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      Will pulls me upstairs and into our room. It doesn’t matter how many times I came with Gabe earlier, I will always be ready and eager for my husband. But I’ve never felt Will quite like this. Possessive and claiming. I love it.

      He leads me over to our dresser, which has a mirror on top. I brace my hands and spread my feet. “Like this?” He reaches between my thighs and brushes his fingers against my aching clit. “He fingered you like this and made you watch yourself?”

      “Yes.” I’m gasping.

      He guides me away from the bureau and toward our bed. I sit down on the edge and lay back. He pulls off his shirt, drops his jeans and boxers, and kicks them away. He stands between my thighs and strokes his gorgeous cock. My hips wiggle as my cunt clenches in anticipation. “And then he fucked you like this?”

      “Mhmm.” My brain is floating. Will’s tone is thick and hungry. I’ve never seen him this hard, and his cock is almost dripping as he strokes himself lightly.

      He pushes me back farther on the bed, following me up on his knees. “And what about this?” He spreads my knees wide and buries his face in my cunt. I howl at his teeth scraping on my clit and my hips buck up into my face. He makes a happy groan and licks me, thrusting his tongue into my cunt before swirling up and around my clit.

      Will eats pussy like it’s his damn job, and he can always make me come like this. When he slides two fingers into my cunt and sucks on my clit, I’m arching so hard that he has to work to keep up with me. He curls his fingers, pressing on that deep spot as he sucks on my clit, and that’s all it takes. My knees tighten around his head, holding him in place as he nurses me through a shattering orgasm. I pulse around his fingers again and again. My mind blank until the pleasure peaks and fades.

      I’m lying there gasping as he moves up between my thighs, lining his cock up with my cunt. “Did he make you come like that?”

      I shake my head and manage to say no.

      “No one makes you come like that, do they?”

      I shake my head again.

      “But I do.” He buries his cock in me in one swift stroke, and I arch up against him. My cunt is still pulsing, and he lets out a choked little cry. “Fuck, Haley.”

      “Will, fuck, yes.”

      He slams into me a few times, and my back is arching with how good this is, how much I love this possessive side of him that I’ve never seen before. Every twist of his hips grinds against my clit, and I’m swirling with pleasure.

      He grabs my hips and rolls us so that I’m on top. “And like this? Did he fuck you like this?”

      I don’t know if Gabe would have let me be on top. Our entire encounter was rough, hard, fast. He drove everything. If he had wanted me on top, he would have put me there.

      Will loves having me ride him like this, and he’s groaning as I slam down onto his cock, again and again. “No, Will. He didn’t fuck me like this.”

      His hands spread my ass, digging in deep, pushing me to an angle that he wants. The pressure on my clit with every stroke increases, and I’m biting my lip. “And what about this?”

      I’m surprised to feel his fingers pressing gently at the puckered opening of my ass. I loved anal before I met Will, but it was never his thing, so it’s been years since I had anything back there. We’ve occasionally played with him fucking me while I had a plug in, but rarely.

      I gasp a little at the pressure there, and I ride him harder. He grunts, and his hips are slamming up to meet me. “No.” It’s getting hard to talk. My entire brain is running down to my clit, to the building pleasure and heat. “No, he didn’t fuck me there.”

      “Did you want him to?”

      I bite my lip. “Will…”

      He puts both hands on my hips, slowing me down. “If you want that,” he says, “I just want to know about it first.”

      It takes me a minute before I can answer him. “I would love to get fucked in the ass,” I say. It’s the best way I can think to answer him.

      “Noted.” He doesn’t look upset, which is relieving. “I’ll keep that in mind for next time.”

      My whole body perks up. I grind on him harder again, and he urges me on with his hands, fucking up into me. I whimper with every thrust. “Next time?”

      His eyebrows go up. “Didn’t you enjoy yourself?”

      I gasp as my cunt clenches around him. “Yes, Will. Fuck, yes.”

      He moves us again, and I’m on my hands and knees. He’s behind me. He shoves the teddy up and over my shoulders. It pools around my wrists where I can pretend that they’re restrained. My breasts completely free, they slap together as he thrusts into me again. “You’re going to fuck other men.” He’s fucking me fierce and hard. I don’t always come when we fuck like this, but I can feel heat swirling through me, fast and needy. “Whenever I tell you. You’ll go where I tell you to. I’ll send someone here if I want.”

      “Yes, Will.”

      “Play with your fucking clit.” He grabs my hair and pulls me back just enough to make it hurts. I get my hands between my thighs and work my clit as he slams into me.

      “This is what you do now,” he says. “This is what you are. My hotwife. My slut. My greedy slut who takes it from the men I tell her to.”

      “Yes.” I’m close to coming, to the kind of orgasm that’s going to make me scream. “Yes. Whatever you want.”

      “You can ask. You can make requests. But I decide. I give permission. Understand?”

      His possessiveness is torture and I love it. “Yes, Will. I promise.”

      “Fuck.” His voice is so strained, and he’s holding onto his control with both hands. “What are you?”

      “A greedy, slutty hotwife.” Each word is punctuation by a thrust of his cock into my hungry cunt.

      “Whose?”

      I can hear how close he is, and I know what he needs to hear. What I need to hear.

      “Yours, Will. I’m your greedy, slutty hotwife.”

      The words send me over the edge. My back arches so hard my hands almost come off the mattress, and I scream his name. He follows me fast and hard, filling me with cum the same way Gabe had. I can feel them both in me, hot and thick, and it sends me into spasms of pleasure. My cunt milks at Will hard, and he shudders through his orgasm, pulsing into me with surge after surge of cum.

      When we’re both released and gasping, he guides me down onto the mattress, wrapping his arms around me and tugging me close. His cock is between us, sticky against my ass, and my cunt and thighs are slick with his cum.

      He kisses my neck and the back of my shoulders. “You’re incredible, Haley,” he says. “I could never wish for more than you.”

      I snuggle against him. He has his arms wrapped around me, and I pull them tighter. “I love you, Will. I’m yours. I promise. No matter what we do, no matter who you decide I fuck, I’m yours.”

      Somehow, he pulls me closer. “You’re mine,” he says. “And I’m yours.”

      I’m the luckiest woman in the world.
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