rock hard in my cunt. Tim shifted behind me, moving so that my head was just barely on his lap, and I was mostly lying on the table again.

“I think the problem,” David said. “Is that no one has trained this slut to behave.” He leaned over me, unfastening my bra and easing it off my arms. Without the dedicated efforts of the pushup bra, it was clear how soft and loose my tits—and therefore, the rest of my body—had gotten over the years. I put in plenty of work to stay fit, but there was no denying that things were different at 40 than they had been at 20.

But two of these men were probably still in college, and they were clearly desperate for me. One of them was hard in my cunt, and the other’s cum was dried on my chest. I was wanted. I was needed. The knowledge sent a flurry of awareness and heat through my body, and I shifted my hips to meet Alex’s next gentle thrust.

There was a sharp sting as David brought his hand down hard on my breast. “That’s what I mean,” he said. “No one has taught this slutty girl how to be patient. How to wait her turn.” His hand tightened on my chin and turned me to look at him. “You probably just get to cum whenever you want, don’t you?”

I bit my lip, not sure how to answer. It earned me another stinging slap on my breast, and I howled. “Yes? Yes. I just—it happens.” I wasn’t sure what he was getting at. What the alternative was.

“Not this time,” he said. “I’ve counted three orgasms in just the past few minutes. That’s enough to take the edge off for anyone.” A third stinging slap sent another rush of heat to my cunt, and I would have argued if I could have thought through the pain. My brain was spinning. Eli had never dreamed of playing with pain at all. It was against his nature. But this felt good. Incredible. I wanted more of it.

Desperately.

“So now we’re going to play a fun game,” David said. “The rules are simple. You don’t come until I say.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but Alex drove hard into me, making me cry out. David laughed. “Of course, it seems like taking the edge off doesn’t mean much for a desperate slut like you.” He stood still for a moment, tapping his thumb on his teeth. He’d lost his shirt at some point, but he was still wearing his jeans. He nodded at Alex. “Put her in your lap.”

Alex and Tim worked me upright and into Alex’s arms. Alex sat down in a chair, his legs wide, then pulled me down into him. My thighs stretched as he pulled me down onto his cock. I shook, trying to hold still. I could just barely touch the floor with my toes, it would be enough to get just enough leverage to bounce on his cock, and if I tilted my hips just a little…

“Every orgasm you try for where I don’t give you permission is going to get ruined,” David said, his voice ice cold. “But we still won’t stop until we’re done. You’re going to get used the way I want to use you, and the only question is whether or not you enjoy it. Understand?”

I lifted my toes, removing the temptation. Alex pulled me back against him and kept easing gently in and out of me, stroking slow circles on my belly. “Yes, sir.” The word came out without my thinking it, and David’s nostrils flared wide.

“Pretty slut.” He looked off to the side, and it took me a second to realize he was looking at Eli. “You wanted to play poker? Come over here.”

I heard Eli’s chair scrape on the floor as he stood up. As he walked around, I could see that he’d already had his cock out, stroking himself at the spectacle these men were putting on.

David at Eli settle into chairs, sitting opposite each other, with Alex fucking me slowly between them. Lazy pleasure was spiraling through me. I knew Alex was taking it easy on me, just a little. Letting my body slow down and settle. I didn’t know exactly what David meant by not coming. I’d never had a problem getting off during sex, but the idea of waiting still seemed…pointless.

“Your husband wanted to play cards, so that’s what we’re going to do,” David said. He reached out, and Tim handed him a deck. Tim sat down, but pulled back from the table. He was hard again, watching Alex and I carefully and gently stroking himself. The sight made me hiss with need. I loved being watched. If I thought about that, I knew what it would do to me. I knew how it would make my clit ache and my body beg for release. I didn’t know what was happening, but I didn’t want to make it harder. “Keep it simple. Three card stud. I win, she has to wait before she comes. You win, you get to pick what happens to her next.”

Eli stared at David for a long moment. “You okay, babe?”

Alex reached down and stroked one lazy circle around my clit. I groaned and rocked with him for a moment, relishing the sensation, before forcing myself to slow down. “Never better.” I had to force the words out through gritted teeth.

“Let’s do it.”

David glanced at Alex. “You don’t have to make it easy on her,” he said. “But I meant it about ruining them.”

I felt Alex nod behind me. “You got it.”

“Okay,” David said. “Let’s play cards.”
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Iwasn’t much of a poker fan. I’d picked up the basics watching Eli play now and then, but whatever I learned was driven out of my head by Alex’s slow thrusts. After David’s comment about not taking it easy, his thrusts weren’t quite as slow and gentle. He wasn’t pounding into me, but he’d leaned back so that I was moving more freely. I could imagine what his thick cock would look like, stretching my cunt out, and I had to close my eyes against the pleasure that was threatening me.

“You have no idea how to wait,” Alex said, laughing a little. “This is going to be hard for you.”

I whimpered, too tense to agree.

“I don’t mind giving you a few pointers,” he said, while David broke open the fresh deck and shuffled the cards. “For example, when I do this?” His hand swept down between my lips and swirled hard over my clit. My body tensed, and I wanted to scream and bear down, forcing his cock deep inside me until I shattered. He laughed behind me. “Try not to let your body tense. That pushes you closer. Try and relax.”

His fingers didn’t slow down, and my body twisted into tighter and tighter knots. “I can’t⁠—”

“You can, baby,” he said. “Try for me.”

His soft words made me want to, but I was so close to the edge, and I couldn’t make my body relax like he said. His fingers spinning over my clit were more than I could take. My body clenched hard against him, throbbing and tightening⁠—

And then it was gone. His fingers disappeared from my clit, his cock pulled out of my cunt, and I was left clenching on nothing. It hurt, having the pleasure disappear so abruptly, and the sparkling desire sputtered out. I whimpered, rocking gently. Alex pressed his hands into my belly for a moment, giving me something to settle on.

“That’s no fun, is it?” David’s voice was cold and teasing. “So, listen to Alex and learn to behave yourself.”

Eli’s eyes were wide open, and some part of me was surprised his hand wasn’t under the table, stroking himself fast and hard.

Alex’s thick cock pressed back into me as David dealt the cards. Eli’s face slid into the careful mask he wore when he played as Alex started up those slow circles again. My body ached so much that they weren’t a pleasant teasing now; they just ached. “Come on, baby,” he said. “Relax for me. You want this, don’t you?”

I did, god, did I ever. I tried to breathe, to fall into him. To let my body just feel.

“Good, just like that,” he said. “Keep breathing. Let it happen, but just don’t let it pull you under. It’s going to feel so good, baby, if you wait for it. I promise.”

David and Eli were betting now, going back and forth quickly. I couldn’t follow what was happening. It was work to feel Alex’s hands and not let that need spiral up, especially when Tim let out a low moan. His eyes were fixated on where Tim’s cock was driving into me. I imagined how we must look again, and then I squeezed my eyes shut. “Fuck,” I whimpered. “Fuck.”

Alex laughed. “Keep breathing, baby. Look, they’re almost done the first hand. What’s it going to be?”

They flipped the cards. David had an ace high, but Eli had a pair of threes. Winner. Alex pushed into me a little harder, and I couldn’t stay still. I rocked with his thrusts, letting that pleasure build, sure Eli would let me have some relief.

“She waits,” he said.

For a moment, my body didn’t understand the words, and I felt that tight clench of an orgasm bearing down on me. I gritted my teeth, trying to breathe.

“Hush, baby,” Alex said in my ear. He didn’t slow down, didn’t ease up on my cunt at all, but he did stop circling my clit. “Breathe.”

My hands were on his thighs, and I dug my fingers into his flesh, trying desperately to force the pleasure away. He made a hungry little sound behind me, and I forced myself to ignore it. I caught hold of myself, dragging myself away from the cliff of need.

“Good job, baby,” Alex said. He slowed down the thrust of his hips again, giving me some small relief. “Look, they’re dealing again. Let’s watch.”

Eli did have his cock in his hand now, moving in light strokes. I forced myself not to look, to squeeze my eyes shut and focus on the feeling of Alex’s hand on my stomach, steadying me. I listened to Eli and David betting back and forth. I knew they were going to flip their hands when Alex started to move harder, faster, twisting his cock into my body and making me cry out with every thrust.

Eli flipped a Queen high. David had a King.

“She waits.”

I couldn’t. Pleasure slammed through me, desperate and hungry, even though I was sure what would happen next. Alex’s cock slipped out and I screamed, my body clenching on nothing, desperate and aching.

“Your wife is fucking something else,” David said, his tone conversational. “Best of three. Alex, get her ass open. I know what a slut like her needs.”

Alex guided me up to my feet, then turned me around so that I was facing him. Mercy of mercies, he didn’t shove me down on his cock, just pinned it between us. I sagged on his shoulder. I could feel tears on my cheeks. “Oh now, baby,” he said. “No need to be like that. David’ll make you feel good before you’re done. You just have to wait for it like a good girl.”

A bottle of lube came from somewhere, and I felt the cold gel on Alex’s fingers as he started to work them into my ass. The sensation was deep and the best kind of invasive, and I absolutely loved it. It was also a glorious relief from Alex driving into my cunt.

“You’re a pretty slut who loves taking it in the ass, aren’t you?”

“Guilty as charged,” I managed to pant out.

“Good,” he said.

I could hear the cards being dealt, hear the bets start, but it all faded away as Alex crammed more into my ass. There was pleasure building of a deeper kind, but I could keep breathing, let it make me float without overwhelming me.

“Good job, baby,” he said. “Just like that.”

There was quiet behind us. “You should listen, baby,” Alex said. He didn’t stop working his fingers in me, but I managed to glance over my shoulder.

David had a pair of Jacks. Eli had a flush.

“Well,” David said, his voice entertained. “What’s your choice?”

Eli leaned back from the table. He had his hand around his cock again, stroking slowly. “Make her wait as long as you want,” he said. “And I want to hear her screaming your names.”

I could almost hear David grin. “You can stay there,” he said, nodding at Eli. “Tim?”

Tim was rock hard again, and he moved around to Alex and I. I heard David’s zipper work, his jeans hit the floor. His cock was intimidatingly huge, making Alex look average by comparison.

I got lifted up on the table again, which was good because I didn’t think I’d be able to stand. My ass was right at the edge of the table. Alex followed me up on his knees. He hooked his arms under my knees, lifting me up so that my entire ass was exposed, then buried his cock in my cunt again. Pleasure slammed back into me, making me whimper. He stroked my cheek. “Breathe, baby. Do it for me.”

I wanted to come so much it hurt. I could feel the swirling need in my body, and I didn’t know how to hold back.

And then there was the harsh pressure of another cock. Tim, pressing into my ass. I groaned and cried out as the thick head of him pushed deeply into me. I whimpered at the burn. I was already so full with Alex, and feeling more was so overwhelming that I thought it would kill me.

I heard Eli’s heavy curse, knew he was staring, knew he was stroking his cock. It spiraled me up even farther. The head of Tim’s cock pressed past my tight ring, and then I was so full it hurt. They started to move, timing their thrusts so that I was as full as I could be. I was sure they were rubbing on each other, too, and listening to them both groaning, I knew that was taunting them as well. The thought of the men enjoying each other, made my body tense. I tried to breathe.

“She can’t hold back much longer,” Alex said, panting. “She’s so fucking tight.”

I tried to breathe, tried to wait, but they were both driving into me, stretching me, and the need had turned into a pinpoint of stars deep in my clit.

David let the moment stretch, let it pull out like taffy. I stared up at him, trying to let him see my desperation.

I saw him nod, felt Alex’s finger trace down my cheek. “Come for me, baby,” he said.

Pleasure exploded through me so hard that I saw stars. I heard myself scream his name, felt my throat raw and burning as the men slammed into me. My body tightened and tightened and tightened, the pleasure unending as they fucked into me. I collapsed as the pleasure rocked through me in waves.

“Fingers on your clit,” David snapped, and I obeyed, even though my head was full of fuzz and pleasure. I found my clit and pressed, spinning soft circles. “More.” I moved faster, surprised at how quickly the pleasure was spiraling up.

“Again,” Alex said. “Again, baby.” And my body listened, another wave of pleasure spinning through me. My body was wild. I was distantly aware of trying to meet their trusts, but I couldn’t keep myself under control. Couldn’t keep my body moving. I screamed their names because I knew I was supposed to, begged them to keep going, to keep fucking me, to never, ever stop.

I heard Tim curse, felt him let go warm ropes of cum in my ass. Painting me inside. He fell back, gasping, and having my ass suddenly so empty was agony. But it gave Alex more room, and he was slamming into me so hard and sharp that I didn’t have room for pain. “More,” I said, rocking my hips into him, meeting every thrust.

But it was only for a moment. Having my ass empty gave Alex more room to move, and he shoved into me harder and faster. He leaned over, bending my knees up and tightening me more. His cock dragged over that deep spot in my cunt, and I felt my body start to tighten. He cursed. “David.”

“Ass or cunt?” David asked.

There was a long moment. “Cunt,” Alex said. His voice was tight, harsh.

The moment stretched out, just like it had when David was considering whether or not to let me come. “Fine,” David said.

If I’d thought Alex had been fucking me hard before, it was nothing to what he did now. The pace he set was absolutely brutal, so hard and fast that I couldn’t begin to keep up. I relaxed and let him fuck me, let him use me, felt him twisting his cock to drive me over the edge. “I want you to come with me, baby,” he said. “I want your husband to know that you come when I tell you to. Because I tell you to. Understanding?”

I nodded frantically. My body was screaming, and I was balanced on the edge of pleasure.

“Then come for me, baby.”

I did. As the first clench of my body hit, Alex grunted, rocking his cock into me again, and then I felt him explode, hot cum coating me and filling me in wave after wave after wave. He fucked me through my orgasm and then his. When he was done, his cum was leaking down my thighs, mixing with the mess Tim had left in me. He pulled back slowly, leaving me empty and weeping a little. And then David stepped between my thighs. His cock brushed my inner thigh, hard as granite. I whimpered, and David chuckled.

“Here’s what’s happening now,” he said. “I’m so hard it hurts. Alex and Tim, they took care of you. They were gentle with you.” He laughed. “Even if it didn’t feel like it. I’m not going to be. You’ve had enough of being gentle. Now you’re going to feel what happens when someone just takes what they want.”

I had one second to breathe before he yanked me close, spearing me on his cock, and I screamed again. Even with everything they’d done to me so far, David hurt, and my aching cunt launched a sharp protest.

The pain made me hungry for more. “Fuck,” I murmured. “Fuck, yes, please.”

He laughed. “It’s nice that you want this,” he said. “But I don’t care.”

The pace he set was punishing, and I couldn’t even try to keep up. He hooked an elbow under one knee to give himself a better angle, then pinned my wrists above my head with his other hand. At that angle, he slammed into that sweet spot in my cunt, sending me into waves of pleasure again. He grunted, but didn’t even slow down, driving into me as my body pulsed.

I felt his pace change as he got close. His thrusts were harsher, shorter, sharper. I tried to move with him even a little, give him more.

“I’m going to come, slut,” he said, his voice tight. “Paint your fucking cunt with my cum. But you need to realize something.”

“What?” The word was torn from my sore throat.

“I’m. Not. Done.” Each word was punctuated with a sharp, vicious thrust, and then I felt his release, hot and wet and thick. I had so much cum crammed into my cunt that I didn’t know how there could be more.

I expected to feel him soften, but he didn’t. And then I realized what he meant.

He pulled me up into his arms without pulling out of me, then sat down in the chair where Alex and I had been. “Ride me,” he commanded. “Watch your husband stroke his pathetic cock and ride me.”

I managed to hook my feet on the bottom of the chair to give myself leverage and started to move. David’s hands supported my ass, encouraging me in the rhythm he wanted—slower, now, but no less harsh—and I looked at Eli.

His eyes were glassy, locked on the place where David’s cock was slamming into my messy cunt. His cock was purple, and I didn’t know how he hadn’t come yet.

“Your husband’s hot watching you get fucked by man after man,” David said. He’d finally lost that conversational tone. His voice was tight and hard. I could feel how tense he was, how he was holding back. “He fucking loves it. And you?” His fingers tweaked my nipples hard enough to make me shriek. “Do you like being the slutty wife who make him so hard?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. I twisted my hips as I rode him, desperate to pull another orgasm from my aching body. I didn’t want this to ever stop.

“Scream my name this time, slut,” David said. “Let him hear you. And if it tips him over the edge, it’s going to make a mess of his fucking jeans.”

Eli groaned. His hand was a blur.

“He’s going to walk out of here with his cum all over his hand and his jeans instead of inside his wife. You want that?”

I did. Fuck. “Yes.”

“Then come for me, slut. Come for me and scream my name.”

I drove down on him one last time, slamming that deep place into the head of his cock, and felt my body explode. Tearing pleasure from me. Bigger and harsher than every other orgasm, rolling on and on and on. I screamed David’s name over and over, I screamed how huge his cock was. I screamed how it felt to be split open so wide.

I saw Eli come, heard him cry out, saw him shift so that his jeans were splashed with his cum.

David gave a hungry grunt, and then was standing, moving so that I was bent over the table. He pounded into my cunt, one hand pressing down on the center of my back to pin me in place, and the other slamming into my wide open ass. I groaned, meeting his thrusts as best as I could, but I knew he didn’t care. He fucked me like a man possessed. Like he didn’t care what I thought or wanted.

I felt him come, deep inside me, and it set off one last wave of pleasure. Softer, gentler, but no less amazing. I was so soaked with cum, with every man who had touched me filling me.

Except my husband.

This time, when David’s orgasm released him, he sagged over me. The hand holding me down stroked me softly, almost gently. “You’re fucking incredible,” he murmured. “There’s a shower in the back. Let’s get you cleaned up.”
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Eli was starting to make a habit of us going out on our bikes right before I got fucked until I was aching. We’d have to negotiate that in the future. Or I’d have to get used to it. One or the other.

He did end up playing in the poker tournament for a bit. He got knocked out a few rounds in. Having me on his lap, pointing out clearly visible spots on his jeans probably didn’t improve his concentration. I doubted anyone else could tell what they were, but we all knew.

He held me tight, and I hugged him. My wonderful husband.

When we went back to our hotel, he pulled me tight against him in the bed.

“You’re so incredible,” he said.

“You always say that,” I joked, running my hand down his chest.

“It’s always true.” His fingers traced my breast, my stomach, then gently cupped my aching pussy. “You took so much.”

“I really did,” I said, giggling. I wiggled against him, and he let out a happy little sound. “But I always have just a little more for you.”

We slipped out of our clothes, and I’d taken so much that it was easy to straddle him and pull him inside me. He sat against the headboard, his fingers teasing my clit as I rocked against him. “Tell me what you liked best,” he said.

“Waiting.” The memory of it combined with his talented fingers teasing at my aching clit sent a little wave of hunger through me. I started to move faster on his cock. He responded by shifting to give me the angle I needed, moving harder on my clit. “Coming on command.”

“You liked it when he slapped your tits around.”

My cheeks flared red, but my cunt gushed with heat at the memory. “I did.”

“You want more of that?”

He tweaked my clit between his fingers, hard, and caught the skin of my neck lightly between his teeth. The orgasm came on so fast it shocked me, and I pulled him over the edge with me, both of us screaming into each other’s mouths as we rocked through the pleasure together. We tumbled back onto the bed, wrapped up in each other’s arms.

“That sounds like a yes,” he said.

It was an intimidating word. “Yes.” But it was a true one.

He snuggled me tight against him. “Next time we stop, then,” he said. “We’ll see what we can do.”

If I hadn’t been so goddamn tired, I would have tried to figure out how to give him another sexy reward. But I was drifting off to sleep in his arms.

It would keep until morning.


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.

There’s one combination of men that Cait didn’t get to take. After David and Alex take her off to shower, they decide they’re not quite done with her yet. Want to know what slippery adventure they have together? Sign up for my newsletter for a bonus scene that ties up that little bow in a pretty knot. You’ll also stay up to date with my new releases, and you’ll hear about sales and freebies when I partner with other authors to bring you amazing stories you’re going to love.

You can also find more of Cait and Eli’s adventures here. The Biker Bar Hotwife is the first story, but they don’t have to be read in any specific order.
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!


INK STAINED: THE COMPLETE TATTOO PARLOR HOTWIFE


[image: A tattoo’d woman in a patterned shirt smiles sexily at the camera. Text reads Ink Stained: The Complete Series / Grace Beaumont.]


After twenty years of marriage, my husband has an idea to spice things up and make sure I stay completely satisfied while he runs his new business.

His offer: he finds men to share me with. I get to spend night after night, having every fantasy I've ever had fulfilled. All I need to do is share every single detail with him.

I get man after man, dream after dream, and I'm in total bliss. My husband gets to hear and watch while I'm completely sated.

I never thought of being a hotwife, but now that I am, I'm never going back.

Ink Stained is a bundle of the five books in the Tattoo Parlor Hotwife series. It includes "Freshly Inked Hotwife", "The Hotwife's Second Adventure", "The Insatiable Hotwife", "The Hotwife Unraveled", and "The Shared Hotwife."

Get it here!


THE HOTWIFE’S NIGHT OUT


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


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.


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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